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EXT. SOUTH BEACH, M AM, FLORI DA - DAY

Mam’'s South Beach is glowing in the warm sun. THE CAMERA
PANS across the busy waterfront with its bl ue ocean and
swayi ng pal mtrees, which leads us to —

EXT. CAFE I N SOUTH BEACH, M AM, FLORI DA — DAY

YAYA -- A LATIN TUNE creates an exotic joyful npbod at the
café where an up-scale crowd fills the tables. A

di stingui shed gentleman in his sixties, BEN HESSEY, sits at a
table, sipping an ice-tea and enjoying the bustle while

| eafi ng through a nagazi ne.

A very good-| ooking, well-dressed man in his late forties,
LOU S, stops at the entrance and scans the café. H s eyes

[ight up when he sees Ben. Slowy, keeping his eyes on the
ol der man, he wal ks cl oser.

LQU S
Excuse nme, do you mind if | share
your table?

Ben | ooks up and breaks out in a big smle.

BEN
Louis, finally.

He rises and they awkwardly start to shake hands, then change
their mnds and enbrace. They sit down and just | ook at each
other. A WAI TER appears.

LOU S
|11 have what he’s havi ng.

The WAI TER nods and di sappears.

BEN
So, how was the trip?

LOU S

(in a staccato voice)
Airline food. Peanuts. Broken air
condi tioning. Two dozen bl ue-haired
| adi es i n spandex pants and Panel a
Ander son |i ps.

(resigned)
| needed to drown ny msery in
whi sky but they only allowed ne
three tiny drinks.

Ben chuckl es.
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