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EXT. OUTSIDE RUNDOWN HOUSE - DAY

A large old mansion sit back from a road. Once a grand
house, it now looks dilapidated and the grounds are unkempt
and overrun by weeds.

A fancy sports car rushes down the road, slows down, and
parks in the driveway of the house. JACOB IRONS, a
nondescript man in his early thirties, gets out of the car
and walks up to the front door of the house. His movements
create the impression of a panther stalking its prey.

Jacob Irons knocks on the door and steps back to wait. After
a few seconds, the door opens slowly and NIGEL JENKINS, an
elderly and frail man with a vestige of faded dignity looks
out at his visitor.

NIGEL JENKINS
Yes?

JACOB IRONS
Good afternoon Ambassador Jenkins.
I have some questions from the, ah,
central office that we hope you can
help us with.

Nigel Jenkins steps back and opens the door wider. He looks
down at the ground as if ashamed.

NIGEL JENKINS
Yes. Indeed. You can call me Nigel.
Please come in, Mister?

JACOB IRONS
My name isn't important.

Nigel Jenkins turns and walks further into the house. Jacob
Irons follows him in and shuts the door behind him.

INT. AMBASSADOR JENKINS’ FRONT ROOM - DAY

Nigel Jenkins leads Jacob Irons into a sitting room in the
front of the house. The front yard and Jacob's car can be
seen through the window. Piles of papers and books lie
scattered on seats and the floor. Dust covers almost
everything in the room. Nigel Jenkins shoves some books off
a seat on to the floor. He gestures to the seat and Jacob
Irons moves over to sit down.

NIGEL JENKINS
Sorry for the mess.



(Nigel pauses while he
takes his own seat)
I'm afraid I let things slide since
since my wife left me.
(pause)
After the, ah, um

JACOB IRONS
Unfortunate incident.

NIGEL JENKINS
Yes. The unfortunate incident.
(Nigel gazes down at the
floor as if lost in
thought. Then he suddenly
looks up at Jacob)
Sorry, is there something I can do
for you?

JACOB IRONS
We hope you can. We believe that
you know something we need to know
about what happened. Back then.

Nigel looks confused.

JACOB IRONS
We suspect that you may not realize
what it was, or that it was
important.

NIGEL JENKINS
It is something that I really don't
like to think about. So I rarely
give it any time.
(pause)
Except at 3 o'clock in the morning
when I contemplate my sins.

JACOB IRONS
Anything you may recall will help
us.
Jacob takes a card out of his pocket and hands it to Nigel.
JACOB IRONS
If you come up with anything, call
me any time.

INT. JACOB IRONS' BEDROOM - NIGHT

The room is completely dark, and nothing is visible.



A cell phone on a bedside table lights up and the sound of
Beethoven's "Filir Elise" begins to play. Jacob Irons turns on
a light on the bedside table. As he reaches for the phone,
he glances at a blond woman lying in bed next to him. She
does not react.

He glances at the phone. It says that Nigel Jenkins is
calling. The time is 3:37 am. Jacob answers the phone.

JACOB IRONS
Do you have anything for me?

Jacob listens to the phone. A faint squawking comes from the
phone.

JACOB IRONS
OK. Good. Just a second.

Jacob activates a voice recorder on his cell.

JACOB IRONS
Give it to me.

Jacob listens as Nigel talks. A faint squawking comes from
the phone.

JACOB IRONS
Thanks. It might be just what we
need.

Jacob ends the call, stops the recording, then attaches the
recording file to an e-mail and sends it off.

Jacob turns off the phone and puts it back down on the
bedside table. He turns to look at the blond woman. He
studies her for a few moments. She doesn't move. He settles
back into the bed and turns off the light.



