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            An F&F double: two Fabers,

two authors, two stories – too much!

            Faber brings you a Honey O’Donahue Mystery

While Faber brings you a sizzling story of love on the run.

             

            Honey Don’t! and Drive-Away Dykes!

            Two covers can barely contain the action!
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            HONEY DON’T: THE SCREENPLAY

         

         
            BLUE SKY

            We hear desert insects. 

            Long hold.

            Panting nears. And scuffing of feet against rock, getting closer with the panting.

            A woman’s head rises into frame. She pauses, breathing heavily, in low shot against the blue sky. She’s attractive, brunette. She gazes down.

            Now she continues forward – descending, revealing that her pause had been at the crest of a hill. She wears tight capri pants and a shirt knotted at the midriff. She’s descending a rock scree. Rocks clatter away as she descends. Insects fall to silence, then resume chirring once she’s past.

            She arrives at the bottom of the ravine where a wrecked car rests on its roof. It has tumbled a long way. Inside the car a woman rests head-bent against the roof, eyes open. She is pretty, and bloody, and still.

            The brunette appears beyond her, at her window, and stoops to peer in. She is unperturbed by what she sees.

            She picks up the lifeless arm nearest her and looks at the hand. She lets the arm flop back down.

            She lies flat on her belly and reaches in across the woman’s crumpled body and grabs the far arm. She pulls. Her tugging disarranges the body inside. She finally gets the arm fully across the body, hand extending outside the window.

            She straightens the woman’s still-flexible fingers. On one finger is a ring whose insignia seems mysteriously – almost 4Masonically – meaningful: four faceted triangles pointing out from a central hub, like a compass key on an old map.

            The brunette tugs at the ring. It’s tight. She pulls harder. Finger-skin bunches.

            Grimacing, she twists and tugs with a purpose. We hear the dead body inside the car shifting with the tug’s force.

            The ring comes off and the freed hand flops to the ground. The brunette stands.

            She slips the ring into the tight front pocket of her capri pants.

            CANYON RIVER

            The brunette, sweaty and dusty from her mission in the nearby ravine, strips and leaves her clothes on the shore.

            She swims, taking physical pleasure in it, luxuriating in water against flesh.

            She emerges from the water and wraps her shirt turban-like around her wet hair. She puts on leopard-print panties and bra.

            She carries the rest of her clothes to a scooter parked roadside. Its leopard-print trim matches her underwear.

            From her pants pocket she pulls the mysterious ring and some keys. She puts the signet ring back in the pants and stows the pants in the scooter’s bin. She unwraps her hair and stows her shirt. She climbs onto the scooter, keys the ignition, and roars off.

            She rides the winding canyon road in her undies, enjoying the sun on her face and the wind in her hair.

            BLACK.

            HEAD CREDITS.

            5Music plays over a scene-setting Southern California montage. Not prosperous Southern California but cities like Lancaster, Palmdale, Bakersfield – places baked, blasted, and bleak. Houses sit on dusty lots behind chain-link fences, front windows papered over, front yards holding car skeletons not swing sets, signs that say NO TRESPASSING, or personalized variants like I GOT A DOG AND A SHOTGUN AND I DON’T LIKE VISITORS.

            And city scenes: folk-art murals on beige brick walls in slanting sun, cracked sidewalks, shuttered storefronts, billboards for personal injury lawyers.

            And sprinkled throughout are shots of that icon of the underclass: the bus.

            The bus making its cumbersome way through the city. Its roof pipe adding rippling exhaust to the heat of the streets. The pleats of its chassis-extender. A graffitied ad on its side.

            A route map on a post, marking a stop. Gutter, curb, an awning over a hard plastic bench. The bus trundles in. Its door hisses hydraulically down. Nobody running to catch it; you wait for the bus. Many bus stops, and people waiting, staring, waiting.

            A junkie nodding off at a bus stop. Another bus stop: a squad car trolls by. The officers’ traveling point-of-view: a young woman at the stop, ratty backpack, ripped jeans, greasy hair – a runaway, or homeless, or the bus is the way home and it’s a long way home.

            Music and credits end on a cut to an apartment interior: close on a window-mounted air conditioner working mightily. The window has white louvers closed against hard sun.

            We pan the apartment, crossing a couple of glasses resting on a coffee table, red wine puddled at the bottom of each, lipstick smudging the rim of one.

            The pan leaves the glasses, and the table, and tips down to the floor where a dress lies discarded. The foot of a bed comes into 6frame. We travel up the bed to bring in one of its occupants: a young woman, lanky and androgynous. Her hair is mussed, her face lightly flushed, she smiles dreamily in her sleep.

            A ringtone.

            We hear the far occupant of the bed – hidden by the foreground woman – groping for the phone. The phone is thumbed on and Honey reveals herself, rising to prop herself on one elbow. She’s an attractive woman a little older than her bedmate. She gives a bleary:

            Honey

            Hello … Where? … Okay … Yeah, okay.

            She hangs up.

            She swings her feet off the bed and, sitting back to us, looks down at the floor in front of her. She leans and picks up a bra and puts it on. As the woman next to her stirs, she leans again for panties and pulls them on.

            The woman looks around, getting her bearings. As the cobwebs clear she gazes at Honey and smiles.

            Young Woman

            That was amazing.

            Honey

            Yeah it was. Gotta go out. Door’ll lock behind you.

            CRASH SCENE

            Honey is picking her way down into the ravine now crowded with police and fire-department personnel.

            Voice

            Honey O’Donahue!

            It is Marty Metakawitch, a plain-clothes detective sipping coffee from a cardboard cup.

            7… Twutta we owe the onna? This girl a client? Medical examiner’s on his way out, gonna render an opinion is she dead or not. Whatta you think?

            Honey has made her way down to Marty who stands over the woman’s body which has been extricated from the car. The woman lies on the ground staring sightlessly up, dried blood on her face.

            Honey looks down at her.

            Honey

            No.

            Marty looks at the corpse, surprised.

            Marty

            Not dead? Pretty fucked up though.

            Honey

            Not a client.

            Marty

            Oh. So whatta you here. At a traffic fatality.

            Honey

            Whatta you.

            Marty

            Whatta I what.

            Honey

            Homicide detective. At a traffic fatality. How come.

            Marty

            I’ll tell you if you tell me sumpn.

            Honey

            Shoot.

            Marty

            Shoot, like shit? Or shoot, like go ahead?

            8Honey

            Shit, Marty, you talk like an obstacle course. Shoot. Go ahead.

            Marty

            Okay, well, you’re unattached. Why won’t you see me socially?

            Honey

            This is social. She’s not a client.

            (turning to go)

            And Marty, I like girls.

            Marty guffaws.

            Marty

            Aw, you always say that.

            CONCRETE BUMPER

            The parking-space bumper is stenciled, RESERVED O’DONAHUE. A car pulls in with a hot stop.

            Match-cut to the rear of the car as its rocking settles. Its vanity plate: HONEYDONT.

            The bottom of the driver’s door swings open and legs emerge.

            Looking up: low on Honey straightening as she gets out. High behind her is the signage for this low-rent strip mall. The biggest sign is for GENERAL YUM DONUTS.

            STAIR TO HONEY’S OFFICE

            Honey ascends the outdoor stairway toward a foreground door: HONEY O’DONAHUE and in smaller letters INVESTIGATIONS. 9

            HONEY’S OFFICE

            She enters the small reception area. Her assistant, Spider, sits behind the desk. One of the chairs in the waiting area is occupied by a perfectly put-together man in his thirties.

            Spider

            Mr Siegfried doesn’t have an appointment. He’s wondering if he could have a brief interview right now.

            Honey

            Sure. You can cancel tomorrow’s appointment with Mia Novotny. Come on in, Mr Siegfried.

            Spider

            Should I charge her for the canceled appointment?

