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INT. OFFICE – DUSK

Open on a shot of JAMES BOND sitting in his dimly-lit office with his feet propped up on his desk.  Non-diegetic piano and upright bass play a smooth jazz vamp. James has a lit cigarette hanging from his mouth and the smoke is swirling into the air around his fedora'd head.  The blinds on the window cast thin shadows onto him as the sun begins to set and the street lights prepare to turn on.

(Off-screen) The street lights prepare to turn on.  Ian Fleming's estate threatens legal action.

James (voice-over):

I was smoking a cigarette in my office when, all of a sudden...

James:

The street lights prepared to turn on.

Shot of KAYLA, James's young and curvaceous partner, who is transcribing his words with a typewriter.

James:

Read that back to me, Kayla.

Kayla:
(Reading from paper in typewriter) I was smoking a cigare--

James:

No, that was just a voice-over!

There is a knock at the door and James and Kayla both look to see who it is.  Kayla stands up to answer the door, as James puts out his cigarette.  She opens the door to reveal JEFF standing at the door.  Jeff is dressed in humble attire and is holding with both hands his hat, which normally covers his bald head.

James:

I apologize for the lengthy description of your entrance and further apologize for not paying attention to what your name was.

Jeff:

My name is Jeff.

James:

Of course it is, it says so right above your dialogue.  Now, how about a last name?

Jeff Bridges:

How's that?

James:

Just fine.  So, Mr. Bridges, what brings you to my office on this film-noir-esque evening?

Mr. Bridges:

Please, call me Jeff.  It's what the script introduced me as and it will help me learn my lines if I only have to highlight dialogue for one name.

Off-screen: Jeff has never been nominated for an Academy Award.  He was, however, voted Tallest Guy for his senior yearbook in high school.

James:

Alright, Jeff.  Have it your way.  But when you step into the set built to represent my office, you play by my rules.  So how can I help you to help me pay the rent on this remnant of the 20th century?

Jeff:

Well, Mr. Bond, I need you to help me find something.  Something very near and dear to my heart.

Mr. Bond:

Now, Jeff, if I'm going to do you a favor, I expect the same courtesy extended back to me.

Jeff:

Oh, I'm sorry, James.  My mistake.

James:

(Without a heavy Italian-American accent) Forget about it.  (Looks to Kayla)  Don't worry, Kayla.  We'll have some lines for you soon.

Kayla:

Okay, James.

James:

See?  (Turns back to Jeff) Anyways, continue, Jeff.

Jeff:

Thank you.  So, um, something very near to my heart was taken from me.

James:

And what's that?

A boom microphone enters the frame.  DIRECTOR stands up from his chair.

Director (off-screen):

Cut!  Boom in the shot!

The camera stops filming.

The camera resumes filming.

James:

Okay, well let's fucking get it right this time, then.  Jesus fucking christ.

Kayla:

Don't forget to capitalize 'christ', James.

James:

I'll capitalize whatever I damn well please.  Now, where are we taking this from?

Director (off-screen):

How about we start with you saying “forget about it”?

James:

Fine with me.  Give us the word.

Director (off-screen):

Okay, everybody.  Places.  Quiet on the set.  Slate.

A slate comes in front of the lens.

Slate clapper (partially on-screen):

Scene 3B.  Take 3.  (Claps slate and removes it from the frame)

Director (off-screen):

Action.

James:

(Without a heavy Italian-American accent) Forget about it.  (Looks to Kayla)  Don't worry, Kayla.  We'll have some lines for you soon.

Kayla:

Okay, James.

James:

See?  (Turns back to Jeff) Anyways, continue, Jeff.

Jeff:

Thank you.  So, um, something very near to my heart was taken from me.

James:

And what's that?

Jeff:

(With Kayla mouthing the line) My birthmark, James.  (Kayla stops mouthing the line)  It was right under my left breast.  I thought I left it right there and I've been searching for it all day.  My only conclusion is that it was stolen from me during the night.

James:

Is there a scar?

Jeff:

Yes, from my reduction surgery.

