
"BURDEN" 

FADE IN: 

INT. BOARD ROOM -- MORNING 

The lavish room is crowded, with dozens of people seated around 

a massive table, chattering away. 

Suddenly, DANIEL POWERS, a gruff man in his late 50s, enters 

the room.  Immediate silence. 

Powers sets his briefcase down and sits at the head of the table.  

Reveling in his authority, he takes a moment to organize his 

papers before acknowledging the group.   

POWERS 

Good morning.  Thank you for making 

the trip in.  I'm sure most of you 

already know each other. 

(motioning around 

room) 

Here we have representatives from 

Sony, EMI, Universal, and Warner.  

They have each invited a few of their 

recording artists to come in and 

participate in this discussion.  And, 

obviously, our own legal counsel is 

present. 

(pause) 

Ladies and gentlemen, as you're all 

aware, we have a bit of a problem here.  

Tim, are we ready with the slide show? 

TIM 

Yeah, it's all set.  There's the 

remote. 

Powers picks it up and continues his presentation seamlessly. 

POWERS 

I'd like to start with a few numbers.  

How about 12.5 billion? 

He clicks the remote, and "12,500,000,000" appears on the 

projector screen. 

POWERS (CONT'D) 



Anybody know what that represents?  I 

don't see any hands up. 

Powers clicks the remote again, revealing the answer to his 

question onscreen.  He continues this routine throughout the 

remainder of his presentation. 

POWERS (CONT'D) 

Every year, music piracy causes $12.5 

billion worth of damage to the U.S. 

economy.  What about 71,060? 

(pause) 

That's the number of American jobs 

lost every year, courtesy of music 

pirates. 

While Powers speaks, GAVIN HOWARD, a slick attorney in his early 

thirties, slips into the room--briefcase in one hand, coffee 

in the other. 

POWERS (CONT'D) 

Most importantly, how about 1.1 

billion? 

GAVIN 

(while walking) 

Your salary? 

Laughter throughout the room.  Gavin takes a seat. 

POWERS 

Mr. Howard, nice of you to join us. 

GAVIN 

Yeah, sorry...  My cab driver got 

lost. 

POWERS 

But you still had time to pick up your 

Starbucks, I see. 

Gavin picks up his coffee cup and takes a slow, deliberate sip.  

He smacks his lips and then grins. 

GAVIN 

I'm worthless to you people without 

caffeine. 

POWERS 



(pause) 

One-point-one billion.  Not my 

salary, Mr. Howard--I make far more 

than that--but the amount of money 

lost by this industry every year to 

piracy.  Have I gotten my point 

across? 

SONY EXEC 

I think everyone in this room would 

agree with you that piracy is killing 

us, but what do we do about it? 

POWERS 

That's why we're here.  I've spoken 

with our attorneys, and they have some 

ideas for us.  Mr. Howard, are you 

ready, or do you need some time to 

finish your Caramel Macchiato? 

GAVIN 

It's Pumpkin Spice, and I'm ready. 

Gavin rises from his seat and circles the table while he speaks.  

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

We're in trouble, ladies and 

gentlemen.  The law is on our side 

here, but enforcement is the real 

issue.  It's clearly copyright 

infringement to download unauthorized 

copies of songs, but until we show 

people we're serious about putting a 

stop to it...Well...Those numbers 

will keep going up. 

EMI EXEC 

So how do we show them we're serious? 

GAVIN 

I'll tell you how.  We start going 

after the little fish.  Sure, we keep 

suing the Napsters, Groksters, and 

whatever other 'sters are out there, 

but we go after the downloaders, 

too--not just the websites. 

EMI EXEC 



So what, we start hunting down college 

kids for cash? 

GAVIN 

Think bigger.  We go after everyone 

for cash.  College kids, the colleges 

themselves, high-schoolers, 

pre-schoolers, you name it.  

EMI EXEC 

You're gonna sue little 9-year-old 

Sally for downloading Kidz Bop? 

GAVIN 

Yeah, and maybe her parents, while 

we're at it. 

MUSICIAN 

This sounds a little crazy to me.  I 

get what you're saying, but shouldn't 

we be a little more concerned about our 

reputations here?  If you start 

suing, the fans are gonna get pissed.  

Maybe they stop coming out to my shows.  

Maybe they stop buying Cds. 

GAVIN 

They've already stopped buying Cds.  

That's what we're doing here.  But, 

look, if they get pissed at anyone, 

it's going to be at the big, bad record 

companies--not you.  Your fanbase 

won't shrink on account of us.  And 

face it:  the record companies don't 

need fans; they need talent.  Talent 

brings fans.  You guys will be fine. 

UNIVERSAL EXEC 

I agree with you in principle, Gavin, 

but I'm trying to look at this 

realistically.  We can't sue 

everybody. 

GAVIN 

Right. 

UNIVERSAL EXEC 

We don't have the resources. 



GAVIN 

Right. 

UNIVERSAL EXEC 

So we just chase down the big-timers, 

the major downloaders. 

GAVIN 

Wrong.  We mix it up.  We go after the 

big-timers, but we throw in some 

little guys, too.  You have to put the 

fear of God in these people.  For 

every Sally you sue, there's a Billy 

out there who will think twice before 

stealing music. 

WARNER EXEC 

Make it seem like anyone could be sued 

at any time.  It's perfect. 

GAVIN 

That's why I've got the corner office. 

Gavin begins walking back to his seat.  

UNIVERSAL EXEC 

But again, I'm trying to look at this 

realistically.  Think about how much 

a trial costs.  It can't be worth it 

to sue the small-timers.  Even if we 

won, we'd be losing money. 

GAVIN 

But that's the brilliance of it.  Most 

of these cases will never make it to 

trial.  We offer to settle.  They pay 

us up front, or they risk losing ten 

times as much at trial.  Meanwhile, 

we've sent our message to everyone 

else out there.  What would you do? 

WARNER EXEC 

(smiling) 

Give you a raise. 

Gavin smiles in return before turning to Powers. 

GAVIN 



Boss? 

POWERS 

Sue them all. 

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING -- AFTERNOON 

Gavin exits the office building and immediately lights a 

cigarette.  The sidewalks bustle with lunchtime traffic. 

Gavin walks down the block to an empty bench and sits down.  He 

relaxes for a moment, admiring the towering skyscrapers that 

surround him, before pulling a cell phone from his pocket and 

dialing a number. 

CUT TO: 

INT. GRAHAM'S OFFICE -- AFTERNOON 

Paper everywhere.  Books piled high on the desk, floor, and 

chairs.  Smooth jazz plays quietly from a radio.  The walls 

prominently bear Northwestern University pictures, pennants, 

and a diploma.  The office is nice, in a quaint sort of way--not 

fancy, but not a dump, either. 

CLOSE ON the desk placard, which reads:  "GRAHAM HOWARD, 

ATTORNEY AT LAW." 

The phone RINGS, unanswered.  Two RINGS.  Three RINGS.  

Finally, GRAHAM HOWARD, a kind-faced everyman in his 

mid-thirties, scurries into the office and picks up. 

GRAHAM 

(into phone) 

Graham Howard. 

INTERCUT with Gavin on park bench. 

GAVIN 

(into phone) 

Hey, it's Gavin. 

(beat) 

How are you? 

The blood drains from Graham's face.  It's as if he's talking 

with a ghost.  He sits down at his desk. 

GRAHAM 

I can't complain.  What about you? 



GAVIN 

Oh, you know.  Busy as hell.  I slept 

in my office last night.  Sarah doing 

all right? 

GRAHAM 

Yeah, she's great.  She quit the 

paper, and she's writing a novel from 

home now.  Watching the kids.  She 

loves it. 

GAVIN 

I'm happy to hear that. 

Gavin tosses his cigarette butt and checks the time.  

GRAHAM 

I'm surprised you called. 

GAVIN 

Why's that? 

GRAHAM 

Because I can't even remember the last 

time we talked.  I've left you about 

a half-dozen messages. 

GAVIN 

I know.  I meant to call you back.  

I've just had a million things going 

on. 

GRAHAM 

Everyone has a million things going 

on, Gav. 

GAVIN 

You don't. 

GRAHAM 

What do you mean? 

GAVIN 

Forget it. 

GRAHAM 

No, I want to know. 

GAVIN 



You have all the time in the world, 

Graham.  What do you have, like two 

clients a day? 

GRAHAM 

(pause) 

Is there a reason you called? 

GAVIN 

Yeah.  I just wanted to give you fair 

warning that business is about to pick 

up. 

GRAHAM 

Why's that? 

GAVIN 

We're taking a new approach.  I don't 

want to say too much yet, but I 

wouldn't plan a vacation for any time 

soon. 

GRAHAM 

You've gotta give me more than that. 

GAVIN 

That's all I can tell you. 

GRAHAM 

What new approach? 

GAVIN 

You'll see, buddy.  Start clearing 

your calendar.  You'll have three 

clients a day before you know it.  

Tell the kids Uncle Gavin says hi. 

GRAHAM 

Hopefully they remember who their 

Uncle Gavin is. 

GAVIN 

Oh, come on!  I'm unforgettable. 

(checking his watch) 

Listen, I've gotta run.  Give Sarah a 

big, wet kiss for me. 

GRAHAM 



Oh, sure.  No problem.  Anything 

else, while I'm at it? 

GAVIN 

No, that ought to do it for now. 

GRAHAM 

Will I be hearing from you again? 

GAVIN 

Sooner than you think.  Later, Graham 

Cracker. 

Graham hangs up the phone and stares into space for an eternity. 

When he finally snaps out of his daydreaming, Graham lifts a 

picture from his desk, gazes at it intently, and then sets it 

back down.   

CLOSE ON the picture, which shows a slightly younger Graham and 

Gavin, with their parents, in simpler times. 

Graham picks up the phone and presses a button. 

GRAHAM 

(into phone) 

Hey, what do I have scheduled for this 

afternoon? 

(beat) 

Really? 

Graham checks his watch. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

(into phone) 

Okay.  I think I'll take off a little 

early, then. 

(beat) 

I know it's only lunchtime, but I don't 

have any reason to be here. 

(beat) 

Ummm... How about you wait 'til 4 to 

see if any new clients show up.  If 

not, you can go, all right? 

Graham hangs up.  He throws on his jacket, turns off the radio, 

and leaves. 

EXT. RESURRECTION CEMETERY -- AFTERNOON 



The cemetery is occupied by only Graham and those below him. 

Graham stands in front of a towering grave marker.  The 

inscription reads:  "GEORGE CHRISTOPHER HOWARD, BELOVED 

HUSBAND AND FATHER.  1951-1995." 

He finishes a private conversation and lays a rose at the foot 

of the stone. 

GRAHAM 

I wish you were here, Dad. 

EXT. CEMETERY GATE -- CONTINUOUS 

Graham approaches the front gate, where he sees a blonde TEENAGE 

GIRL in a white dress.  She holds onto the gate's bars from the 

inside, peering out.  Graham stops and watches her for a moment. 

GRAHAM 

Are you okay? 

She turns and smiles. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

I'm fine. 

GRAHAM 

What are you doing? 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Just out for a stroll. 

(points to the sky) 

Thought I'd get out for a while before 

the storm moves in. 

Graham looks up at the dark, ominous clouds.  

GRAHAM 

Better enjoy it quickly. 

(pause) 

I'm Graham.  

He offers his hand, but she doesn't take it.  

TEENAGE GIRL 

(playfully) 

Like the cracker? 

GRAHAM 



Yeah.  I know, it's kind of silly. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

I like it. 

(pause) 

Who are you here to see? 

GRAHAM 

My dad. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

I'm sorry.  Did it happen recently? 

GRAHAM 

Oh, no.  It's been years now.  I just 

like coming to talk to him. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

That's nice of you.  I'm sure he 

appreciates it. 

GRAHAM 

Maybe. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Well, why wouldn't he? 

GRAHAM 

Maybe he can't appreciate anything 

anymore. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

You don't believe there's anything 

afterwards? 

GRAHAM 

I do believe, but who knows for sure? 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Ghosts. 

GRAHAM 

Well, when you find one, let me know.  

I have a few questions to ask it. 

(pause) 

Who are you here to see? 

TEENAGE GIRL 



Have you ever heard of Resurrection 

Mary? 

GRAHAM 

I know the name.  Some kind of urban 

legend, right? 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Not exactly.  It really happened. 

GRAHAM 

Sure it did. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

It did.  

GRAHAM 

You have to say an urban legend really 

happened, or it's no fun. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Do you want to hear the story or not? 

GRAHAM 

Let's hear it. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Okay.  The year is 1927.  Mary is an 

eighteen-year-old girl--smart, 

beautiful, and in love. 

GRAHAM 

I feel like you should have a 

flashlight and we should be sitting 

around a campfire. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

(wryly) 

With some graham crackers, perhaps. 

He laughs, appreciating her quick wits. 

TEENAGE GIRL (CONT'D) 

So Mary has everything going for her.  

She heads to the ballroom down the 

street with her boyfriend for a night 

of dancing.  The drinks are flowing, 

the music's pulsing, and hearts are 

racing. 



Graham hangs on every word she says, captivated by her 

storytelling abilities. 

TEENAGE GIRL (CONT'D) 

Everyone's having a good time, until 

Mary's boyfriend tells her he wants to 

see other people.  Mary is 

devastated.  She can't stand the 

thought of spending the rest of the 

night with him.  So she runs out of the 

ballroom and keeps on moving.  Now, 

the boyfriend, he hangs around the 

ball for another few minutes, because 

he doesn't know what he's supposed to 

do.  Then he decides to go after her. 

GRAHAM 

Only he's been drinking.... 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Exactly.  He's had a few too many, but 

he gets behind the wheel anyway.  To 

make a long story short, he does find 

her--with the front of his car.  He's 

so shaken up that he just gets back in 

his car and drives off. 

GRAHAM 

(sarcastically) 

Men. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Someone else finds Mary by the side of 

the road, but it's too late by then; 

she's already dead.  They bury her 

right here in Resurrection Cemetery. 

GRAHAM 

And now she haunts people? 

TEENAGE GIRL 

In a manner of speaking. 

GRAHAM 

What does that mean? 

TEENAGE GIRL 



She doesn't "haunt" people in the 

traditional sense.  She doesn't try 

to scare anyone.  But people see her. 

GRAHAM 

Where? 

TEENAGE GIRL 

On the road out front. 

GRAHAM 

What's she doing? 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Trying to hitchhike.  People see this 

young girl, dressed all in white, 

crying, so they offer her a ride.  She 

gets in the car, but then strange 

things happen. 

GRAHAM 

Like what?   

TEENAGE GIRL 

Sometimes she asks to be let out at 

Resurrection Cemetery and disappears 

inside.  Other times, she vanishes 

while the car's still driving.  Some 

people say they almost hit her with 

their car. 

GRAHAM 

So you came here to investigate? 

TEENAGE GIRL 

I'm interested in the story. 

GRAHAM 

Find anything yet? 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Not really.  I wanted to check out 

this gate, because she bent the last 

one with her bare hands. 

GRAHAM 

Do ghosts have hands? 

TEENAGE GIRL 



I guess they must. 

GRAHAM 

Anything unusual about this gate? 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Nope.  Not yet, anyway. 

(pause) 

How often do you come here, Graham? 

GRAHAM 

Every week. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Why? 

GRAHAM 

What do you mean, why?  To talk to my 

dad. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

You said he died years ago.  I'm just 

wondering why you still come here so 

often. 

Graham briefly ponders the question before answering.  It's 

obvious that he's never had to articulate his reasoning before 

now. 

GRAHAM 

I've made some mistakes in my 

life--mistakes he's probably holding 

against me. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

What mistakes? 

GRAHAM 

Let's not get into the specifics. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Okay. 

GRAHAM 

I don't really want to talk about it. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Okay. 



Silence hangs heavily in the air.  Finally, Graham speaks. 

GRAHAM 

When he died, I lost sight of my 

priorities.  I became a different 

person--a person I hated. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

But you've found yourself again? 

GRAHAM 

I have. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Then why would your dad still hold it 

against you? 

CUT TO: 

INT. GAVIN'S OFFICE -- CONTINUOUS 

Gavin, in his to-die-for corner office, pounds away at the 

keyboard. 

GRAHAM (V.O.) 

Because I led someone else down the 

wrong path, too. 

CLOSE ON Gavin's eyes, which are glued to the computer screen.  

He's completely oblivious to his surroundings. 

BACK TO: 

EXT. CEMETERY GATE -- CONTINUOUS 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Who? 

GRAHAM 

It's not important. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

Come on.  We've known each other for 

at least five minutes now.  I think 

you can trust me. 