            Honey

            She didn’t cancel. She … withdrew. Tell you later.

            INNER OFFICE

            Honey sits in behind her desk and gazes across it. A beat as she looks, frowning.

            The man is using his handkerchief to wipe the facing chair. He wipes the seat, wipes the arms of the seat, curls the wipe carefully around the arms’ scrolled ends, and responds to Honey’s look as he seats himself:

            Siegfried

            Covid.

            Honey

            Okay.

            Siegfried

            Please don’t look at me that way.

            Honey

            What way am I looking at you. 10

            Siegfried

            In a judgmental and supercilious way.

            Her look is neutral.

            Honey

            Sorry. How’s this.

            Her inexpressive look holds. Beat.

            Siegfried

            I think my boyfriend is seeing someone.

            Honey

            I’m sure he is.

            Siegfried’s face falls. His look to Honey is vulnerable.

            Siegfried

            How do you know?

            Honey

            Nobody ever comes in here saying that, when everything’s okay. Want my opinion?

            Siegfried does not have a quick answer and Honey plows on.

            … I’m a private investigator but on a first interview I do advice for the lovelorn and it’s free. Either ignore the affair or bring it up with your boyfriend in a non-hostile way. Wine and flowers. Honest discussion. Honest about each other’s needs, desires, so forth. The one thing you don’t want to do is pay me a hundred bucks an hour to learn something we both already know.

            A beat as Siegfried absorbs this. Finally he shakes his head.

            Siegfried

            No, I have to know.

            Honey

            I’m saying, you do know. 11

            Siegfried

            I have to know specifics – who, where, when. I have to be able to rub it in his face. Rub it in his lying bastard face.

            Honey sighs.

            CAR

            Honey drives. A highway-side billboard advertises the Four-Way Temple. The minister, pictured in a robe, is a forty-year-old man wearing tinted glasses: Reverend Drew Devlin. The billboard proclaims, ‘It’s Priceless. It’s Free. It’s God’s love. Come on in.’ The Four-Way Temple logo is familiar from the ring of the dead woman in the overturned car: four faceted triangles pointing out from a central sphere.

            TRAILER PARK

            Honey’s car pulls off the highway into a sunbaked trailer park.

            TRAILER INTERIOR

            Honey’s pregnant sister, Heidi O’Donahue, stands at the stove. She stirs a large pot of pasta while bouncing a small child, Alan Jr., on her hip. An eight-year-old boy, Dizzy, storms Honey when she enters.

            Dizzy

            Honey Honey Honey Honey Honey.

            He runs a tight circle around her, one extended hand tracing her waist as he circles.

            Honey

            Hello Dizzy.

            Heidi

            Hi Honey, you want some mac ’n’ cheese?

            Honey

            Already had lunch. 12

            Heidi

            This is dinner.

            Honey

            I’m fine. I brought some grapefruits.

            Heidi

            Thanks, but the kids won’t eat it. They won’t eat anything that isn’t yellow.

            Honey

            They’re yellow.

            Heidi

            The outside is yellow.

            Dizzy

            Honey, will you marry me?

            Honey

            I can’t marry you, Dizzy, you’re not old enough.

            A bellowing male voice from elsewhere in the trailer:

            Voice

            Where’s my charger?

            Dizzy

            When I’m older will you marry me?

            Honey

            Can’t even then, there’s a law against it.

            Dizzy

            What’s the law?

            Thumps and crashes.

            Voice

            Who took my charger?

            Honey

            People can’t marry their aunts.

            Dizzy

            Why? 13

            Honey

            Because our kids would be your sons and daughters, but they’d also be your nephews and nieces and it gets too confusing.

            Dizzy

            I could keep track of it, I promise I’d keep track of it, I love you, Honey.

            A door bangs open.

            Honey

            I love you too, Dizzy, but we can’t break the law.

            Dizzy

            We could hide. We could live in the woods.

            Honey

            There aren’t any woods. Not a strip of shade between here and Bakersfield.

            Heidi

            Don’t talk down where he lives.

            Honey

            I’m not, I’m just saying there’re no trees. Heidi, do you ever feed them fresh fruit?

            Heidi

            I feed them what they’ll eat. Parenting is not rocket science.

            Dizzy grabs a grapefruit.

            Dizzy

            I’ll eat it, Honey.

            She intercepts him as he bites down.

            Honey

            Let me peel it for you.

            (to Heidi)

            I’m sorry. Yes. Nobody should tell you how to parent.

            A sixteen-year-old boy is stomping in: Larry, Jr., heavily acned. 14

            Larry Jr.

            Did you take my charger, you snot-snivel?

            HEIDI

            Don’t call your brother that. And say hello to your ont.

            Larry Jr.

            My ont?

            DIZZY

            She meant ant.

            Larry Jr.

            Shut up, snot-snivel, are you a mind reader?

            We hear another door bang open. A male voice:

            VOICE

            Everyone shut up. I’m trying to sleep.

            A fifteen-year-old boy stomps in: Steve, Jr.

            HEIDI

            If you got in before three in the morning you could sleep at night. Say hello to Honey.

            Female Voice

            You didn’t wash the sheets!

            HEIDI

            I didn’t have time!

            A seventeen-year-old girl enters with an armful of sheets: Corinne. She has a punky look – green in her hair, green lipstick.

            Corinne

            Mom.

            HEIDI

            I didn’t have time. You can wash them.

            DIZZY

            Oh god! Blood! Blood!

            Corinne

            Me! 15

            Heidi

            Yes you, Corinne, you can –

            DIZZY

            Are you okay? What happened to Corinne?

            Steve Jr.

            She’s menstruating, dingdong.

            HEIDI

            It’s just a condition.

            DIZZY

            A condition? Oh my god.

            HEIDI

            She’s fine, Dizzy, all women menstruate.

            DIZZY

            Oh my god. You don’t menstruate, do you, Honey?

            MINUTES LATER

            Heidi and Honey sitting on the stoop – a one-step concrete slab shaded by a small vinyl awning – drinking coffee. Heidi holds a stuffed envelope.

            HEIDI

            If it’s a girl her name’ll be Mariella. If it’s a boy it’ll be Darryl Jr.

            HONEY

            What do Steve Jr. and Larry Jr. think about that?

            HEIDI

            They don’t even notice the siblings they already have.

            HONEY

            And you want another one?

            HEIDI

            Don’t tell me how to parent!

            (shakes the envelope)

            If you think this buys you the right to – 16

            A car grinds up in front of the house, honking and sending up dust.

            HONEY

            That’s just to help. I’m not telling you how to parent. I’m asking how many you’re gonna parent.

            Corinne bangs through the trailer door behind them, slipping a couple things into a pocket in her purse. A fumbled item drops between Honey and Heidi. Honey quick-catches it – a green-capped lipstick tube – and hands it back up to Corinne, who skips down the steps.

            Corinne

            Thank you, NeeNee.

            Honey smiles but Heidi wears a parent-frown:

            HEIDI

            Home by midnight.

            Corinne is climbing into the car:

            Corinne

            I’m not coming home tonight.

            The door slams and the car peels out. It recedes to quiet.

            HEIDI

            Don’t say anything.

            HONEY

            I didn’t.

            Honey’s look drifts off, away from confrontation.

            … Haven’t said a word since we were kids.

            Female Voice

            You are the light! 17

            DREW DEVLIN

            He is having doggy-style sex with a busty young woman. Her call-outs are dutiful not passionate:

            Young Woman

            Yes. You are the light. Yes. You are the –

            Drew Devlin

            Hold it lower.

            He is referring to a mirror, which she holds two-handed on the mattress in front of her.

            Young Woman

            It won’t go lower.

            Drew Devlin

            Tip it lower.

            She does.

            … Not that much! The point is for me to see your bosom – jouncing – while we have fellowship.

