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A NOTE FROM THE PUBLISHER
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Anyone familiar with Sean Costello’s work would find it easy to believe that he is a fan of screenplays and movies. His tight wording and on point dialogue are evidence of that. And if you’ve read Sean’s novel Finders Keepers you’ll find that the main character and her father are movie buffs. That comes naturally for Sean.

Something you might not know is that some of his novels were originally crafted as screenplays; because that’s how he often first imagines the story.

Squall is one such thing.

It was originally drafted as a screen play, which Sean later used as an outline for writing the novel.

And, for fans like me, who want to read all formats of Sean’s writing, I have collaborated with Sean to present this special screenplay edition of Squall.

Enjoy.

Mark Leslie Lefebvre

Dec 2020



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


SQUALL: THE SCREENPLAY
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FADE IN:

––––––––
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EXT. TORONTO/ASIAN DISTRICT - NIGHT

A black DODGE RAM does the speed limit on a quiet street lined with businesses closed for the night. It’s WINTER and a WET SNOW is falling.

––––––––
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INT. DODGE RAM - CONTINUOUS

DALE KNIGHT, 30, an average looking guy smoking a cigarette, brings the vehicle to a smooth stop at a red light. There is no other traffic.

Seated next to him is RONNIE SAXON, 28: attractive, provocatively dressed, but hard-looking, streetwise. She wears a modest engagement diamond on her finger.

The RADIO is tuned to ROCK. The dash clock reads 1:00AM. Ronnie does a hit off her COKE MIRROR.

––––––––
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RONNIE

Fucking brother of yours, treats you like his errand boy. You should be partners by now.

(does another hit)

Look at him, king shit in that big house in Rosedale—where are we?

Half a duplex with a plugged toilet, those fucking rappers upstairs playing that street shit half the night.

––––––––

[image: ]


DALE

It’ll come, Ronnie. Ed’s just showing me the ropes. He came up this way himself, doing runs for Copeland. It’s how it works.

––––––––
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RONNIE

The ropes. Listen to yourself.

Ronnie lifts a gym bag out of the footwell in front of her.

––––––––
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RONNIE (CONT’D)

I was you? I’d take this shit and start up on my own. Someplace fresh. Miami maybe.

Dale tosses the bag into the back seat.

––––––––
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DALE

You’re talking shit now, Ronnie. This is Copeland’s smack. Randall Copeland? Remember him? Why don’t you just mellow out.

The light changes and Dale proceeds through the intersection.

––––––––
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DALE (CONT’D)

Listen, we’re almost there. I’m gonna go inside and do the deal, you’re gonna wait in the truck. Ten minutes tops. We’re late, so I’ll likely have to put up with some shit about that.

––––––––
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RONNIE

I suppose that’s my fault.

––––––––

[image: ]


DALE

We could’ve picked up your blow after the drop, like I suggested.

––––––––
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RONNIE

The day I had, you expect me to wait?

Dale knows better than to push her.

––––––––
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DALE

When I come out we’re gonna take the cash to Ed, collect our two K and that’s the end of it.

(glancing at the coke mirror)

Fucking coke, makes you hyper.

––––––––
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RONNIE

At least I’m awake.

Ronnie does another hit, then slips the coke mirror into her bag, her trim body moving to the Santana tune on the radio.

Dale turns into an alley behind a closed take-out joint and parks beside a black Mercedes.

As he kills the engine, Ronnie leans into him, squeezing his thigh, painted lips close to his ear.

––––––––
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RONNIE (CONT’D)

I’m sorry I bitched you out. I just wanna see us get ahead.

––––––––
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DALE

Like I said, it’ll come. Couple more years, maybe we’ll move into the top half of the duplex.

––––––––
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RONNIE

Don’t push me, Dale.

Grinning, Dale gets the gym bag and opens his door.

––––––––
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DALE

Ten minutes, okay?

––––––––

[image: ]


RONNIE

Let me come in with you.

––––––––
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DALE

The mood you’re in? I don’t think so.

––––––––
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RONNIE

I’m fine now, honest. Come on, they won’t mind.

––––––––
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DALE

Forget it, Ronnie. These guys are wrapped way too tight.

He zips his coat and gets out of the truck.

––––––––
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DALE (CONT’D)

Lock the doors, it’s a bad neighborhood.

Dale steps out into ankle-deep snow and bangs on the restaurant’s service door.

––––––––
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INT. TAKE-OUT JOINT/STORAGE ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Three ASIAN MEN in suits are playing darts and drinking beers. The biggest one goes to answer Dale’s KNOCK.

––––––––
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EXT. ALLEY - MOMENTS LATER

The door opens on a chain. The big Asian eyeballs Dale through the gap, then lets him in.

––––––––
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INT. TAKE-OUT JOINT/STORAGE ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

With the big Asian behind him now, Dale approaches the others

with the gym bag. TRANG, the boss, regards Dale with disdain before shooting a bull’s-eye.

As he turns to face Dale he unbuttons his jacket, revealing a huge HANDGUN tucked into the front of his pants.

––––––––
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TRANG

You’re late.

––––––––
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DALE

Yeah, Mr. Trang, I’m apologize. I was...unavoidably detained. But I got your product right here.

––––––––
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TRANG

Makes your brother look bad, showing up late for a quarter million deal.

Trang touches a tan leather briefcase lying on its side on a service table...a caress.

––––––––
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TRANG (CONT’D)

I should tell him.

––––––––
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DALE

I’m sorry, Mr. Trang. It won’t happen again.

