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INT. BASKETBALL ARENA, COLLEGE OF WILLIAM AND MARY - DAY

AMELIA, IAN, and SAMANTHA, all 22, shuffle into the arena for 
the graduation ceremony. Students in cap and gown fill the 
seats facing the stage. They sit. A SPEAKER, 60ish, dressed 
in academic regalia, steps up to the podium onstage.

Amelia beams as the ceremony begins.

AMELIA (V.O.)
I had a plan.

SPEAKER
It is an honor to stand before you 
today. I have no doubt that you, 
the bright minds sitting before me, 
will mark and shape the future of 
this nation. It is no coincidence 
that we call this ceremony 
‘Commencement.’ Because just as 
your undergraduate careers come to 
a close, a new chapter begins. 
Congratulations, class of 2012. 
There are great things ahead of 
you.

The crowds gives a standing ovation. 

AMELIA
(whispering to her 
friends)

We did it! We’re adults!

INT. ART GALLERY - DAY

Amelia, in work clothing, sits in an interview at a 
minimalist, modern art gallery in Washington, DC. The HP bar 
is still full over her head. The air conditioner fills the 
room with a sterile quiet. A stiff WOMAN INTERVIEWER sits 
across from her at a design-forward desk, taking detailed 
notes. Above them hangs a supermodern light fixture.

WOMAN INTERVIEWER
(reading over resume)

Amelia Brewer. It says here you 
have highest honors from William 
and Mary?



AMELIA
Yes. I wrote a thesis about the 
connection between the 
Hausmannization of Paris and 
changes in the spatiality of 19th 
century interiors, as tracked 
through paintings in the Academy.

INTERVIEWER
(writing)

Hausmannization... spatiality... 
interiors... Academy.
19th century, then? This is a 
modern gallery, you realize.

AMELIA 
Absolutely, the post-postmodern is 
really working here. I’m not 
committed to any particular era. 
This, I just love.

Amelia points to the light fixture.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
Who made it?

INTERVIEWER
The lights aren’t part of the 
collection.

Amelia frowns.

INT. SMITHSONIAN MUSEUM - DAY

Amelia sits across from an elderly male CURATOR in another 
job interview.

CURATOR
Your resume is very impressive. 
Good research background, long-term 
work under your professor... you’d 
be a shoe-in here. Unfortunately, 
we filled the Program Assistant 
position yesterday. He’s lovely. 
Worked with us before he retired 
five years ago. But we’ll be sure 
to keep your resume on file.
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INT. MARKETING FIRM - DAY

A SUIT in his thirties sits at a desk overlooking downtown 
DC. Amelia sits rigidly in a chair lower to the ground than 
the suit’s.

SUIT
Why advertising?

AMELIA
I’m super passionate about 
communicating through images. Which 
is why I majored in art history -- 
it’s studying how images and 
culture interact.

SUIT
What would you say is your most 
relevant marketing experience?

AMELIA
I wrote a paper on Andy Warhol’s 
Campbell’s soup cans and how they 
affected cultural ideology. But 
mostly I’m trying to learn new 
skills. You know, break into the 
field.

SUIT
No internships or classes?

AMELIA
Not particularly. 

The suit marks an ‘x’ at the top of Amelia’s resume.

AMELIA (V.O.)
But the thing about plans: they 
change.

INT. T.G.I. FRIDAY’S - DAY

Amelia stands awkwardly by a wooden bar, resume in hand. A 
Hispanic MANAGER, 30, female, appears. She speaks with an 
accent.

MANAGER
Have you waited tables before?

AMELIA
No. I’ve been a sandwich 
craftswoman, though. Also, I used 
to work at a chocolate store.
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MANAGER
Which store? Godiva? Rocky 
Mountain?

AMELIA
Mr. Sweety’s. 

MANAGER
Mr. Sweety’s? I do not know a Mr. 
Sweety’s. Who is Mr. Sweety? 

AMELIA
Well, he’s this little white guy 
with a funny hat like this -- 
Anyway, he -- the business, that 
is, he’s not real, he’s a fictional 
imp -- he went out of business.

MANAGER
So there is no Mr. Sweety.

AMELIA
No.

MANAGER
(looking over resume)

You speak Spanish?

AMELIA
I minored in French.

MANAGER
Que va. Nobody here speaks French. 

AMELIA
I also speak English exceptionally 
well.

The manager shakes her head. Amelia’s health bar sinks to 
critical damage, with only the smallest quantity of health 
left.