            She adjusts it. He resumes his action.

            Young Woman

            Yes. You are the light. Yes. You are the light –

            Drew Devlin

            Tip it left.

            Young Woman

            … Your left or my left?

            Drew Devlin

            (explosive)

            We’re facing the same way! Goddamnit!

            Young Woman

            (snippy)

            I’m sorry, Reverend Drew, you aren’t being clear, should I –

            A loud rap at the door. 18

            DREW DEVLIN

            What!

            Shuggie, a muscled man in a sleeveless tee, opens the door.

            SHUGGIE

            Reverend, I was driving up with a shipment with Little Joey and all of a sudden he starts frothin’ at the mouth like a fuckin’ rabid dog, like a –

            DREW DEVLIN

            Whuh whuh whuh wait. Stop. Big Little Joey or Little Joey?

            SHUGGIE

            Junior. Little Joey.

            Drew Devlin carefully disengages from the young woman who blandly listens to Shuggie’s account.

            DREW DEVLIN

            Uh-huh.

            SHUGGIE

            So he’s frothin’ at the mouth like Mr Bubble and then all of a sudden he stops frothing and screaming and he’s, he’s … he’s dead.

            Drew Devlin

            He’s dead.

            Shuggie

            He’s dead.

            Drew Devlin

            This is where?

            Shuggie

            Cab of the truck.

            DREW DEVLIN

            Yes and WHERE’S THE TRUCK, SHUGGIE? 19

            Shuggie

            Oh, we were, I dunno, just north of Long Beach, thereabouts, and I finished driving here, didn’t know what else to do quite frankly.

            DREW DEVLIN

            … Is he still dead?

            Shuggie is nonplussed. After a beat:

            Shuggie

            Ye— What do you mean, Reverend?

            DREW DEVLIN

            I mean, I think he’s still dead. That’s my guess. And that’s not going to change.

            SHUGGIE

            No, Reverend.

            DREW DEVLIN

            So why did you have to interrupt this?

            Shuggie looks at Drew Devlin and then at the woman and for the first time registers the situation.

            SHUGGIE

            Oh. I’m sorry. I apologize, miss. Should I – come back –

            Drew Devlin has been wiping himself with a towel. He now tosses it aside.

            Drew Devlin

            Forget it, I’ll come out.

            GARAGE

            A burly old man is sobbing as he applies CPR to an unresponsive body laid out beside a truck.

            OLD MAN

            Joey! Joey! Joey! 20

            Drew Devlin approaches from behind. He lays a consoling hand on the man’s shoulder.

            Drew Devlin

            (gently)

            He’s gone, Joey. He’s gone.

            OLD MAN

            NOOO! No, Joey!

            He grabs up his son’s body and hugs him, rocking, sobbing. Drew Devlin addresses Shuggie who, in deference to the bereaved, is standing with his hands clasped in front of him and his head cast down.

            Drew Devlin

            Was he using our matter?

            SHUGGIE

            … Huh?

            Drew Devlin

            Did he OD.

            Old Man

            Joey! Uh-HUNGH! Joey! Joey! Uhh-HUNGH!

            SHUGGIE

            Oh. Yeah. Guess so, OD, yeah, lotta snot ’n’ drool.

            DREW DEVLIN

            Did you know he was using? Using our matter?

            SHUGGIE

            Nah. Not till he started gettin’ all, wet, and, spastic.

            DREW DEVLIN

            Because it wasn’t his to use. It’s the Temple’s.

            SHUGGIE

            Yeah, course.

            Drew Devlin bounces a finger toward the dead man: 21

            Drew Devlin

            This is God’s will. It is God’s punishment.

            SHUGGIE

            His will be done.

            DREW DEVLIN

            And if I for one minute suspected that you were using the matter …

            Big Little Joey has struggled to his feet still holding his dead son. Drew Devlin’s speech grows absent as he watches the old man start to shamble off, clasping his son to himself.

            … doing it with him, taking our matter, our church’s matter –

            SHUGGIE

            Nah, not my style, Reverend, my body’s a temple, you should see me with the shake weight.

            Drew Devlin

            What the hell is he doing?

            OLD MAN

            Joey! Joey!

            Reverend Drew and Shuggie watch the old man recede. At length:

            SHUGGIE

            He parked at the Walmart.

            SUNBAKED BAR SIGN

            The sign is not lit, it being day. Its neon shows two champagne glasses with ghost positions tipping toward each other to clink.

            We hear faint piano music from inside the bar. 22

            INSIDE THE BAR

            Honey enters out of hard sunlight. The piano music bumps up at the cut inside.

            The piano is inside a horseshoe-shaped vinyl-bumpered bar and is being played by a woman in her forties with piled-high hair.

            HONEY

            Hello Elle. Gary around?

            ELLE

            He says he is. How ya doing, Honey, ain’t seen you in a while. Didn’t go and get sober, did you?

            HONEY

            I wouldn’t do that.

            ELLE

            And don’t. First step on a slippery slope – stop drinking – start exercising – have sex with men – vote Republican …

            Her lazy chording has morphed into a piano-bar arrangement of ‘Honey Don’t.’

            … Take it from me, Honey, I been there. The lost years …

            A kitchen door bangs open and Gary – a man in his forties – enters, wiping hands on a towel.

            GARY

            Honey O’Donahue, ain’t seen you in a minute. Want a drink? Noon somewhere.

            HONEY

            No thanks. Can you tell me anything about this woman Mia Novotny?

            GARY

            Well I was pretty angry at her when she didn’t show up for her shift Tuesday. So when I find out she’s dead, well, that’s a pretty good excuse for missing work. So I’m the dope. 23

            Honey

            Uh-huh.

            Gary

            I’m a dick, mad at a poor dead woman.

            HONEY

            People can always find a way to put you in the wrong.

            GARY

            Yeah and dead people, the worst. Sure you don’t want nothing?

            HONEY

            Do but I can’t right now. Was she working here long?

            GARY

            Hardly nothin’ at all. A week. Why, she owe you money?

            HONEY

            No, never even met her. She called me, said she was afraid of someone the cops couldn’t help her with. We were supposed to meet here today, after her shift.

            GARY

            Well, ya can’t help her now.

            HONEY

            Yeah, I feel lousy, she called for help, I said I’d help.

            ELLE

            You couldn’t have helped her real problem: taking curves too fast.

            Honey

            (dubious)

            Uh-huh.

            ELLE

            Uh-huh, what. Cops said it was an accident.

            HONEY

            Uh-huh. 24

            Gary

            I don’t know what to tell you. Lived in Delano, about all I know.

            HONEY

            You sleep with her?

            GARY

            Me? No. She was a little too pleasant, I don’t like a positive person. Smiled, ya know.

            He imitates her smile, perhaps pleasant in the original but grotesque on him.

            ELLE

            Nice ass though.

            GARY

            Yeah. Give her that.

            GLITTERING WATER

            Hard sun makes dazzling points on the water surface. Music: German electronic pop.

            The mysterious woman we saw at the crash site sits on a chaise at the pool of a desert motel. Beside the chaise is a music player, source of the Kraut-techno-type music. A swivel-arm tabletop is swung out over the woman’s stomach and on it is a ledger and next to the ledger is an ashtray. The woman wears a green sun visor and examines the ledger, a pen in one hand hopping down the ledger lines, her other hand holding a cigarette from which she occasionally takes femininely debonaire puffs.

            A creak of the pool-area gate: Drew Devlin enters with an attaché case. He puts the case down in front of the woman – who has not looked up – and plants himself in front of her, hands on hips. The only sounds are lapping water and the music.

            25Drew Devlin’s look leaves the woman to take in the bleak arcade of rooms and the brutal sun.

            He looks back down at the woman. He smiles.

            DREW DEVLIN

            You don’t have to stay here when you come up. You could stay at my place.

