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THE FLUKE
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FADE IN:

 


1 INT.FLEABAG
ROOMING HOUSE - NIGHT

Neon motel
sign through window.

 


GRUBEN (OS)

(HUMS A LITTLE,
LAUGHS) (SINGING) My hopes,

my dreams come
true, my one and only you...


PAN room
(sparse, dilapidated) to bed with a black silk shirt, a yellow tie,
STOP PAN at a case full of wigs, fake mustaches, beards, sideburns,
eyebrows and other makeup paraphernalia. A pair of gloved hands
enters the frame, picks up different items from case, smooths and
preens them playfully.

 


GRUBEN (OS)

(CONTINUED)

Duh-dum-dee
dum-dee-dum,

doo-doo-doo,
doo-dee-doo,

bum-bum, you'll
never know,

just how much I
love you so.

Myyyyy only
prayer will be

some day you'll
care for me,

but it's
allllll only maaake beeee-lieve.


Doo-bee-doo-bee, doo-bee-doo. (LAUGHS)

 


The gloved
hands open a flap in the case and remove a handgun with a
silencer.

 


2 INT. HOLIDAY
INN STYLE HOTEL ROOM. NIGHT

DINTY has his
eyes closed, his head against a wall of the dark hotel room and the
barrel of the handgun (sans silencer) in his mouth. There is
knocking at the hotel room door, a pause, and the knocking repeats.
Another pause.

 


HANSON (OS)

Okay, so open
it.

 


LACHANCE
(OS)

We haven't got
a warrant.

 


HANSON (OS)

It's a 911
call. That'll do.

 


LACHANCE
(OS)

Are you nuts?
What about weapons?

 


HANSON (OS)

Don't worry
about it. They woulda

fired through
the door by now.

 


LACHANCE
(OS)

You eat too
much sugar, you know that?

 


HANSON (OS)

Fine. Let's
call in the SWAT team, then.

 


LACHANCE
(OS)

Why not?

 


HANSON (OS)

Get serious.
We're being threatened by

a door
here.

 


We hear a lock
turn and a door opens, which throws more light on DINTY's face.

 


LACHANCE
(OS)

Hello? (PAUSE)
Whoa.

 


Room light
goes on. SLOW ZOOM OUT reveals that DINTY is holding the handgun
and ready to shoot, STOP ZOOM showing DINTY sitting on the floor
against the wall and a MAN sprawled out on a blood-stained bed. The
detectives (HANSON and LACHANCE) walk into frame, stop, gesture at
DINTY and the body.

 


HANSON

Oh. Trying to
take the Hemingway out.

 


LACHANCE

Is the safety
on?

 


HANSON

(PAUSE)

Doesn't look
like it.

 


LACHANCE

So if I tap him
gently on the shoulder,

he'll probably
blow his brains out.

 


HANSON

Probably.

(PAUSE)

Or he'll take
out someone's gonads.

 


LACHANCE

(PAUSE)

He might be
dead already.

 


DINTY stirs
very slightly.

 


HANSON

I hope this
guy's not having a wet dream.

 


LACHANCE

(PAUSE)

Well,

(MOTIONS AT
DINTY)

you're the
senior officer.

 


HANSON

Sorry, sport,
didn't bring my bulletproof

cup.

 


LACHANCE

(PAUSE)

What if the
phone rings?

 


HANSON

Let's stay on
the upscale side of this,

shall we?

(PAUSE)

Maybe If we
come at him from both sides...

 


LACHANCE

(POINTS AT SIDE
AWAY FROM GUN BARREL)

I'll take that
side.

 


HANSON

Like hell.

 


LACHANCE

(PAUSE)

Fine. I say we
just screw it and yell. HEY, YOU!

 


HANSON signals
for quiet. DINTY stirs and barely gets the gun barrel out of his
mouth before it fires. All three scream. DINTY drops the gun and
tries to crawl under the bed. LACHANCE lunges for DINTY's legs and
HANSON pulls out a revolver. They yell over top of each other at
DINTY to stay down, don't move, etc.

 


3 EXT.
TELEPHONE BOOTH. DAWN (SOUND OF FOGHORN)

A gloved hand
is holding a telephone receiver in profile.

