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This is TOM.

BZZZZY. Iis cellphone VIBRATES across the DASH. Tom picks
it up, looks at the WORD on his TEXT DISPLAY -~ “Incoming.”

Now, he looks up through the WINDSHIELD as ANOTHER CAR pulls
into the station. 8TOPS thirty yvards away. FLASHES TUR
DRIGHTS. Tom FLICKS the KNOB, FLASHES BACK. And then --

The passenger door of the other car opens and out hops a MA4M,
Tom ledns over and opens the door as the guy hopgs in, SOAKED.
Late fifties. Despite the weather, he wears SUNGLASSES and a
baseball hat. His name is WITTEN and he seems very PUT QUL --

WITTEN
Jesus, .. How many more cars am I
goilng to have to get in and out of?
TOM
Phis is it, Congressman. Uh... Is
it cool if I call vow that?

WITTEN
I don‘t give a shit what you mall
me, Just driwe, kid.

Tom isn’t bothered by thils asshole... almost as if he's dealt
with this many, many times --

TOM:
You have somethling for me?

Witten shakes hig head, unzips his jackelt pockat. Pulls cul
a THICK ENVELOPE. Hands it to Tom, who Ltakes a peek inside —-
It's FILLED WITIH HUNDEED DOLLAR BILIS.

TOM
Cool. Thanks. Would you mind
giving me your phone, please?

WITTEN
Why?

TOM
Because that’s how it works.

Witten, PERTURBED, redches into his inside pocket and
extracts his RLACKBERRY. Tom takes it, slides off the
casing, expertly pops the SIM CARD QUT --

TOM

I promise you’ll get it back once
you’ve talked to him.
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"Him?” Who _the fuck is HIM? 'Tom drops the cell into a
plastic BAGGIE which he places in the glovebox, takes out a
Folded BLACK BANDANA —-
TOM
You minc?
(off witten‘s look)
It's a blindfold,

WITTEN
Are vou fucking serious?

Tom just SMILES. No response necessary. And we CUT TO:

INT. VAN - DRIVING - LATER

THE WIPERS streak back and forth ds Tom and the BLINDFOLDED
WITTEN drive down a COUNTRY ROAD. IIoul Reed ENDS... Tom
ejects a casselte, FLIPS it over Lo the B-side,. Hits PLAY.

WITTEN
Is that a gassette: player?

TDM
Yeah... 0ld school.

WITTEEN
0ld scheol sounds like shit.,

Tow smiles, amused by this guy. Brives on. & few beats.

WLTPEN
How long have you worked for him?

TOM
Coupla years.

WITTEN
You in college?

TOM-
I was, HNot anymore.

WITTEN
Why not?

A DUICK AND JARRING JUMPCUT -~ THREE SECONDS LONG

e are Iooking at a SNOW-COVERED QUAD -- New England Campusg —-
all through a FROSTY WINDOWPANE —-- And gsuddenly -- A BODY
FALLS PAST IT -- Then ANOTHER, arig FLAILING as they DROP --

Tom blinks.
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TOM:
I didn't see the point,

WITTEN
Your folks must be so proud.

Tom shakes his head. EKnows what's going on here. SIGHS --

"TOM
Yiknow, Mr. Witten... just because
vou're scaraed, that doesn't mean
you have to be a dick.

WITTEN
Maybe I'm a dick because I'm being
traated like a Sixty Minutes
Repoerter going to meet the Bya-
‘Goddamh-Tollah.

Tom fust drives. QCalm. Then -~
TOM
You're gonna forget vou ever -felt

this way,

WITTEN
Felt... what way?

TOM
Burdened.

A BEAT. Yes. _That's=exactlv-riqht. Witten absorbs it.

VITPTEN
‘You say that to everyone you drive?

. TOM
Nopa. Sometimes I say “Abandoned.”

Witten shakes his head. Likes this kid. Now, 8of

WITTEN
Wayne... he’s the real deal?

WAXNE. Well THAT'S someone we can’'t walt to meat. As for
Tem? His smile returns. Absolutely confident --

oM
He's as real a3 it gets.

Huh. All right then. BAnd as they drive on, we CUT TO:
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