            The woman still hasn’t looked at him. She lets the invitation dangle for a good beat, takes a drag on the cigarette, and then, sadly, suavely, and still without looking up:

            BRUNETTE

            Mmmm-non.

            Drew Devlin nods, not surprised. It was worth a shot. After a nodding beat:

            DREW DEVLIN

            Everything okay?

            Another beat. Then:

            BRUNETTE

            Oui.

            She closes the ledger with finality and then fetches up the attaché case and opens it and sorts through the cash inside:

            … But zay are not hep-pee, les peuples.

            Drew Devlin

            (uncomprehending)

            Who’s not happy?

            BRUNETTE

            Les peuples.

            DREW DEVLIN

            … Oh! Well – why not? We’re doing well, we’re all doing well.

            (a jut of his chin at the money)

            They’re getting their share. 26

            Brunette

            Zay sink we are doing not so good may-be. We are going to be doing more better wiss someone else, may-be. Someone who makes fewer people dead.

            Drew Devlin

            Jesus Christ, that wasn’t my fault!

            BRUNETTE

            Dead people brings police, et ceter-ah. Zay don’t care about ‘fault.’

            DREW DEVLIN

            Someone happens to die in some accident that had nothing to do with our business – that’s not gonna spoil my day. Haven’t lay poop-luh ever heard of God’s plan?

            A chinging noise as she flips him something small and metallic. He catches it: the ring from the woman in the car. As he turns it over, gazing at it, he conciliates:

            … I do appreciate your helping. And this means there won’t be no police et ceter-ah.

            The woman snaps the attaché case shut. As she stubs out her cigarette:

            BRUNETTE

            I will tell zem ‘God’s plan’ but I don’t know. Zay are Fraunsh. Very sec-u-lar.

            HONEY

            Threading between the desks in a police station house.

            VOICE

            Honey O’Donahue!

            It is Marty Metakawitch, the detective from the crash site. He looks up from his desk, beaming.

            … Twutta we owe the onna? 27

            Honey

            That woman in Antelope Canyon.

            Marty

            Dead one?

            HONEY

            There was only one.

            Marty

            Yeah and the coroner confirmed she was PFD.

            HONEY

            Huh?

            Marty

            Pretty fuckin’ dead. I remember you didn’t have an opinion.

            HONEY

            Nobody pays me for an opinion dead or not.

            Marty

            Nobody pays me for an opinion is that chick hot or not. You doing anything tonight?

            HONEY

            Book club. Do you have an address for her?

            Marty

            The dead girl?

            (picks up phone, hits three digits)

            I like books.

            Honey

            (skeptical)

            What was the last book you read, Marty?

            He stares at her for a beat.

            Marty

            … What wuzzat one? … 28

            (attention goes to phone)

            Hey, MG, will you give Honey our address on Novotny, that dead girl in Antelope Canyon? … Yeah, thanks.

            (hangs up)

            What’s your connection, you never said.

            HONEY

            No, I didn’t.

            Marty

            Uh-huh. Okay. MG’s got the address. Lemme know if you find anything. She lived with her mother. Mother’s a pain inna ass. She won’t tell you nothin’. It’s a traffic fatality. Speeding on the curve. I don’t know why you don’t like me. I’m a good guy!

            CORRIDOR

            Low angle looking down a linoleum hallway. Tap-tap-tap-tap – Honey’s high heels enter in the foreground and she crops in as she recedes, heading for a cage window in the background.

            On MG – a handsome, uniformed female cop – behind the cage window, waving a slip of paper.

            MG

            Address you wanted.

            HONEY

            Thanks, MG.

            MG

            Any time, Honey O’Donahue. Love those click-clacking heels.

            Honey, heading away, looks back with a half-smile.

            HILTON GARDEN BAR

            Colligan, a man in his early thirties, well-groomed, slick-casual, gets the bartender’s attention. 29

            Colligan

            Cinnamon schnapps?

            The bartender nods and starts pouring. The man watches, nodding.

            … Got a date.

            Bartender

            Mm-hm.

            Colligan

            … Don’t want my breath smelling.

            Bartender

            Mm.

            A Latino man of about twenty – Hector – walks up.

            HECTOR

            Mr Colligan.

            Colligan gives him a glance that takes in his socio-economic status, and he is dismissive:

            Colligan

            Yeah.

            Colligan smiles wryly at the bartender.

            … This. Is not the date. Believe me.

            Bartender

            Mm. Here you go.

            He puts the cinnamon schnapps in front of Colligan.

            HECTOR

            Mr Colligan, I got your order.

            Colligan

            Thank you.

            Nothing happens.

            … Well? Can I have it? 30

            Hector

            You suppose to pay me. And for the last order.

            Colligan

            Fuck’s sake.

            With civility, turning to the bartender:

            … I’ll be right back.

            With no civility, to Hector:

            … Let’s go outside and discuss this, friend.

            HILTON GARDEN PARKING LOT

            The lot holds only a few scattered cars, no other people.

            Colligan

            Look. I have a tab. This is not a street deal.

            HECTOR

            I don’t know nothin’ about that. I’m suppose to get money for it and they said for same amount before, you didn’ pay.

            Colligan

            What are you, the accounting department?

            Hector stands mute.

            … Acch. Listen to me. I have a date. This is for a party. I’m busy. Can I please have the order.

            HECTOR

            I’m suppose to get money.

            Colligan

            Hello, do you speak English? I don’t have the money on me!

            Hector stands mute.

            … Okay look. I don’t have time to argue but I think we can work this out. Just, let me have it, and I’ll pay next time I order, and for right now I’ll suck your cock.

            31Hector looks confused.

            To make it right.

            Hector doesn’t understand.

            … Okay?

            Colligan drops to his knees and reaches for Hector’s fly.

            Hector looks down, horrified, frozen, but when his zipper is pulled down he unfreezes, shoves Colligan.

            Colligan, surprised, looks up, off balance. He shoves back.

            Colligan

            Bastard!

            Another shove from Hector. Some messy pushing back and forth, as Colligan gets to his feet, ends with Hector punching Colligan. He collapses backward to the pavement.

            Hector looks down. This is bad.

            Colligan, spreadeagled on his back, woozily raises his head, his nose a mess, blood down the lower half of his face.

            Panic. Hector runs for his car.

            INSIDE THE BAR

            The bartender, hearing engine roar and the squeal of tires, inclines his head to get a view out the window.

            His point-of-view: a car is screeching backward out of its parking space and bumping over something on the ground, something hidden by the crop of the window. The car is thrown into drive and bumps again over the unseen obstacle. But as the car recedes toward the exit what it ran over comes into view: Colligan, whose leg has somehow tangled in the rear bumper so that his limp body is now being towed.

            The bartender watches, horrified.

            32The car makes a hot turn into the street. Colligan’s body, swept around by the turn, smacks against a sign stanchion with a reverberant clung. It detaches from the car and rolls to stillness as the car speeds away.

            HONEY DRIVING

            A straight-ruled desert highway.

            She sees, oncoming:

            A motorcycle. Something unusual about its rider.

            It’s a woman wearing white short-shorts, a horizontal-striped sailor crop top, sunglasses, and a commodore’s cap.

            It is the Frenchwoman, and she passes Honey without a side-glance, bike roaring, hair whipping like a pennant.

            SEEDY DESERT-COMMUNITY STREET

            Old tract housing, houses set back on dead lawns. 

            Honey raps at the screen door of one of them.

            A middle-aged woman materializes in the dark beyond the screen door.

            MAN’S VOICE

            Ask if it’s collection. They gotta say if it’s collection.

            The woman hesitates, hand on the door, looking at Honey. She projects:

            Mrs Novotny

            It’s a woman.

            Man’s Voice

            They can be women.

            HONEY

            I’m not collecting anything, I don’t want money. Your daughter called me the day before she passed away.