 


GRUBEN

I left behind a
designated driver.

 


JASMINE (OS,
OVER PHONE)

Really? Sounds
a little too fancy, don't

you think?

 


Turns to
reveal GRUBEN's face. He picks at some spirit gum on his cheek.

 


GRUBEN

Well, it was
amusing. Big waste of

supplies, if
you ask me, but I was

feeling
creative.

 


JASMINE (OS,
OVER PHONE)

But what if he,
you know, remembers

something?

 


GRUBEN

(SMILES)

That might not
matter by now, but it

hasn't been a
problem before. It's

finished,
anyway.

 


JASMINE (OS,
OVER PHONE)

Not quite.

 


CUT TO:

 


4 INT. UPSCALE
APARTMENT. EARLY MORNING

ECU of
JASMINE's mouth and telephone receiver.

 


GRUBEN (OS,
OVER PHONE)

(PAUSE)

(ANNNOYED)

What does he
want now?

 


JASMINE

Hey, don't
blame me. It's a last minute

thing. Same
pickup as before.

 


GRUBEN (OS,
OVER PHONE)

No, absolutely
not. I have plans.

 


JASMINE

What?

(GRIMACES)

You've got
tickets for one of those

horrible operas
again, don't you?

 


GRUBEN (OS,
OVER PHONE)

Culturally,
you're a boor, you know that?

 


JASMINE

(SMILES)

Just a punker
from way back.

(PAUSE, LICKS
LIPS)

He wants it
done today.

 


CUT TO:

 


5 EXT.
TELEPHONE BOOTH. DAWN

GRUBEN rubs
some sleep from his eyes, looks around.

 


GRUBEN

Of course he
does.

(SIGHS)

I hate this. I
won't have time to set it up properly.

 


JASMINE (OS,
OVER PHONE)

Looks like it's
a quick and dirty, Arthur.

 


6 EXT. PARK.
DAY (LUNCHTIME)

HENRY is
sitting at a park bench with a full plastic shopping bag beside
him. He sneezes, spooking someone walking by with a dog. He adjusts
the collar of his polo shirt, reaches into the shopping bag, pulls
out a large pink grapefruit, tests it for weight, sniffs it,
sneezes again. The grapefruit falls from his hand.

 


Grapefruit
hits the ground. A handicap scooter appears and runs over it.

 


HENRY

Hey!

 


HENRY stands
up, takes a step towards scooter, changes mind, loses balance,
falls back onto bench, composes himself, sighs, sneezes again. A
dog comes over and pees on the bench leg.

 


POV of MAN ON
SCOOTER. Pedestrians are hurriedly moving out of his way.

 


MAN ON
SCOOTER, wearing a gigantic pair of wrap-around sunglasses, reaches
into the scooter's carry-basket and pulls out a manilla
envelope.

 


GRUBEN,
wearing a large, bushy beard, is sitting on a park bench reading a
broadsheet newspaper. The handicap scooter appears, MAN ON SCOOTER
tosses the manilla envelope onto the bench, passes through frame.
GRUBEN neatly folds the newspaper and puts it down beside him,
picks up the envelope and pulls out its contents: a photo and a
message. He reads the message and begins tearing it into tiny
pieces.

 


7 INT. POLICE
STATION INTERROGATION ROOM. DAY

HANSON is
sitting at a table across from DINTY. He crumbles up a piece of
paper from a notepad, throws it at a trashcan, takes out a pen.
DINTY rubs at his temple. LACHANCE is standing, rolling up one of
his shirtsleeves.

 


HANSON

Dinty? What is
that, Romanian or something?

 


DINTY

(LOOKS
CONFUSED)

What?

 


HANSON looks
at LACHANCE. LACHANCE gestures, fires an imaginary gun, taps a palm
on one ear. HANSON nods.

 


HANSON

(SPEAKING
UP)

Dinty. The
name? What is that?

 


DINTY

It's a
nickname.

 


HANSON

Fair enough,
Dinty. So why'd you pop that

poor
bastard?

 


DINTY

I didn't kill
him.

 


HANSON

Who is he?
Where's his I.D.?

 


DINTY

I don't know. I
don't even know how I

got there. I
told you guys already.