Graham laughs. 

GRAHAM 



I guess you're right. 

(pause) 

My brother and I used to be close.  

Now, he's a stranger to me.  And it's 

my fault. 

TEENAGE GIRL 

What happened? 

GRAHAM 

Life happened.  Let's save that story 

for another time. 

Graham hangs his head in shame.  

TEENAGE GIRL 

You changed.  Maybe he'll change, 

too.  Don't give up on him yet, 

Graham. 

GRAHAM 

I hope you're right.  He's just so-- 

Graham looks up again, but the Teenage Girl is gone--vanished.  

He spins in a circle, searching every direction for her, but 

the Teenage Girl is nowhere to be found. 

Suddenly, a look of sheer bewilderment crosses Graham's face.  

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

Mary? 

No response. 

INT. GAVIN'S OFFICE -- NIGHT 

Darkness.  The only light in the room emanates from Gavin's 

computer screen, which displays a memorandum in progress.  The 

cursor blinks incessantly. 

Gavin, asleep in his desk chair, is the only one around.  RAIN 

pounds heavily on the windowpane, and an occasional CLAP OF 

THUNDER resounds. 

THUNDER booms, and Gavin awakens at his desk, disoriented.  He 

rubs his eyes, then checks his watch.  He remembers the memo 

and unhappily gets back to work.  

INT. GRAHAM'S HOME -- NIGHT 



Two young children, a boy and a girl, sit in front of the TV 

watching cartoons.  Meanwhile, Graham's wife, SARAH, prepares 

dinner in the kitchen. 

Graham enters the front door, and both kids run toward him.  He 

sets down his umbrella and removes his soaked jacket. 

DAUGHTER 

Daddy! 

GRAHAM 

Hey, squirt. 

SON 

Hi, Dad! 

GRAHAM 

Hi, kiddo.  How was school today? 

SON 

Good. 

GRAHAM 

Did you learn a lot? 

SON 

Yeah. 

GRAHAM 

Ready for college yet? 

DAUGHTER 

No, Daddy.  We're only in 

kindergarten. 

GRAHAM 

Really?  Are you sure? 

DAUGHTER 

Yes. 

GRAHAM 

Wow.  I thought you were at least in 

high school by now. 

DAUGHTER 

Nooooo. 

GRAHAM 



Where's your mommy? 

SON 

She's in the kitchen. 

GRAHAM 

Okay, I'm gonna go say hi.  You guys 

ready for dinner? 

SON 

I'm starving. 

GRAHAM 

Me too.  What are we having? 

SON 

We don't know. 

GRAHAM 

All right, I'll go scope things out.  

You guys stay out of trouble.  

DAUGHTER 

Okay! 

SON 

Okay! 

The kids run back to the TV.  Graham smiles and heads into the 

kitchen.  Sarah is busy preparing dinner. 

GRAHAM 

Hey, babe. 

SARAH 

(without turning from 

the oven) 

Hi, Graham. 

He walks over, puts his arms around her, and kisses her cheek. 

GRAHAM 

What's for dinner? 

SARAH 

Your favorite. 

GRAHAM 

You mean we're going out for dinner? 



She pushes him away playfully. 

SARAH 

No, I'm making chicken in the oven. 

GRAHAM 

That's my favorite? 

SARAH 

Maybe not, but it's sure easy to clean 

up after. 

GRAHAM 

Oh, so it's YOUR favorite. 

SARAH 

I guess so. 

(pause) 

You're home a little early, aren't 

you?  Dinner's a ways off. 

GRAHAM 

Slow day at the office. 

SARAH 

Again? 

GRAHAM 

Yeah...  I left early today and went 

to see Dad. 

Sarah grabs plates from a cabinet and hands them to Graham. 

SARAH 

Can you set the table? 

GRAHAM 

Sure. 

He starts placing the dishes. 

SARAH 

You didn't have a very nice day for it, 

did you? 

GRAHAM 

Eh, the weather cooperated for most of 

the day. 



SARAH 

Oh, well that's good. 

Graham finishes with the plates, opens another cabinet, and 

starts pulling down glasses. 

GRAHAM 

Guess what?  I think I saw 

Resurrection Mary today. 

SARAH 

What? 

GRAHAM 

Yeah. 

SARAH 

How? 

GRAHAM 

I met this young girl in the cemetery, 

and we started talking.  She told me 

the whole story. 

SARAH 

What story? 

GRAHAM 

The Resurrection Mary story. 

SARAH 

Was her name Mary? 

GRAHAM 

I didn't ask her. 

SARAH 

Could you see through her? 

GRAHAM 

No. 

SARAH 

'Cause she was wearing a white sheet? 

GRAHAM 

Nope.  No white sheet.  

SARAH 



Did she fly away? 

GRAHAM 

I don't know where she went.  She just 

disappeared. 

SARAH 

MUST have been a ghost. 

GRAHAM 

Hey, you weren't there!  I think it 

was really her. 

SARAH 

(patronizingly) 

Okay, Graham. 

(pause) 

What are you doing talking with 

strange female ghosts in the cemetery, 

anyway? 

GRAHAM 

She looked like she needed someone to 

talk to. 

SARAH 

Super Graham to the rescue. 

GRAHAM 

I was just being nice. 

Graham opens the silverware drawer, takes what he needs, and 

finishes setting the table. 

SARAH 

I know, I'm just giving you a hard 

time.  Your compassion is one of the 

things I love most about you.   

(pause) 

Just make sure that ghost bitch knows 

you're mine. 

Sarah plants a kiss on him.  

GRAHAM 

I'll relay the message!   

(beat) 



Speaking of ghosts, guess who I talked 

with today. 

SARAH 

You mean besides Resurrection Mary? 

Graham laughs.  

GRAHAM 

Yeah, besides her. 

(beat) 

Gavin. 

Sarah looks both surprised and uncomfortable at once. 

SARAH 

Really? 

GRAHAM 

Yeah.  I couldn't believe it. 

SARAH 

Me neither.  What was he calling 

about? 

GRAHAM 

Just work stuff. 

SARAH 

Of course. 

GRAHAM 

He said business is going to pick up 

soon. 

SARAH 

How could business pick up for him?  

He's already the busiest person I've 

ever met. 

GRAHAM 

No, not for him--for me. 

SARAH 

Oh.  Why is business going to pick up 

for you? 

GRAHAM 



I don't have any idea.  You know 

Gavin.  He's a man of mystery. 

SARAH 

Yeah, I do remember that about him.  

When was the last time we saw your 

brother? 

GRAHAM 

Beats the hell out of me.  Last 

Christmas? 

SARAH 

Maybe. 

Sarah checks her food in the oven. 

SARAH (CONT'D) 

Honey, dinner should be ready in a few 

minutes.  Why don't you go get changed 

and wash up. 

GRAHAM 

Okay. 

Graham stops to kiss her on his way out. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

I love you. 

SARAH 

I know you do. 

GRAHAM 

That's romantic.  Do you maybe want to 

like--I don't know--tell me you love 

me, too, or anything?  No pressure. 

SARAH 

Ehhh... You're all right. 

They smile at each other, and Graham leaves the kitchen.  

SARAH (CONT'D) 

Tell the kids to wash up, too. 

GRAHAM (O.S.) 

I will. 



With Graham gone, Sarah allows her true emotions to come to the 

surface.  She stands before the oven, staring distractedly into 

space. 

The kids barge into the kitchen, interrupting Sarah's moment 

of daydreaming. 

SON 

Food! 

Sarah wipes a tear from her cheek, turns to her children, and 

puts on a phony smile. 

EXT. OFFICE BUILDING -- NIGHT 

THUNDER booms, and the RAIN pounds heavily on the pavement.  

Gavin finally leaves work and tries to hide his head under a 

jacket, but he's soaked to the core. 

The El RUMBLES noisily above--Gavin's only company.  The 

deserted streets mirror his loneliness.  He runs across the 

street to a hole-in-the-wall bar and enters. 

INT. BAR -- CONTINUOUS 

Gavin slicks back his sopping wet hair and takes a seat at a 

bar stool. 

GAVIN 

(to bartender) 

Hey, Becky. 

BECKY 

Back again? 

GAVIN 

Gotta keep you guys in business. 

BECKY, an attractive woman in her mid-thirties, instinctively 

pours him a beer. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

How are things around here? 

BECKY 

Same as usual.  Picked up for a couple 

hours during the game. 

GAVIN 



(pause) 

Oh. 

BECKY 

The Bulls played the Heat. 

GAVIN 

Right. 

BECKY 

Not the sports type, huh, Gav? 

GAVIN 

Oh, I liked 'em just fine growing up, 

but I'm too damn busy now. 

BECKY 

Yeah, it seems like it.  I don't know 

how you guys do it. 

GAVIN 

Who? 

BECKY 

Lawyers. 

Gavin pounds the rest of his beer and pushes the glass toward 

Becky, who refills it. 

GAVIN 

It's not for the faint of heart. 

BECKY 

Why do you put yourself through all 

this shit? 

Gavin takes a long drink. 

GAVIN 

It's not all bad. 

BECKY 

But, I mean... How many years did you 

have to go to school to be a lawyer? 

GAVIN 

Three. 

BECKY 



Three years, on top of college.  

Shelling out tens of thousands-- 

GAVIN 

Oh, more than that.  My loans went 

into six figures. 

BECKY 

Really?  Damn.  Okay, even worse.  

All for what? 

He thinks for a moment as she pours a drink for another customer. 

GAVIN 

It's a living, Beck.  Why do you come 

here every night? 

BECKY 

But I didn't train for three years to 

be a bartender, Gavin.  I didn't go 

into debt to come in here and pour beer 

for you. 

While she's speaking, Gavin notices a beautiful blonde at the 

jukebox.   

GAVIN 

Look, I get what you're saying.  Are 

there days I wish I wasn't a lawyer?  

Absolutely. Sometimes I wonder what 

the hell I got myself into, but you 

know what?  For every day like that, 

there are a dozen others where I'm in 

court kicking someone's ass and loving 

every minute of it.  I was born for 

this. 

BECKY 

I just worry about you, Gav. 

GAVIN 

Well, you shouldn't.  Everything's 

fine. 

He shoots another glance at the cute blonde, and Becky notices. 

BECKY 

(talking like a man) 



Dude, major hottie at 6:00.  Check out 

that rack. 

Gavin laughs but doesn't turn around. 

GAVIN 

How hot? 

BECKY 

At least a 7.  Maybe an 8. 

GAVIN 

No kidding? 

BECKY 

Definitely, bro.  You'd better lock 

that down. 

GAVIN 

Maybe you're right. 

Gavin finishes the rest of his drink and rises from the bar 

stool. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

How about another for me and one for 

my new lover over there? 

BECKY 

(chuckling) 

What's that saying about counting your 

chickens? 

She fills two glasses for him and slides them across the counter. 

GAVIN 

Put 'em on my tab? 

BECKY 

Sure thing. 

GAVIN 

Thanks, Beck. 

Gavin takes the two drinks in hand and saunters over to the 

jukebox. 

CLOSE ON Becky, whose face betrays the sadness she's feeling. 



Gavin approaches the cute blonde and stands behind her while 

she scrolls through music.  She's in her late thirties, wearing 

glasses, and dressed professionally. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

Aww, wait, you're passing all the good 

stuff! 

CUTE BLONDE 

What good stuff? 

GAVIN 

Go back. 

She returns to the last page of music. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

Right there.  Third Eye Blind, 

Smashing Pumpkins, Journey.  What are 

you looking for? 

CUTE BLONDE 

Not that. 

She continues flipping through pages and ultimately picks a 

Sinatra song.  As the music begins to play, she turns and looks 

at Gavin. 

CUTE BLONDE (CONT'D) 

How's this? 

GAVIN 

I can get on board with Sinatra. 

CUTE BLONDE 

Who can't? 

Gavin raises one of the glasses in her direction, trying to hand 

it to her. 

GAVIN 

I'm Gavin. 

CUTE BLONDE 

Rachel.  But I can buy my own drinks. 

She walks toward the pool table and grabs a cue stick.  Gavin, 

caught off guard, sets the extra drink on a nearby table, follows 

her, and starts racking the balls. 



GAVIN 

Can I play? 

RACHEL 

Are you any good? 

GAVIN 

I'm not bad. 

RACHEL 

All right, let's see what you've got.  

You can break. 

GAVIN 

Okay. 

Gavin handles the pool stick like he's never held one before.  

He takes a wimpy shot, the balls barely scatter, and he 

scratches. 

RACHEL 

(sarcastically) 

Wow, you were right.  Not bad. 

GAVIN 

I haven't played in a while. 

RACHEL 

Or ever. 

GAVIN 

Nah, I used to shoot pool with my 

brother back in high school. 

RACHEL 

If you say so. 

She retrieves the cue ball and lines up her shot, which she sinks 

easily. 

GAVIN 

Good thing we're not playing for 

money. 

RACHEL 

Not a good thing for me. 

She sinks another shot, and continues to run the table. 



RACHEL (CONT'D) 

So-- 

GAVIN 

Gavin. 

RACHEL 

So Gavin.  What was your plan here? 

GAVIN 

My plan? 

RACHEL 

Yeah, your plan.  You just figured 

you'd walk over here with a beer, help 

me pick a few songs, and amaze me with 

your pool skills? 

GAVIN 

(wryly) 

You're not impressed with my pool 

skills? 

RACHEL 

I haven't seen them yet. 

He laughs.  She sinks another shot. 

GAVIN 

I didn't really have a plan.  I just 

wanted to talk with you. 

RACHEL 

Do you always get what you want? 

GAVIN 

Most of the time. 

RACHEL 

What if I don't want to talk with you? 

Gavin pauses momentarily. 

GAVIN 

Well...Why wouldn't you? 

He flashes her a winning grin.  Finally lowering her defenses, 

she smiles back. 



INT. KIDS' BEDROOM, GRAHAM'S HOME -- NIGHT 

The kids are already tucked in, and Graham sits on the edge of 

his son's bed, telling a bedtime story.  He doesn't notice Sarah 

standing by the doorway. 

GRAHAM 

...So there they were, with Luke 

hanging on for dear life.  "Obi-Wan 

never told you what happened to your 

father," Vader said.  Luke was 

furious.  He shouted back, "He told me 

enough!  He told me you killed him!"  

And THAT's when everything changed for 

Luke, because Vader said, "No.  I am 

your father." 

SON 

What?! 

GRAHAM 

Yeah. 

DAUGHTER 

You mean...? 

GRAHAM 

Yeah.  Vader is Luke's dad. 

SON 

No way! 

GRAHAM 

Way. 

DAUGHTER 

Then why does Darth Vader want to kill 

Luke? 

GRAHAM 

He doesn't want to kill him.  He wants 

him to join the dark side. 

SON 

I would join you on the dark side, Dad. 

GRAHAM 

Thanks, kiddo.  All right, that seems 

like a good place to stop for tonight.  



I'll finish it off tomorrow.  Good 

night, guys. 

SON 

Good night, Dad! 

DAUGHTER 

Night, Daddy! 

Graham turns off the light, walks over to Sarah, and closes the 

door behind him. 

SARAH 

You're telling our kids Star Wars for 

bed? 

GRAHAM 

Well, technically, The Empire Strikes 

Back, but... 

SARAH 

Do you think it's a good idea for them 

to hear about an evil robot dad who 

cuts off his kid's hand? 

GRAHAM 

First of all, Darth Vader isn't a 

robot.  And second, he probably makes 

me look pretty good, by comparison. 

Sarah shakes her head and laughs to herself. 

SARAH 

You are one of a kind. 

GRAHAM 

I know, I know.  Are you ready for bed? 

SARAH 

Almost.  I need to finish up a few 

things first.  Meet you in there? 

GRAHAM 

Okay.  Good night. 

He kisses her on the cheek and walks to the bedroom.  Sarah looks 

after him and then walks downstairs to the kitchen. 



She pours herself a glass of wine and sits at the table, staring 

at her cell phone.  Something is clearly troubling her.  She 

picks up the phone and starts to dial, but then thinks better 

of it.  She downs the rest of her wine and tries again. 

SARAH 

(into phone) 

It's me.  I--I miss you.  I know that 

we shouldn't be doing this, and I know 

we're horrible people, but I need to 

see you.  Please call me back. 

Sarah hangs up and refills her glass of wine. 

INT. GAVIN'S APARTMENT -- NIGHT 

Rachel lies in bed.  A shirtless Gavin returns from the bathroom 

and kisses her. 

RACHEL 

Who's Sarah? 

GAVIN 

What? 

RACHEL 

Sarah.  She's not your wife, is she? 

GAVIN 

No, I don't have a wife.  But what 

about Sarah? 

