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FADE | N:
INT. T.J.” S APT/ BEDROOM - NI GHT

A small figurine table Ianp throws a weak orange circle on
the bedside table.In the circle, a well-worn paperback copy
of "Antique Value Guide" |ays open, face down.

Across fromthe table, a period dresser with a large mrror
showcases cut-glass perfune bottles, vintage boudoir
toiletry itens and tiny porcelain animals.

Reflected in the mirror: an attractive woman in her m d-
twenties with a generous nouth and too-straight hair (T.J.
MARTIN). She sits cross-legged in bed totally absorbed in
the screen of her laptop. Periodically she nmutters under her
breath and types on the keyboard.

Across the foot of her bed |lays a homemade quilt containing
one sl eeping cat.

T.J.
She’s doing it AGAIN. Arrrgh

Fists POUND the mattress.
The cat, stretches, yawns and craw s up under the | aptop.
T.J.
(catches her breath)
On! Ali, you scared ne...silly girl.

T.J. reaches down, extracts the cat, eyes still riveted to
t he screen.

CLCSE ON COMPUTER SCREEN

The nouse cursor depresses the gray "CONFI RM BI D'
button. | mMmedi ately, a "DO YOU W SH TO RE-BI D' nessage pops up

T.J.(0 S.)
Yes, YES.

Frantic fingers punch in "$81.26" in the bid field, press
"ENTER " An error nessage inforns T.J. the "AUCTI ON HAS ENDED'.

T.J.(0 S.)
Arrrgh.

Fi ngers refresh the screen. The auction just ending was for
a Harker Apple and Pear bow . The high bidder in the anount
of $79.56 is ' PRI CELESS415’ .

BACK TO SCENE



T.J.looks at the | aptop screen.

T.J.
Who IS this person?

She strokes Ali as she contenpl ates her | oss.

T.J.
Damm and | wanted that bow
too. Gotta be sone rich bitch with
noney to burn.
(looking into cat’s face)
Well, at |east we made her pay for
it! Hm vyou think?

T.J. logs out, SNAPS the | aptop shut.

She puts Ali on the floor, scoots the | aptop under the bed
and crawl s under the covers. Wth a sigh, she switches off
the table | anp.

For a nmonent there is not a sound in the room Then:

T.J.
PRI CELESS!

Sound of pillow bei ng POUNDED
| NT. SAME LOCATI ON - MORNI NG

The bedsi de phone is RING NG and RING NG A hand reaches out
fromunder the covers...hovers above the receiver. The
answeri ng machi ne pi cks up.

As a MOTHER S VO CE begi ns recordi ng, the hand di sappears
back under the covers.

MOTHER S VO CE ( ON MACHI NE)
(sing song)
Teresa Jane, it’s Momi HELLO. .. You
t here? HELLO.
(cheerily)
W’ ve been waiting all week to hear
fromyou, dear
(asi de)
She’s not there... | guess. | don’t
have her cell phone nunber.
(back to nachi ne)
K. Call ne. Ch...oh, Paula’s
getting married...no date yet.
(beat)
Call ne! Dad says "hello". Bye.



The phone goes dead. A faint GRUNT enanates from under the
covers as the body turns over.

INT. T.J.” S APT/ KI TCHEN- DI NI NG - SHORT Tl ME LATER

The decor is one part efficiency kitchen/dining and one part
collector’s cove with Fire King dishes, antique toaster,
50's cafe curtains and lots of Apple and Pear plates, bow s,
pitchers and other pottery.

T.J., face hidden behind a cereal box, CRUNCHES her
cornfl akes. She turns the box around revealing the trace of
a mlk nustache and conti nues CRUNCH NG energetically.

Ali junps up on the table. T.J. grabs her.

T.J.
Al'i, you know you’re not all owed up
here. Were’'s your bow ?

Cat under her arm T.J. searches through the bottom cabi nets
until she locates the small bag of cat food. She pours a
dabble into a cereal dish on the floor. Puts Ali on the floor.

T.J.
K, there you go. Now, stay OFF the
tabl e.
T.J. returns to her cereal and coffee. Half way into the
first bite, the phone RINGS. She partially rises, pads the
table with both hands, finally locating her cell phone under
t he newspaper. She gl ances at the nunber.
T.J.
Hi, Jacki. You still on?
(listens)

Good. Pick you up in 30. OK?
(l'i stens sone nore)
Ri ght. Bye.

