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EXT. THE HOUSE / KITCHEN WINDOW - NIGHT
Framed in the window stands ALLYSSA, a drink in her hand,
looking out like a goldfish peering beyond the confines
of its bowl.
The CRACKLE of a walkie-talkie is heard.
WALKIE-TALKIE VOICE
Bluebird, come in.
INT. THE HOUSE / KITCHEN / SIDE DOOR - CONTINUOUS
C.U. a HAND grabs a walkie-talkie and start to lift it.
CAM, seated in a chair by the side door, puts the walkietalkie to his ear as he presses a button.
CAM
Go for Bluebird.
WALKIE-TALKIE VOICE
Be advised, Bluebird. Santa is on the
roof.
Copy that.

CAM

Cam rises from his chair, and shoots Allyssa a look:
“will you go get her?” Allyssa looks backs: “fuck you -I don’t work for you.” Cam reacts, then leans and peers
through a glass panel in the door. He shoots one more
quick look to Allyssa who responds with a sphinx-like
resilience.
Shifting his gaze back through the window panel in the
door, Cam reacts to what he sees and pulls the door open.
EARLE steps cautiously in, holding a large thick
ENVELOPE. Earle attempts to hand the envelope to Cam who
doesn’t take it. Instead…
CAM (CONT’D)
Stay here. (THEN) Right here.
Earle nods understandingly. Cam shoots a quick look at
Allyssa who’s turned back looking out the window. Cam
lifts his walkie-talkie and presses a button (SFX:
“CRACKLE”) as he takes a few steps away from his post.
CAM (CONT’D)
Bluebird on the move.
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WALKIE-TALKIE VOICE
Copy that, Bluebird.
Suddenly a VOICE stops Cam in his tracks.
CHERIE (O.S.)
I’m coming. I’m coming.
ANGLE ON - CHERIE, shuffling down the hallway in her
bathrobe and slippers, pulling her robe closed and tying
it, then slowly checking her pockets for something.
CHERIE (CONT’D)
(grumbling almost under her
breath)
Goddamn walkie-talkies. (to Cam) Why
can’t you people -- I don’t know -- send
a text message for Christ’s sake? You
know -- you can set your phone to just
vibrate when you get a message?
CAM
I, uh, believe the government can
subpoena a record of uh, any text
messages, ma’am.
Cherie turns to move toward the table.
CHERIE
Everyone’s a goddamn lawyer.
Cherie shuffles to the table and plops down into a chair.
She half-mumbles to herself as she checks her pockets
again.
CHERIE (CONT’D)
Maybe somebody should ask that fuckin’
Russian what his comrades do. When’s the
last time the government made a goddamn
dent in their business? Lys, you seen my ALLYSSA
They’re on the table, Cherie.
Cherie shifts her eyes up and, scanning the table, sees
the glasses in their case.
Oh.

CHERIE

She reaches for them while simultaneously signaling Earle
over. Earle shoots a quick glance to Cam who nods
approvingly.
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Earle steps quietly toward the table and sets the
envelope down before Cherie. She reaches out and takes
the envelope and starts pulling papers out of it.
Earle looks around tentatively, then moves slowly back to
his previous position by the door. As Cherie pours over
the documents, Allyssa inhales deeply and shifts her gaze
from out the window. She swirls her glass and looks down
into it -- almost empty. She shoots a glance at Earle.
ALLYSSA
What’s your name?
EARLE
(hesitant at first)
Uh, me?
Yeah.

ALLYSSA

EARLE
They, uh, they call me Santa. (motioning
‘re his beard, etc) Cause of the, uh -ALLYSSA
Yeah. I get it. It’s cute. So, you want a
drink… Santa?
EARLE
Uh, no. Thank you, ma’am.
ALLYSSA
Ah, come on. I’ve got more than just
milk… Santa.
EARLE
I’m fine. Thank you.
Allyssa looks at him a beat - nope - still nothing to
change the routine. She turns, lifts a bottle and pours
herself some more. A slight beat as a thought comes to
her. Then she moves toward him during the following.
ALLYSSA
Well… Santa… I hope that if I have some
more, you won’t go and… put me on your
list of… naughty… little… girls… ?
Earle shifts his gaze around quickly as Allyssa’s close
presence obviously makes him nervous.
ALLYSSA (CONT’D)
Huh… Santa… baby?
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Never looking up from the papers, Cherie’s voice cuts
across the room.
CHERIE
Why don’t you be a good girl and see
where your husband is. You wanna keep
getting those Beverly Hills presents you
seem so fond of, you may wanna remember
that around here Santa wears a fuckin’
muumuu. Capisce?
Allyssa rolls her eyes, then fixes a final smile at
Earle. She reaches out and touches his nose.
ALLYSSA
What a spoilsport.
Allyssa turns and walks back to the kitchen sink. She
half lifts her glass and looks out the window as a dull
glaze slowly starts to creep over her face. She moves the
glass to her lips in an almost automatic gesture.
[Note to 2nd Unit - be sure and get matching shot from
outside window. Match framing of opening shot.]
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