RACHEL 

She just called a minute ago.  I 

wondered who was calling so late. 

GAVIN 

Thanks for snooping. 

He picks up the phone and punches a few buttons to get to his 

voicemail. 

RACHEL 

So who is she? 

Gavin ignores her.  When the voicemail ends, he starts to dial 

Sarah's number. 

RACHEL (CONT'D) 



Gavin? 

GAVIN 

(pointing to the door) 

Go. 

RACHEL 

Excuse me? 

GAVIN 

Go.  Get out of here. 

Rachel stares at him in disbelief. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

You think I'm joking?  Go!  Get the 

hell out!  

RACHEL 

Gladly.  What's wrong with you?! 

She quickly dresses, walks over to Gavin, and slaps him. 

RACHEL (CONT'D) 

I hope she's worth it.  Asshole. 

She leaves the apartment, slamming the door behind her.  Gavin 

rubs his face but doesn't end the call. 

INT. GRAHAM'S HOME, KITCHEN -- CONTINUOUS 

Sarah is still at the table, drinking wine.  Her phone begins 

to ring, and the caller ID tells her it's Gavin. 

She looks intently at the phone, but doesn't pick it up.  She's 

a wreck of emotions.  A tear rolls down her cheek, and she takes 

another sip of wine before hitting "Ignore call." 

INT. GAVIN'S APARTMENT -- CONTINUOUS 

Gavin gets through to Sarah's voicemail. 

SARAH 

(through phone) 

Hi, you've reached Sarah.  I can't 

come to the phone right now.... 

Without warning, Gavin hurls his phone violently against the 

wall, and it smashes to pieces. 



He sits on the side of his bed and pulls a half-empty bottle 

of whiskey from the nightstand.  He has no need for a glass. 

EXT. GRAHAM'S OFFICE -- MORNING 

The early-morning calm is a drastic departure from the previous 

night's intensity.  

INT. GRAHAM'S OFFICE -- CONTINUOUS 

GRAHAM 

(into phone) 

You can send the next one in. 

Graham hangs up the phone, and a moment later, his office door 

opens.  In walks ZACK PARKER, a charismatic, all-American 

college kid.  Graham rises to meet him and shake his hand. 

ZACK 

Hi, Mr. Howard. 

GRAHAM 

Good morning, Mr. Parker. 

ZACK 

Call me Zack.  Thanks for meeting with 

me. 

GRAHAM 

Not a problem.  Would you like to take 

a seat? 

ZACK 

Sure. 

The two make themselves comfortable.  Graham opens the 

mini-fridge beside his desk and grabs a beverage. 

GRAHAM 

Do you want a bottle of water or 

something? 

ZACK 

Oh, no thanks. 

GRAHAM 

So, Zack, have you ever been to see a 

lawyer before? 



ZACK 

No.  I've never had any legal problems 

until now. 

GRAHAM 

Well, there's a first time for 

everything, unfortunately.  Before 

we jump into all this, I want to tell 

you how our relationship works.  At 

this point, I'm not your lawyer; I 

haven't taken the case yet.  I might 

decide NOT to take the case.  But you 

can feel free to talk with me right now 

as if I was your lawyer.  I'm sure from 

movies and TV shows and stuff, you've 

heard about lawyer-client 

confidentiality? 

ZACK 

Yeah. 

GRAHAM 

Well, it means that you can be totally 

honest with me.  I'm not going to turn 

around and report you to anyone, or 

call the police, or testify against 

you, or anything like that.  Unless 

you tell me you're going to kill 

someone.  You're not planning to kill 

anyone, are you?   

ZACK 

Well, if I was, I wouldn't tell you 

now. 

Both get a quick chuckle. 

ZACK (CONT'D) 

But no, that's  not why I'm here.  

GRAHAM 

All right, all right, just checking.  

You would be surprised what people 

walk through that door and tell me, 

Zack. 

(pause) 



So let's cut to the chase:  what is 

this all about?  Why do you need a 

lawyer? 

Zack reaches into his pocket and pulls out a letter, which he 

hands over to Graham. 

ZACK 

I got this letter in the mail.  They 

said I'm liable for copyright 

infringement, and that they're going 

to sue me unless I settle. 

Graham is noticeably confused by the letter.  Zack sits 

patiently until Graham is done reading. 

GRAHAM 

When did you get this? 

ZACK 

Two days ago.  I started searching for 

lawyers yesterday, and I heard that 

you're the best copyright guy in town. 

GRAHAM 

Huh.  

ZACK 

What? 

GRAHAM 

Well, it's interesting.  I've never 

seen a letter like this before. 

ZACK 

That doesn't really instill me with 

confidence.  Are you joking? 

GRAHAM 

No. 

ZACK 

But isn't this, like...what you do? 

GRAHAM 

Yeah, it is, but I've never seen them 

target somebody like you. 

ZACK 



(indignantly) 

What the hell?  Why would they pick 

me? 

Graham lets the question hang in the air, unsure of the answer 

himself.  

GRAHAM 

What is it you did?  EXACTLY? 

ZACK 

I just downloaded some songs online. 

GRAHAM 

And by downloaded, you mean stole? 

ZACK 

I didn't pay for them, if that's what 

you're asking.  But nobody pays 

anymore. 

GRAHAM 

Everybody's supposed to.  It says 

here you downloaded 127 songs.  

That's it? 

ZACK 

Yeah, I guess so. 

GRAHAM 

So that's like, what?  Ten or eleven 

CD's? 

ZACK 

Probably.  Maybe a few more.  

Graham sips his water and thinks for a moment. 

GRAHAM 

Here's what confuses me.  These guys 

are THE trade organization for major 

record companies in the business.  

They have bigger fish to fry than you.  

You're a smalltimer. 

ZACK 

(pointing to the 

letter) 

Then what's with this shit?   



GRAHAM 

I'm not entirely sure.  They've 

always filed suit against Napster and 

other peer-to-peer sites like that to 

stop the problem at the top.  This-- 

This is a whole different ballgame. 

ZACK 

Well what am I supposed to do?  They 

want me to settle for four grand.  

That's everything I have in my bank 

account. 

GRAHAM 

You did read the letter, right? 

ZACK 

Yeah. 

GRAHAM 

Oh, so you did read the part about 

statutory damages. 

ZACK 

Yeah. 

GRAHAM 

Under the Copyright Act, you're liable 

for anywhere between $750 and $30,000 

per song.  With 127 tracks, that 

means...Hang on.  Mental math was 

never my strong suit. 

Graham pulls a calculator from his desk and punches in the 

numbers. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

You're looking at somewhere between 95 

thousand and 3.8 million dollars. 

Zack holds his head in his hands.  

ZACK 

This is bullshit!  Thirty-thousand 

dollars for one song?  The whole CD 

would have cost me ten bucks. 

GRAHAM 



I know. 

ZACK 

How is that right?  Why do I have to 

pay so much? 

GRAHAM 

I'm not saying it is right.  I 

personally think it's wrong.  But 

that's what the law is, and I can't 

change it.  Believe me, I wish I 

could.  If you don't like it, you've 

gotta write your congressman, I guess. 

ZACK 

Oh yeah, that will do a lot of good.  

This whole thing is so fucking 

unbelievable. 

GRAHAM 

I hear ya.  You want a drink yet? 

ZACK 

What's the strongest thing you've got? 

GRAHAM 

How old are you? 

ZACK 

Twenty. 

GRAHAM 

For a twenty-year-old, I've got a Diet 

Coke.  How's that? 

ZACK 

I'll take it. 

Graham hands him a drink.  

ZACK (CONT'D) 

Can't we go to trial or something? 

GRAHAM 

If you go to trial, you're going to get 

hammered.  That's IF you even make it 

to trial. 

ZACK 



Why? 

GRAHAM 

Because there are really no facts in 

dispute here.  You stole the music.  

You know it.  They know it.  And a 

judge or jury will know it.  The RIAA 

will move for summary judgment, and 

you're screwed. 

ZACK 

I don't know what that means. 

Graham pauses and tries to think of a delicate way to deliver 

the message.  

GRAHAM 

Look, Zack.... There are no factual 

issues that need to be decided here.  

It's pretty clear what happened.  You 

seem like a good kid, and I wish I had 

some better news, but my honest 

opinion is that these guys will win if 

it goes to trial. 

Zack shakes his head in disbelief. 

ZACK 

So what am I supposed to do?  What are 

you telling me?  I need to hand over 

every last dollar I've ever earned 

because I downloaded a few CD's? 

GRAHAM 

I'm telling you that might be your best 

option. 

Momentary silence. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

Listen, I know this is rough.  It 

sucks, and the punishment far exceeds 

the crime.  But you're still a young 

kid.  There's plenty of time to make 

that money back.  I honestly believe 

you should settle now, before it's too 

late. 



ZACK 

Mr. Howard... 

GRAHAM 

You can call me Graham. 

ZACK 

Graham, what if I can't afford to 

settle? 

GRAHAM 

Can you afford the $3.8 million? 

ZACK 

No, but I don't have an extra four 

grand lying around, either.  I'm 

between a rock and a hard place. 

GRAHAM 

Son, I think you're between a rock and 

another harder rock. 

(pause) 

Look, let me do some digging into this, 

and I'll get back to you, okay?  I'll 

call this guy... 

Graham looks at the letter again and notices something he didn't 

notice before:  the signature at the bottom of the page.  GAVIN 

HOWARD.  Graham freezes. 

ZACK 

What's wrong? 

GRAHAM 

The other attorney.  He's my brother. 

Zack doesn't know how to respond.  After a moment: 

ZACK 

Is that a good thing or a bad thing? 

GRAHAM 

I don't know. 

Graham returns the letter. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

Make sure the lady out front has your 

number.  I'll call you soon. 



ZACK 

Does that mean you're taking the case? 

GRAHAM 

Absolutely. 

ZACK 

Thank you, Mr. Howard--Gavin!  I 

don't know what to say. 

GRAHAM 

Don't thank me yet.  I can't make this 

problem go away, but I'll see what I 

can find out. 

ZACK 

I appreciate anything you can do. 

GRAHAM 

All right, well you take care.  I'll 

be in touch. 

Zack exits the office.  Graham immediately picks up the phone. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

(into phone) 

Hey...yeah.  Get all his contact info 

and make a copy of that letter.  And 

this one's pro bono. 

(pause) 

All right, thanks. 

Graham hangs up and sighs heavily.  

INT. GAVIN'S OFFICE -- LATER 

Gavin sits at his desk, which is scattered with books and papers. 

GAVIN 

(into phone) 

...Look, I'm tired of waiting around 

for my discovery.  You tell that 

asshole that if I don't have every 

document I've requested by the end of 

the week, I'm moving for sanctions.  

I'm tired of you guys dragging your 

feet on this. 



Daniel Powers stands at the doorway, a smile on his face.  Gavin 

waves him into the room. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

(into phone) 

Lou, I've gotta run.  Make this 

happen, all right? 

He slams the phone down. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

Sometimes I wonder if anyone at that 

firm has ever tried a case before. 

POWERS 

Not everyone's as good as you, Gavin. 

GAVIN 

Ain't that the truth.  What's up? 

POWERS 

First wave of letters are out. 

GAVIN 

I know.  My name's on most of them. 

Powers grins from ear to ear. 

POWERS 

You know how many settlements we've 

had already?  Forty-seven.  

Forty-seven settlements, and it's all 

because of you. 

GAVIN 

Well, it's not all because of me.  I 

mean, they broke the law, right? 

POWERS 

But you came up with the plan, Gavin.  

This whole time, we've been going 

after the big boys and letting the 

smalltimers run rampant.  Think of 

all the lawsuits we've missed out on. 

GAVIN 

I know.  It's a shame.  But it's 

working now. 



The phone rings, and Gavin checks the caller ID. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

Dan, I have to take this. 

POWERS 

No problem.  Keep up the good work.  

Your efforts will not go unrewarded. 

Powers exits the office, and Gavin answers the phone. 

GAVIN 

(into phone) 

Graham.  How are you? 

INTERCUT with Graham, in his own office. 

GRAHAM 

(into phone) 

I'm okay.  I want to talk with you 

about Zack Parker. 

GAVIN 

Who? 

Graham rolls his eyes disgustedly. 

GRAHAM 

My client.  You just threatened him 

with a lawsuit. 

Gavin quickly digs through files, looking for anything he can 

find on Parker.  He finally discovers what he's looking for and 

quickly skims the details. 

GAVIN 

That's funny; I didn't think you had 

any clients.  Ha, just kidding with 

you.  Uh, yeah, Parker.  What do you 

want to talk about?  And how did you 

end up on the other side of this? 

GRAHAM 

I'd rather discuss this in person.  

Any chance you can swing by my office 

later? 

Gavin checks his watch. 



GAVIN 

I think I can manage that.  Give me a 

few hours and I'll head over. 

GRAHAM 

I'm meeting with a client at 1:30.  

Does 2:00 work? 

GAVIN 

That ought to be fine.  See you then. 

EXT. GRAHAM'S OFFICE -- AFTERNOON 

Gavin pulls up in front of Graham's law office and parks his 

spotless, red Mustang convertible. 

CLOSE ON sign, which reads:  "GRAHAM HOWARD, ATTORNEY AT LAW." 

Gavin eyes the building. 

GAVIN 

God, what a shithole. 

He exits his vehicle, locks it, and walks toward the office.   

INT. GRAHAM'S OFFICE, RECEPTION AREA -- CONTINUOUS 

RECEPTIONIST'S POV 

Gavin opens the door and enters the office.  He takes one look 

at the receptionist and becomes immediately uncomfortable. 

GAVIN 

Oh, uh, hi. 

GAVIN'S POV 

The receptionist is Rachel, the cute blonde he threw out of his 

apartment the night before.  She, too, is surprised, but 

pleasantly so.  She clearly revels in Gavin's discomfort. 

RACHEL 

Hello, Gavin. 

Her sinister smile lacks all warmth.  Gavin approaches the 

desk.  

GAVIN 

So... you work here. 



RACHEL 

(sarcastically) 

Yeah.  It's a wonder that never came 

out last night.  I mean, you asked all 

those insightful questions about me 

and my life. 

GAVIN 

Look, Roxanne... 

RACHEL 

Rachel. 

He snaps his fingers. 

GAVIN 

Dammit.  Rachel.  I owe you a huge 

apology. 

RACHEL 

Yeah, you do.  But you know what?  

Don't even bother. 

GAVIN 

I am going to bother, because I 

shouldn't have treated you that way. 

RACHEL 

You shouldn't treat anyone that way, 

but let's not pretend this was 

anything more than it was:  you 

looking to get laid. 

GAVIN 

That's not it at all. 

Rachel doesn't buy it, and her expression reveals as much. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

Okay, look, that was part of it, but 

I never intended to hurt you. I don't 

know what to say, other than, "I'm 

sorry." 

RACHEL 

You ought to be. 

Silence hangs in the air for a brief moment.  



GAVIN 

Can you tell Graham I'm here? 

RACHEL 

He's in with a client.  Why don't you 

take a seat. 

He does so, and then glances at his watch.  Looking back up, 

he sees that Rachel is still glaring in his direction, with that 

evil smile upon her face.  Gavin reaches for a magazine and 

buries his face in it. 

Gavin briefly pretends to read.  When he peeks out from the 

corner of the magazine, he realizes that Rachel is still looking 

his way, so he ducks back under cover.  Gavin reveals his face 

no more until Graham emerges from the office. 

The door to Graham's office opens, and he steps into the waiting 

room with a client. 

GRAHAM 

It's no problem.  I think we should be 

able to settle this before trial. 

CLIENT 

Oh, that would be great!  I would love 

to have this whole thing over with 

before the holidays get here. 

GRAHAM 

Well, I'll see what I can do.  I'll 

make a few calls and get back to you 

next week, okay? 

CLIENT 

Okay.  Thanks, Mr. Howard! 

GRAHAM 

Take care. 

The client leaves.  Graham sees his brother for the first time 

in ages. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

Well, who do we have here? 

GAVIN 

Hey, Graham. 



GRAHAM 

Come here. 

Graham wraps his brother in a big bear hug, which catches Gavin 

off guard. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

How have you been? 

GAVIN 

Can't complain. 

GRAHAM 

You're looking good. 

GAVIN 

Thanks.  I've been working out. 

GRAHAM 

That's great! 

(motioning to office) 

You want to come on back? 

Gavin shoots a quick glance in Rachel's direction. 

GAVIN 

Actually, I could go for a cup of 

coffee.  Do you mind? 

GRAHAM 

Not at all.  Rachel, I forgot to call 

Sarah back.  Can you tell her I'll be 

home around six? 

