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FADE IN:

EXT. SCHWARTZMAN COMPOUND, AVIARY - NIGHT

We open on the fiGure of a MIDDLE-AGED MAN floatinG face-
down in a wooden hot tub - seen from below.

His face is placid and calm. His eyes are open, curious.
StarinG at us li°e he's Got a million Puestions.

ClinGinG to his shoulders, a dar° red sil° °imono bobs and
weaTes - obscurinG what loo°s Tery much li°e blood.

 CLAY (V.O.)
So, yeah. "asically, we're screwed.

A tiny silTer bubble hoTers at the corner of the man's mouth
and then darts Puic°ly up to the Glassy surface.

CLAY (CONT'D)
If you'd as°ed me two months aGo if
this is where I thouGht thinGs were
headed - that DaTid would bite the
biG one and we'd be the ones tryinG
to fiGure out who did it - well, I
would'Te told you you were out of
your friGGinG mind.

*ust beyond the °imono, we can barely ma°e out the fiGure of
what appears to be an animal of some sort - a "ULLDOG -
GaWinG down into the water.

Still, the man stares directly at us - beatific.

CLAY (CONT'D)
And, no. He's definitely not
normally this... calm.

HARD CUT TO:

INT. SCHWARTZMAN COMPOUND, PRODUCTION OFFICE - DAY

The same man - DAVID SCHWARTZMAN (mid-50s, lonG, thinninG
Gray hair, wire rim Glasses, an infamous independent
producer with a chec°ered past) - charGes in toward us
throuGh a pair of Glass doors.

DAVID
(at the top of his lunGs)

What THE FUC+ did I fuc°inG tell
you?Ź
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"ehind him, at the center of the lushly landscaped aTiary
that spans the space between his house and the production
office, sits the wooden hot tub - now empty.

  DAVID (CONT'D)
What, are you tryinG to do Get me
°illed?Ź WhateTer your name is,
wheneTer Martin calls, I'm NOT
FUC+ING HEREŹŹŹ

The imaGe FREEZES. Veins in both of DaTid's temples are
bulGinG. Spittle flies from his bulbous lips.

It's only now that we notice - he's wearinG the same °imono
and he's Got two lit Joints, one in each hand.

CLAY (V.O.)
That's DaTid. SchwartWman. On one
of his, uh, better days.

Suddenly DaTid REANIMATES:

  DAVID
And another fuc°inG thinG...

He cuts himself off, spyinG the lit Joint in his riGht hand.
He shoTes it between his teeth li°e Patton and ta°es an
impossibly lonG draw.

  DAVID (CONT'D)
(blowinG smo°e)

...where the fuc° is Phil?

The camera WHEELS AROUND to reTeal our narrator - CLAY
WILCO8 (early 20s, a fresh-faced former EnGlish maJor and
aspirinG screenwriter then unaccustomed to DaTid's fury).

He sits, stunned mute, at a slee° blac° marble des° tryinG
his best to ma°e sense of what appears to be a heap of
conToluted hand-written accountinG ledGers.

"ehind him, we can barely ma°e out a who's-who treasure
troTe of mid-century furniture and oTersiWed TintaGe French
moTie posters. EVotic AmaWonian artifacts dot eTery surface.

 CLAY
I dunno. He was supposed to be bac°
on the 7:30...

DaTid LUNGES at him. The +imono flarinG.

CLAY (CONT'D)
(coTerinG his eyes)

Dude. C'monŹ
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SlamminG what's left of his Joint into the teeminG ashtray
at the far side of the Clay's des°, DaTid GROWLS:

DAVID
If I find out Phil is lyinG to me -
to us, all of us - I will haTe your
fuc°inG headŹ And Paul'sŹ

(beat)
Do I ma°e myself CLEAR?Ź

DaTid FREEZES aGain. Clay calmly turns to us and spea°s:

CLAY
(direct-to-camera)

It's sad really. He's fluent in at
least eiGht lanGuaGes - French,
Italian, Yiddish, German, Spanish,
PortuGuese, Russian, Castellano -
and eTery third word is fuc°.

Clay calmly reaches oTer, snatches the Joint out of DaTid's
froWen finGers, and snuffs it out properly.

CLAY (CONT'D)
Plus, somewhere in this place
there's at least one Academy Award.

ReachinG across himself in front of the still froWen DaTid -
his boss - Clay Grabs a pac° of Dunhill reds, sha°es one
out, and liGhts it with a small TintaGe liGhter.

CLAY (CONT'D)
"ac° in the day, he was a mensch.
An indie badass. Li°e, Saul ZaentW
leTel. Coppola leTel.

(beat)
"ut I diGress.

Clay points to DaTid. DaTid UNFREEZES - pic°inG bac° up at
GrindinG out his roach. Instead, his empty finGers send
ashes flyinG. He barely notices.

DAVID
Go to Canter's. Pic° me up a
chic°en. A double order of lat°es -
siV not three - and a poppy seed
strudel.

He thrusts a hand into a poc°et in his °imono and tosses a
damp wad of bills onto the des°.

DAVID (CONT'D)
A la fuc°inG MODEŹ