James:

Well thank god that these crooks didn't take that too.

Kayla:

Capitalization, James.

James:

Kayla, nobody wants to hear about your political views.  Now, Jeff, had you been liberal with this birthmark?  Perhaps you've lent it out and forgotten about it.

Jeff:

Only in the classical sense, James.  I value my property.

James:

As do I.  A case like this usually demands three hundred big ones up front.

Jeff:
Well I can only pay you in small ones.  I hope you accept Sacagawea dollars.

James:

Roll them up and we'll smoke these thieves out of their joints, if I may be so blunt.

Kayla:

Spliff.

James:

(To Kayla) Gesundheit. (Turns to Jeff) Now, Jeff, do you have any idea as to who may have taken this birthmark?

Jeff:

It's not so much an idea as it is a clue.  I found this ransom note in my mailbox (produces an envelope from his pocket and hands it to James).

James:

(Opens the envelope and reads the contents) 1,552,740 Deutsch Marks for your birth mark?  Don't these Holzköpfe know that the Euro is the official currency of Germany now?  Regardless, Kayla, get a conversion to God's currency.

Kayla:

(Searches at the laptop computer that has replaced her typewriter)  Nearly one million dollars, James.

James:

Is your birth mark worth that much to you, Jeff?

Jeff:

I don't know.  That's a lot of money, James.

James:

Of course it is.  And these terrorists think they can get it from you.  So let's give it to them!

Jeff:

Figuratively or literally?

James:

Both.  Now, your father is a rich millionaire, is he not?

Jeff:

He's actually a poor billionaire.

James:

Pity.  Now, would he help you pay this ransom to get your birthmark back?

Jeff:

I'm not sure that he would.  He hasn't spoken to me since I left home.

James:

When did you leave home?

Jeff:

At about four o'clock.  I wanted to make sure I had time to grab a sandwich before I got here.

James:

I see.  When's the last time you talked to your father?

The conversation is interrupted by the tinny sound of a small speaker playing a Billboard Top 40 rhythm and blues hit.  Jeff reaches into his coat, produces a cellular telephone, and flips it open.  The music stops and anybody in the audience who watches MTV more than two hours a day is disappointed.

Jeff:

(Answering phone)  Hello? (Pause) Hi, Dad.  (Pause)  Yeah, I'm just here at James Bond's trying to get some help finding my birthmark.  (Pause)  Yeah, the one you gave me when I was a kid.  I found a ransom note in the mailbox; I don't know if you want to pay it or what.  (Pause)  One million dollars.  (Pause)  Okay, but they want it in Deutsch Marks.  (Pause)  Yeah, I don't know if those are minted anymore either.  (Quietly) Oh, by the way, did you pay Dr. Bond for me?

James:

(Curiously to Jeff) What was that?

The street lights turn on off-screen, barely changing the lighting of the set.

Jeff:

The street lights turning on.

James:

No, not that.  The audience doesn't care about that; they can't even see them.  You called me 'Doctor Bond' when earlier you addressed me as 'Mister'.

Jeff:

(Nervously playing innocent) Doctor?  No...

James:

Look, I've had enough trouble with Ian Fleming's estate as it is.

Jeff:

(Assuming villainous British accent and speaking slyly)  Come, now, James.  Can't we just Live and Let--

James:

Don't say it, Jeff.

Jeff:

(Reverts back to his normal, Franco-Japanese accent)  Alright, James.  Now, are you going to help me find my birthmark or not?

James:

Maybe if you stop with the monologues and parenthetical directions.  Poor Kayla here has barely had any screen time.

Jeff:

It wasn't a monologue, James, and you know it.  It was a phone conversation that only showed one side for brevity and simplicity.

Kayla:

Jeff!  You're still on the phone with your father!

Jeff:

Oh.  (Puts phone back to ear)  Yeah, sorry, Dad.  (Pause)  Really?  (Pause)  Alright.  (Closes phone and puts it back into his pocket)  Well, my father isn't going to give me the ransom money until I apologize in person.

James:

Well, Kayla's right there, Jeff.

Jeff:

No, not to her.  To my father.