INT. AMELIA’S ROOM - DAY

AMELIA (V.O.)
And then sometimes, plans just 
crumble into a heap of dust. Which 
then slides through your fingers. 
And probably ends up in someone 
else’s grabby, little hands.
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Amelia’s room shows touches of the academic - piles of books, 
messy drawers, art posters - mixed with elements of childhood 
and geekdom. White Christmas lights hang throughout the room. 
Amelia lies spread-eagle on her bed with her cell phone on 
her face. Copies of her resume surround her. She lets out a 
drawn-out groan and rolls over.

INT. BREWER HOME, TV ROOM - DAY

Blinds drawn, a lamp lights the room. Amelia, in her pajamas, 
huddles on the couch. 

She is surrounded by various bits of used cutlery. Amelia 
plays Pokemon on her Game Boy Color by lamp-light.

Her little sister, KATIE, 15, enters the room and slams back 
the curtains, letting in the morning light. She has a 
newspaper in her hand and is shouldering a backpack.

AMELIA
God, Katie, what are you doing?

KATIE
Daywalking. Do you know what today 
is?

AMELIA
The day I reign victorious over the 
Fuschia City Gym, obviously. 

KATIE
No, it’s Sunday. You’ve been up 
here for three weeks. Mom’s getting 
all...mom-ragey.

AMELIA
(sucked into the game)

Yeah, cool...

Katie tosses the newspaper classifieds at Amelia’s head. 
Amelia catches them in a quick, ninja-like motion, her eyes 
still on the game.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
I see you have not yet walked the 
route of paper, young sister.

The classifieds are covered in red circles. Most are around 
jobs Amelia is wildly unqualified for: dog shampooer, 
physician’s assistant, paralegal.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
Mom gave you this?
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KATIE
She seems pretty insistent that you 
call all of those. Also, Mr. Patel 
who lives next door might have 
something at the Mac fixit place.

Amelia puts the GameBoy down and looks at the paper.

AMELIA
She knows I’m not good with 
computers, right? Look - she 
circled dog shampooer. I don’t know 
how to shampoo dogs.

KATIE
Then learn. Forbes says 
adaptability is the key to success. 
Make work if you can’t find it. 
Later.

Amelia sets the newspaper aside as Katie makes moves to 
leave.

AMELIA
Yo, second child. It’s not normal 
to go to school on Sunday. You reek 
of overachievement.

KATIE
Work, not school. I need the money.

INT./EXT. YE OLDE TYME MEATMONGERER’S

Tourists line up in an old-fashioned-themed deli. Katie takes 
a person’s order. At least three people in the store wear 
fanny-packs.

AMELIA (V.O.)
Katie took my old job as a sandwich 
craftswoman at Ye Olde Tyme 
Meatmongerer’s. Which is a deli, in 
case you’re wondering, with all the 
extra vowels you can handle. That 
job-thieving snitch.

INT. BREWER HOME, TV ROOM - CONTINUOUS

AMELIA
But I need the money!

KATIE
Better get to calling, then.
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Katie leaves. Amelia frowns, and she loses some HP. The HP 
bar flashes red; she’s critical. She digs for her cell phone 
underneath her on the couch and dials.

AMELIA
Sam, my dreams are dying and I 
haven’t showered in three days.

EXT. PARK - DAY

Samantha, dressed in a matching exercise outfit, tosses a 
frisbee. It floats neatly toward Amelia, who slaps it out of 
the air and onto the ground.

SAMANTHA
Denied!

AMELIA
Like me. I’m sorry, frisbee. I know 
it hurts.

SAMANTHA
Yikes, Brosephina. You’re looking 
rough.

AMELIA
Sorry. I showered. I even used 
soap.

SAMANTHA
Have you tried lowering your 
standards? I mean in the job arena.

AMELIA
I’ve already told you, I’d be a 
terrible prostitute. I’m all knees.

SAMANTHA
No, I mean, Ian just quit his job 
at the Apple Store - maybe they’ll 
take you.

AMELIA
What? Why?

SAMANTHA
Well to be honest, I might not 
employ you, but you do have a solid 
pathetic-desperate thing going on--

AMELIA
(interrupting)

Ian.
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SAMANTHA
He said he has enough saved up from 
that website he built last semester 
for those Redditor dudes. Maybe 
being a Genius isn’t all it’s 
cracked up to be. 

AMELIA
Well, he is a genius. Did you see 
that website? It was like looking 
at the future, but in the present. 
And he made it in the past.

SAMANTHA
No idea what he’s doing now, 
though. He started speaking Geek at 
me.

Amelia excitedly catches Samantha’s latest toss.

AMELIA
Did he say he was going to achieve 
his highest apocalyptic standards 
against his father?

