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File preview

The Ruse

by

Mike D'Angelo



Black screen.



Voices.



WOMAN (V.O.)

The word is "tarboosh."

Spell it.



MAN (V.O.)

WOMAN (V.O.)

T-A, R-B, double-O, S-H.

"Tarboosh."

INT.



LOW-RENT APARTMENT



DAY



Three men and a woman sit around a card table in what is

otherwise an almost completely unfurnished apartment. They

are sitting on chairs such as one might expect to find at a

flea market, marked down three times. There is a small

portable refrigerator visible. Not much else.

The men are in their twenties and dressed very casually in

jeans and t-shirts. The woman is also in her twenties, and

very beautiful. She is dressed in a robe, and her name is

ALICE. For now, let's just call the men BLOOD, SWEAT and

TEARS (though the audience will never hear these names). The

woman who spoke above was Alice, and the man was Blood.

The men are each writing on a legal pad.

enormous dictionary in her lap.



Alice is holding an



SWEAT

Good golly.

TEARS

R-B double-O...?

S-H.



ALICE

BLOOD

Can we get a part of speech on

this?

TEARS

Don't be a wuss.

BLOOD

That could be a noun or a verb, I

can't tell.

TEARS

Pick one and stop whining.



2.



A "wuss"?



SWEAT

TEARS

He is a wuss. Moan moan moan, if

he keeps up I'm gonna stick him in

there with Ackerman.

ALICE

Shut up and think.

The men stare at their legal pads or into space.

flips a couple of pages in her dictionary.



Alice idly



CUT TO BLACK

ANGLE

On Sweat, who finishes writing on his legal pad, rips the top

sheet of paper off, carefully folds it in half four times,

and hands it to Alice, out of frame.

CUT TO BLACK

ANGLE

On Tears this time. He is already folding his sheet of paper

and holds it out to the offscreen Alice.

CUT TO BLACK

ANGLE

Blood stares at the ceiling. HOLD for a few seconds as he

doesn't move or blink. Finally:

C'mon.



TEARS (O.S.)

CUT TO BLACK

ALICE (V.O.)

Okay, everyone ready?

WIDE ANGLE

All four visible. Alice unfolds the first piece of paper and

reads from it aloud.



3.

ALICE

Number one. "Tarboosh. Noun. The

fine, powdery residue which

accumulates in lumber mills and

other places where wood is cut."

TEARS

Whoever wrote that, it's called

"sawdust."

ALICE

Quiet. Number two. "Tarboosh.

Noun. A red hat similar to the

fez, worn especially by Muslim

men."

A pause.



A faint THUMPING is heard from offscreen.

ALICE (CONT'D)

Number three. "Tarboosh. Noun.

The sound made by a boulder

plunging into hot asphalt."



This gets general snickering from the group.

BLOOD

Gee, I wonder whose that is.

SWEAT

I couldn't think of anything. I

don't believe that's a real word.

BLOOD

What was the first one again?

TEARS

The powdery resi -- the sawdust.

BLOOD

No, I meant the second, was that

the Muslim -ALICE

Muslim hat, yes. Wait 'til I

finish and I'll do a recap.

A THUMPING is heard again from offscreen, louder this time.

It’s rhythmic and persistent, and sounds like somebody

kicking a door with their heel.

TEARS

Jesus, not again.



4.

ALICE

Let's finish this round first.

What number am I up to?

Four.



SWEAT

ALICE

Okay, number four.

Noun. A cudgel."



"Tarboosh.



BLOOD

Straightforward enough.

The THUMPING now begins again, still louder, and continues at

a regular 4/4 pace throughout the following dialogue.

ALICE

Hold on, we'll finish the round.

Last one. "Tarboosh. Noun. Any

of a group of receptors or cell

membranes that are held to be

associated especially with positive

effects on the beat and muscular

contractility of the heart, with

vasodilation, and with inhibition

of smooth muscle in the bronchi,

intestine, and muscular layer of

the wall of the uterus."

A brief pause during which the THUMPING does not cease.

BLOOD

Could you repeat that, please?

Dude.



TEARS

You're not fooling anybody.



ALICE

"Any of a group of cell receptors

or cell -- "

She stops in exasperation and turns to look at the source of

the THUMPING, which is behind her.

SWEAT

We should find out what he wants.

ALICE

Fine, okay. I know you guys are

enjoying this.

TEARS

We all avert our eyes.



5.



Right.



ALICE

She stands and removes her robe, beneath which she is naked.

She walks into the kitchen and out of frame, carrying the

robe. The men in fact studiously avoid looking at her

whenever possible.

The three men reach into their pockets and pull out ski

masks. They put them on. We HEAR cabinets being opened and

closed from offscreen. The THUMPING has not stopped.

BLOOD

I think he’s doing the beat from

“Seven Nation Army.”

Sweat chuckles, then sort of nods his head along while

humming something to himself.