James:

Well I think they both deserve an apology.

Jeff:
I'm sorry, Dr. Bond.

James and Kayla (simultaneously):

Apology accepted.

Jeff:

No, James, I said 'Doctor'.

James:

Well, how was I supposed to know you meant her?

Jeff:

Well, she's a doctor and you're not.

James:

We're both doctors, Jeff.

Cut to show the His and Hers doctorates hanging on the wall.

Do not cut to show the office door painted with the words BOND PLASTIC SURGERY.

Jeff:

(To James) You're both plastic surgeons?

James:

No, I'm only one plastic surgeon, but Kayla is also a plastic surgeon.  Watch your pronouns.

Kayla:

Come now, James.  It's not Jeff's fault that there's no second person plural pronoun in English.

James:

Well, he was only talking to me.  Look at the parenthetical direction.

Kayla:

I suppose, James.

Jeff:

(Glancing at Kayla periodically) So, are you two married?

James:

That we are! Twelve dog years to the month!

Jeff:

(To himself) To the dog month?

James:

Now, Jeff, unless you've got more parenthetical directions to take care of, maybe we should go to your father's home before the end of principal photography.


Jeff:

(Walking towards the door, with James and Kayla following behind) Alright, that's my last one for this scene.  Let's go.

Fade through black.

INT.  BRIDGES FAMILY MANSION – JUST BEFORE THE EVENING NEWS

James, Jeff, and Kayla enter the brightly lit, marble-decorated foyer of the Bridges Mansion.

Jeff:

Come this way to the living room, you two.  Have a seat.

Jeff and Kayla sit down together on a sofa.  Jeff sits across from them on a recliner and is visibly annoyed with Kayla.

Jeff:

My father will be down shortly.

James:

How do you know?

Jeff:

He texted me.

James:

(Takes off overcoat and sets it on his lap)  Really?  I didn't hear a Top 40 R&B song play from your telephone.

Jeff:

Yeah, I got rid of that.  I thought it was too anachronistic, you know?  (To Kayla) So... how did you two meet?

Kayla:

One night, we were both out jogging and we both came around the same corner and ran into each other because they hadn't installed street lights yet after renovating the area.  I was fine, but...

James:

My face was more fractal than a Mandelbrot set.

Off-screen: traffic to Wikipedia peaks.

Kayla:

His face was a mess.  He had to undergo major reconstructive surgery.  In exchange for him not suing me, I went ahead and performed the surgery for free.

James:

And she married me, too!  She never believes me when I tell her I could have done it myself if the swelling around my eyes wasn't so bad.

(Off-screen) Nash:

So, I don't think we need to ask if it was love at first sight.

Camera reveals NASH BRIDGES, Jeff's father, standing at the base of the stairs.

Jeff:

Hello, father.

father:

The name's Nash, son.  Didn't you learn anything from the first two pages?

Jeff:

I'm sorry.

Nash:

Really?  That's all you have to say?

Jeff:

Yes.

Nash:

Well, then.  That was easy.  I expected some sort of argument or something.  I asked you to come and give me an apology and your second line of the scene is just that.  Well, I suppose I should help you get that birthmark back.

Nash begins to get his checkbook from his pocket.

Kayla:

Actually, it's not his second line of the scene.  It's just the second line that you were in the room for.

Nash:

Jeff, is this true?

Jeff:

Kayla!  Be quiet!

James:

Jeff's right, Kayla!  You've been getting a lot of lines lately and I don't like it!

Nash:

Jeff, who are these people?  I didn't read any of the script before my first line.

Jeff:

This is James Bond and Kayla Bond.

Nash:

James Bond and Nash Bridges on the same screen?

Jeff:
That's right.

Nash:

Well, what's all this business about a missing birthmark?

James:

Jeff came to me and my wife because he believes that his birthmark was stolen.

Nash:

Are you detectives?

James:

No, we're plastic surgeons.

Nash:

Both of you?

Kayla:
Yes.

Nash:

Jeff, why didn't you come to me first?

Jeff:

You're not a detective anymore.