            33The woman stares at her.

            MAN’S VOICE

            … Who is it?

            The woman pushes the screen door open with a creeeeak.

            KITCHEN

            A minute later. Honey is seated across the table from the woman and an unshaven man holding a can of Schlitz. On a counter behind Honey a cat eats from a tin can that rattles as the cat licks.

            HONEY

            You don’t know why she might have called me?

            MAN

            Hell no. She don’t know.

            HONEY

            … Ma’am?

            MRS NOVOTNY

            … I really don’t. Who calls a private detective, somebody got a cheatin’ spouse or what, I don’t know. Mia didn’t have no spouse ’n’ no steady, I don’t know, I truly don’t. Detective, that is the craziest thing, someone in this family callin’ a detective, that’s like callin’ the cable company when y’ain’t got cable, why on earth would you do such a thing.

            MAN

            Told you. She don’t know.

            BEDROOM

            Honey hesitantly enters Mia’s neat bedroom. Its late inhabitant’s effects are all still in place. Mrs Novotny lingers at the doorway, watching.

            34Honey looks at poetry-magnet words that have been stuck to a metal board over a desk:

            selfloveworth

            Honey looks down, picks up the paperback on the nightstand: The Self-Esteem Workbook.

            Mrs Novotny

            She read them self-help books.

            Honey opens to a random place as Mrs Novotny natters querulously on:

            … I think it was that car; she was a good driver. I think it was Mal. Function. She had just brought it in for Mal Function, had to leave it at the shop ’n’ ride the bus into town.

            Most of the two facing pages are highlighted in yellow. A turn of the page. The new page is entirely highlighted. So is the facing page. A flip through the rest of the book: almost all the text is highlighted. The flipping-by yellow text is broken up only by the occasional flash of unmarked white.

            … We do not ride the bus. We are not cheap Christmas trash. You ride the bus, Ray?

            MAN

            Hell no. I drive.

            Honey’s attention is drawn away from the book by a cat mew and the patter of feet. She looks down.

            The bed next to the desk, the cat just disappearing under it. There’s a bit of white fabric on the floor there, peeking out.

            MRS NOVOTNY

            We drive. We do not ride the bus. Well they told her the car was fixed and give it back to her but your mechanic will take advantage of you, that’s widely known.

            35Honey squats, reaches in, pinches the fabric to draw it from beneath the bed. It is a simple short-sleeved white robe.

            MRS NOVOTNY

            That was for her church in town, don’t know a which a one she went to. She didn’t wear that in the house.

            The light cotton garment has something inside that weights it. Honey gives the shoulders of the robe a little bounce and what’s inside thumps to the floor: underpants with metal studs at the waist and a cut-out crotch, and a brassiere with cut-out cups.

            MRS NOVOTNY

            Them neither.

            DREW DEVLIN

            He is at a pulpit, wearing a simple short-sleeved white robe like the one we just saw.

            DREW DEVLIN

            But Action ungoverned is not action in the service of the Lord: Action must be connected to Submission. Submission is not passive. And Action is not unbridled. Only in submitting – vigorously! – to the will of God, do we serve Him!

            Shouts of ‘Amen!’ The congregation too wears the white robes.

            We Submit – and yet we Act! We Act – and yet Submit! Even to the desires of the body we Submit, Actively, and so serve the Lord!

            ‘Amen!’

            Now you all know what a piece of macaroni does. What does a piece of macaroni do?

            ‘Sits there!’

            It just sits there. And is that macaroni serving the Lord?

            ‘No sir!’ ‘Not hardly!’ 36

            We are not macaroni! We serve the Temple through Action! We serve the Temple through Submission! We do not serve the Temple by sitting there like macaroni!

            ‘Shame on the macaroni!’

            Now you all know what the Pharisees were. The Pharisees were the high and mighty – so they thought! They knew the laws right down to the letter, and that made them holy – so they thought! They knew right, they prayed right – but did they Act right?

            ‘No sir!’

            And what does that make them?

            ‘MACARONI!’ The verdict is thunderous. Drew Devlin nods, approving.

            The Pharisees were macaroni. Duty. Passion! Action. Submission! Those are the Four Ways!

            ‘Amen!’ ‘The Four Ways!’

            … Those are the only Four Ways!

            ‘Ain’t no other way!’ ‘Amen!’ ‘Ain’t but the Four!’

            And in serving our Temple – doing our Duty – Passionately! – Acting – Submissively! – we serve the Lord. And we serve his minister. And there is no higher service!

            SACRISTY

            Drew Devlin is frozen with his robe not quite hoisted off, still on one shoulder, one hand still clutching it. He stands in a white jockstrap, staring.

            At length:

            Drew Devlin

            But – he’s such a nice boy!

            Shuggie, the muscled goon from earlier, shrugs. 37

            Drew Devlin stares, still not able to make sense of it. He gives up, finishes taking off the robe, reaches for a pair of pants.

            … What did he say happened?

            SHUGGIE

            I think the guy he was sent to collect from made some kind of … penis move.

            DREW DEVLIN

            … A penis move.

            SHUGGIE

            Some move that, uh – that was against Hector’s, his, his code of machismo.

            Drew Devlin

            Okay.

            Shuggie

            I couldn’t really get a description out of him. He was very upset.

            DREW DEVLIN

            Upset! I guess he was – if the other guy is gunked up in his tire treads.

            SHUGGIE

            We cleaned his tires. Cleaned his whole car.

            DREW DEVLIN

            Okay, but, that doesn’t make the dead guy go away.

            SHUGGIE

            No. Yeah. Most of him was still in the parking lot.

            Drew Devlin

            The French are not gonna like this!

            SHUGGIE

            … The French? 38

            Drew Devlin

            Don’t worry about it. I mean, you don’t gotta worry about it, above your pay grade. But I gotta worry about it. Believe me.

            SHUGGIE

            We don’t know anyone’ll connect Hector to it.

            Drew Devlin

            No one saw Hector and the guy?

            SHUGGIE

            Only the bartender.

            DREW DEVLIN

            Okay, well, we gotta kill him.

            SHUGGIE

            Okay. Wow. Okay. Well. I’ll find out where he lives.

            Drew Devlin

            You don’t know where he lives?

            Shuggie

            How would I know where he lives?

            DREW DEVLIN

            … Hector?

            SHUGGIE

            … We’re talking about Hector?

            DREW DEVLIN

            Who do you think we were talking about?

            SHUGGIE

            The … the bartender?

            DREW DEVLIN

            THE BARTENDER! WHY THE FUCK WOULD WE KILL THE BARTENDER!

            SHUGGIE

            He – he – saw … Hector –

            39Drew Devlin

            And he’s talked to the police! That ship has sailed! Dingbat!

            SHUGGIE

            Oh. Okay. So …

            DREW DEVLIN

            Too bad. I liked Hector.

            HONEY’S OFFICE

            Mr Siegfried is there again, weeping, head down. He gropes blindly toward the desk with one hand.

            Honey, behind the desk, is momentarily puzzled – then realizes what he’s reaching for. She yanks two Kleenexes from a box on the desk and puts them in the reaching hand.

            The hand retreats and Mr Siegfried blows his nose into the Kleenex and sets it aside and gropes some Purell from his bag.

            HONEY

            I’m so sorry for your loss.

            Mr Siegfried squeezes Purell onto one hand with a goop-fart splurt and rubs it into both hands.

            Honey’s hand slides under the lip of her desk and presses a button. We hear it buzz faintly in the outer office.

            … It seems you were right, the bartender says your partner had a date. Though it wasn’t with his … assailant –

            Spider enters.

            SPIDER

            Your appointment with the Gramercys?

            HONEY

            Oh yes. Right.

            Through tears:

            40Mr Siegfried

            They don’t know who did it?

