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INT. MY OFFICE - DAY

(shot in BLACK AND WHITE and entirely from MY POV, the camera 
is my eyes, my view) 

My office is the standard low-rent low-maintenance affair. 
Four walls, wooden desk, Venetian blinds, rotating fan. A 
shadow passes across the frosted glass of my door before 
opening to HER (30s fatale). I offer her a chair, she 
refuses, I offer a cigarette, she accepts. I light hers and 
then my own.

HER
Mr. Beaumont, I must say-

ME
Call me Frank.

HER
I gotta admit. I was hoping for 
more... Closure.

ME
You hired me to find your missing 
husband Mrs. Kyd. I did just that, 
at the bottom of a lake. I even 
found your missing car down there. 
That was a freebie.

HER
Your report said Henry was killed 
because of a precious stone. What 
was it? A diamond? An emerald?

ME
Nope, just a stone. You certainly 
don’t seem to cut up about your 
dead husband Mrs. Kyd. You drink?

HER
Only when I’m grieving.

I open my desk drawer, ignoring the .38 Smith and Wesson and 
grab a bottle of whiskey and two glasses.

HER (CONT’D)
Just a normal stone you say?

ME
Nothin’ worth killin’ over y’ask 
me.

When I look up she’s got a small Walther PP pointed straight 
at me.

HER
That’s where our opinions might 
differ Mr. Beaumont.



ME
I told ya, call me Frank.

HER
Put your hands where I can see 
them. Frank.

I cast a glance at the .38 In my drawer before putting my 
hands up.

HER (CONT’D)
Now you’re going to slowly give me 
the stone. I’ve got this trained 
straight at your heart should you 
want to try anything funny.

I reach into my pocket and take out a small stone and place 
it on the desk between us. She picks it up. She’s angry.

HER (CONT’D)
Is this a joke Mr. Beaumont?

ME
If it is I ain’t laughin’

HER
Tell me what’s so damned special 
about this old rock!

ME
... Oh, I get it. You’re colour-
blind ain’t ya?

She throws the rock at me. It hits me hard in the head. I 
keel over onto the floor. She walks around my desk and stands 
over me, her gun pointing at my face. A LARGE GENTLEMAN 
(FINCHLEY) enters and stands next to her.

HER
Allow me to introduce my associate, 
Mr. Finchley.

ME
I didn’t have you pegged as a dog 
person Mrs. Kyd.

Finchley punches me hard in the face. I see stars and my 
vision goes blurry. He grabs my tie and winds up for another 
lick.

ME (CONT’D)
The colour Mrs. Kyd. The stone... 
is a brand new colour!

Finchley punches me hard in the face. I’m out cold.
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