SWEAT

Little slow. Close.

Alice walks back into the room, without the robe and still

naked, holding a length of rope and a handkerchief. She

tosses the rope onto the card table and begins tying the

handkerchief into a gag around her mouth.

BLOOD

How does he even know we’re still

here? We could all have gone out

to...do something nefarious.

Tears, oddly, replies in a crisp British accent.

TEARS

Gentlemen. Might I suggest that we

not squander this regrettably brief

opportunity for mental preparation?

Alice, the gag intact, picks up the rope and hands it to

Sweat, then turns her back to him and extends her clasped

hands behind her back. He ties her hands together while

looking in another direction.

SWEAT

I’m gonna get gut-ID’d.

BLOOD

You’re what now?

SWEAT

Standing in the lineup and it’ll be

“I’d know that pudge anywhere.”

(MORE)



6.

SWEAT (CONT'D)

(to Alice)

How's that, is that too tight?

Alice shakes her head "no." She walks over to a corner of

the room which we have not previously seen and curls into a

fetal position on the floor. There is a door in the wall

next to her, and it is from behind this door that the THUMPS

are coming.

Tears, now masked, walks over to the door and RAPS sharply on

it three times.

The THUMPING stops.

A brief pause, then Tears opens the door. Behind it is a

MAN, late thirties or early forties, bound, gagged, and

naked. The room is otherwise completely empty. When Tears

speaks to the man, it’s with the BBC English accent.

TEARS

Have we got to visit the loo again?

The man responds by briefly jerking his head from side to

side, not in a "no" gesture, but twitching his ears toward

his shoulders.

Oh, sorry.



TEARS (CONT'D)

He goes to the man and removes an earplug from one of his

ears.

TEARS (CONT'D)

Have we got to visit the loo again?

The man nods. Tears replaces the earplug, unties the rope

binding his legs, and helps him to his feet.

As they walk to the bathroom, the man looks over at Alice,

who half-rises from her fetal position to look back at him.

There is intense fear and pain in her eyes.

Tears and the man walk out of frame, and we HEAR a door

close. Tears walks back into frame. He speaks normally

again.

TEARS (CONT'D)

It's gonna be a few minutes.

gotta take a dump this time.



He's



Alice motions with her head for him to come over to her. He

does, and pulls the gag down to her chin. The fear and pain

we saw in her eyes a moment ago are gone, replaced by

concern. She nods her head toward the bathroom.



7.

TEARS (CONT'D)

S'okay, plugs are in.

ALICE

Um...I think "loo" is a bit much.

Why?



TEARS

ALICE

You're using an upperclass sort of

BBC sort of accent. I don't think

people in that class say "loo." I

think that's a lower-class thing.

TEARS

Right, like he's gonna know that.

ALICE

He watches a lot of PBS. Anyway, I

just think that's laying it on a

bit thick.

TEARS

(BBC accent)

Well, I think you're a bit thick,

frankly.

ALICE

Put it back.

He replaces the gag and leaves frame.

Alice stares off into space. She looks utterly bored. Music

begins, ideally the J. Geils Band’s “Piss on the Wall.”

CUT TO BLACK

And superimpose the TITLE of the film: The Ruse.

INT.



NY SUBWAY CAR



DAY/NIGHT (DOESN’T MATTER)



Song continues. Sitting on one of the long benches is a MAN

in his early 40s, wearing a t-shirt that reads BLOW ME TAX in

huge red letters. He stares directly at the viewer with a

look of sheer contempt, and is also flipping us the bird.

OPENING TITLES run over this shot, during the entirety of

which the man stares straight at us, flipping us off.

The meaning of this won’t become clear until later.



8.

INT.



OFFICE



LATE AFTERNOON



Large and expensively furnished, with an enormous window that

looks out on the street numerous stories below.

Sitting in a chair behind the desk is JANICE AXELROD, late

thirties or early forties, dressed in conservative business

clothes. She’s staring off into space as Alice was in the

shot before last, and in her hand she holds a computer mouse,

which she is CLICKING with her thumb at the rate of two or

three clicks per second. Her arms are folded across her

chest and the hand holding the mouse is near her face; she is

clearly not using the mouse in a conventional way.

This continues for several seconds, with no movement save for

the small motions of Janice's thumb on the mouse button.

There is a short RAP on a door from out of frame. Janice

stops CLICKING for a moment and looks in the direction of the

knocking.

Don.



JANICE

Come in, Don.



Watch me sink.



DON, a man in his forties, suit and tie, steps tentatively

into the office.

DON

How bad is it?

It's bad.



JANICE

DON

Well how bad is that?

Bad.



JANICE

DON

Are we talking bad like parting

gift bad?

JANICE

Try bad like funeral wreath bad.

A pause.



Janice begins CLICKING the mouse again.

DON

What'd they say?

JANICE

They asked me to step down

voluntarily.
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