            HONEY

            No. They have a physical description.

            Mr Siegfried

            And they don’t know – you don’t know – who his – his – his date was with?

            HONEY

            To be honest I hadn’t started working on it. I don’t think there’s any point pursuing that now, is there, Mr Siegfried?

            A look from Honey to Spider, who coaxes Mr Siegfried up with a hand to his elbow.

            Mr Siegfried

            I don’t know! I just don’t know! I just don’t know!

            HONEY

            I think it’s best if we let … sleeping dogs lie. But I’ll let you know if there’s any progress on the police investigation of your partner’s … passing.

            Mr Siegfried is fully up but still weeping. Honey tries to be helpful:

            … Perhaps you have a friend, or, or, a clergyman who can … help you grieve?

            He shoots her a vicious are-you-kidding look. Honey appeals to Spider with a look and Spider manages to get him out the door.

            Honey turns to a Rolodex and flips through cards. Many of them are stamped in the upper right with an icon of a battleship canted at 45º, sinking beneath the waves.

            She finds the right place in the alphabet but flips back and forth, stymied: no card for the person she seeks.

            Spider has stuck her head back in and has been watching.

            41Spider

            I could make you a, you know, database? Computers?

            HONEY

            No, I’ve got a system. Could you get me a number for MG Falcone, I don’t have her.

            SPIDER

            Just call the precinct.

            HONEY

            Personal number.

            SPIDER

            … Do you ever just go home and read a book?

            HONEY

            Number.

            AN OLD WOMAN

            An ancient cholita in Bolivian bowler hat is threading chillis onto a string.

            Hector

            (off)

            Abuela!

            OLD LADY

            Sí!

            Hector enters. In Spanish, subtitled:

            HECTOR

            I’m going to church, where’s my robe?

            OLD LADY

            Hanging, I did the wash. It’s dry now but I haven’t ironed.

            HECTOR

            I’ll bring it in.

            The woman strains to get up.

            42Old Lady

            You don’t need to bring it in, I’ll bring it in.

            He puts a hand on her shoulder.

            HECTOR

            I’ll bring it in, Grandma.

            Old Lady

            It’s laundry, it’s woman’s work.

            HECTOR

            You work too hard, Grandma.

            OLD LADY

            It’s woman’s work!

            He pats her shoulder, leans in to give her a kiss.

            HECTOR

            I love you, Grandma.

            OLD LADY

            Of course. But laundry is woman’s work.

            OUTSIDE

            A ‘backyard’ which is no more than an enclosed patch of desert. On a line, laundry billows: a white robe and several brightly colored shawls and dresses. It is quiet but for the murmur of desert wind and the flap of fabric.

            Hector placidly hums. The white robe before him, animated by the wind, blocks our view of whatever might be behind it.

            Hector reaches for the clothespin high to his right. Just as he is about to grab it, a gust of wind flaps the robe, dipping the line, making him miss the pin.

            HECTOR

            Heh.

            He corrals the line with his other hand to steady it, then reaches again for the pin. He carefully pinches it.

            43The pin scissors instead of opening. It still holds the robe.

            … Eh.

            Hector reaches one hand to each shoulder of the billowing robe and –

            – snaps down, freeing it from the line, exposing endless desert beyond.

            Hector resumes humming.

            The wind abates, the clothes have less motion. Hector proceeds to the next hanging garment, a shawl, yanks it from the line, drapes it over an arm. He goes to the next shawl, yanks it, drapes it over an arm; goes to the next …

            TRACKING TOWARD THE HOUSE

            Hector leads us, the laundry draped over one arm. 

            He slows short of the door, looking down.

            On the ground in the doorway a bowler hat wobbles. 

            Hector drops the laundry –

            HECTOR

            Abuela?

            – and runs inside.

            KITCHEN

            The old woman lies on the kitchen floor, her colorful skirt and shawl fanned out, her eyes staring sightlessly up. Her throat has been slashed.

            HECTOR

            Abuela!

            He wails and kneels and gently takes her chin in his hand and tips her head toward him.

            44… Abuela!

            In her glassy eyes a reflection of Hector and, behind him, movement.

            Hector tucks and rolls away as Shuggie completes a downward knife-slash that misses Hector and ends with the knife planted in the old woman’s chest. Her open-weave shawl snags the knife and slides off her body when the knife is withdrawn.

            SHUGGIE

            Sorry, mate! Not my idea! I just work here!

            He’s trying to work the knife out of the shawl when Hector yanks the shawl away from him and barrels him into a counter.

            Hector opens the cutlery drawer just at his hip and with his other hand slams Shuggie’s head into it face-down. The silver jangles.

            Hector slams the drawer with all his might on Shuggie’s forced-down head – once, twice, cutlery clanging, Shuggie howling.

            An attempt at a third slam fails when the drawer is yanked open too far and disengages and dumps its clattering contents. Hector flings the drawer away.

            Shuggie straightens, hands pressed to his boxed ears and his own screams distanced by the pure ringing inside his head, which we hear sympathetically.

            Shuggie’s screams are snapped off by his own Ulp! as a fork slams upward to stick in his underjaw.

            Hector releases the fork and steps back, reaching for something, as Shuggie gropes for the fork and pulls it out of his jaw.

            Just as Shuggie raises the withdrawn fork to see what it is that stuck him, a chunk of metal sweeps into frame and rakes his mouth. Blood and teeth spew sideways.

            Hector dumps the bashing implement – a flat iron – and plucks Shuggie’s knife from the dropped shawl. As he steps in for the 45kill, Shuggie burbles blood from his mouth and underjaw and reaches one hand round to the small of his back.

            As Hector plants the knife in Shuggie’s chest, Shuggie’s hand is coming back round with a gun from his waistband. BOOM! he fires point-blank and Hector flies back and lands with a crash and there is silence.

            Shuggie, whimpering, turns away with the knife still in his chest. He kneels, blubbering, to the silverware on the floor. He swipes through it, his jaw-dribbled blood and the spray from the chest-lodged knife making it hard for him to pick out his little white teeth.

            His whimpering stops when the flat iron sweeps down to smash his head to the floor. Hector, clutching his gun-shot belly, slams the iron down twice more to cave in Shuggie’s skull.

            HECTOR

            Abuela!

            We stay on dead Shuggie as Hector drops the iron and leaves frame. When he re-enters he’s holding the gun, which momentarily wavers since Shuggie’s disassembled head offers no obvious target for coup de grâce. But whatever: Hector fires, then again, and again, wailing:

            … Abuela!

            BAR

            Honey steps in and pans the crowded blue-collar cop bar.

            MG is sitting at the bar. Honey goes over and takes a vacant stool next to hers.

            HONEY

            How’s your day?

            (to the bartender)

            Tequila and … 46

            (head shake)

            Just tequila.

            MG

            Oh, the usual. Listening to people complain, waiting for five o’clock. Yours?

            HONEY

            Slow.

            The crush of bodies at the bar has forced them close and they have swung to face each other. MG’s left arm rests on the bar. Honey matter-of-factly takes it and puts it below frame. MG’s reaction to whatever this gesture is, is minimal.

            HONEY

            … Not much doing at work. Had a cheating-spouse case but the spouse got killed. Case before that, client died.

            MG

            The woman in Antelope Canyon?

            HONEY

            Yeah.

            MG

            No more client, why go to her house?

            HONEY

            Nothing else to do.

            MG

            You don’t have hobbies?

            HONEY

            You mean like … step-dancing? Do you?

            MG

            Have a hobby? Yeah.

            HONEY

            Wuddya do.

            The two women are focused, deadpan, on each other. MG’s arm is lightly jogging. 47

            MG

            What do I do. I knit.

            Honey

            You knit.

            MG

            Yeah. Right now I’m knitting … the Periodic Table of the Elements. To hang on the wall.