The wheels turn in Rachel's head, and she realizes who Gavin 

was on the phone with the night before.  One look at Gavin tells 

him that she knows. 

RACHEL 

Sarah.  Sure.  I'll let her know. 

GRAHAM 

Thank you! 

(to Gavin) 

Rachel here's the best. 

GAVIN 

Oh, I'll believe it. 



GRAHAM 

Let's go, Gav. 

Graham heads for the door, with Gavin slightly behind.  Once 

Graham's outside, Gavin turns back to Rachel.   

RACHEL 

(whispering) 

Graham's Sarah?! 

GAVIN 

Please, please don't say anything.  

For his sake.  You'll crush him. 

Rachel shakes her head in bewilderment, and Gavin leaves without 

another word.  

INT. COFFEEHOUSE-- AFTERNOON 

The coffeehouse is quiet and cozy.  A few other patrons sip 

their drinks and chitchat, but the store is far from crowded. 

Graham sits comfortably on a leather couch before the fireplace, 

staring into the flames.  A chessboard rests on the table in 

front of him. 

Gavin takes two cups of coffee from the BARISTA. 

GAVIN 

Thanks. 

BARISTA 

No problem.  Enjoy. 

Gavin returns to his brother, hands off one of the cups, and 

sits on the couch opposite him.  Graham digs in his pocket to 

find his wallet. 

GRAHAM 

How much do I owe you? 

GAVIN 

Don't worry about it. 

GRAHAM 

No, I'd like to pay. 

GAVIN 



Graham, it's fine.  I can afford to 

treat my brother to a cup of coffee. 

GRAHAM 

Well, thank you. 

GAVIN 

You're welcome. 

(pause) 

Everything okay on the home front? 

GRAHAM 

Yeah, I can't complain.  What's new 

with you? 

GAVIN 

Same old, same old. 

GRAHAM 

How's the single life? 

GAVIN 

Better than married life, I'd imagine. 

GRAHAM 

I don't know.  There's definitely 

something to say for stability.  When 

you find the right person, it's nice 

to know she's all yours. 

Gavin squirms uncomfortably, then motions to the chessboard. 

GAVIN 

Want to play? 

Graham laughs. 

GRAHAM 

If you want me to kick your ass again. 

GAVIN 

Again? 

GRAHAM 

Come on.  You never stood a chance 

when we were younger. 

GAVIN 

A lot's changed since then. 



GRAHAM 

A lot hasn't.  But all right, set 'em 

up. 

Gavin organizes the pieces while Graham enjoys his drink. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

You can go first.  I'll give you a 

fighting chance. 

GAVIN 

No, you're white.  You're supposed to 

go first. 

GRAHAM 

It doesn't really matter.  Go ahead. 

GAVIN 

No.  That's the rule.  White always 

goes first.  I want to beat you fair 

and square so you don't have any 

excuses afterwards. 

GRAHAM 

Okay.  We'll do it your way. 

Graham cautiously moves a pawn forward.  Gavin counters by 

jumping one of his knights.  They continue to play throughout 

the conversation. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

Let's talk about Zack Parker. 

Gavin doesn't even raise his eyes from the board.  

GAVIN 

What do you want to talk about? 

Graham pulls a copy of Zack's letter from his jacket pocket and 

holds it up, which finally draws Gavin's attention. 

GRAHAM 

This is why business is about to pick 

up? 

GAVIN 

Yeah, pretty much. 

GRAHAM 



What is this, Gav? 

Gavin brings out his queen, which Graham notices. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

You're bringing out your queen too 

early. 

GAVIN 

No, I'm not. 

GRAHAM 

It's like the third move of the game. 

GAVIN 

I know. 

GRAHAM 

You can take it back if you want.  

GAVIN 

I don't want to take it back.  I just 

like to play aggressively. 

Graham waves the letter in his hand.  

GRAHAM 

I've noticed.  What's the deal with 

this letter? 

GAVIN 

Don't worry.  Parker's not the only 

one. 

GRAHAM 

I figured as much.  How many others? 

GAVIN 

I really shouldn't say. 

GRAHAM 

Why not? 

GAVIN 

Confidentiality, attorney-client 

privilege, all that.  You know how it 

goes. 

GRAHAM 



Come on, Gav.  It's me.  

GAVIN 

Don't put me in this position, Graham.  

It probably wasn't even ethical for 

you to take this case with me on the 

other side.  I can't start handing 

over inside information just because 

you're my brother. 

GRAHAM 

I know.... 

GAVIN 

Send me some interrogatories.  Get 

your info the right way. 

GRAHAM 

What does it matter?  I'm going to 

learn the same thing whether you tell 

me now or whether I send you an 

interrogatory tomorrow. 

GAVIN 

I get it, Graham, but I'd rather play 

by the rules, if it's all the same to 

you. 

GRAHAM 

Okay. 

Graham motions to the board.  

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

Is it my turn?  Can you tell me now, 

or should I write you a letter?   

GAVIN 

(good-naturedly) 

It's your turn, smart-ass. 

GRAHAM 

Are you sure you can tell me?  'Cause 

I could get a court order. 

GAVIN 

Nah, that won't be necessary.  Make 

your move. 



Graham takes his turn.  

GRAHAM 

This whole thing's ridiculous, you 

know.  I see what you guys are doing, 

and it's brilliant, but it's sneaky as 

hell. 

GAVIN 

What's so sneaky about it? 

GRAHAM 

You know these people can't afford the 

statutory damages.  You're just 

strong-arming them into settling. 

GAVIN 

Then I guess they shouldn't have 

broken the law. 

Gavin moves one of his chess pieces. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

Check. 

Graham evaluates the situation and defends his king. 

GRAHAM 

Broken the law?  Come on, Gavin.  

We're not talking about hardened 

criminals here.  Zack Parker is a 

college kid with no money and no job... 

GAVIN 

...who broke the law. 

GRAHAM 

He downloaded a few songs on the 

internet.  Now you're going to fuck up 

his whole future for it? 

GAVIN 

He fucked up his own future, didn't he?  

I didn't make him download those 

songs.  But I have an ethical 

obligation to pursue my client's 

interests to the best of my ability, 

and that's what I'm doing. 



GRAHAM 

(incredulous) 

You came up with this plan, didn't you? 

GAVIN 

Yeah, I did.  And it's a damn good one. 

GRAHAM 

From a business perspective, but have 

you thought about what you're doing to 

these people?  What you're doing to 

their families? 

GAVIN 

Graham, you know the copyright laws as 

well as I do.  Zack Parker broke those 

laws when he downloaded songs that he 

never paid for.  And when he did that, 

he stole that money from my musicians, 

my producers, and my record companies. 

GRAHAM 

"Stole" is a little harsh. 

GAVIN 

Is it?  What do you call it when 

someone takes something without 

paying for it? 

GRAHAM 

Maybe Zack wouldn't have ever listened 

to that music if he'd had to pay for 

it.  What if he discovered a new band 

this way, and now he'll go out and 

spend money to see their shows and buy 

their merchandise?   

GAVIN 

Oh please. 

GRAHAM 

Maybe he even takes a few of his 

friends with him.  Isn't your 

industry, as a whole, profiting? 

GAVIN 

Wake up, Graham.  Parker isn't some 

cultural dilettante on a mission to 



discover new art; he's just some guy 

looking to save a few bucks. 

GRAHAM 

Listen to me.  You're going to 

bankrupt this 20-year-old kid before 

he's ever even held a job. 

GAVIN 

You're not getting this.  Zack Parker 

is not my client.  All the other 

infringers I've filed suit 

against--they're not my clients, 

either.  I'm not worried about them, 

okay?  I'm worried about the 

recording industry.  Now, you can 

march into court and try to convince 

a judge that Parker didn't violate the 

law, but you and I both know he did.  

Now it's time to pay the piper. 

Gavin moves his queen into position. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

Checkmate. 

Graham surveys the board momentarily, then flips his king over 

in frustration.  He rises from the couch and puts his jacket 

on, stuffing Zack's letter back in his pocket. 

GRAHAM 

How did you turn into such a heartless 

prick? 

GAVIN 

(calmly) 

I learned from the best. 

Graham shakes his head in aggravation and heads toward the door.  

After taking a few steps, he whirls around and walks back to 

Gavin.  The other few customers take notice of what's occurring 

and watch nervously. 

GRAHAM 

This is why you're all alone.  You do 

know that, right?  You've never given 

a shit about anyone other than Gavin. 



GAVIN 

That's not true. 

GRAHAM 

You were a poor college kid once, too.  

Now look at you.  What a piece of work.  

GAVIN 

Get off your high horse, Graham.  It 

must be nice to always represent the 

little guy in his fight against big, 

bad, corporate America. 

GRAHAM 

Oh, it is.  There's nothing more 

pleasant than sticking it to you 

bastards. 

GAVIN 

Yeah?  Well just remember who you're 

representing.  You're not putting 

Shirley Temple on the stand.  This guy 

stole, and he's going down for it.  

You've got no shot, Graham.  No shot. 

GRAHAM 

Whatever helps you sleep at night. 

GAVIN 

I sleep just fine. 

GRAHAM 

You shouldn't.  Thanks for the 

coffee. 

With that, Graham leaves in a huff. 

Everyone in the coffeehouse stares at Gavin in disbelief.  He 

reaches for his wallet and pulls out a $5 bill.  Walking to the 

counter, he makes eye contact with the barista and offers a shy 

smile. 

GAVIN 

Sorry for the disturbance. 

Gavin tosses the $5 bill in the barista's tip cup and quickly 

flees the store. 

INT. GRAHAM'S HOME, KITCHEN -- EVENING 



Graham clears the table while Sarah washes dishes at the sink. 

GRAHAM 

(to kids) 

Why don't you guys go play for a while? 

SON 

Okay! 

DAUGHTER 

Okay, Daddy! 

The kids run from the kitchen.  Graham grabs a plate from the 

table and walks to the sink, where he stands and talks with Sarah 

for a moment. 

GRAHAM 

I saw Gavin today. 

Sarah is visibly agitated, but tries to keep her composure. 

SARAH 

Oh, really? 

GRAHAM 

We went out for coffee and talked about 

the case. 

SARAH 

I still think it's a bad idea for you 

to go against each other.  Somebody's 

going to wind up hurt. 

GRAHAM 

We're big boys.  And I'm sure Gavin 

will take his loss like a man. 

Sarah rolls her eyes at him and grins. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

No--actually, I'm pretty worried 

about this case. 

SARAH 

You shouldn't be.  You're a good 

lawyer, too. 

GRAHAM 



Sometimes you need more than a good 

lawyer; you need to be innocent.  

There's no question that my guy did it.  

This is an open and shut case.  He 

should start writing a check now. 

SARAH 

There must be something you can do. 

GRAHAM 

I really don't think there is.  

Liability is a non-issue.  This just 

comes down to damages, and Gavin's 

screwing me like it's prom night. 

SARAH 

How's he screwing you? 

GRAHAM 

Because he's the mastermind behind 

this diabolical plan.  He threatens 

everyone with a lawsuit and tells them 

to settle now or forever hold their 

peace. 

SARAH 

Okay, honey, I love you, but you need 

to stop with the cheesy jokes, or I'm 

leaving. 

GRAHAM 

(laughing) 

Okay. 

SARAH 

You're not on CSI. 

GRAHAM 

Maybe I should be. 

SARAH 

No. 

Graham grabs silverware from the table. 

SARAH (CONT'D) 

Why doesn't Gavin just sue them to 

begin with? 



GRAHAM 

Instead of threatening them? 

SARAH 

Yeah.  

GRAHAM 

Because his way is quicker and easier, 

that's why.  He'd rather take less now 

than more later.  The path of least 

resistance. 

Sarah washes dishes for a moment before responding.  

SARAH 

Sounds pretty smart. 

GRAHAM 

It's smart from a business 

perspective, but that doesn't make it 

right. 

SARAH 

Wouldn't you be doing the same thing  

in his shoes? 

GRAHAM 

I'd never be in his shoes. 

SARAH 

(angrily) 

Why not? 

GRAHAM 

What do you mean, "why not"?  Look how 

he turned out.  You think I'd wish 

that on myself? 

SARAH 

Your brother's not a bad guy, Graham. 

GRAHAM 

(sarcastically) 

He's not? 

SARAH 

What has he done that's so terrible?  

You act like he's the devil incarnate 

sometimes. 



GRAHAM 

Not the devil.  Just one of his 

minions. 

SARAH 

Seriously, Graham.  What's your 

problem? 

GRAHAM 

My problem, Sarah, is that my 

brother's become a complete 

douchebag. 

SARAH 

Because he's successful? 

GRAHAM 

Excuse me? 

SARAH 

(condescendingly 

articulate) 

Because he's successful? 

GRAHAM 

I don't care how successful he is. 

SARAH 

Are you sure? 

GRAHAM 

Yes. 

SARAH 

Maybe it...Nevermind. 

GRAHAM 

No.  What? 

SARAH 

Nothing. 

GRAHAM 

Tell me. 

SARAH 

Maybe it gets to you that he's doing 

so well, that's all. 



GRAHAM 

You think I'm jealous? 

SARAH 

I didn't say that. 

GRAHAM 

But that's what you mean. 

SARAH 

No, I... 

GRAHAM 

You think I want to be like Gavin?  The 

guy's done nothing but make mistakes 

for the last five years. 

SARAH 

Well, he seems to be doing all right, 

for making all those mistakes.  You 

know he's loaded. 

GRAHAM 

Yes, I'm quite aware.  Lucky Gavin.  

All alone with his piles of money.  

Scrooge McDuck, Jr. 

SARAH 

He's not all alone. 

(pause) 

I wouldn't think. 

(pause) 

Not with everything he has going for 

him. 

GRAHAM 

He has no heart. 

SARAH 

That isn't true. 

GRAHAM 

Then explain to me how he can rob a 

bunch of kids without batting an eye. 

SARAH 

He's just doing his job. 

GRAHAM 



Some job. 

SARAH 

How do you think he wound up this way?  

It's your own fault. 

GRAHAM 

Don't give me that. 

SARAH 

Come on, Graham.  He looked up to you 

his whole life.  He wanted to be just 

like you. 

GRAHAM 

Stop it. 

SARAH 

You know it's true.  Gavin just 

followed in his big brother's 

footsteps. 

GRAHAM 

I said stop it! 

Graham throws a dirty plate against the wall, and it SMASHES 

to pieces.  Food clings to the wall--a messy reminder or their 

argument. 

Graham and Sarah both turn to the doorway at the sound of CRYING.  

Their two eavesdropping children are in tears.  Sarah runs to 

them and hugs them tightly. 

SARAH 

Oh, babies! 

GRAHAM 

Sarah, I...  I don't know... 

He holds his head in his hands, wondering what came over himself.  

SARAH 

(to kids) 

Everything's okay, guys!  We were 

just talking. 

She wipes tears from their eyes. 

SARAH (CONT'D) 



Don't cry.  Don't cry. 

Sarah begins to tear up, herself, but she doesn't let the kids 

see it. 

SARAH (CONT'D) 

How about you two go get ready for bed?  

Your daddy will come up and tell you 

a bedtime story. 

(to Graham) 

Won't you? 

GRAHAM 

Oh... Of course. 

Sarah's puts on a fake smile for the kids. 

SARAH 

(to kids) 

I'll see you in the morning, okay?  Go 

get some sleep.  Sweet dreams! 

SON 

Sweet dreams! 

DAUGHTER 

Good night! 

The kids run off, and Sarah's smile disappears instantaneously. 

GRAHAM 

Honey, I... 

SARAH 

Don't wait up for me. 

GRAHAM 

Where are you going? 

SARAH 

Out. 

She leaves him there, SLAMMING the house door on her way out.  

Graham stands motionlessly in the center of the room, staring 

at the food spot on the wall.  After a moment, he retrieves a 

wet dishcloth from the sink and starts to clean the mess.  

INT. BAR -- EVENING 



Gavin takes a shot and slams the glass loudly on the bar. 

GAVIN 

How 'bout another, Beck? 

His words are a bit slurred.  This wasn't his first drink of 

the evening.  

BECKY 

Maybe you ought to slow down there, 

cowboy. 

GAVIN 

Oh, come on.  I'm fine. 

Becky fills a glass of water and pushes it to him. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

For me? 

BECKY 

Yeah. 

GAVIN 

That's not what I ordered. 

BECKY 

Yeah, but it's all you're getting for 

now. 

Gavin GRUNTS in frustration, but doesn't put up a fight.  

GAVIN 

(sarcastically) 

Thanks, Mom.  