SAMANTHA
More or less. The words ‘freelance 
developer’ may have been in there 
too.

Amelia hucks the frisbee too forcefully, making it wobble and 
fall.

AMELIA
That asshole’s going beat every 
Playstation 2 game he has. Even 
Odin Sphere. He’s going to level-up 
at gaming AND at life!

SAMANTHA
Horror of horrors!

AMELIA
Well anyway, I can’t take a job at 
the Apple Store. I’m a waiting-
tables-reject. What I really need 
is a job where they put me in a 
room and have me identify 
paintings. I’m awesome at 
identifying paintings. I can even 
analyze them.
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SAMANTHA
You could always work for the 
‘rents.

AMELIA
They want me to ‘further my goals’ 
and ‘expand my wings.’

SAMANTHA
Screw your goals for now and sell 
out to the man. They have money and 
a company espresso bar. That’s what 
I did.

Samantha hammers the frisbee beautifully, as if to punctuate 
her success. Amelia kicks the frisbee as it falls to the 
ground.

AMELIA
Sam, you have an unpaid internship. 
And you didn’t sell out from 
anything.

SAMANTHA
Hey. The firm pays me in the finest 
coffee in the District. In those 
single-serve cups. Five flavors. I 
probably could have been a great 
artist or academic or something.

AMELIA
Nobody knows what you do.

SAMANTHA
Consulting. I consult. Sort of.

AMELIA
Of course.

EXT. IAN’S HOUSE - EVENING

Amelia, still with critical HP, parks an old, bumper-
stickered minivan into the driveway. She walks through the 
gravel path on Ian’s parents’ well-manicured lawn. The house 
is a typical Virginia McMansion - vaguely colonial, 
shuttered.

INT. IAN’S BASEMENT

Ian ducks as he walks downstairs, as if bending underneath 
his height. Amelia follows him into a basement bedroom-meets-
computer-pad. A full-size mattress sits on the floor. 
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Soccer flags decorate the room. An large television sits 
against a wall.

IAN
You down for some FIFA? Super 
Smash?

Ian digs through a pile of various clothes, books, and games 
looking for a game disc.

AMELIA
Normally I would. Today I just--

Amelia faceplants onto the mattress.

IAN
Sam said you were bad, but not this 
bad.

AMELIA
I’m not cut out for this world. I 
sent out 20 applications in the 
last week.

IAN
How many did you hear back from?

Amelia, with her face in the mattress, holds up one hand to 
make a zero. Ian sits next to her.

IAN (CONT’D)
You know what I think? Don’t get a 
job. You’re twenty-two. It doesn’t 
matter right now. You are young. Go 
travel the world.

AMELIA
(muffled)

But I don’t have money.

IAN
Hm?

Amelia turns toward Ian.

AMELIA
But I don’t have money. I’m going 
to die, alone, in my parent’s 
house, having never worked anywhere 
worthwhile but Mr. Sweety’s 
Chocolate Barn and Ye Olde Tyme 
Meat Mongerer’s, both of which were 
thinly-veiled drug fronts. 

(MORE)
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My tombstone will read: “Here lies 
Amelia Brewer. She suffered from a 
lack of marketable skills and never 
contributed anything to society.”

IAN
Hey, chin up. It’s only been a 
month. Plus, you probably have an 
extra life hanging out somewhere, 
right?

AMELIA
Mom wants me out, and I have to 
start paying my loans soon. I’ve 
been cutting all the wild grass I 
can find, but there’s less money in 
there than you’d think.

CUT TO:

EXT. GRASSY LAWN - DAY

Amelia, armed with a kitchen knife, battle-cries as she cuts 
a tuft of grass. She finds a nickel on the ground.

INT. IAN’S BASEMENT - CONTINUOUS

IAN
Point is, keep going. It’s like... 
like the economy is Ganondorf. Did 
Twilight Princess Link give up on 
Hyrule when he had to snowboard 
race the yeti and died on the same 
curve three times? No. He restarted 
the game and raced that yeti all 
the way down the mountain, like the 
Hero of Time we all know he is. 
That’s how he got the ball-and-
chain.

AMELIA
I want the ball-and-chain?

IAN
Duh. To swing around on things.

AMELIA
At what part do I make money?

IAN
When you rid Hyrule and Twilia of 
evil?

AMELIA (CONT'D)
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Amelia curls back into Ian’s covers. Ian sits next to her and 
tentatively pats her back, as though he doesn’t know what to 
do with his hands.

IAN (CONT’D)
You’re absurdly smart and 
wonderful. Seriously. You don’t 
think you have skills but you do. 
You’ll make it work.