            HONEY

            Because you might forget one. You want a reference. On the wall.

            MG

            That’s right.

            Honey’s speech is now slow and a little breathy:

            HONEY

            On the wall … is not knitting though. That’s, crochet.

            MG

            Crochet … is a kind of knitting.

            HONEY

            No, actually. Crochet is … crochet.

            MG

            I love first-date stuff. Hobbies … Turn-ons … Turn-offs … Your trip to Cancún …

            Honey’s breath is more and more uneven. Her eyes are locked on MG’s and there is a strangely focused beat, neither person moving aside from the jog of MG’s arm.

            Honey breaks the silence.

            HONEY

            Come here a lot?

            MG stares at her.

            MG

            Fridays.

            48More beat, more intent staring, more minuscule action. At length:

            … I like it. They leave you alone.

            HONEY

            Nn.

            MG

            … What was the case?

            Honey takes her time answering.

            HONEY

            … Dead girl’s case?

            MG

            Mm.

            Honey

            … Never found out.

            Voice

            Another?

            The bartender has paused on his way past. MG’s look swings to him.

            MG

            Nah.

            Honey has also turned her head to the bartender. Her mouth is open, her eyelids heavy.

            HONEY

            We’re ready to go.

            The bartender raps the bar to acknowledge and moves off. MG’s look returns to Honey and she eases back on her stool. Honey breathes.

            … Before we get arrested.

            MG raises her hand from below the bar and casually licks one finger and, still looking at Honey, uses it to stir her drink. 49

            MG

            For getting to know each other?

            WOOOF!

            Honey has slammed face-first, palms bracing, against a wall. She is naked. MG, her shirt hanging open, is behind her and grinds into her.

            MG withdraws from Honey and grabs her by the shoulders and turns her and presses against her, front-to-front now, kissing hard, as Honey reaches up to push MG’s shirt off her shoulders, push sleeves off arms, fling shirt away, both women now naked.

            Sex and struggle with Honey finally pushing away from the wall and the two women land –

            – on Honey’s bed, Honey on top. More kissing and then Honey rises to her knees and goes headboard-ward to press her innermost self into MG’s face.

            MG’s arms come up and push on Honey’s shoulders to flop her backward and MG’s head rises. She pivots forward and down and with both hands pressing Honey’s thighs she seeks the center of all being. Honey both wants, and doesn’t want, to have MG tow her waterskiing to the end of the universe and send her crashing through its far wall. She gropes back at her nightstand.

            She claws and roughly opens its drawer and withdraws handcuffs.

            Honey pushes MG onto her back and grabs a wrist and slaps on a bracelet.

            MG

            Who’s the cop here?

            Honey slaps the other bracelet onto the headboard. 50

            KITCHEN SINK

            Next morning. Rushing water. We hear humming. Honey’s hands enter with a large dildo. It gets washed and … vigorously shaken and … set in the dish rack.

            Honey’s hands return to the sink to wash – an even larger dildo, an even brighter color.

            Shaken off, set in the dish rack.

            Now a long, long string of anal beads. Just as Honey starts washing it – DING-DONG.

            Honey’s look comes up from the sink. The classic housewifey gesture: she raises a soapy hand and with the back of her wrist brushes a wisp of hair from her forehead. Her look off says, Who could that be?

            FRONT DOOR

            Honey opens it to her niece, dressed for work in her fast-food uniform but whimpering, with her head cast down.

            HONEY

            Corinne?

            Corinne looks up. Her face is badly bruised. In combination with the green hair and green lipstick, the bruises make a dismal picture.

            IN THE APARTMENT

            Honey is sitting at a table kitty-corner from Corinne, carefully dabbing antibiotic on with a Q-tip.

            Corinne

            I couldn’t go home, Aunt Honey, Mom’d freak out and say I told you so, she hates Mickie so much.

            HONEY

            Yeah it sucks when your mother’s right. 51

            MG, leaning against the bedroom doorjamb, smoking a cigarette, hoots.

            MG

            Doesn’t happen much.

            Corinne

            But I don’t need to hear it from her.

            HONEY

            Your boyfriend beats you up and I’m not gonna tell your mother?

            Corinne

            NO! YES! She’s in my shit so much already!

            HONEY

            She isn’t in your shit enough.

            Corinne

            She just yells at me, Honey – look at me, I need support, I don’t need that! Please, Honey, why does Mom have to know, she’ll just yell and call the cops!

            Honey and MG exchange a look.

            MG

            Cops already know.

            HONEY

            MG’s a cop, Corinne. They don’t all look like Tom of Finland.

            Corinne

            Oh god! Oh my god!

            (an appeal to MG)

            We don’t have to make it official, do we? Mickie doesn’t mean anything by it, he loves me, he just gets in these … moods.

            MG rolls her eyes, blows out smoke. 52

            MG

            Your face didn’t get pushed in by a mood, honey-doll. But suit yourself.

            (shoves off from the doorjamb)

            I gotta get dressed.

            HONEY

            Sweetie, I should tell your mother. But I won’t – if you promise not to see that creep again.

            Corinne

            Yeah, no, I won’t, of course I won’t!

            MG’s voice, through the open door of the bedroom:

            MG

            She’s lying.

            Corinne projects, defensively angry:

            Corinne

            No I’m not!

            We hold on Honey’s look, weighing whether to believe her.

            ROLODEX CARD

            It’s for MG FALCONE. We hear the dull thunk of a stamp against an inkpad and then the stamp enters frame to thunk the card, printing on it the battleship at 45º sinking beneath the waves.

            Honey, in her office, fits the card back into the Rolodex.

            SPIDER

            She put up a fight?

            She’s handing a piece of paper across the desk to Honey.

            Honey

            Just the right amount. What’s this? 53

            Spider

            The white robe you asked about. That’s who sells it, that’s who buys it around here.

            HONEY

            ‘Four-Way Temple.’

            SPIDER

            Here’s their address.

            HONEY

            Seen their sign. ‘God’s love is free.’

            Spider

            You like free love, dontcha boss?

            Honey

            Not with God. I’m not a pervert.

            FOUR-WAY SANCTUARY

            It is empty. From elsewhere in the building, a male voice:

            VOICE

            Active Submission! Active! Not macaroni!

            SACRISTY

            Close on Drew Devlin, lying face-up on a bed. The ass of a woman bounces up and down, slamming him against the bedsprings. The woman faces away from him, her calves tucked back on either side of his head. The shins of another woman are on either side of this woman’s calves, this second woman apparently straddling the first. The four legs are a chaos of driving impetus and flailing response.

            The bottom woman wears a metal-studded jockstrap. So does the woman she hugs, facing her, rocking in rhythm with her and amplifying the up-and-down motion.

            Both women are gasping. Though Drew Devlin is being helplessly chest-slammed and bounced, he seems to be in charge: 54

            Drew Devlin

            All right, Cara! Now, you slide toward me, and submit yourself, actively, to my mouth! And you, Brandi, you come back with her …

            The girls waddle awkwardly backwards, trying to comply while maintaining their humping. Drew Devlin is dissatisfied:

            Don’t lose the sacred contact, Brandi! Through Cara, you will feel my –

            BANG – the door bursts open.

            HECTOR

            YOU KILL MY ABUELA! YOU KILL M— huh?

            Hector stops mid-stride, shocked, raised gun frozen.

            The threesome on the bed is likewise shocked and frozen. The two women take a goggling beat, planted like a contortionist act, the lower woman on her knuckles and knees, the higher woman on the lower –

            Drew Devlin

            Hector! Not in the sacristy!

            – and now the women scream and unfreeze, reacting to the gun, frantically trying to disentangle from each other and from Drew Devlin, the six arms and legs complicatedly getting in each other’s way.

            Hector raises the gun-hand to shield his sight from so many body parts.

