SOCUND OF BUS ENGINE

INT. LOS ANGELES CITY BUS, EVENING

Open on a woman, 44, LINDEN, sitting alone on a bench
seat, as the bus barrels down Pico Blvd. She is wearing
jeans, a jacket, scarf and stocking cap, and clutches a
backpack.

The bus stops, picks up passengers. Linden watches the
incoming riders. A studious man passes, sits. They lock
eyes for a moment. He looks down at his book.

She slides out of the way of a Spanish woman with parcels
who sits near her. Things settle. Linden relaxes, gets
lost in thought, as the bus moves along.

INT. KITCHEN, EVENING
BEEP, BEEP, BEEP IS HEARD

A beautifully coifed woman, HELEN, 45, dressed in
brightly colored cocktail slacks and blouse, whips a TV
dinner out of the microwave.

She smacks it down, a little too hard, on the counter in
front of her husband, AL, 50, who sits, arms on the
counter, in an undershirt, facing her, waiting to be fed.
In his right hand is a near-empty beer can.

He stares at her for a minute. She stares back with her
hands on her hips. He turns up the can and defiantly
drains it, returns his arm to the counter, crushes it.

A moment's standoff. Helen sighs, turns and takes a beer
out of the fridge, pops the top with a flourish, sets it
in place of the crushed can, which she tosses into the
trash.

Satisfied, he looks down, picks up his fork and begins to
eat. Helen just stands there watching him.

EXT. CITY STREET, LATER

Linden paces on a sidewalk. She stops, glances at her
watch. Looks up and down, leans against the wall,
thinking.

She removes a worn envelope from an inside pocket. Slips
out a tattered photo, studies it. She hesitates, looks
right and left, hears a sound, ducks back.