Becky grabs a rag and wipes down the counter.  A few customers 

sit at the other end of the bar, drinking quietly and watching 

sports highlights, but the place is mostly empty. 

Gavin stares at his glass of water, lost in thought.  Suddenly, 

a GUST OF WIND as the door opens and a FIGURE enters. 

At first, Gavin pays no attention.  When he realizes that the 

figure hasn't moved from the doorway, he turns his head in that 

direction. 

The figure is Sarah.  Her sad eyes lock with Gavin's.  She waves 

shyly, but doesn't come any closer. 



As Gavin reaches for his wallet, Sarah turns and exits the bar.  

Gavin throws a few bills down on the counter, then follows her 

outside. 

EXT. STREET CORNER -- CONTINUOUS 

Sarah stands just outside the door, waiting for Gavin.  He 

emerges a moment later and places a hand on her shoulder. 

GAVIN 

Sarah. 

She touches his hand gently before turning around. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

What are you doing here?  

SARAH 

I thought I'd find you here. 

GAVIN 

It's a good place to start looking, 

most nights. 

Gavin lights a cigarette and takes a puff. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

I never thought I'd see you in this 

shitty old place again. 

SARAH 

Neither did I. 

She steals the cigarette from his mouth and takes a drag. 

GAVIN 

Where's Graham? 

SARAH 

Who cares? 

Gavin, caught off guard, struggles to contain a smile.  After 

a moment: 

GAVIN 

What happened? 

SARAH 

It doesn't matter. 



Gavin takes his cigarette back. 

GAVIN 

It matters to me. 

She briefly contemplates how much to tell him.  

SARAH 

Graham's just being an ass.  

GAVIN 

That doesn't sound like him. 

SARAH 

How would you know?  You barely see 

him anymore. 

The sting hurts. 

SARAH (CONT'D) 

I'm sorry.  That was rude of me. 

GAVIN 

It's okay. 

SARAH 

No, it's not.  I shouldn't have said 

that.  I don't feel like myself 

lately. 

Gavin hands back the cigarette voluntarily.  She smiles and 

takes a seat on the steps leading to the bar.  Gavin sits next 

to her. 

GAVIN 

I know what you mean. 

(pause) 

I haven't felt like myself in a long 

time.  It's like my whole life is one 

big lie. 

SARAH 

Your life's a lie?  Look at me, Gavin.  

I have to play June fucking Cleaver 

every day.  Making sandwiches, 

picking kids up from school, running 

Graham's errands.  Do you think this 

is what I wanted? 



She takes one last puff, then tosses the cigarette butt. 

GAVIN 

No.  I know it isn't.  But we don't 

always get what we want. 

CLOSE ON Sarah's hand.  She nervously moves it toward Gavin's, 

then changes her mind. 

SARAH 

And what is it you want, Gavin? 

He stares deeply into her eyes. 

GAVIN 

The one thing I can't have. 

Sarah is visibly surprised by this last remark. 

Just then, her PHONE RINGS.  She checks the caller ID, then 

disgustedly returns the phone to her purse. 

SARAH 

Graham. 

GAVIN 

I'm sure he's worried about you. 

SARAH 

Yeah. 

GAVIN 

I'd be worried about you. 

Silence hangs in the air.  

Sarah rises from the steps. 

SARAH 

I should go. 

GAVIN 

You don't have to. 

SARAH 

Yeah, I do. 

(pause) 

Good night, Gavin.  I'll see you on 

Thanksgiving. 



GAVIN 

Right. 

(pause) 

Good night.  

With that, she briskly walks off, leaving him there alone. 

EXT. SIDEWALK -- CONTINUOUS 

Sarah walks hurriedly in the direction of her car.  Gavin 

approaches rapidly from behind, but Sarah is entirely unaware.  

When he's only a step or two away: 

GAVIN 

Sarah! 

He grabs her shoulder, spins her around, and kisses her 

passionately. 

Sarah's surprised, and Gavin wonders whether he's made a 

horrible mistake... 

...until Sarah resumes kissing him. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. APARTMENT HALLWAY -- LATER 

Gavin fumbles in his pocket for the keys to his apartment, but 

never lets that stop him from kissing Sarah.  He finally finds 

them and unlocks the door. 

Sarah drags him inside. 

INT. GAVIN'S APARTMENT -- CONTINUOUS 

Sarah pushes Gavin to the bed and removes her top before joining 

him. 

GAVIN 

(between kisses) 

Are you sure...? 

SARAH 

Yes. 

GAVIN 

What about...? 



SARAH 

Shut up. 

The kissing continues. 

INT. GAVIN'S APARTMENT -- LATER 

Gavin lies peacefully in bed, with his arm wrapped around Sarah.  

She's asleep, but his eyes are wide open, fixated on her.  He 

caresses her arm lovingly. 

Gavin smiles--truly happy for the first time in a long while.  

EXT. MILLENNIUM PARK -- NIGHT TO DAY 

The night fades into day, and the sun reflects brightly off the 

Bean sculpture.  The city is alive. 

INT. GAVIN'S APARTMENT -- MORNING 

Sarah dresses quickly, making enough NOISE to wake Gavin.  His 

sleepy eyes open. 

GAVIN 

(half-awake) 

Hey, beautiful. 

She smiles at him coyly, like a teenager in love. 

SARAH 

Good morning, sleepyhead. 

GAVIN 

You're leaving already? 

SARAH 

I have to take the kids to school.  

Don't you have work? 

GAVIN 

I still have some time.  The office 

isn't far from here. 

Sarah heads toward the door.  

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

(playfully) 

I see what's going on here.  I'm just 

a one-night stand, huh? 



SARAH 

Yep.  You got it. 

GAVIN 

I feel so...cheap. 

She slowly, deliberately returns to the bed, leans over, and 

plants a kiss on him. 

SARAH 

(playfully) 

Good. 

With that, she heads back to the door. 

GAVIN 

When will I see you again? 

She pauses, pretending to mull over his question. 

SARAH 

Soon. 

She waves seductively on her way out, closing the door gently 

behind her. 

GAVIN 

(to himself) 

Not soon enough. 

INT. GRAHAM'S HOME, KITCHEN -- MORNING 

The kids sit at the table eating cereal and watching cartoons.  

Graham sets two glasses of orange juice in front of them and 

takes a seat himself. 

Sarah enters the kitchen discreetly.  All the vibrancy she 

exhibited at Gavin's has vanished, replaced by discomfort and 

perhaps a hint of embarrassment. 

Graham looks up when she enters the room, but doesn't rise from 

his seat. 

SARAH 

Good morning. 

SON 

Good morning! 



DAUGHTER 

Hi, Mommy! 

Sarah shoots a look Graham's way. 

SARAH 

Good morning, Graham. 

GRAHAM 

(gruffly) 

Morning. 

SARAH 

(to kids) 

You guys about ready for school? 

SON 

Do we have to go today? 

SARAH 

I'm afraid so.  Why don't you go grab 

your backpacks, and we'll hit the 

road. 

The kids down the rest of their orange juice and scurry from 

the kitchen. 

Sarah stands silently, waiting for some sort of reaction from 

Graham, but he reads the paper and pays no attention to her. 

As she turns and walks away: 

GRAHAM 

Where were you? 

SARAH 

My sister's. 

Graham nods, but clearly doesn't buy it. 

GRAHAM 

I called there looking for you.  She 

had no idea where you were. 

SARAH 

(angrily) 

Look, Graham, I'm not going to do this 

right now.  I need to take them to 

school.  We can talk later. 



GRAHAM 

Huh.  All right. 

Sarah storms off.  Graham returns to his paper. 

MONTAGE -- TIME PASSES. 

-- Park -- The leaves change color as fall progresses. 

-- Graham's house -- Gavin knocks on the door.  A moment later, 

Sarah opens it, kisses him, and pulls him inside.  Gavin closes 

the door behind him. 

-- Graham's office -- Graham pores over legal books and 

documents.  He is disheveled, with a scruffy beard starting to 

fill in.  Bags under his eyes betray a lack of sleep. 

-- Graham's bedroom -- Gavin buttons his shirt and kisses Sarah 

goodbye.   

-- Bar -- Graham uncharacteristically pounds back a post-work 

drink. 

-- Kids' bedroom -- Sarah tucks in the kids, turns out the light, 

and heads to bed herself. 

-- Graham's family room -- Graham, a bit drunk, tries to enter 

the house surreptitiously.  Instead of joining Sarah, he makes 

himself comfortable on the couch.  The presence of a pillow and 

blanket indicate that this is not Graham's first night alone. 

END MONTAGE.  

INT. GRAHAM'S OFFICE -- AFTERNOON 

Graham, now fully bearded, sits at his desk, on the phone. 

GRAHAM 

(into phone) 

I think Sarah's bringing dessert. 

(pause) 

I don't know.  Pumpkin pie? 

A KNOCK on his office door.  Zack Parker opens it, and Graham 

waves him in. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

(into phone) 



Listen, Mom, I have to go.  My client 

just walked in. 

(pause) 

I love you, too.  I'll see you 

tomorrow.  Five o'clock, right? 

(pause) 

Okay.  See you then. 

He hangs up. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

Hey, Zack!  How are you? 

ZACK 

Not bad, considering. 

GRAHAM 

Right.  Why don't you take a seat? 

Zack obliges. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

Doing anything fun for Thanksgiving? 

ZACK 

Not really.  I'm not a big 

Thanksgiving fan. 

GRAHAM 

(incredulously) 

What's not to like?  Turkey, 

potatoes, stuffing, cranberry sauce? 

ZACK 

Oh, no, I love the food.  It's more the 

family.  Every year, somebody's 

fighting about something. 

GRAHAM 

(chuckling) 

You'd better get used to it.  That's 

one thing that doesn't change as you 

get older. 

ZACK 

(sarcastically) 

That's good to hear.  

GRAHAM 



So... I think we're in okay shape with 

your case.  We caught a lucky break 

surviving that summary judgment 

motion. 

ZACK 

I'm still not sure I understand what 

happened. 

GRAHAM 

Basically, the judge agreed that there 

are triable issues of fact.  That 

gives us a prayer. 

ZACK 

So, now what? 

GRAHAM 

Now, we either go to trial, or I 

convince Gavin to settle this for a 

paltry sum so we can all have a nice 

Thanksgiving. 

Graham picks up the phone. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

I'm going to call him right now.  

We'll see how low he's willing to go, 

and we'll take it from there, okay? 

ZACK 

(hesitantly) 

Mr. Howard, I don't really have the 

money.  That's why I came to you in the 

first place. 

GRAHAM 

(understandingly) 

I know.  I haven't forgotten.  But 

everything's changed now that we've 

survived summary judgment.  My 

brother--the RIAA--might not want to 

take this any further.  They were 

hoping we'd just write them a check and 

go away.  But now that we're sitting 

here with a trial date on the calendar, 

they might back down--take next to 

nothing and call it a day. 



He dials Gavin's number. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

(to Zack) 

Let's just see where they stand. 

CUT TO: 

INT. GRAHAM'S HOME, BEDROOM -- CONTINUOUS 

Sarah and Gavin are occupying themselves in bed when Gavin's 

cell phone RINGS.  He frees himself from Sarah's grip long 

enough to check the caller ID. 

GAVIN 

Shit.  It's Graham. 

SARAH 

Dammit.  You're not here. 

Gavin looks at her in amazement, hoping she's only playing 

stupid.  She's not. 

GAVIN 

Obviously!  You, don't say anything. 

SARAH 

Obviously! 

He shushes her and answers the phone. 

GAVIN 

(into phone) 

Graham!  How's it goin'? 

INTERCUT with Graham in his office. 

GRAHAM 

(into phone) 

It's going all right.  I'm sitting 

here with Zack Parker. 

GAVIN 

You thought you'd call to gloat about 

your recent victory? 

GRAHAM 

No, but I was hoping we could talk 

about the next step. 



GAVIN 

The next step's trial. 

GRAHAM 

It doesn't have to be. 

GAVIN 

You're right.  It doesn't have to be, 

if you're willing to pay the full 

statutory damages now. 

Graham clears his throat. 

GRAHAM 

Come on, Gav.  Be reasonable. 

GAVIN 

That's what's justified under the law, 

so I think it is reasonable. 

GRAHAM 

We survived summary judgment.  Do you 

really want to risk taking this to 

trial? 

GAVIN 

I don't see much risk in it.  Your guy 

did it.  The judge threw you a bone on 

SJ, but no matter how you slice it, 

Parker's going down in flames. 

Graham tries to appear confident in front of Zack, but he's 

nervous on the inside. 

Sarah looks like she wants to crawl under a rock and hide. 

GRAHAM 

Gav, we could make the whole thing go 

away right now--have a nice 

Thanksgiving at Mom's without 

worrying about any of this. 

GAVIN 

You're not getting it:  I'm not 

worried.  Parker missed his chance.  

If he wanted a deal, he shouldn't have 

waited so fucking long. 

GRAHAM 



Are you serious? 

GAVIN 

Deadly.  We're going to trial.  I'll 

see you tomorrow. 

Gavin hangs up, tosses the phone on the nightstand, and kisses 

Sarah, who looks uncomfortable as ever. 

Graham, stunned, sets down the phone and locks eyes with Zack. 

GRAHAM 

(to Zack) 

Trial it is. 

EXT. STATE STREET -- DAY 

The Thanksgiving Parade is in full swing.  Giant inflatable 

balloons, dancers, and marching bands proceed up State Street 

as the crowd roars. 

Graham stands amongst the other spectators with Sarah and his 

two children. 

The crowd grows excited as a float approaches. 

DAUGHTER 

Daddy, I can't see! 

Graham kneels down. 

GRAHAM 

Aww, you can't see?  Hop on, kiddo. 

She latches onto his neck. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

Up we go!  Hold on tight. 

Graham hoists her onto his back. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

Can you see now? 

DAUGHTER 

Yes.  Look at them, Daddy! 

She points to the dancers. 



DAUGHTER (CONT'D) 

I want to dance like that. 

GRAHAM 

Oh, baby, I don't think I can help you 

much with that.  Maybe your mommy can 

teach you. 

Sarah overhears and laughs. 

SARAH 

(to Graham) 

You know I've never been much of a 

dancer. 

GRAHAM 

I know.  Lucky for you, you were hot. 

SARAH 

(playfully) 

Were hot? 

Graham doesn't say anything, but he smiles warmly and kisses 

her on the cheek.  She's slightly surprised, but also happy.  

She smiles genuinely in return. 

INT. GAVIN'S APARTMENT -- DAY 

Sun streams through the windows of the lush apartment.  Gavin 

climbs out of bed.  His latest female companion is still asleep, 

but he doesn't bother to wake her or show any sign of affection.  

She means nothing to him. 

Gavin enters the kitchen, pours himself a cup of coffee, and 

gazes out his floor-to-ceiling windows.  The State Street 

parade marches by in the distance. 

INT. GRAHAM'S HOME, BATHROOM -- LATER 

Graham shaves off the last remaining bit of his beard and admires 

the finished product. 

Sarah approaches from behind.  Graham sees her reflection in 

the mirror and smiles.  She wraps her arms around him and rests 

her head on his shoulder. 

SARAH 

There's my Graham. 



She touches his face lightly. 

SARAH (CONT'D) 

I like you better this way. 

Graham turns and kisses her. 

GRAHAM 

I've missed you. 

SARAH 

I know.  I've missed you, too. 

GRAHAM 

Are we okay? 

She ponders the question.  After a moment: 

SARAH 

Yeah.  I think we are. 

She wraps him up in a hug.  

INT. MRS. HOWARD'S HOUSE, KITCHEN -- NIGHT 

Graham watches football in the adjoining room while Sarah helps 

MRS. HOWARD, a kind-faced, sweet woman in her mid-sixties, in 

the kitchen.  The kids sit on the floor beside Graham's chair, 

quietly playing with their toys. 

Sarah opens the oven and peers in. 

MRS. HOWARD 

How are the rolls coming along, dear? 

SARAH 

I think they could use a few more 

minutes. 

MRS. HOWARD 

And the turkey? 

SARAH 

Turkey's done.  Graham's going to 

slice it for us.  Right, Graham? 

Graham takes a sip of his beer for the road and rises from the 

chair. 



GRAHAM 

I'm on it. 

He heads to the table and starts carving. 

MRS. HOWARD 

What else? 

SARAH 

Cranberry sauce? 

MRS. HOWARD 

It's in the fridge.  Can you grab 

that?  I'll finish mashing the 

potatoes.  Gravy's almost ready. 

SARAH 

Okay. 

Sarah opens the fridge to grab the cranberry sauce. 

The DOORBELL rings. 

MRS. HOWARD 

Graham, can you grab that?  It must be 

your brother and his date. 