            HECTOR

            I’m sorry, miss! I’m sorry, miss!

            Screaming women, a swirl of bedcovers and bodies. Drew Devlin grabs one woman by the shoulders and holds her facing out as a shield. 55

            Drew Devlin

            Think about what you’re doing, Hector! These girls haven’t done anything to you!

            HECTOR

            Get away, miss!

            He waves at her with the gun, still only half-looking, respecting her modesty.

            DREW DEVLIN

            Think about it, Hector! They’re just like your abuela!

            This is too much for Hector. He shrieks, charging the bed, one hand still shielding his eyes but the gun now pointed.

            HECTOR

            Don’t you talk about my abuela, cojudo, I kill you a thousand times!

            The girls redouble their screams and give up trying to cover themselves. They launch from the bed. Hector is free to look now and he fires! and fires! and fires!

            But nothing is beneath the disarranged sheets, the bed he shot at is empty, and –

            WHACK! Hector is struck down from behind by a heavy candlestick.

            Drew Devlin drops the candlestick and stoops for the gun. He rises, carefully sights down.

            We see him fire but are spared the sight of Hector’s death – the one sad moment in this movie.

            Drew Devlin’s look holds on Hector below frame. After a beat, he mournfully shakes his head, looks up – and shows irritation.

            The women are hugging each other in a corner, whimpering, strap-on dildo wobbling between she wearing it and she formerly harboring it. 56

            Drew Devlin

            Big help you were.

            WIENER HEAVEN

            Long-lens point-of-view of a man sitting at a Formica table in a sparsely occupied fast-food restaurant. He is seedily dressed, in his sixties, stubbled, clothes hanging off him. He has long acquaintance with hard times.

            His bloodshot eyes are directed at the camera. He stares, sadly open-mouthed.

            After a beat the camera slides laterally to lose him from view.

            On Corinne, easing away from her peek out into the restaurant from behind its counter. Next to her is another girl in uniform.

            Corinne

            He’s still there.

            Other Girl

            So what?

            Corinne

            He’s been there for three hours. With one cup of coffee. Who comes to Wiener Heaven for the coffee.

            Other Girl

            He’s like, homeless.

            Corinne

            And creepy.

            (into a microphone after a glance at a screen)

            Welcome to Wiener Heaven may I take your order?

            There is a squawk. Corinne frowns.

            … A what?

            Processed Voice

            A second, I said gimme a second, I’m looking at the …

            A long beat. 57

            … I’ll have a …

            A longer beat.

            Corinne

            Take your time, sir.

            Corinne turns to the other girl.

            … He still there?

            Other Girl

            Quit asking!

            Corinne

            Just look!

            The girl cranes to look out.

            Her sliding point-of-view brings in the old man who, sensing movement, looks quickly and expectantly up.

            Seeing who it is, he isn’t interested. His gaze drifts back down to his coffee.

            Corinne’s colleague draws back.

            Other Girl

            He’s just homeless. He isn’t creepy.

            Processed Voice

            Okay I’ll have the, uh … I’ll have the combo.

            Corinne

            Which combo, sir.

            Processed Voice

            … The wiener combo?

            Corinne

            They’re all wiener combos, sir. 58

            CHURCH OFFICE

            Drew Devlin sits with one elbow on his desk, holding a business card, which he stares at for a long beat.

            Finally:

            DREW DEVLIN

            … What the fuck!

            Another beat. Still staring at the card:

            … What the fuck!

            He drops the card and his look shifts and the three words are now interrogative:

            … What the fuck?

            A new henchman – Pork Chop – stands before him. He shrugs, disclaiming any knowledge of what the fuck. Drew Devlin insists:

            … The fuck she want?

            Pork Chop shrugs again.

            Pork Chop

            Talk to you. Is what she said.

            DREW DEVLIN

            About what?

            Pork Chop shrugs again. A beat.

            Pork Chop

            … Should I tell her to fuck off?

            DREW DEVLIN

            NO! You don’t tell people to fuck off! Above your pay grade! I tell people to fuck off! You wanna run the church? People would love that! Love to hear your fucking sermons, Pork Chop! Hear your thoughts on divinity. Are you fuckin’ kiddin’ me? Know who you are! Know who you are! 59

            Pork Chop

            Okay, boss.

            He awaits instructions. 

            After a beat:

            … So, should I –

            DREW DEVLIN

            You should shut the fuck up! While I think!

            Pork Chop

            Okay, boss.

            Pork Chop tries.

            But he shifts, hesitates. He’s been instructed not to talk, but his employer might want to know this:

            … She’s kinda hot, boss.

            This interests Drew Devlin.

            ON HONEY

            Now seated in the office.

            DREW DEVLIN

            Mia! That’s what it is!

            Honey is puzzled.

            HONEY

            That’s what what is?

            DREW DEVLIN

            Your interest. I wondered, what could possibly bring a private investigator to our little church.

            Honey

            Well it’s Mia Novotny. Did you –

            DREW DEVLIN

            Private investigator! Huh! And so attractive!

            60Honey considers this best ignored.

            HONEY

            Did you know her personally, have dealings with her?

            DREW DEVLIN

            Mia? Pastoral dealings, sure. Our congregation is large but not that large. I consider all of my dealings … personal.

            HONEY

            Uh-huh.

            DREW DEVLIN

            But I’m very puzzled, miss. Ma’am. Mizz?

            HONEY

            Just don’t call me late for dinner. Puzzled why?

            DREW DEVLIN

            Heh heh! Well, because, it was a traffic fatality. Tragic thing, terrible thing, but – why is a private investigator looking into it?

            HONEY

            Who says I am? Looking into her death?

            DREW DEVLIN

            Isn’t that what private investigators do?

            HONEY

            On TV maybe. What can you tell –

            DREW DEVLIN

            Do you drink?

            Honey is momentarily taken aback. Then:

            HONEY

            Heavily, it’s a point of pride. What can you –

            DREW DEVLIN

            Should you and I discuss this over a drink?

            HONEY

            No, this is business. What can you –

            61Drew Devlin

            After business?

            HONEY

            Tuesdays I dry out. What can you tell me about her? Are you aware of any trouble she was in?

            DREW DEVLIN

            It’s Wednesday.

            HONEY

            Today is Tuesday.

            A beat.

            Drew Devlin

            … It is Tuesday.

            Honey

            Can you help me, sir? Are you aware of any trouble she was in?

            DREW DEVLIN

            Mia was … in the same trouble we’re all in. She was lost. She was seeking.

            HONEY

            She was ‘seeking.’ I’m not really after that kind of information.

            Drew Devlin

            You’re talking to a priest.

            HONEY

            An unusual priest.

            DREW DEVLIN

            Not so unusual. I have a calling. I help people.

            HONEY

            Between drinks.

            DREW DEVLIN

            Judge not, Miss O’Donahue. You’re fascinating.

            62Honey

            And you haven’t even seen the riddle tattooed on my ass. This sex thing of yours, does it interfere with your calling?

            DREW DEVLIN

            Does yours?

            HONEY

            No, I keep the sex and the work separate.

            DREW DEVLIN

            Well my work is spiritual. It involves the whole person.

            HONEY

            Does it involve undressing the whole person? I’ve seen the women’s wardrobe, it seems very different from the men’s.

            DREW DEVLIN

            Women everywhere have wardrobe different from men’s, I thought we were talking about Mia. I liked her, miss. A beautiful girl. I like people – I can tell that you don’t. I help people, I enjoy doing it. I see a need in people, I fill it.

            HONEY

            You see a need in people, you exploit it.

            DREW DEVLIN

            You don’t know that. I see a need in you – to judge. I see you judging me right now, and that’s all right, I forgive you. It’s a way of shutting me out. I could help you with that – help you open yourself to other people. Why not open yourself and see what happens. You have nothing to lose but your fears.
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