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EXT. A PARK: DAY

In a lovely, city park on a lovely day, TYCHO sits plaving
chess with a HOMELESS DUDE. It’s a casual friendly game.

TYCHO
My father got me started playing
chess. He would bring me out here
sometimes. Usually when he and my
mom were fighting. He used to say
that when he would find the world
in chaos he remembered that the
chessboard is in order. That the
rank and file is laid out in simple
black and white. He would say
there's order to that. Each
character has his or her own
abilities and aptitudes that he or
she uses in set patterns and linear
paths in order to reach a common
goal. Each piece is unique but the
cause is universal. Everyone must
work in harmony with their
compatriots in order to succeed.
He would go on and on about how the
victories are clean and
unambiguous. How there's order in
that. There is poetry in that. A
game of war played by strict rules
where intellect and foresight is
key, where money, class and
chicanery have no place. He would
actually use words like chicanery.
To him the chessboard is a world
where everyone knows himself.
Knows the rules. Knows why they
are where they are. In chess
everyone understands their place.
I wonder if he ever felt like that.
I wonder if he ever felt as in
control, if he ever understood his
role the way he did when behind a
chessboard. That kind of thing
sticks with you, vou know?

(MORE)



TYCHO (cont'd)

I'm twenty-four years old and, to
this day, I don't know if I play
this game because I enjoy it or
because it just seems like the
thing to do at times. I don't know
if I honestly feel like I need to
be working toward something, or if
it's Jjust a remnant of my father
living on through me. I mean, I
know we just met and you don't know
me at all, but do you understand

where I'm coming from? Do
feel that way?

HOMELESS GUY
Chickens!

TRAVIS looks confused.

TYCO
I'm sorry?

HOMELESS GUY
Are you my mommy?

TYCO
OCh. You're crazy.
(beat)
Don't chew on that!

you ever

HOMELESS GUY has the queen in his mouth and is chewing it

like an ear of corn.

TYCO
Bad homeless dude! Bad!

HOMELESS GUY smiles innocently at TYCO, drops the queen and

takes off running.

TYCO picks up the queen and proceeds

putting all the pieces back in order.

Soon GABE, a tall, skinny man in his
to the table.

GABE
(taking his seat)
Hey, man. Sorry I'm late.

TYCO

to fix the board,

early twenties walks up

Not a problem. I appreciate your

coming down.






