He reluctantly sets the knife down and heads to the front door. 

SARAH 

(nervously) 

Gavin's bringing a date? 

CUT TO: 

EXT. FRONT PORCH -- CONTINUOUS 

GRAHAM'S POV 

Graham opens the front door to find his brother standing 

arm-in-arm with Becky, the bartender. 

Becky, dolled up, looks like the perfect date.  She holds a 

pumpkin pie in her hands and smiles kindly when Graham opens 

the door. 

GAVIN 

Hey, bro. 



INT. MRS. HOWARD'S HOUSE, KITCHEN -- MOMENTS LATER 

Gavin enters the kitchen with Becky, who is friendly as can be.  

Graham returns to turkey duty. 

GAVIN 

Hi, Mom. 

MRS. HOWARD 

Hello, Gavin!  Happy Thanksgiving! 

Gavin kisses her on the cheek. 

GAVIN 

Happy Thanksgiving.  This is Becky. 

Mrs. Howard shakes her hand excitedly.  

MRS. HOWARD 

Oh, hi, Becky!  It's so nice to meet 

you, dear.  Welcome. 

BECKY 

It's nice to meet you, too!  Thanks 

for having me.  I brought a pumpkin 

pie for dessert. 

MRS. HOWARD 

Well, isn't that thoughtful!  Let me 

take that from you, and you can finish 

meeting everyone. 

Becky hands over the dessert.  As Mrs. Howard leaves to set the 

pie on the kitchen counter, Sarah enters their line of sight. 

BECKY 

Hi!  You must be Graham's wife.  I'm 

Becky. 

Sarah would rather be anywhere than here.  She feigns happiness 

and shakes Becky's hand. 

SARAH 

Hi, Becky.  I'm Sarah.  Happy 

Thanksgiving. 

Gavin smiles pleasantly, but as their eyes lock, it's clear that 

Sarah and Gavin both feel pain. 



INT. MRS. HOWARD'S HOUSE, DINING ROOM -- LATER 

Graham sets the turkey down and joins the rest of his family 

at the table.  Graham sits beside Sarah, with the children next 

to her.  Gavin sits directly across from Sarah, with Becky 

beside him.  Mrs. Howard is seated at the head of the table. 

Gavin grabs a few slices of turkey and piles mashed potatoes 

on his plate.  Everyone else looks to Mrs. Howard, who sits 

quietly with her hands folded. 

MRS. HOWARD 

Can we say the blessing first, Gavin? 

He places the spoon back into the bowl of potatoes. 

GAVIN 

Of course. 

He folds his hands politely, along with everyone else. 

MRS. HOWARD 

Bless us, O Lord, and these Thy gifts, 

which we are about to receive, from Thy 

bounty, through Christ, our Lord.  

Amen. 

GAVIN 

Amen. 

Gavin picks up the spoon and returns to his potatoes.  The 

dinner guests load their plates and dig in. 

MRS. HOWARD 

I'm so happy that we're all here 

together.  I don't get to see you boys 

nearly enough. 

GRAHAM 

I'm happy, too. 

GAVIN 

Everything's delicious, Mom. 

SARAH 

Yes, it sure is. 

MRS. HOWARD 



Your father would be happy to see us 

here as a family. 

GRAHAM 

I'm sure he is. 

BECKY 

Was your husband a lawyer, too, Mrs. 

Howard? 

MRS. HOWARD 

Heavens, no.  He worked in the 

advertising industry--always more the 

creative type. 

GAVIN 

There's a lot of creativity in the law, 

Mom. 

MRS. HOWARD 

(passively) 

I know. 

GAVIN 

(arrogantly) 

Like how I'm suing Graham's client 

right now.  I never would have done 

that six months ago, but I got 

creative.  And I revolutionized 

copyright law in the process. 

GRAHAM 

(sarcastically) 

Yeah, Gavin.  That's what you did. 

GAVIN 

You know I did.  Things will never be 

the same. 

GRAHAM 

Maybe you changed it for the worse. 

Becky and Sarah's discomfort is apparent.  The children, 

oblivious to the conversation, poke at their food.  

GAVIN 

Worse for your clients, maybe.  Much, 

much better for mine. 



GRAHAM 

(sarcastically) 

You must be so proud. 

GAVIN 

I am. 

GRAHAM 

Picking on a bunch of young kids with 

no income.  That's pretty commendable 

work. 

SARAH 

(whispering) 

Graham, knock it off. 

GRAHAM 

(whispering to Sarah) 

It's all him.  

GAVIN 

They knew what they were doing.  If 

they didn't want to get sued, they 

should have followed the law.  

MRS. HOWARD 

That's enough, both of you.  This is 

Thanksgiving.  Let's act like it. 

GAVIN 

(mockingly) 

Yeah, Graham.  That's enough. 

MRS. HOWARD 

So, Becky, how do you and Gavin know 

each other? 

Becky looks at Gavin, unsure how best to answer the question. 

BECKY 

Well, we met at a bar. 

GRAHAM 

(under his breath) 

That's a surprise. 

Gavin shoots a dirty look Graham's way. 

GAVIN 



What was that? 

GRAHAM 

Nothing. 

A brief pause in the conversation. 

GAVIN 

Becky's a bartender, Mom.  I stopped 

in for a drink after work one night, 

and we hit it off. 

MRS. HOWARD 

(to Becky) 

I met their father at a bar. 

BECKY 

Oh, really?   

MRS. HOWARD 

I didn't work there, but I met a few 

friends for drinks, and George kept 

eyeing me from the other end of the 

bar.  I kept sitting there, waiting, 

hoping he'd come over and say hello.  

And he never did.  He looked over at 

me one last time, smiled, and walked 

out the door with his friends. 

BECKY 

So when did you see him again? 

MRS. HOWARD 

Well, I sat there with my friends and 

ordered another drink.  I kept 

looking to the door, hoping he'd come 

back through it.  And then, no more 

than five minutes later, someone 

tapped me on the shoulder.  I turned 

around, and there he was. 

BECKY 

He came back? 

GAVIN 

Hardest move in the book.  Way to go, 

Dad! 



Graham smiles. 

MRS. HOWARD 

He said, "Excuse me, but I've wanted 

to talk with you all night, and I knew 

I'd regret it if I didn't.  I'm 

George." 

GRAHAM 

(jokingly) 

What a line. 

MRS. HOWARD 

It wasn't a line.  It was sweet.  He 

bought me a drink, and the rest is 

history. 

BECKY 

What a cute story! 

SARAH 

I know.  I love that one.  It sounds 

like something straight out of the 

movies. 

MRS. HOWARD 

Graham, can you pass the corn, please? 

GRAHAM 

Sure thing. 

He obliges. 

BECKY 

(to Sarah) 

How did you and Graham meet? 

Sarah and Gavin quickly lock eyes from across the table. 

SARAH 

Well, it's kind of funny.  I actually 

used to date Gavin, believe it or not. 

BECKY 

When?   

SARAH 



This was back in his law school days.  

We only went out a couple times, but 

he introduced me to Graham. 

Sarah looks in Gavin's direction once more, but he's preoccupied 

with his food.  She turns to Graham and grins. 

SARAH (CONT'D) 

It just so happened that Graham was a 

better fit. 

At that remark, Gavin raises his eyes from his plate, looks to 

Sarah, and smiles politely. 

INT. MRS. HOWARD'S HOUSE, KITCHEN -- LATER 

Mrs. Howard and Sarah wash the dinner dishes.  Graham's in the 

living room next door, watching the end of the football game, 

and Becky entertains the kids with card tricks. 

Gavin brings the last few dishes from the dining room and places 

them in the sink. 

GAVIN 

Mom, why don't you go watch the game 

with Graham?  I can help Sarah finish 

up. 

MRS. HOWARD 

That's okay.  I'm perfectly capable. 

GAVIN 

Come on, Mom.  You did all the 

cooking.  Go relax for a while. 

Mrs. Howard tosses her dish towel to Gavin. 

MRS. HOWARD 

I appreciate it.  Thank you! 

Gavin waits until his mother is out of earshot.  He dries the 

dishes after Sarah washes them, but he's more interested in the 

conversation than the cutlery. 

GAVIN 

(to Sarah) 

I'm sorry about Becky. 

SARAH 



You have nothing to be sorry about.  

She seems like a real sweetheart. 

GAVIN 

I mean I'm sorry I brought her here. 

SARAH 

Why did you, exactly?  To make me 

jealous? 

GAVIN 

No.  Of course not. 

SARAH 

Then why, Gavin? 

She leaves the question hanging in the air and returns her 

attention to the dishes. 

Gavin throws the towel over his shoulder and shuts off Sarah's 

faucet.  She sets the plate she's holding into the sink and 

looks at him. 

SARAH (CONT'D) 

What? 

GAVIN 

Do you think this is easy for me?  To 

be here and see you with him? 

SARAH 

He's my husband. 

GAVIN 

No shit. 

SARAH 

You knew he was going to be here. 

GAVIN 

That doesn't make it any better. 

SARAH 

Then you shouldn't have come. 

GAVIN 

This is my family, Sarah.  I'm not 

going to write them out of my life.  

But you have no idea what it's like to 



look at Graham--to look at Graham and 

see him with everything I want:  Kids.  

A nice house in the suburbs. 

(pause) 

You. 

(pause) 

Every night, when I'm stuck at work 

until God knows when, I think about how 

Graham is probably with you, having a 

nice home-cooked meal and planning 

your next vacation. 

(pause) 

That should be me, Sarah.  This wasn't 

supposed to be my life. 

SARAH 

You can change, Gavin!  If you're 

unhappy, change! 

GAVIN 

Change how? 

SARAH 

I don't know!  Quit your job.  Find a 

girlfriend, instead of another 

one-night stand.  Just grow up, 

Gavin!  Decide what you want and go 

get it.  How can you be so ferocious 

in court and such a scared little child 

in life? 

Gavin takes her hand. 

GAVIN 

I've already decided what I want. 

She holds his hand for a moment, but then lets go.  Tears roll 

down her cheeks. 

SARAH 

(softly) 

You can't have it. 

Silence.  Gavin furrows his brow. 

GAVIN 

What? 



SARAH 

(louder) 

You can't have it. 

GAVIN 

What are you saying? 

SARAH 

I'm saying we can't do this anymore.  

I can't do this to Graham--to my 

family.  I feel like a horrible person 

all the time. 

(between sobs) 

You should, too! 

GAVIN 

I do.  You know I do.  I have a moral 

compass, Sarah; I just don't follow 

it.  I feel like shit every time I 

think about you, but I can't help it. 

SARAH 

(assertively) 

Well, you'd better learn, because this 

is over.  I love Graham.  I love my 

family. 

(pause) 

I don't love you. 

She emphatically turns from the sink and paces toward the living 

room door... 

...finding herself face to face with Graham. 

Graham's fists are clenched in fury.  His lip quivers, and tears 

pour freely from his eyes. 

GRAHAM 

I came to help with the dishes.... 

SARAH 

How much did...? 

GRAHAM 

(to Gavin, enraged) 

How could you?  To your own brother, 

you piece of shit! 



GAVIN 

Look, Graham, let's just sit down and 

talk about this.  It isn't what you 

think. 

GRAHAM 

It's exactly what I think, you snake. 

(to Sarah) 

And you.  After everything we've been 

through!  After everything I've done 

for you! 

SARAH 

Graham, please.  Just calm down and-- 

GRAHAM 

Calm down?!  Calm down?! 

Mrs. Howard enters from the living room. 

MRS. HOWARD 

Graham, what's wrong?  We heard you 

shouting. 

Graham points his finger at Gavin. 

GRAHAM 

He is what's wrong!  

MRS. HOWARD 

(to Gavin) 

What did you do?  

GRAHAM 

He's sleeping with Sarah.  

SARAH 

No!  It's over, Graham! 

GRAHAM 

Over?  Is that supposed to make me 

feel better?!  

MRS. HOWARD 

(incredulously) 

This must be some kind of mistake!  

Gavin...? 

Gavin lowers his head, staring shamefully at the ground. 



GAVIN 

It's true.  It's...  It's true. 

GRAHAM 

You son of a bitch! 

Graham charges at Gavin and tackles him to the floor.  He cocks 

back his arm and delivers a forceful blow to Gavin's face. 

Sarah and Mrs. Howard struggle to pull Graham off his brother.  

Becky rushes into the room. 

BECKY 

What the hell...? 

She helps Sarah and Mrs. Howard separate the two brothers.  They 

finally succeed. 

GRAHAM 

(to Gavin) 

You're dead to me!  Dead! 

Graham, still on the floor, rubs his sore face. 

GAVIN 

I never wanted to hurt you, Graham. 

GRAHAM 

That's all you've ever done, is hurt 

me!  I've had your back since day one, 

Graham.  Day one.  You've been 

stabbing my back since then.  You're 

not just a shitty brother; you're a 

lousy human being. 

GAVIN 

And I can't tell you how sorry I am. 

Graham shakes his head in disgust, then frees himself from the 

women's grip.  He turns and walks away. 

SARAH 

Graham! 

Graham completely ignores her.  On his way out of the kitchen, 

he spots Becky's pumpkin pie.  He removes the plastic lid, 

leaving that behind, and takes the pie with him.  He SLAMS the 

front door behind him. 



Gavin slowly climbs to his feet.  Mrs. Howard leaves without 

so much as another word.  Sarah cries uncontrollably. 

BECKY 

Can someone tell me what just 

happened? 

EXT. MRS. HOWARD'S HOUSE -- CONTINUOUS 

Graham descends from the front porch and walks toward the 

driveway.  In one fluid motion, he hurls the pumpkin pie at the 

windshield of Gavin's spotless sports car, setting off the alarm 

and leaving a brown, goopy mess behind.  Graham continues 

walking. 

MONTAGE -- AFTERMATH 

-- Mrs. Howard's kitchen -- Gavin mouths words to Becky, who 

listens intently.  She slaps him hard across the face and grabs 

her coat from the front hall closet. 

-- Outside Mrs. Howard's house -- Gavin closes the front door 

behind him, lights a cigarette, and walks to the driveway, where 

he spots his car covered in pie.  Trying not to let it phase 

him, he climbs behind the wheel, starts the car, and turns on 

the windshield wipers.  It only makes matters worse.  He slams 

his fist against the CAR HORN. 

-- Kids' bedroom -- Sarah turns off the light in her children's 

bedroom and closes the door quietly.  She cries on her way to 

the kitchen, where she fumbles in a cabinet for a bottle of wine.  

She pours herself a glass and downs it quickly.   

-- Bar -- Graham pushes an empty beer glass toward the bartender 

as the bartender hands him a new one.  He takes a large gulp 

before setting it down.  Graham reaches for his pocket, pulls 

out his phone, and checks the caller ID.  It's Gavin.  By the 

third RING, Graham's had enough; he takes the phone and drops 

it in his neighbor's drink, causing a big splash.  When the 

drink's owner begins to yell, Graham holds up a $20 bill, which 

he tosses in front of the other customer.  That quiets him down.  

The other customer raises his Screwdriver with a cell-phone 

twist and gives cheers to Graham, who pounds the rest of his 

beer. 

END MONTAGE. 

EXT. CHICAGO STREETS -- MORNING 



It's shortly before the holidays, and Chicago is bustling.  

Michigan Avenue is packed with last-minute shoppers carrying 

armfuls of bags.  Salvation Army workers wait outside busy 

stores with their red kettles, ringing BELLS and shouting out 

holiday greetings. 

It's Christkindlmarket in Daley Plaza, where people of every 

different age and nationality flock to sample new foods, buy 

decorations, and check out the Christmas tree. 

A light snow begins to fall as CHRISTMAS MUSIC plays softly. 

EXT. COURTHOUSE -- MORNING 

Not everyone is home for the holidays just yet.  Lawyers and 

unhappy jurors stream into the courthouse, which seems as busy 

as the Magnificent Mile. 

INT. COURTROOM -- LATER 

A black-eyed Gavin unpacks his briefcase at the plaintiff's 

table.  The CLERK is present, and a few witnesses are seated 

in the audience, but the room is relatively empty. 

Gavin neatly arranges his legal pad, exhibits, and depositions 

before taking a seat.  He relaxes momentarily, until he hears 

the COURTROOM DOORS open behind him.  Turning, he sees Graham 

enter the courtroom, along with Zack Parker. 

Gavin jumps to his feet and waits eagerly to speak with his 

brother. 

GAVIN 

Hi, Graham. 

Graham doesn't even acknowledge his brother's presence. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

I've been calling you all week. 

(pause) 

I know you don't want to talk, but-- 

GRAHAM 

Don't. 