Nash:

Jeff, I was never a detective.  You've been watching too much TV.  Why did you see two plastic surgeons about a missing birthmark?

Jeff:

I was only seeing one plastic surgeon.

James:

Jeff, for the...hold on, let me look back in the script...

James looks over the script to see how many times Jeff has been informed that both Bonds are plastic surgeons.  Kayla nervously waits for her next line.

James:

Alright.  For the fourth time, Jeff, I'm a plastic surgeon as well.

Jeff:

(Annoyed) Well, that's not the only thing Kayla never told me.

Kayla is shocked and frozen with fear.  Jeff realizes that he's made a mistake.

James:

(Calmly)  Well, I'm not surprised.

Kayla:
(Surprised) You're not?

James:

Of course not.  Why would I expect you to confide in a total stranger?

Jeff:

(Relieved that James isn't suspicious)  Right.

James:

I mean, I would never tell a complete stranger that I gave you those beautiful breasts of yours, Kayla.  Why would you talk about our private life with a stranger either?

Jeff glares at Kayla.  Nash looks at his script impatiently, waiting for a line.

Kayla:

(Nervous, but relieved that James isn't suspicious)  Exactly.  I mean, I wouldn't tell a total stranger something like...oh...I don't know...like that, in college, you got a tattoo of yourself getting a tattoo.

James:

(Laughing with Kayla)  It's true!  I did!  Let me show you!

Kayla:

(Realizing that she's made a mistake)  Wait!

While Kayla panics, James lifts up his shirt to reveal said tattoo as well as a peculiar-looking discoloration.

Kayla:

James!

James:

(Looking at discoloration) What's this ugly thing next to me on me?

Nash:

(Furious) That's my son's birthmark, you thief!  You're not getting those Deutsch Marks anymore, douche mar—er—bag!  I'm calling the police!

Kayla:

(Offended) What language!

Jeff:

Why do you always have to use language like that in front of my girlfriends?!

Nash:

Well, I can't assume that she speaks any—wait, girlfriend?

James:

No, Nash, you misunderstood.  He means “my lover”.  Let me rewrite his line for you, so you understand.

Jeff:

Why do you always have to use language like that in front of my lover?

James:

(Gasping)  So it's true!  (To Kayla)  You're having an affair?  (Sorting things out in his head)  So that's how this birthmark got on me...you took it off of him and put it on me in the middle of the night, when the only thing piercing the darkness is the street lights!

Kayla:

It's just so damned ugly!

Nash:

Well, it's still stolen! Ich rufe an die Polizeien!

Kayla:

What language...?

James:

It's German!  You should know;  you're the one who wanted to scam a million dollars from this poor man's father.

Jeff:

That's right I'm a poor man!  My father won't help me with my gambling debts!  That online poker is just so addictive!

Nash:

You idiot, online poker hasn't been invented yet.  This is a period piece.

Jeff:

Well, which period is it, then?  I certainly can't figure it out.

Nash:

(Sarcastically) The Cretaceous period!  How the hell should I know?  I didn't write the script.

James:

(To Kayla and Jeff) So, you were both in on this!

Jeff:

Of course!  You didn't think I'd let a woman perform surgery on me unless I was getting my money back later and having sex with her, did you?

Kayla:

Du Schwein!

Nash:

No son of mine is a sexist!

Nash charges after his son.

Kayla:

Jeff!

Nash and his son begin to roll around on the floor, fighting one another.

James:

Wait a minute!  Everybody be quiet!

Everyone stops moving and shouting.

James:

(Whispering)  Listen.

Everyone looks around cautiously.

A Tyrannosaurus Rex bursts through the front door without wiping his or her feet.

Nash:

It is the Cretaceous!

Freeze frame on Nash's horrified expression.

Cue upbeat, relaxing music.  A friendly voice narrates the conclusion of the program. 

Voice-over:

We would like to thank you for joining us tonight for this presentation of Sunday Sundown Theatre, brought to you by Clancy's Street Lights.  Remember: If You Can See, It Must Be Clancy's.  Good night, folks.