Trang’s gaze ticks over Dale’s shoulder now, registering mild surprise. He grins.

––––––––
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TRANG

But I see you brought a peace offering.

Dale turns to see a smiling Ronnie sashaying in.

––––––––
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TRANG (CONT’D)

Blowjobs all around, eh boys?

The Asians share a laugh as Ronnie breezes past Dale, heading straight for Trang.

––––––––
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DALE

Ronnie?

Ignoring Dale, Ronnie sidles up to Trang and gives him her smokiest smile, one hand going to his chest, the fingers of the other loosening his belt.

––––––––
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RONNIE

I’ll blow you...

Her hand closes around the pistol grip and she SHOOTS Trang in the balls, drawing the gun as he falls, dropping to one knee now to gut-shoot the big one, capping the third in the throat as he reaches for his weapon. She puts a second round in Trang to silence his screams.

Now Ronnie grabs the briefcase and turns to Dale.

––––––––
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RONNIE (CONT’D)

See? That’s how easy it is. Now come on.

Ronnie starts for the exit with the briefcase and Trang’s gun.

Dale stands frozen, gaping at the carnage.

––––––––
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RONNIE (CONT’D)

Dale.

––––––––
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DALE

Jesus, Ron...

––––––––
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RONNIE

Look at me, Dale.

Dale obeys.

RONNIE (CONT’D)

It’s like I’ve told you before: There’s a lot you don’t know about me. Now come on!

Still holding the gym bag, Dale breaks for the exit.

––––––––
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INT. DODGE RAM - MOMENTS LATER

Ronnie is back into the coke, turning the radio up loud, laughing when Dale comes out of the alley too hard, fishtails in the wet snow and sideswipes a parked van.

Trang’s gun sits between them on the console.

––––––––
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DALE

Fuck!

Ronnie whoops as Dale regains control of the vehicle and turns onto the main drag.

DALE (CONT’D)

You realize what you just did?

––––––––
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RONNIE

Made us 500K in under a minute? Three times that if we deal the product ourselves.

––––––––
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DALE

You killed us, that’s what you did. Copeland’s gonna waste us and there’s not a thing my brother’s gonna be able to do about it.

––––––––
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RONNIE

Like we’re going to sit around and let that happen. The airport’s a thirty-minute drive from here.

––––––––
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DALE

The airport. In this weather.

Ronnie looks out at the worsening squall.

––––––––
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RONNIE

Then we’ll wait it out. How’s the Harbor Hilton sound? It’s not like we can’t afford it.

––––––––
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DALE

Copeland knows everyone in this town, Ronnie. There’s no place we can hide. Jesus Christ. Maybe we should call Ed, tell him Trang went crazy or something, tried to rip us off.

––––––––
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RONNIE

Forget it, Dale. You lie about as well as you screw.

––––––––
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DALE

Nice.

––––––––
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RONNIE

You know what I mean. He’d see right through you.

Dale steers the vehicle into a Gardiner on-ramp.

––––––––
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DALE

Look, I know a place. Five hours north of here. My uncle’s hunt camp in Kukagami. It’s the last place Ed’d think to look.

––––––––
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RONNIE

A hunt camp. If we’re gonna drive, drive south, fuck sake. We take turns at the wheel, we’re in Miami in two days.

––––––––
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DALE

They got dogs at Customs, Ronnie, can smell dope on your breath.

Forget about it. We lay low at my uncle’s place—it’s a cottage, a real nice place on the lake—we hang there a couple days, then drive to Montreal. I know a guy there’ll take the shit off our hands. Then we head for Europe or maybe New Zealand. Someplace Ed never heard of.

––––––––
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RONNIE

What if your uncle’s there?

––––––––
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DALE

He’s in Daytona till the end of March, same drill every year.

Ronnie doesn’t like it, but she cranks the music and settles back in her seat for the long drive ahead.

––––––––
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EXT. HIGHWAY 401 - LATER

The Ram exits onto Highway 400 North.

––––––––
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EXT. STOKES AVIATION - DAWN

A rustic private home/office forms the center of a small lakefront aviation business: two bush planes on skis on the frozen lake, a tall antenna on the roof, windsock etc.

––––––––
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INT. STOKES AVIATION/MASTER BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

TOM STOKES, 32, fully dressed in winter gear, leans over the bed to kiss his wife MANDY, 30, on the forehead. Mandy flips the covers back, revealing a very pregnant abdomen.

––––––––
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MANDY

Come back to bed.

––––––––
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TOM

Love to, but I gotta boogie. Billy Trudeau said he saw a busted window in one the outpost cabins. I want to get that squared away so I can be back in time for Steve’s party.

––––––––
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MANDY

Our big five-year-old. Okay, I’m up.

Mandy sits up groggily as Tom leaves the room.

––––––––
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INT. STOKES AVIATION/STEVE’S BEDROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Tom kisses his sleeping son, STEVE, 5 today, on the forehead.

––––––––
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INT. CESSNA 180 - LATER

Tom is powering up, talking to Mandy via headset. The day is overcast but it’s not snowing here.

––––––––
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TOM

(into headset)

This is Quebec Victor Bravo, ready for take-off on Friday Lake.

––––––––
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INT. STOKES AVIATION/OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Mandy sits at the radio console in a housecoat and fuzzy slippers, sipping a coffee and speaking into the microphone.

Amongst the typical paraphernalia of an aviation business, several shooting trophies are arrayed on a nearby table, the female figures they depict aiming rifles or handguns.
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