GAVIN 

Don't...? 

GRAHAM 



Don't talk to me.  We have nothing to 

discuss. 

GAVIN 

We have a LOT to discuss. 

GRAHAM 

Now is neither the time nor the place. 

Zack is confused by the belligerent exchange. 

GAVIN 

Can we talk during the lunch recess? 

GRAHAM 

Dammit, Gavin! 

The clerk and a few others in the courtroom turn their attention 

to the brothers.  Graham lowers his voice. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

(quietly) 

Not now!  The only--and I mean the 

ONLY--reason I am here is Zack.  I'm 

not here to smooth things over with 

you.  I'm not here to work out our 

differences.  If you want to ask me 

something about the case, then go 

ahead and ask me.  If you want to talk 

about something else, just keep your 

fucking mouth shut, or so help me God, 

I'll give you a matching eye. 

GAVIN 

(timidly) 

Fair enough. 

INT. COURTROOM -- LATER 

With the JUDGE on the bench and a JURY selected, trial begins. 

JUDGE 

If there are no further pretrial 

matters, we'll start with opening 

statements.  Plaintiff, are you ready 

to proceed? 

GAVIN 

Yes, Your Honor. 



Gavin rises, buttons his suit coat, and glides to the center 

of the courtroom.  Apart from his black eye, he is the epitome 

of style--a litigator's litigator. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

May it please the Court.  Counsel.  

Ladies and gentlemen of the jury.  

This is a case about taking what 

doesn't belong to you, about making 

excuses, and about avoiding 

responsibility for your actions. 

Gavin moves about the well of the courtroom deliberately, 

scanning the jury box and locking eyes with the twelve people 

he must persuade. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

We're taught from a very young age that 

stealing is wrong, and that same 

principle applies to all stages of 

life.  When you were a young kid, your 

mom told you not to take bubble gum 

from the grocery store without paying 

for it.  It's wrong, and if you get 

caught, you're going to be in big 

trouble.  When you moved on to grade 

school and high school, your teachers 

warned you not to cheat on tests.  

It's wrong to steal answers from 

someone else, and if you get caught, 

you're going to be expelled. 

Gavin pauses briefly, allowing his words to resonate with the 

jurors.  Sarah slips into the courtroom unnoticed and takes a 

seat in the back. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

Today is yet another example of 

stealing, ladies and gentlemen--yet 

another example of taking something 

that doesn't belong to you--and it 

will be up to you to render justice 

here.  Before I go any further, I'd 

like to introduce myself.  My name is 

Gavin Howard, and I'm here on behalf 

of the Recording Industry Association 

of America, or the "RIAA" for short.  

I represent a number of record 



companies and musicians who have 

banded together to protect their 

rights from people like the defendant, 

Zack Parker. 

Gavin approaches the defense table, standing directly beside 

Parker and motioning to him. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

You'll hear today why the defendant 

poses a grave threat to the music 

industry.  The evidence will show 

that he used internet software to 

download hundreds of songs without 

paying for them.  He stole, to put it 

bluntly.  Mr. Parker took those songs 

without paying so much as one cent to 

the musicians and record companies 

that made those songs possible. 

Gavin leaves the defense table and moves closer to the jury box.  

He lights up a winning smile. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

Now, I know what some of you are 

thinking:  So what?  So he took a few 

songs.  What's so bad about that?  

That's precisely what I plan to show 

you this morning.  You'll hear from 

industry executives and even a 

musician or two who will tell you why 

we can't let Mr. Parker download his 

songs without paying for them.  

Pretend for a moment that you own a 

store.  Now, when you're selling your 

products and making a profit, business 

is good.  You keep your doors open.  

But what if people could just walk into 

your store, grab something off the 

shelf, and leave without paying for 

it?  You certainly wouldn't stay in 

business for very long.  You wouldn't 

have any incentive to keep your doors 

open.  You'd want to know why you 

couldn't protect your products. 

He pauses for effect. 



GAVIN (CONT'D) 

Well, my clients feel the same way.  

They're doing their best to keep their 

doors open, but when people like Mr. 

Parker march in and steal songs off the 

shelf, the musicians and record 

companies I represent feel cheated.  

They need to make a profit to stay in 

business.  Musicians typically make 

money off every record that's sold, 

folks, so when people start stealing 

songs instead of paying for them, that 

takes away some of the incentive for 

playing music in the first place!  The 

bottom line is that we all suffer; we 

all lose out on some music, because 

musicians just can't afford to play it 

for free.  It's sad, but it's the 

truth, ladies and gentlemen.  And the 

solution is simple:  WE HAVE TO STOP 

THE STEALING.  We have to hold people 

like Mr. Parker accountable for their 

actions.  Teach him today the lesson 

he should have learned years ago--that 

it's NOT okay to take bubble gum from 

the grocery store; that it's NOT okay 

to steal answers for a test; that it's 

NOT okay to take music without paying 

for it. 

Gavin scans the jury one final time before giving his closing 

pitch. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

Mr. Parker made a mistake, folks, and 

that is understandable.  We all make 

mistakes.  But we have to pay the 

consequences.  When you took the oath 

a few moments ago, you swore to apply 

the law to the facts you're presented.  

In this case, the facts are very clear:  

Mr. Parker made illegal copies of 

songs and never paid for them.  He may 

be young, and he may be likeable, but 

it isn't your job to decide whether the 

defendant is a good guy.  It's your 

job to determine whether he infringed 



my clients' copyrights.  After 

hearing all the evidence and 

testimony, return the only verdict 

supported by the law and the facts:  

find the defendant, Zack Parker, 

liable for copyright infringement.  

Thank you. 

Gavin returns to his seat and smiles glibly at Zack. 

JUDGE 

Defense, are you ready to proceed? 

GRAHAM 

Yes, Judge. 

Graham, not nearly as polished or well-dressed as his brother, 

stands and enters the well of the courtroom.  He smiles from 

ear to ear. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

Wow. 

He looks at Gavin. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

That was really something.  I wish I 

could talk like that. 

The jury gets a quick chuckle. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

My name's Graham Howard, and I 

represent Zack.  Zack's your average 

college kid, not quite sure where his 

life is headed just yet.  Did he 

download music?  Yes.  He's never 

denied that.  But while my opposing 

counsel claims that Zack infringed, we 

say he didn't.  You see, copying 

music, by itself, is not always 

copyright infringement.  There are a 

number of exceptions, folks--a number 

of "fair uses."  You certainly can't 

get dragged into court every time you 

make a copy of something, or else I'd 

be in a lot of trouble! 



He holds up a stack of documents printed on computer paper.  

Another quick chuckle from the jury. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

My opposing counsel made this whole 

process sound so cold and calculated, 

but it isn't!  There are a lot of gray 

areas in law, just like the rest of 

life.  That's okay!  You don't need 

to sit here and process the 

information like machines.  You're 

people; think like people.  Use not 

only your minds, but also your hearts.  

I'm confident that, at the end of this 

trial, you'll find Zack not liable for 

copyright infringement.  Thanks. 

Graham returns to his seat.  Zack leans over and whispers to 

him nervously. 

ZACK 

He talked for a hell of a lot longer 

than you. 

GRAHAM 

It's not about quantity; it's about 

quality. 

ZACK 

He had that, too! 

GRAHAM 

We're fine.  He was just repeating 

himself.  He likes the sound of his 

own voice.  

INT. COURTROOM -- AFTERNOON 

An RIAA music executive, MR. CROSBY, is on the stand.  He's a 

pleasant, soft-spoken man in his 50s.  Gavin's busy conducting 

his direct examination. 

GAVIN 

Maybe this seems like common sense to 

everybody, but I think we ought to at 

least get it out there:  How exactly 

does piracy damage the industry? 



MR. CROSBY 

To put it simply, lost sales.  When 

someone goes online and downloads a 

song or a CD for free, the recording 

industry never realizes the profit for 

that "sale."  The same thing happens 

when people burn copies of CDs for each 

other.  If we sell one copy of The 

Beatles to person A, and he then burns 

a copy for person B, the recording 

industry never benefits from person B, 

even though he's listening to our CD. 

GAVIN 

Mr. Crosby, in your expert opinion, 

how many billions of dollars in sales 

are lost to piracy every year? 

Graham quickly jumps to his feet. 

GRAHAM 

Objection.  Relevance and leading. 

JUDGE 

Approach the bench. 

Graham and Gavin approach for a sidebar. 

JUDGE (CONT'D) 

I'll give you leading.  How is this 

irrelevant? 

GRAHAM 

Judge, the global or national problem 

with copyright infringement far 

exceeds the scope of this case, and 

it's substantially more prejudicial 

than probative under Rule 403.  The 

RIAA doesn't have every music 

downloader across the country on trial 

right now--only one.  This whole line 

of questioning is improper. 

JUDGE 

(to Gavin) 

Response? 

GAVIN 



Judge, this information is incredibly 

relevant to show why it's not okay to 

excuse or overlook the conduct at 

issue.  I'm worried that the jury will 

let this kid off just because he's a 

nice guy, without realizing the 

implications of doing so.  This 

testimony helps establish the 

consequences of music piracy at large. 

The judge ponders the arguments briefly. 

JUDGE 

The testimony is relevant, but I do 

agree that the evidence is 

substantially more prejudicial than 

probative.  I'll sustain the 

objection. 

GAVIN 

Very well. 

Graham returns to his seat; Gavin, to his podium. 

JUDGE 

(to jury) 

The objection has been sustained.  

The jury is to disregard the last 

question. 

(to Gavin) 

Mr. Howard, anything else? 

GAVIN 

Nothing further, Judge.  

He collects his notes and walks to the plaintiff's table. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

(to Graham) 

Your witness. 

Graham approaches the witness stand, but remains a comfortable 

distance away. 

GRAHAM 

Good morning, Mr. Crosby. 

MR. CROSBY 



Good morning. 

GRAHAM 

I only have a few questions for you. 

MR. CROSBY 

Okay. 

GRAHAM 

You work in the recording industry? 

MR. CROSBY 

Yes, I do. 

GRAHAM 

You have for a number of years. 

MR. CROSY 

Yes. 

GRAHAM 

You've jumped around between a few 

different companies? 

MR. CROSBY 

Yes. 

GRAHAM 

But they were all within the recording 

industry. 

MR. CROSBY 

That's right. 

GRAHAM 

And now, you work for the Recording 

Industry Association of America. 

MR. CROSBY 

Correct. 

GRAHAM 

That's the "RIAA." 

MR. CROSBY 

Yes. 

GRAHAM 



The same "RIAA" involved in the 

lawsuit today. 

MR. CROSBY 

That's true. 

GRAHAM 

It would be good for the recording 

industry if the RIAA won this case 

today. 

MR. CROSBY 

Of course. 

GRAHAM 

The RIAA would profit, financially. 

MR. CROSBY 

Yes, it should, and I think it will. 

Graham winces. 

GRAHAM 

(to judge) 

Objection, non-responsive. 

JUDGE 

Sustained.  The jury is to disregard 

the last response.  Mr. Crosby, you 

are to answer only the question that 

is asked of  you. 

MR. CROSBY 

Yes, ma'am.  What was the question? 

GRAHAM 

The RIAA would profit, financially, 

from a win today. 

MR. CROSBY 

Naturally. 

GRAHAM 

That would benefit you. 

MR. CROSBY 

I don't really see how. 

GRAHAM 



Your job would be more secure, 

wouldn't it? 

MR. CROSBY 

No, not from this case alone. 

Graham is floundering.  After a brief pause, he moves on to 

another line of questioning. 

GRAHAM 

Mr. Crosby, I'd like to talk with you 

about lost sales. 

MR. CROSBY 

Okay. 

GRAHAM 

You said a few moments ago that, when 

someone downloads a song illegally, 

that's money straight out of your 

pocket. 

MR. CROSBY 

I did say that, and it's absolutely 

true.  We never recover profits from 

that sale unless we sue the 

downloader. 

GRAHAM 

Let's back up for a minute here.  You 

listen to music, don't you, Mr. 

Crosby? 

MR. CROSBY 

Certainly. 

Gavin's ears prick up.  He doesn't know where Graham's going 

with this. 

GRAHAM 

And you discover new bands from time 

to time, I'd imagine. 

MR. CROSBY 

Sometimes. 

GRAHAM 

On the internet? 



MR. CROSBY 

Occasionally. 

GRAHAM 

When you go into a store, you don't buy 

CDs from bands you've never heard of 

before. 

Gavin rises. 

GAVIN 

Objection, relevance. 

GRAHAM 

I'll tie it up very quickly, Your 

Honor. 

JUDGE 

Overruled, but get to the point, Mr. 

Howard. 

GRAHAM 

Certainly. 

(to Mr. Crosby) 

You buy CDs from bands you've heard of 

before. 

MR. CROSBY 

Yes, typically. 

GRAHAM 

Bands you know you'll like. 

MR. CROSBY 

Right. 

GRAHAM 

Because you've heard the music before. 

MR. CROSBY 

Of course.  I think everyone does 

that. 

GRAHAM 

When people download songs online, 

they don't always download songs 

they've heard before. 

MR. CROSBY 



I wouldn't think so, but I really can't 

say for certain. 

GRAHAM 

You'd expect them to check out some new 

music. 

MR. CROSBY 

Yes, probably. 

GRAHAM 

Music they haven't heard before. 

MR. CROSBY 

Right. 

GRAHAM 

As long as it's free. 

MR. CROSBY 

Right. 

GRAHAM 

So when a person downloads an album for 

free that he never would have paid for, 

you aren't really losing a sale, are 

you? 

Mr. Crosby grows uncomfortable.  He clears his throat and 

thinks for a second before answering.  

MR. CROSBY 

We are in the sense that the downloader 

takes our album for free. 

GRAHAM 

The album he wouldn't have bought in 

the store. 

MR. CROSBY 

Right. 

GRAHAM 

Nothing further. 

Graham reclaims his seat.  Gavin looks genuinely nervous for 

the first time. 

INT. COURTROOM -- LATER 



A shaggy-haired, tattooed MUSICIAN is on the stand.  He's 

clearly a rock star, but he's down-to-earth and articulate. 

GAVIN 

...And how did you and the rest of the 

band react? 

MUSICIAN 

We had no choice, really:  We had to 

take a break.  We just couldn't afford 

to make music any longer.  I went back 

to college. 

GAVIN 

Why couldn't you afford it? 

MUSICIAN 

Playing gigs is great and all, but when 

people are stealing your records, it's 

really hard, man.  It's such a tough 

business to break into.  A guy's gotta 

eat. 

GAVIN 

What are you doing today? 

MUSICIAN 

I'll be finishing my classes in the 

spring, but then I'm not sure what I'll 

do.  Music is my passion, man.  I've 

wanted to be a rock star since I was 

a little kid, but I can't do it for 

free. 

GAVIN 

No further questions. 

Gavin sits, and Graham approaches the witness stand. 

GRAHAM 

What kind of guitar do you play? 

The musician's a bit surprised by the question. 

MUSICIAN 

Les Paul. 

GRAHAM 



Ahhh.  I've always been more of a 

Fender guy.  How many years have you 

played? 

MUSICIAN 

I started back in high school, so it's 

been a few years now. 

GRAHAM 

Take lessons? 

MUSICIAN 

No; self-taught. 

GRAHAM 

That's great.  How long did you tour 

with the band? 

MUSICIAN 

We tried it for about a 

year-and-a-half, and then we just 

couldn't pay the bills anymore. 

GRAHAM 

You drove around the country and did 

the whole tour bus thing? 

The musician laughs. 

MUSICIAN 

No, we never got that big.  We stuck 

with our van. 

Graham smiles kindly. 

GRAHAM 

So you stopped making money. 

MUSICIAN 

Yeah. 

GRAHAM 

People weren't buying the records. 

MUSICIAN 

Right. 

GRAHAM 

People weren't coming to the shows. 



MUSICIAN 

Right. 

GRAHAM 

You don't know exactly why. 

MUSICIAN 

Well, like I said, I think people just 

stole our album instead of buying it 

in the store or online. 

GRAHAM 

But they didn't come to the shows, 

either. 

MUSICIAN 

Yeah... 

GRAHAM 

The internet is a good way to get your 

music out there, isn't it? 

MUSICIAN 

It's good exposure, but when people 

aren't paying, it isn't so good. 

GRAHAM 

But it IS a good way for people to 

discover your band. 

MUSICIAN 

I'd say so. 

GRAHAM 

People can come to your website and see 

what you're all about. 

MUSICIAN 

Yeah. 

GRAHAM 

They can e-mail links to their 

friends. 

MUSICIAN 

Of course. 

GRAHAM 

Spread the word about you. 