 


LACHANCE

Jeez.

 


HANSON

It's not like
we don't want to believe you,

Dinty, but you
can imagine how handy this all sounds.

 


DINTY

I don't...
(RUBS TEMPLE AGAIN) You guys got

any
Tylenol?

 


LACHANCE

Look, why don't
we just put you back

in the cell
until the Public Attorney

gets here?

 


DINTY (OS)

No. I...
(EXHALES) I really don't remember

that part.

 


LACHANCE

What do you
remember?

 


DINTY

(SCRATCHES BACK
OF HEAD)

Some guy at the
bar last night. We were

talking. Stuff
like that.

 


HANSON

About what?

 


DINTY

I don't know.
Movies and stuff. Opera.

 


HANSON and
LACHANCE exchange looks. HANSON shrugs.

 


LACHANCE

Which bar?

 


DINTY


Shakespeare's.

 


HANSON

Oh!

(FLOURISHES
WITH HAND)


Shakespeare's!

 


8 INT. FLEABAG
ROOMING HOUSE. DAY

A cockroach is
walking over a photo of O'LEARY resting on a yellow trenchcoat
lying on the bed.

 


GRUBEN (OS)

(LA-LA'S AN
ARIA FROM "THE BARBER OF SEVILLE")

 


The cockroach
disappears into one of the coat pockets. A few seconds later,
GRUBEN's gloved hand slides another handgun with a silencer into
the same pocket. He picks up the trenchcoat, TILT UP to reveal that
he is wearing a cloth mask over his head a la Igor Gouzenko. He
does up the trenchcoat, rearranges the eyeholes on the mask and
nods.

 


9 INT. SMOKY,
DARK TAVERN BAR. DAY

HENRY staring
in rapture forward and out of frame.

 


Staff name tag
- KATRINA - passes through frame.

 


HENRY still
staring, his eyes following the movements of KATRINA serving
tables. KATRINA walks right-to-left through frame in the
foreground. HENRY's eyes follow. A hand holding a mug of draft beer
appears appears from the left. HENRY blinks, takes the mug, puts it
down beside him on the bar.

 


HENRY

I'm in love
with her, Jeff.

 


JEFF
(BARTENDER) is tapping off a pint, looks up, shrugs, looks back
down.

 


JEFF

Everybody is,
Henry.

 


KATRINA's
ankle bracelet. SLOW TILT UP along her body to her face as she
serves a table.

 


HENRY (OS)

No, really.

 


JEFF (OS)

Yeah, get in
line.

 


HENRY (OS)

(PAUSE)

God, she's
beautiful.

 


JEFF (OS)

You've been
telling me that for eight

months, Henry.
She's not a psychic.

 


HENRY (OS)

She knows.

 


JEFF (OS)

She knows you
sit on that stool and gawk

about three
days a week.

 


KATRINA
talking to customers at table, looks up and over. Makes a silly
face. Smiles. Looks back at customers.

 


HENRY (OS)

More than that
lately. I'm on holidays.

(PAUSE)

I guess I
should ask her out.

 


JEFF (OS)

That's
profound, Henry. Your grasp of the

obvious is
amazing.

 


 


10 EXT.
DOWNTOWN (FROM CAR). DAY

GRUBEN's POV.
O'LEARY emerges from an office building, begins walking down the
sidewalk, car follows, quick pan over to picture of O'LEARY sitting
on the seat, back to O'LEARY walking. Taxi passes GRUBEN's car,
honking.

 


11 INT. SMOKY,
DARK TAVERN BAR. DAY

HENRY still
sitting at the bar. KATRINA walks into frame with a trayful of
empty glasses, loads them into glass washer, grabs orders sitting
on the bar.

 


KATRINA

God, Henry. Are
you still here?

 


HENRY

(MOTIONS AT
BARTENDER)

Jeff figures I
should start paying rent

on the
chair.

 


JEFF enters
frame, puts another mug in front of HENRY, HENRY slides some money
on the bar over to JEFF, JEFF leaves frame. HENRY tosses a quarter
into the tip jar.

 


KATRINA

Why don't you
sit at one of my tables?

That way, you
could tip me.