He puts an arm around her shoulder.

AMELIA
Thanks, Ian. I knew I could count 
on you.

Amelia comes close. Ian leans in, his hands grasping the 
covers. 

Amelia turns away, oblivious.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
So, ready to lose some FIFA?

INT. BREWER HOME, KITCHEN - MORNING

Katie, wearing a public school uniform, watches the news on 
the television while eating cereal. Amelia shuffles in, 
wearing pajamas.

KATIE
Did you hear the news?

AMELIA
(genuinely concerned)

Did Elton John die? George Foreman? 
Grandma?

AMELIA (V.O.)
I missed the deaths of Farrah 
Fawcett and Michael Jackson during 
a week-long marathon of “Aliens are 
Real and Among Us.” It made an 
impression.

KATIE
How did Grandma fall behind George 
Foreman on your heroes list?

AMELIA
Since George inspired hearts and 
minds and started opening community 
centers.
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KATIE
Some museum got robbed. It’s all 
over the news.

Katie flips channels to another news station.

KATIE (CONT’D)
See?

TV REPORTER
Madrid’s El Prado museum was broken 
into this morning, leaving police 
and security bewildered. The museum 
has reported one piece of artwork 
missing: Heironymus Bosch’s The 
Garden of Earthly Delights, 
estimated at fifty million dollars. 
No alarms were tripped during the 
burglary, which took place last 
night.

Amelia pulls eggs out of the fridge and cracks them into the 
skillet.

KATIE
That is so much money. If I had 
that much money, I don’t know what 
I’d do. Quit school. Get a tattoo, 
maybe. Anyway, I’m gone.

Katie leaves for school.

Amelia puts the fried eggs onto a plate. She eats at the 
kitchen counter, the daily news blaring in the background. 
Amelia picks up an egg and holds it, poised over the plate. 
It slides off her fork.

Underneath her plate is another newspaper classifieds 
section, covered in red circles. 

She puts the fork down and grabs her phone, dialing one of 
the numbers in the newspaper. Just as it connects, she panics 
and hangs up. She pockets the phone.

AMELIA
It doesn’t even have to be fifty 
million. Just enough to get me out 
of here would be fine.

Amelia jumps suddenly. Her phone buzzes in her pocket.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
Sam?
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SAMANTHA (V.O.)
Can’t chat. Meet me at 11:30 sharp, 
the World War II Memorial. Don’t be 
late.

Sam hangs up. The phone’s clock reads 8:30.

EXT. WORLD WAR II MEMORIAL, WASHINGTON, D.C. - NOON

Sam leans against the Pacific Arch, holding a plastic bag and 
sipping from a can of iced coffee. Amelia jogs to meet her.

SAMANTHA
Oh good, you’re here. Better late 
than never.

AMELIA
What’s the deal? I came as fast as 
I could - it’s a wild and dangerous 
land out there in suburbia.

SAMANTHA
It’s my lunch break. Also, I wanted 
to see this memorial. It’s pretty 
cool, right?

AMELIA
I-what? I’m here to eat lunch with 
you? 

Samantha shrugs.

SAMANTHA
My office is nearby. Don’t worry, I 
brought food - bread, honey, and 
cheese.

Sam proffers the bag to Amelia and walks towards the Lincoln 
memorial. Amelia hesitates, examines the contents of the bag, 
and follows.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Anyway it’s good to get 
perspective, don’t you think? With 
the World War II memorial. At my 
age, my grandfather was marching 
through Northern Africa. The world 
is a crazy place.

They sit to eat in the grass by the reflecting pool. Tourists 
stroll along the pool’s banks.
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AMELIA
You manipulative -- I thought you 
were in trouble.

SAMANTHA
I’m trying to have a moment of 
insight, do you mind? You needed 
cheering up, I wanted to see you, 
and I got a bunch of food for free. 
Win-win-win. Be happy I’m sharing.

AMELIA
For free?

SAMANTHA
There’s a shopkeep who’s into me. 
He’s, like, married, though. 
Cheese?

Amelia takes the cheese and chews it over.

AMELIA
You’re a terrifying human. You are 
level-100 deception-slash-intrigue.

SAMANTHA
I do my best. Plus, there are worse 
things than spending a half-hour 
with me.

AMELIA
You only get half-hour lunch 
breaks?

SAMANTHA
The time isn’t important. I’m 
nourished by the promise of a well-
padded resume and future prospects. 

Sam checks the time on her watch.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
But eat faster. I have about five 
minutes and I’m taking the food 
with me.

AMELIA
You’re leaving me here? 