MUSICIAN 

Ideally. 

GRAHAM 

Now, you'd expect more fans to come to 

your show as you become more popular. 

MUSICIAN 

Yeah, that's the goal. 

GRAHAM 

But fans stopped coming to your shows. 

The musician's tone has changed completely. 

MUSICIAN 

Yeah, so?  What are you saying 

exactly? 

GRAHAM 

I'm saying CD sales decreased. 

MUSICIAN 

Yeah.... 

GRAHAM 

Ticket sales decreased. 

MUSICIAN 

And....? 

GRAHAM 

And it's possible that people just 

didn't like your music--that THAT is 

why nobody paid for the album. 

MUSICIAN 

No, that isn't it.... 

GRAHAM 

Illegal downloading had nothing to do 

with this, did it? 

MUSICIAN 

(unsurely) 

Yes, it did. 

GRAHAM 

No further questions. 



Graham sits. 

JUDGE 

(to Gavin) 

Any additional witnesses? 

GAVIN 

No, Your Honor.  The plaintiff rests.  

INT. BATHROOM -- MOMENTS LATER 

Graham splashes his face with water and looks at himself in the 

mirror.  He's not sure how he feels anymore.  He dries his face 

and sighs heavily. 

INT. COURTROOM -- LATER 

Everyone's back in the courtroom.  Gavin is just finishing his 

cross of Graham's witnesses. 

GAVIN 

Nothing else. 

Gavin heads back to the plaintiff's table. 

JUDGE 

(to witness) 

Very well.  You may step down. 

(to Graham) 

Defense, you may call your next 

witness. 

GRAHAM 

The defense calls Zack Parker to the 

stand. 

Zack nervously rises and approaches the witness stand.  Graham 

stands at his podium and smiles. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

Good afternoon.  Can you please state 

your name for the court? 

ZACK 

My name is Zack Parker. 

GRAHAM 

What do you do for a living? 



ZACK 

I'm actually still a student. 

GRAHAM 

Where do you go? 

ZACK 

Illinois State University.  I'm 

studying to be a teacher. 

GRAHAM 

What do you want to teach? 

ZACK 

I'm thinking English.  I love reading 

classic literature and talking about 

it. 

GRAHAM 

Do you have a job right now? 

ZACK 

No.  I'm only going to school.  I 

wanted to focus on my studies.  

There's plenty of time for work later.  

GRAHAM 

Have you ever downloaded music from 

the internet, Zack? 

ZACK 

Yes, I have.  On a few occasions. 

GRAHAM 

Why did you do that? 

ZACK 

I just wanted to sample some new 

artists.  You know, to see what I 

like. 

GRAHAM 

Did you pay for that music? 

ZACK 

No, I didn't.  But nobody at school 

pays. 

GRAHAM 



The other kids in your dorm do the same 

thing? 

ZACK 

Yeah.  A friend showed me how to get 

the music online for free. 

GRAHAM 

Why didn't you pay for it? 

ZACK 

I wasn't looking to hurt anybody.  I 

just wanted to find some new artists 

I liked so I could buy the CDs later. 

GRAHAM 

You intended to go buy the records? 

ZACK 

Only of the groups I liked.  I figured 

I'd save money on the groups I didn't. 

GRAHAM 

How many times have you downloaded 

music? 

ZACK 

I don't remember exactly.  Maybe 

three? 

GRAHAM 

About how many songs have you 

downloaded? 

ZACK 

Only about a hundred.  But I know 

people who have downloaded thousands 

of songs.  Some of them even burn 

music to CDs and sell it. 

GRAHAM 

Have you ever resold music? 

ZACK 

No, and I never would.  I never 

intended to profit from this.  I only 

wanted to find out which bands I liked, 

and which I didn't. 



Graham heads to his seat.  On the way: 

GRAHAM 

(to Gavin) 

Your witness. 

Gavin approaches the stand. 

GAVIN 

Good afternoon, Mr. Parker. 

ZACK 

Good afternoon. 

GAVIN 

I only have a few questions for you. 

ZACK 

Okay. 

GAVIN 

You downloaded over 100 songs from the 

internet. 

ZACK 

Yes, I did. 

GAVIN 

Nobody authorized you to do that. 

ZACK 

Authorized?  No. 

GAVIN 

You didn't pay for those songs before 

you downloaded them. 

ZACK 

No, I didn't. 

GAVIN 

You didn't pay after. 

ZACK 

(sheepishly) 

No. 

GAVIN 



To this day, you still haven't paid for 

those songs. 

ZACK 

No, I haven't. 

GAVIN 

You still have the music on your 

computer, don't you? 

ZACK 

Yes, I do. 

GAVIN 

Other people pay for albums. 

ZACK 

Yeah, certainly. 

GAVIN 

You just steal them.  It's cheaper 

that way. 

Graham jumps to his feet, but the damage is already done. 

GRAHAM 

Objection! 

JUDGE 

Sustained. 

Graham's already on his way back to the plaintiff's table. 

GAVIN 

Withdrawn.  Nothing further. 

Graham glares at his brother.  Gavin is emotionless. 

JUDGE 

(to Graham) 

Anything else, counsel? 

GRAHAM 

No.  The defense rests. 

INT. COURTROOM -- LATER 

Gavin, polished as ever, soaks up the limelight during his 

closing argument. 



GAVIN 

Ladies and gentlemen of the jury:  

First, I want to thank you for your 

service today.  I'm sure that you'd 

rather be out doing your Christmas 

shopping or home with your families, 

but you're an important part of the 

justice system, and we appreciate your 

being here. 

He pauses before changing gears. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

You've heard a lot of testimony 

today--a lot about infringement, 

about stealing, about downloading.  

It gets confusing so I'm going to do 

you a favor by telling you to look at 

this simply. 

He motions to Graham. 

GAVIN (CONT'D) 

My opposing counsel has tried to muddy 

the waters by tugging on your heart 

strings.  Sure, Mr. Parker is young.  

Sure, he's likeable.  That isn't the 

issue on trial.  We're here today 

because he took something that didn't 

belong to him, and he never paid for 

it.  You heard what effect actions 

like Mr. Parker's will have on the 

recording industry and up-and-coming 

musicians.  Mr. Parker and people 

like him are a poison to the recording 

industry, and you know who will wind 

up paying the price for it?  You.  Me.  

Society.  Where will we be when people 

stop making music because they can't 

afford to?  What if Elvis had stopped 

making records and gone back to 

school?  What if The Beatles had 

stayed in England because they 

couldn't afford to tour?  Think about 

it, folks. 

Gavin briefly stops speaking, letting his words sink in before 

resuming. 



GAVIN (CONT'D) 

I'm going to make your decision very 

simple for you:  Leave your emotions 

out of it.  You took an oath to apply 

the law.  Maybe you don't like it, 

maybe you think it should be changed, 

but it's the law.  And Zack Parker 

violated that law when he downloaded 

songs without paying for them.  He 

made unauthorized, illegal copies of 

protected works of art.  Hold him 

accountable, ladies and gentlemen.  

Make him think twice before stealing 

in the future.  Find the defendant 

liable for copyright infringement. 

Having concluded, Gavin takes his seat for the last time.  He 

turns to face Graham, giving him a look that says, "Beat that."  

Graham notices but doesn't let it phase him.  He rises to his 

feet. 

GRAHAM 

(to jury) 

Leave your emotions out of it?  What 

are we, robots?  Emotions are a part 

of who we are, folks.  Don't suppress 

them.  Certainly, your job is to apply 

the law to the facts, but if you 

weren't supposed to use your heart in 

addition to your brain, the jury 

system wouldn't be all that important, 

would it?  You are the defendant's 

last bastion of hope.  So DON'T shut 

off your emotions.  DON'T be a robot.  

Think about what's really going on 

here. 

He motions toward Zack. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

This is a young boy with no job.  No 

income.  A student with a bright 

future ahead of him--wants to be an 

English teacher.  Zack's not a 

criminal mastermind, ladies and 

gentlemen!  He's not stealing music 

and selling it.  He just wanted to 

discover some new bands, like every 



other college kid out there.  Zack 

planned to buy their records, to go to 

their shows, to buy their 

merchandise....  The musicians and 

record companies would get their cut, 

eventually.  By bringing this 

lawsuit, they're just being greedy.  

That's all this is:  a struggling 

industry seeking a windfall.  And the 

industry execs won't just pocket 

today's winnings and call it quits.  

No--They'll file even MORE lawsuits.  

This isn't the end of it, but the 

beginning.  Show them it won't work.  

Send them a message.  Tell them that 

we, as a society, are not okay with 

pinning the entire industry's 

problems on the backs of 20-year-olds.  

You hold all the power right now.  

Make the right decision:  find Zack 

Parker not liable for copyright 

infringement. 

Graham returns to his seat.  Zack, clearly happy with his 

attorney's zealous argument, shakes his hand. 

ZACK 

(whispering) 

Thank you. 

Graham nods politely as the judge starts speaking. 

JUDGE 

Okay, thank you for those closing 

arguments.  If there's nothing else, 

I'll now begin reading the jury 

instructions.  You'll have a copy of 

this back in the deliberation room, 

but you should give me your undivided 

attention now while I explain the law 

on copyright infringement.  Under 

Title 17 of the United States Code, 

copyright infringement occurs 

when.... 

CUT TO: 

INT. COURTROOM -- LATER 



Gavin and Graham pack up their briefcases as the jury files into 

the deliberation room. 

JUDGE 

(to Graham and Gavin) 

Make sure the clerk has your cell phone 

number, and she'll call you when the 

jury has a verdict. 

The judge heads back to her chambers.  Gavin approaches his 

brother and extends his hand. 

GAVIN 

That was fantastic.  Best close I've 

ever heard you give. 

Graham doesn't look up from his briefcase or accept his 

brother's handshake. 

GRAHAM 

Don't talk to me, Gavin. 

Graham grabs his bag and exits the courtroom.  Gavin remains 

there, hand still extended. 

Zack looks at Gavin, shrugs his shoulders, and follows closely 

behind Graham.  

INT. HALLWAY -- CONTINUOUS 

As Graham leaves the courtroom, he comes face to face with Sarah. 

SARAH 

Hi, Graham. 

GRAHAM 

Hi. 

Zack emerges, sees that Graham is engaged in a conversation, 

and heads for the bathroom. 

SARAH 

I've missed you.  Have you been 

staying at your mom's? 

GRAHAM 

Yeah. 

SARAH 



The kids are worried about you. 

GRAHAM 

Tell them I'm fine.  I'm taking a 

vacation....or something. 

They're both silent for a moment. 

SARAH 

Graham, I know that everything that's 

happening is my own fault.  I betrayed 

your trust, and I don't know if you'll 

ever forgive me.  But I want you to 

know that I love you.  Gavin was...a 

mistake.  A huge mistake.  A 

life-altering mistake.  I'm not 

entitled to a second chance, but I want 

one.  I want to be with you and only 

you. 

She hugs him.  He doesn't resist, but he doesn't embrace her, 

either.  He stands awkwardly for a split second before giving 

in and wrapping his arms around her. 

Sarah squeezes him tightly.  Her eyes are closed, and she 

doesn't see Gavin emerge from the courtroom.  He spots the two 

of them hugging, smiles to himself, and walks past. 

INT. COURTROOM -- LATER 

The jury is back in the box, Graham and Gavin are at their 

respective tables, and Zack Parker looks on anxiously as the 

judge emerges from her chambers. 

JUDGE 

Who is the foreman? 

A man in his mid-40s stands from within the jury box. 

FOREMAN 

I am. 

JUDGE 

Have you reached a verdict? 

FOREMAN 

We have. 

JUDGE 



Please pass it to the bailiff. 

The foreman hands over the verdict form, which the bailiff 

delivers to the judge.  After reading it, she passes it to the 

clerk. 

CLERK 

Will the defendant please rise?  

Graham and Zack stand.  Graham puts his hand compassionately  

on the back of Zack's neck. 

CLERK (CONT'D) 

In the case of Recording Industry 

Association of America v. Zack Parker, 

Docket Number 10-42786, we, the jury, 

find the defendant...LIABLE for 

unlawfully infringing the plaintiff's 

copyright in 127 songs.  We find... 

The clerk's words fade out, replaced by MUSIC. 

Graham, once so certain he would lose the case, now appears 

shocked and horrified at having done so.  His mouth hangs open, 

and he struggles for breath.  He turns to Zack Parker and mouths 

the words, "I'm so sorry.  I'm so sorry." 

Tears stream down Zack's face.  He spins around and locates his 

mom, dad, and brother in the gallery, who are also crying.  He 

wants to run to them, but he doesn't know if he can yet. 

Gavin watches everything.  He sees Graham overcome by 

emotion--sees Parker's tear-soaked face.  He has no one to 

speak with, nowhere to go, and nothing to do but look at the 

destruction he caused. 

The jury files out of the room.  As soon as the judge heads to 

her chambers, Zack runs to his family members and embraces them.  

They sob uncontrollably.  ZACK'S BROTHER, a few years his 

elder, hugs Zack tightly and mouths, "We'll be okay." 

Gavin looks on, stupefied.  Moved by the display of brotherly 

love, he turns to his own sibling, who is now crying himself. 

Gavin's and Graham's eyes meet, and they hold their gaze for 

a long pause.  Finally, deliberately, Graham shakes his head, 

grabs his briefcase, and briskly exits the courtroom. 

CLOSE ON Gavin's eyes, which begin to well with tears. 



EXT. CEMETERY -- NIGHT 

Graham stands before his father's grave in an otherwise 

abandoned graveyard.  His eyes are red; his suit, disheveled.  

He takes the last swig from a bottle of whiskey before chucking 

it as far as he can throw. 

Graham looks down at the grave marker, entirely unaware of the 

FIGURE that approaches from behind. 

The Figure comes into focus, and it's Gavin.  He places a hand 

lovingly on Graham's shoulder.  Graham doesn't need to turn; 

he can guess who it is. 

GRAHAM 

Do you think he'd be proud of us? 

Gavin ponders the question. 

GAVIN 

No. 

(pause) 

Not right now. 

GRAHAM 

I don't, either. 

Graham finally faces his brother. 

GRAHAM (CONT'D) 

When did things get so fucked up, 

Gavin?  How did our lives 

become...this? 

GAVIN 

I don't know when it happened, but I 

know it's my fault. 

GRAHAM 

(assertively) 

No.  No, it's not. 

GAVIN 

Yeah, Graham, it is.  I turned into 

someone I never wanted to be.  Do you 

think I grew up wanting to become some 

big-shot corporate asshole? 

GRAHAM 



Who do you think made you that way?! 

(pause) 

You had a heart of gold, Gav.  I 

screwed you up.  I talked you into law 

school.  I told you public service was 

for chumps. 

(pause) 

You are what you are because of me. 

GAVIN 

I just wanted to be like you, Graham.  

I looked up to you.  I respected you. 

GRAHAM 

And you shouldn't have.  I wasn't a 

good person back then.  I'm not sure 

I'm a good person now. 

GAVIN 

You are. 

(pause) 

And I'm sorry.  For Sarah.  For Zack.  

For everything. 

Both are silent.  Then, unexpectedly, Graham embraces his 

brother. 

GRAHAM 

I know you are.  I know you are. 

Gavin cries, but they're tears of joy.  Through the tears, a 

smile creeps over his face. 

MONTAGE -- CLOSURE 

-- Graham's house -- Graham's daughter opens the front door and 

finds her father standing on the porch.  He smiles from ear to 

ear, comes inside, and picks her up.  His son runs in from the 

other room and mouths, "Daddy!"  Sarah peeks out from the 

kitchen, sees Graham, and smiles larger than ever before. 

-- Gavin's office -- Gavin packs all of his legal books and other 

belongings into cardboard boxes.  Dan Powers stops by the 

doorway long enough to wave goodbye.  Gavin waves back 

politely, smiles to himself, and gets back to packing. 

-- Becky's house -- Becky opens her front door to find Gavin 

standing there, hands behind his back.  He removes them, 



revealing a bouquet of flowers, which he hands to her.  He 

mouths, "Can I come in?"  She smiles and nods her assent. 

-- Mrs. Howard's house -- Thanksgiving has arrived once again.  

The houseguests are the same as the last time--including a very 

pregnant Becky.  Gavin gently rubs her belly.  Unlike the 

previous Thanksgiving, everyone gets along like a family, 

smiling and joking with each other. 

END MONTAGE.  

As the last image fades, the words of the Teenage Girl in the 

cemetery echo: 

TEENAGE GIRL 

You changed.  Maybe he'll change, 

too.  Don't give up on him yet, 

Graham. 

FADE OUT.  