 


HENRY smiles.
JEFF comes into frame, puts another mug of beer down with the new
orders, leaves frame.

 


JEFF

Lay off,
Katrina. He's paying for

my kid's
braces.

 


HENRY

(TO KATRINA) He
told me he was saving up

for a dragon
tattoo.

 


JEFF (OS)

Blow me,
Henry.

 


KATRINA

(SHAKES HEAD)
He's so good with the customers.

 


The outside
door to the tavern opens, throwing outdoor light on HENRY and
KATRINA, who squint. Door closes, light returns to normal.

 


HENRY

What the hell
is he doing here?

 


O'LEARY is
sitting himself down at a table.

 


KATRINA
(OS)

Who's he?

 


HENRY (OS)

Nathan O'Leary.
One of my firm's clients.

(SHRUGS)

Slumming
it.

 


KATRINA
(OS)

Nice suit.

(PAUSE)

You're a
lawyer?

 


HENRY (OS)

Para-legal.
Paperwork.

 


HENRY and
KATRINA looking forward out of frame.

 


KATRINA

What does he
do?

 


HENRY

Oh, well,
officially, he's an importer.

He's got about
twenty dummy corporations.

 


KATRINA

What does he
import?

 


HENRY

(SNIFFS AND
RUBS AT HIS NOSE)

 


KATRINA

Oh. (SMILES) I
bet he tips well.

 


12 EXT.
DOWNTOWN (CAR/OUTSIDE). DAY

GRUBEN's POV.
Sound of heavy breathing. Sitting in car behind steering wheel,
gets out of car, crosses street as various passersby give him a
double-take, walks down sidewalk, looks back quickly, opens tavern
door to reveal O'LEARY and KATRINA, who both squint.

 


13 INT.
TAVERN. DAY

O'LEARY's POV.
Door closes. GRUBEN reaches up and pulls off the cloth mask. GRUBEN
is wearing a disguise on one-half of his face: a large sideburn,
half a mustache, one bushy eyebrow.

 


GRUBEN's POV.
Takes handgun out of pocket, aims it at O'LEARY. Cockroach is
sitting on his glove.

 


HENRY, about
to take a sip of beer, reacts.

 


HENRY

Whoa, shit.

 


GRUBEN'S eyes
react to cockroach.


Cockroach.

 


GRUBEN'S POV.
GRUBEN shakes his hand in reaction to cockroach, gun fires, KATRINA
goes down, her tray crashes.

 


GRUBEN
re-aligns his shot, fires again, O'LEARY takes it in the head and
falls backwards over his chair. Confusion.

 


HENRY and
JEFF. JEFF reaches under bar, pulls out a rifle.

 


GRUBEN's eyes,
reacts to movement to his left.

 


GRUBEN'S POV,
aims at Jeff, fires, JEFF falls backwards into bottle display and
down. Glass falls and shatters.

 


GRUBEN

Bloody
hero.

 


GRUBEN pockets
handgun, turns, opens door. Flash of daylight.

 


HENRY in
momentary shock. Crowd noise surges. HENRY blinks, looks at bar,
looks over at KATRINA.

 


HENRY

Shit!

 


HENRY rushes
out of frame.

 


KATRINA lying
face-up on the floor, major blood, tries to sit up, falls back.
HENRY enters frame, kneels, cradles her head in his arms. General
chaos.

 


KATRINA


(HALF-WHISPERING, OUT OF BREATH)

Oh God, Henry.
What happened?

 


HENRY

It's okay.
You'll be okay.

 


KATRINA

(LOOKS AT
SHOULDER)

Oh God, I'm
dying.

 


HENRY

No! You can't!
Dammit! Don't die, okay?

(PAUSE)

Shit, we
haven't even gone to the movies yet.

 


KATRINA

What?

(PAUSE, TRIES
TO SMILE)

Jesus, Henry,
you sure can pick your moments.

 


HENRY looks up
at the tavern door.

 


HENRY

I'll kill that
bastard.

 


KATRINA

(COUGHS)

You'd do
that?

 


HENRY

(PAUSE)

Yeah. Yeah, I
would.

 


KATRINA

(COUGHS AGAIN,
SHIVERS)

God, I'm
getting dizzy.