I NT/EXT. T.J.’S CAR - DAY

JACKI opens the car door and slides in. She's dark-eyed,
athl etic-1ooking twenty-sonething in a well-worn basebal
cap, T-shirt and faded jeans.

Her entire body says "energy."

JACK
Hi !

T.J.
Ready for action?



T.J.

Jacki

checks

nods '

JACK
You betcha. Get ny e-numil?

her mrror, pulls out into traffic.

T.J.
Nope....l mean | haven’'t checked ny
e-mai |l this norning. Wiy? What’ s up?

JACK
Scored big time. You know that Red
Poppy rolling pin |I’'ve been wanting?

T.J.
You found it!

JACKI
YES.

T.J.
eBay?
‘yes. "

The car accelerates onto the freeway passing early norning
construction pickups and soccer nons with bouncing kids in
t he back.

The car

T.J.

JACK
I was so scared sonmeone would junp
in at the last mnute and outbid ne.

T.J.

Tell me about it. | got shot out

| ast night on a Apple and Pear bow .
JACK

Pricel ess AGAI N?
T.J.

She’ s got ny nunber Jacki. | swear,

"1l never sneak anything past that
worman. She mnust haunt the Internet
| ooki ng for MY Apple and Pear.

exits toward an ol der part of the downtown fringe.

JACK
Know what cha nean. | finally gave
up on wall pockets...they re just
outta reach

whi ps into the parking |l ot of a | arge exposition
bui | di ng surrounded by cars.



T.J.
Big crowd today.

They search for a parking spot, w nding past shoppers of
every description, all converging on the entrance sign
procl ai m ng "FLEA MARKET TODAY. "

JACK
No ki dding. Hey, there s one!

T.J. carefully wedges her vehicle into the open space beside

an SWV being | oaded with a small, oak table.
T.J.
Ni ce.
JACK

You see the carving?
T.J. turns off the ignition, glances toward the buil di ng.

T.J.
Ready?

Car doors SLAM as the two wonen nake a beeline for the
covered entrance bordered on both sides by fresh fruit and
veget abl e vendors.

I NT. FLEA MARKET - DAY

Doors fly open to reveal...chaos: A cavernous roomfilled
with wall-to-wall HUVANITY crawl i ng over and around one
anot her exam ni ng, testing and HAGA.I NG over civilization's
detritus.

Excited CHATTER arises fromthe endl ess array of snal

boot hs, card tables, display cases and clothing racks filled
to overflowing with pottery, paintings, vintage dresses,
cowboy nenorabilia, tranp art, woven rugs, bird cages, old
records and furniture.

Behi nd every table is a sharp-eyed, gray-haired proprietor

or pony-tailed, tattooed trader eager to swap stories, nake
deal s or hawk their wares.

The girls hang nonentarily in the doorway inhaling the anbi ance.

T.J.
What a rush

JACK
So many goodies...so little tine.



They are blown into the fray by the on-rush of yet another
bat ch of collectors BURSTI NG t hrough the door behind them

T.J.
Renenber, Apple and Pear...Apple
and Pear.

| medi ately, the wonen are swept along by the clanoring tide.
I N THE VI NTAGE CLOTHES BOOTH

Jacki ducks into a small nook to scope out a black vel vet
cocktail dress. She places the dress up against her body for
a fit check.

JACK
Whatta you think?

But T.J.’s |ong gone.

Jacki scrutinizes the hanging white tag. The vintage-attired
PROPRI ETOR confines in a stage WH SPER

PROPRI ETOR
| may be able to do a little better
than that, say...$73?

JACK
It’s beautiful...let me think about it.

She returns the dress to the rack then stands on her tiptoes
trying to spot T.J. in the noving sea of faces.

IN THE KI TCHEN COLLECTI BLE' S BOOTH

A ki tchen china display hooks T.J. like a fish. She fights
her way upstreamto the bait...a Fire King pitcher. Reaching
bet ween two TALKI NG wonen, she snags her prize, receiving
wilting | ooks in the process.

T.J.
Excuse ne.

It | ooks perfect. T.J. carefully runs her finger around the
rim Stops. Alittle flake is mssing. She exani nes the

i nper fection.

The SHOPKEEP | ooks over her shoul der.

SHOPKEEP
You don’t see nmany that nice. Perfect.



T.J.
No. It’s not perfect there' s a
fl ake m ssing... here.

SHOPKEEP
Lenme see.

T.J. awaits the verdict.

SHOPKEEP
Not noticeable...but I'Il knock
off...five doll ars.

T.J.
Make it ten and I'I| take it.