SAMANTHA
Yeah. Absorb the history and legacy 
of our forefathers. Be inspired.
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AMELIA
The fountain is pretty cool.

SAMANTHA
Of course it is. I’m an amazing 
friend.

Amelia tosses a piece of bread at Samantha.

INT. DC METRO - AFTERNOON

Amelia leans against a pole in a populated metro car. A DUDE 
near her unfolds his free newspaper, The Examiner. Amelia 
cocks her head, a cartoon question-mark appearing over her 
head before dissipating.

The headline reads, “BREAK-IN AT LOUVRE MUSEUM.” Amelia 
cranes awkwardly to read the article without the dude 
noticing. They share uncomfortable eye contact as the train 
slows to make its next stop. The man exits the metro car, 
taking The Examiner with him. 

Amelia watches him leave, disappointed. She turns to find a 
discarded copy of the newspaper on an empty seat. She sits to 
read as the metro moves away from the stop. 

The byline reads, “van der Weyden Masterpiece Stolen.” A 
photo of said painter’s The Braque Triptych features 
prominently on the front page; John the Baptist, Jesus, and 
Mary peer medievally from the paper.

The metro announces East Falls Church stop. Amelia tucks the 
paper under her arm and exits the train.

INT. BREWER HOME, KITCHEN - AFTERNOON

Amelia’s mother sits at the breakfast table surrounded by 
bills, her checkbook, and a yellow pad of paper. She’s 
punching numbers into the calculator when Amelia enters 
through the front door. 

AMELIA
You’re home early.

AMELIA’S MOTHER
Slow day.

Amelia pulls The Examiner from under her arm.
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AMELIA
Have you seen this? There are all 
these art robberies going on in 
Europe. First Madrid, then Paris. 
And zero trace left behind.

AMELIA’S MOTHER
(focusing on her bills)

Huh.

AMELIA
They’re contemporary paintings, and 
they’re both triptychs, but 
stylistically -- well, Bosch and 
van der Weyden were both Dutch and 
that’s about it. Wait. One of them 
might be Flemish. 

AMELIA’S MOTHER
(sounding uninterested)

Sounds interesting.

The mother jams the buttons of her calculator. She scratches 
out her last figure on the yellow pad of paper.

AMELIA
Whoever’s taking these paintings 
knows their stuff. It’s masterpiece 
after masterpiece. I bet Albrecht 
Durer’s next, or maybe Campin --

AMELIA’S MOTHER
(interrupting)

Sorry honey, what does this have to 
do with you?

AMELIA
Nothing?

AMELIA’S MOTHER
Well, I’m trying to pay our bills. 
Which, you know, is what real 
people do instead of sitting around 
all day drinking coffee and 
thinking about -- Albrecht Durer -- 
or whoever. So just. For right now. 
Stop.

AMELIA
I’m sorry? I was just talking about 
the news --
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MOTHER
Here’s some news: things are hard 
for all of us, and we have to do 
things we don’t like sometimes. 
Grow up. 

Amelia, who is visibly upset, takes a deep breath, rolls the 
newspaper up and unrolls it.

AMELIA
Okay. Well. If that’s how you feel.

She retreats through the front door. Her minivan pulls out of 
the driveway.

INT. AMELIA’S MINIVAN - AFTERNOON

Amelia drives along the piney roads of her middle-class 
neighborhood. At a stop sign, she presses her palms to her 
eyes. Her breathing is uneven.

AMELIA
(to her reflection)

Okay, okay. It’s going to be okay.

EXT. MUSEE DES BEAUX-ARTS DE STRASBOURG - NIGHT

A black-gloved hand attaches a small, boxlike device to a 
door keypad at the side entrance of the museum. The device 
connects, through a cord, to an iPhone. The iPhone’s screen 
filters through numbers rapidly. 6328 appears on the phone’s 
screen. The gloved hand punches in the numbers and the door 
opens. 

A silhouetted MAN enters the building.

INT. MUSEE DES BEAUX-ARTS DE STRASBOURG - CONTINUOUS

The man emerges from the stairwell and walks, unhurried, down 
the halls, passing up masterpieces on the walls. 

He stops before Hans Memling’s Triptych of Earthly Vanity and 
Divine Salvation and pulls out his phone. First he studies 
the photo on his screen -- of the same painting -- and then 
holds the phone closer to the triptych to shed light on it. 
On the left, a gesturing skeleton-man; in the center, a vain 
woman; on the right, cowering souls in the mouth of hell. 

He types “found it” into his phone. The contacts he sends it 
to are “Jan” and “White.”
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INT. AMELIA’S ROOM - MORNING

Amelia lies on her bed, checking her bank account online. The 
balance reads $43.23. She slams her laptop shut and drags 
herself from bed. 