 


KATRINA loses
consciousness. Henry looks around. SLOW PAN towards bar, general
chaos.

 


HENRY (OS)

Somebody call
an ambulance! Jesus! She's

bleeding! Get a
fuckin' ambulance!

 


FADE TO :

 


14 INT.
HOSPITAL ROOM. NIGHT

HENRY, his
forehead buried in his palm. Sound of heart monitor. HENRY looks
up.

 


KATRINA with
IV tubes in an oxygen tent.

 


HENRY

Jesus.

 


HENRY sitting
by KATRINA's bed. (PAUSE) He reaches out towards her hand.

 


HENRY lightly
rubbing KATRINA's hand through the plastic. Her hand stirs
slightly.

 


HENRY,
slightly teary. The door behind HENRY opens, HANSON enters, puts a
hand on HENRY's shoulder.

 


HANSON

How's she
doing?

 


HENRY shrugs,
shakes his head.

 


HANSON
(CONT'D)

She'll be okay.
Lots of good people around

here.

 


HENRY takes a
deep breath, nods slightly.

 


HANSON
(CONT'Ð)

I think they
want you to get out of the

room, Henry.
You should go home, try to

get some sleep.
Do you need a ride?

 


15 INT.
UNMARKED POLICE CAR. NIGHT

HENRY is in
the back seat, LACHANCE is driving, HANSON is in the passenger
seat.

 


HENRY

I just sat
there the whole time. I froze.

 


LACHANCE

That's probably
why you're alive, Henry.

What I can't
figure out is why the guy

shot that
bloody barmaid.

 


HENRY

Her name's
Katrina.

(PAUSE)

He
flinched.

 


HANSON

(TURNS
AROUND)

Who
flinched?

 


HENRY

The guy. His
hand flinched.

 


HANSON

(TURNS BACK)
This guy's a pro, Henry.

Pros don't
flinch.

 


HENRY

(PAUSE)

Do you know who
he is?

 


LACHANCE

(SIGHS)

Well, it's not
like we can check out

the booking
list at the hiring hall,

but we can
probably narrow it down.

 


HANSON

Probably from
Detroit.

 


LACHANCE

What makes you
think he's from Detroit?

 


HANSON

Ah, these guys
are all from Detroit. I

think they have
a school there.

 


LACHANCE

Are you sure
the guy had sideburns, Henry?

 


HENRY

Yeah. Big
porkchops. I told you that.

 


HANSON

We got people
who say clean shaven.

 


HENRY

Definitely
sideburns.

CUT TO:

 


(FLASH of
GRUBEN in profile at tavern: half-disguise side).

 


CUT TO:

 


HENRY,
LACHANCE and HANSON in squad car.

 


LACHANCE

At least
everybody saw the trenchcoat.

 


HENRY

Yeah.
Yellow.

 


LACHANCE

Ah, who knows?
It was dark. People were

drunk.

 


HANSON

People get
confused.

 


LACHANCE

Yeah, like that
witness at the bank robbery.

Swore up and
down that one of the gang was a

dwarf.
"Couldn't-a-been more than three feet

tall," he says.
Jesus. When munchkins go bad.

 


LACHANCE and
HANSON laugh and shake their heads. HENRY stays stone-faced. HANSON
and LACHANCE stifle themselves.

 


16 EXT.
STREET. NIGHT

Passenger side
of car pulling up to curb. HANSON gets out.

 


HANSON

Hold up a
minute, Henry. No handles back there.

 


Opens the back
door, HENRY gets out.

 


HENRY

Thanks.

 


HANSON

You gonna be
all right?

 


HENRY

(PAUSE)

No, not
really.

 


HANSON takes a
calling card out of his jacket pocket, hands it to HENRY.

 


HANSON

Look, give me a
call if you remember

anything else,
okay?

 


HENRY nods,
pockets card.

 


HANSON
(CONT'D)

I'm really
sorry about your ladyfriend.

 


HENRY
shrugs.

 


HANSON
(CONT'D)

(LOOKS
AROUND)

Can't say I'm
all that upset about O'Leary.

Total scumbag.
Kind of glad he's dead.

 


HENRY nods
sheepishly.

 


HENRY

I
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