The shopkeep pulls out a little spiral pad.She flips through
t he pages, squints at sone cryptic notes.

SHOPKEEP
Umm got too nmuch in it. Mke it
ei ght .
T.J.
(smling)
Done!

Wil e the shopkeep wraps her pitcher in newspaper, T.J.
funbl es for her purse.

JACKI (O S.)
What’ d ya get?

T.J. turns around, |ooks up.

T.J.
Fire King pitcher. Wat about you?

JACK
Not hing so far. Wait a minute...wait
a mnute. Is that a wall pocket?

T.J. scans the shel ves.

T.J.
Wher e?

Jacki stoops down and cones back up with her prize. She
opens her hands.

JACK
Ni ppon.

She checks the price tag...shows it to T.J..



T.J.
Good price. Hope it’s not a knockoff.

The shopkeep returns with the pitcher in a brown grocery
sack which she trades for T.J.’s dollars.

JACK
I’ mgonna get it.

T.J.
k. Meet you in the next booth.

Jacki, makes a final inspection, hands the wall pocket to
the shopkeep as T.J. dives back into the crowd.

MONTAGE OF FLEA MARKET SCENES

-- Jacki and T.J. exam ne a hand-woven rug struggling to
check it for damage in the narrow confines of a snmall booth.

-- Jacki tries on nore vintage clothing--nodeling hats for
T.J. s approval.

-- T.J. discovers a "real find"... a set of Fire King cups
and saucers which she proceeds to purchase.

-- A chance neeting of friends and the introduction of a
young, tag-al ong daughter and soon-to-be collector.

EXT. FLEA MARKET - PARKI NG LOT - LATER

Doubl e doors swi ng open to expel Jacki and T.J., arns | aden
with grocery sacks, recycled shoppi ng bags and one funky ol d
floor lanp with a beaded fringe shade.

JACK
Mauri e | ooked good. .. huh?

T.J.
Great. And that Sophie...just l|ike her.

JACK
| guess.
(1 ooking over T.J. packages)
Good hunti ng.

T.J.
Oh yeah, but not one piece of
Har ker. 1’ m getting paranoid. You

know, | haven’t found any decent
Appl e and Pear in over a nonth...
not ONE pi ece.



JACK
Probably Pricel ess.
T.J.
NOT funny.
JACK
Coul d be. | nean she lives in the

Bay area. Ri ght?

T.J. stops wal king...scrutinizes Jacki

T.J.
What makes you say that?

JACK
Vell, like her nane’s Pricel ess415.
And, isn’t this area code 415. ..
mean Duh.

T.J.
Oh God, you're right. You' re RIGHT
| feel so stupid. | never nade the
connect . ..

(striking her head)
Right in MY own backyard. My life's
over...|l’ Il NEVER find anot her good
pi ece. NEVER

JACK
Sorry.

T.J., eyes closed, runs her fingers through her hair. A
passi ng coupl e glances her direction questioningly.

T.J. opens her eyes, EXHALES, begi ns wal ki ng agai n. Jack
puts her armaround T.J.’s shoul der, gives her an encouragi ng
hug.

I NT. COFFEE SHOP - LATER

The two wonen consune garden sal ads and sip coffee. Quy
wat chi ng through the wi ndow is an acknow edged pl us.

JACK
| have a little secret |’ve been
savi ng.

T.J.
OK, who is he?

Jacki smiles, pops a salad tomato into her nouth.



JACK
Actually he works in ny
building...third floor.

T.J.
Yeah? And. .

JACK
Nane’'s David, |likes to bi ke. G eat
sense of hunor.

T.J.
So, what’s he | ook |ike?

JACK
Hrm sandy hair...thin...mybe 6
foot. Nice eyes.

T.J.
Where’' d you neet M. Nice Eyes? |
want details, details.

JACK
El evator. Buil di ng snack
bar...around. | nean, we' ve | ocked

eyes several times in the past
coupl e of nonths.

T.J. pauses to scope out a couple of guys who just canme in.

T.J.
How s the sex?

JACK
W’ ve only had one date.

Jacki picks the onions out of her sal ad.

T.J.
What’s taking so long, girl?

JACK
I’mal nost afraid to say it
T.J....but | have a good feeling
about this one.
(rmuses)
Everything seens ...oh | don’t
know. . . Rl GHT maybe.

T.J.’ s gaze follows another nmal e passerby. As he di sappears
fromview her attention snaps back to Jacki

T.J.
| hate you, you know.

10.