Amelia pulls a box from the depths of her closet, and writes 
FOR SALE on the box with permanent marker. She digs through a 
pile of clothes at the bottom of the closet. There’s a 
clinking sound. 

She digs out a case of Lipovitan D, a brown-bottled Japanese 
energy drink.

AMELIA
Well, hello there. I forgot about 
you, Mr. Delicious Energy drank of 
hardworking salarymen. Don’t mind 
if I do.

She downs the liquid. She coughs.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
I remember you tasting better. Ah 
well.

Amelia finishes the bottle and opens another. As she does so, 
we see that there is a warning on the side of the case that 
reads, DO NOT USE EXPIRED PRODUCTS, along with an expiration 
date of 01/2009.

She twitches. She bends down to pick up the discarded copy of 
The Examiner from the ground. She flips through the pages 
extremely fast, her eyes wide, hands shaking.

INT. LIBRARY

Amelia stands in front of the Art History section, flipping 
through entire tomes without sitting. The tomes stack up as 
day becomes night, still she stands and reads without break.

The library PA system announces that the building is closing.

Amelia walks to the door in a daze.

INT. IAN’S BASEMENT - EVENING

Sam and Ian play Mario Kart 64 on Ian’s television. 

SAMANTHA
Eat my peel, Toad!
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IAN
Girl. I am going to shell you so 
hard, Boo will be a new character 
in the game.

SAMANTHA
I-what?

IAN
I’m going to -- you know -- use the 
red shells to make you dead. So Boo 
will be a new character. ‘Cause 
he’s a ghost. And ghosts are dead.

Amelia enters the room, dazed.

SAMANTHA
Hey Amelia! Want to play?

Sam holds out a controller. 

Amelia stares at them. She carries a bag filled with art 
textbooks. Her arm shakes. She drops the bag, then walks to 
Ian’s bed and collapses.

Ian looks at Sam, confused. Sam shrugs.

IAN
You okay there?

Sam checks on her.

SAMANTHA
She’s asleep. Look, already 
drooling.

IAN
Should we just leave her there?

SAMANTHA
Probably so. You know what that 
crazy look in her eye means: she’s 
scheming.

IAN
I’m not driving to Atlanta in the 
middle of the night again. 
Especially not for the “best fried 
green tomatoes you’ve ever had.”

Sam returns to the game.

20.



SAMANTHA
But you two had fun. You might have 
had too much fun, alone with her on 
that long and lonesome road.

Ian reddens.

EXT. STREETS OF LONDON - NIGHT

The gloved man, still clad in all white, parks an 
inconspicuous electric company’s van on the street. He exits 
the van. An American WOMAN, dressed in business clothing, 
emerges from a back door on the alleyway. She carries a black 
backpack.

WOMAN
The money will be wired. You have 
tickets and a passport. Did you 
have any problems?

The man tosses her the keys. He speaks with a British accent.

MAN
None, thanks to my crack team.

WOMAN
(flirtatiously)

Please. You know how compliments go 
to my head.

MAN
Keep it up for one more job and our 
contract will be fulfilled. And 
then comes the fun part. 

WOMAN
What’s that?

MAN
Spending all the money, of course. 
We’ll have diamonds and dinners--

WOMAN
You’re so unimaginative. I’m 
thinking a sailboat.

MAN
A sailboat?
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WOMAN
No more snowy streets. No more 
overbearing crooks telling us where 
to be. No more jobs like this. Just 
sunshine and the sea.

MAN
Fair enough; we’ll be sailors. Or 
pirates.

WOMAN
You’re incorrigible.

They kiss goodbye.

INT. IAN’S BASEMENT - MORNING

Ian sleeps on the floor, Sam on the bed. Amelia puts a mug of 
coffee next to them both.

AMELIA
Awaken, sweet, sleeping princesses! 
I have a plan.

Amelia shakes Ian awake. Sam shuffles in the covers.

IAN
Why are you doing this horrible 
thing to me?

AMELIA
I read some books yesterday. I 
think I’m on to a Big Thing. Come, 
business awaits.

SAMANTHA
No. No work today. Today Sunday.

AMELIA
Today work on different business, 
Sam: a puzzle. An art puzzle. It’s 
not triptychs, because how does 
that make any sense? And the 
authorities are writing last night 
off as some kind of mirror crime, 
but obviously it’s not. Which is 
why I require the great minds that 
I see before me.

