R wmp ole

0// the
@a/enﬁapm Sine

ssssssssssssssss

{c¢) Alex Broun 2006



INT. LAWYER'S OFFICE - DAY

CLAUDIZ, a well dressed lawyer in her late thirties sits at a
modern desk in a leather armchair. Behind her through the
window we see a pricey city view.

She sips her morning coffee from a styrofoam cup, staring at
a plece of paper in front of her.

All we hear is the faint hum of the climate controlled
environment and the distant ticking of a clock.

CLOSE UP: A stylish, demure clock on the wall. As the second
hand ticks slowly around we see the time is 7 minutes to 10.

The door to the office opens and LYNNE, Claudia’s young
assistant enters.

LYNNE
Ms Davids

Claudia does not respond, still staring at the paper.
LYNNE
(slightly louder)
Ms Davids.

Claudia looks up, startled.

CLAUDIA
What ?

LYNNE
He’'s here.

CLAUDIA

Oh . Okay.
Beat. Lynne looks at Claudia, confused.

LYNNE
Should I show him in ?

CLAUDIA
Yes. Yesg.

Lynne goes out of the door. We hear the faint murmur of
voices.

Claudia stands. She goes to the window looking out. Suddenly
she turns back in to the room, agitated. She puts her hands
behind her back, striking a pose, locking at the door.

Lynne returns leading Graeme into the room.



Graeme is a gentle looking white haired man in his sixties
wearing a simple shirt and pants and with his old brown shoes
polished to a nice shine.

Graeme meets Claudia’s gaze and steps. They look at each
other in silence. An awkward pause.

Lynne lcoks at Claudia, wondering if something is wrong.
CLAUDIA
(not locking at Lynne)
Thank you Lynne.

Lynne exits, still a little confused.

Claudia and Graeme consider each other in silence. Then:

GRAEME
Claudia.

CLAUDIA
Graeme.

GRAEME

Why do you call me that ?

CLAUDIA
Because that’s your name. Sit down.
Yes.

Claudia pulls a chair out for Graeme at a small modern
conference table. On the table is one red manila folder.

Graeme makes his way over and lowers himself slowly into the
gseat, his Jjeoints sore from years of manual work. Claudia
moves to the other chair, talking as she does.

CLAUDIA
You made it in ckay ?

GRAEME
I'm late. Missed the train.

CLAUDIA
Well you’re here now.

GRAEME
It was on the station as I was
coming up. I saw it but I just
couldn’t get there in time.

CLAUDIA
Nonsense.

GRAEME
My legs - they’re too cld.



CLAUDIA
But you’re here now.

GRAEME
0ld.
CLAUDIA
Nongense.
(sitting)

And that’s why you’ve come to see
me. You don’t mind, do you ?

GRAEME
Mind ?

CLAUDIA
If we get straight to it.

Claudia looks up at the clock. Graeme slowly follows her gaze

to the clock.

CLAUDIA
I have a ten o’clock.

GRAEME
I understand.

CLAUDIA
It would be great to chat, to ..
catch up — but ten o’clock.

GRAEME
It’s alright.

CLAUDIA
Good. Well then, it’'s as you said,
your problem is —

Graeme looks at her, surprised.

GRAEME
Problem ?

CLAUDIA
Trains.

GRAEME

I don‘t have a problem with trains.

Claudia goes to her desk and picks up the piece of paper.

holds it up.

CLAUDIA
Then they have a problem with you.

Suddenly they both begin to talk at once, overlapping.

She



GRAEME
The only problem I have —

CLAUDIA
(moving back to the table)
This was faxed to me this morning.

GRAEME
- 1s that T missed the one this
morning.

CLAUDIA
It’s from their solicitors.

GRAEME
When I was young I would’ve caught
it -

CLAUDIA

These are serious gquestions.

GRAEME
A hop, a skip and a jump and I
would‘ve been —

CLAUDIA
Please !

Claudia slams the paper on to the desk. Silence, save the
clock.

CLAUDIA
Ten o'clock.

Claudia sits. She slides the red folder towards her across
the polished desk. She looks through the contents of the
folder, not lifting her head as she speaks.

CLAUDIA
Now, if I am to understand
correctly - you boarded the train
at 9.45pm last Tuesday.

GRAEME
(nodding)
I was coming home from work.

CLAUDIA
You‘re still at the Golf Club ?

GRAEME
Tuesdays I stay till they finish
the watering.

CLAUDIA
You entered the carriage in which
Mr Grant was seated.



GRAEME
No. That’s not right.

CLAUDIA
(locking up)
It's not?

GRAEME
I got on at Erskineville. He didn’t
get on till St Peters.

CLAUDIA
(referring to folder)
That’s not what it says here.

GRAEME
I got on at Erskineville. He got on
at St Peters.

CLAUDIA
(loocking at him)
Are you absolutely sure ?

GRAEME
Yes.

CLAUDIA
Absolutely ? It does change things.

Beat. Graeme nods.

CLAUDIA
So you didn’t sit next to Mr Grant?

GRAEME
He sat next to me.

CLAUDIA
Then why do they say you sat next
to him ?

GRAEME

You need to ask them that.

CLAUDIA
But why ? Why in a completely empty
carriage — would he choose to sit
next to you ?

Graeme leans forward, smiling.

GRAEME
Maybe he wanted some company.

Claudia looks at Graeme, cold.



