IAN
Is this what you were doing 
yesterday, when you zombie’d in 
here?
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AMELIA
Side effects. I drank some 
Lipovitan D that I found in the 
back of my closet.

IAN
Woah, you still have it? Can I get 
some?

AMELIA
Yeah. It’s a lot gross-er than I 
remembered.

SAMANTHA
What, that weird Japanese stuff you 
guys used to drink for high school 
finals? 

AMELIA
We also used it for marathon 
gameplay.

IAN
(reverently)

Final Fantasy XII in only 70 hours. 
A record I’ll never beat.

SAMANTHA
Cool story. So, I’m going back to 
sleep now. Bye.

She moves to lay down.

AMELIA
No. I need your help.

Amelia takes a seat on the edge of the bed. Sam sits up 
straight.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
There have been four major museum 
robberies in the last week.
It started in Madrid, with The 
Garden of Earthly Delights, by 
Bosch. Then, Paris, where they took 
another triptych, The Braque Family 
Triptych by van der Weyden. 

SAMANTHA
Triptych?

AMELIA
Three panels. Foldy hinges.
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Amelia pulls out a stack of newspapers from her bag. The 
headline of one reads “String of Robberies on 15th Century 
Paintings.” 

AMELIA (CONT’D)
The police have it all wrong. They 
think it’s a group taking 15th 
century paintings for kicks, which 
is absurd.

IAN
Yeah, nobody in their right mind 
would get their kicks out of that 
era, am I right?

SAMANTHA
Why did you wake me up for this?

AMELIA
Because we are going to steal the 
next painting in the pattern. 

SAMANTHA
Ah. You have my attention.

IAN
No, we’re not. We are most 
definitely not.

Amelia digs through her satchel to find printouts of the 
stolen paintings, which she brandishes with gusto.

AMELIA
Look, the first two robberies were 
the same -- no sign of forced 
entry, nothing else missing. Then, 
they take this.

She holds up the printout of Memling’s painting.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
Hans Memling, in Strasbourg. The 
Triptych of Earthly Vanity and 
Divine Salvation. 

IAN
No. Emphatically no. Back me up 
here, Sam. 

SAMANTHA
You know I like a woman with 
chutzpah. Deviousness with verve is 
the definition of my bag.
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AMELIA
(speaking over them)

Whoever’s taking these paintings is 
being careful. They’re not 
following some obvious pattern. The 
buyers want these paintings 
specifically. It’s not era. It’s 
not that simple.

Ian picks at the mess on his floor.

IAN
The buyers? Actually, no. I don’t 
want to know. It’s funny because 
you’re joking, which is why it’s so 
funny. Ha. Ha. Remember that time 
you pretended to lose your marbles? 
What a hilarious time that was. 
Even now it strikes me as such a 
hilarious episode of my youth.

AMELIA
There’s definitely a buyer. If they 
didn’t have someone lined up to 
take the paintings, they’d be 
robbing everyone blind to cast a 
wider net. This is not a joke. They 
were in the Prado. Do you know what 
is housed in the Prado? 

IAN
(resigned)

Paintings and stuff?

AMELIA
El Greco. Velasquez. Frickin’ 
Picasso. But they left that on the 
walls because Bosch was worth their 
while. Hear me out. Have my plans 
ever led you wrong before?

SAMANTHA
No. Then again, they’ve rarely 
involved more than, like, food, 
skinny dipping, and road tripping.

Amelia, sitting at the edge of his bed, reaches out for Ian’s 
leg as he paces near her. Ian stops.

IAN
So... they’re working for someone, 
probably, and they’re picking these 
paintings for a reason. 
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AMELIA
Right. The paintings have to be 
connected. Each will tell us 
something about our buyer.

Amelia spreads the printouts on the bed. She picks up the one 
of Holbein’s The Ambassadors.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
This is the most recent and the 
most different. Hans Holbein the 
Younger. The Ambassadors. It’s oil 
on oak, one panel. 16th century. 
The police are calling it a mirror 
crime.

SAMANTHA
I assume you think they’re wrong.

AMELIA
I know they are. I read a textbook 
on criminology yesterday.

IAN
What, the whole thing?

Amelia shrugs.

AMELIA
I skimmed.

Amelia gestures to the printouts. Ian and Sam both study the 
works.

IAN
This one is the only non-trypich.

AMELIA
It’s not paneled and not religious.

IAN
Analysis isn’t really my bag. If 
you wanted me to program something 
on top of this... that I could do. 
Maybe there’s some kind of Da Vinci 
Code treasure map on the back of 
it?

SAMANTHA
You’re thinking of the Constitution 
in National Treasure. The Da Vinci 
Code was just androgyny and made-up 
symbols.
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IAN
Right. But if there’s no treasure, 
shouldn’t we cool our jets? I know 
things aren’t going your way now, 
Amelia, but to be honest you have a 
scary look in your eye and you’re 
really not supposed to drink too 
much energy drink at once--

Ian’s voice drowns out; Amelia is thinking intently. She 
shuts her eyes. A montage of images in her mind’s eye appear 
on screen over a cacophony of sounds:

- A teacher in a survey Art History lecture

- Close examination of the globe and astrolabe behind the two 
men in The Ambassadors

- A triptych’s hinges

- A skull

IAN (CONT’D)
--some sleep. Uh, hello? Great, 
you’re not even listening. I’m just 
wasting air-- 

Amelia opens her eyes with a gasp and blindly reaches for 
Ian, groping towards his arm.

AMELIA
Say what you were saying again.

IAN
Obsession is unhealthy and I think 
you should get some sleep?

AMELIA
No, no, before that. About The Da 
Vinci Code.

IAN
I, uh, asked if there was a map on 
the back of the paintings and you 
said there wasn’t, anyway, the 
treasure map is from National 
Treasure?

Amelia snaps her fingers.

AMELIA
The back of the triptychs. They 
fold. There’s a back!
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Amelia wakes up Ian’s laptop. She searches for the pictures 
on the internet.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
So for Bosch, if you close the 
panels, it looks like this.

She turns around the laptop for him to see. There’s a globe 
in gray-green -- the unpopulated earth. Amelia then pulls up 
the back pictures of the other pictures.

Amelia violently hugs Ian and kisses him on the cheek. Ian 
stiffly returns the hug. 

AMELIA (CONT’D)
Memento Mori, you stupid genius! 
The skulls are practically 
everywhere. This is perfect. You 
are perfect!

IAN
Uh, thanks.

Amelia flies to her books, facing away from her friends. She 
flips through the pages. Ian puts a hand to the kiss on his 
cheek. Sam smiles at him.

SAMANTHA
Well, this has been illuminating. 
Breakfast, anyone?

AMELIA
(commandingly)

No, sit. You’ll want to be here 
when I figure this next part out.

SAMANTHA
But -- I -- okay.

LATER

Ian and Samantha sit side-by-side on Ian’s mattress. Amelia 
turns with an open textbook. The page is a picture of a 
diamond-encrusted skull. Ian and Samantha stare at the book 
in silence.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
What am I supposed to be getting 
out of this?

AMELIA
It’s art.
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SAMANTHA
It’s creeping me out.

AMELIA
For the Love of God!

SAMANTHA
I don’t mean to be upsetting, 
sorry.

AMELIA
No, For the Love of God. That’s the 
title. By Damien Hirst. Currently 
on a special exhibit at the MoMA in 
New York. We’re going to take it.

Amelia grins stupidly, still holding the text book open.

SAMANTHA
Are you going to go on, or is that 
all you’re giving me?

IAN
It’s, like, speaking to me.

SAMANTHA
Are you high?

IAN
No, I mean, emotionally. I think 
it’s beautiful and cool and stuff.

SAMANTHA
I don’t have time for you right 
now. Amelia. Give me the lowdown, 
and make it snappier than applause 
after a sorority speech. I have a 
Greek yogurt craving that could 
consume the universe, and I gotta 
pee.

Amelia plops down next to Sam.

AMELIA
Forbes says adaptability is the key 
to success, yes?

SAMANTHA
Finally! You’ve started to read 
Forbes!
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AMELIA
For whatever reason, our thieves 
are taking memento mori, reminders 
of death. It’s actually really cool 
in The Ambassadors, there’s a 
skewed hidden skull--

SAMANTHA
Snappy!

AMELIA
This is us adapting. We keep within 
the memento mori mold by taking 
this. We will be the real mirror 
crime.

Samantha narrows her eyes.

SAMANTHA
Easier said than done.

AMELIA
The two hardest parts of art 
theifdom are forming a trustworthy 
team and finding a buyer. Team? 
You’re looking at us. Ian’s the 
Computer Talent. Sam, you’re the 
Street Smarts. And I’m the Art 
Mastermind.

IAN
I’m the Computer Talent?

SAMANTHA
Street Smarts. I like it.

AMELIA
Buyer? Simple: don’t sell it as 
art.

Amelia snaps the book shut to punctuate her point.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
For the Love of God is made of 
diamonds on a platinum skull cast. 
As art, you’re looking at 100 mil. 
Too recognizable. Dismantle it. In 
diamonds, it’s still worth 14 
million pounds, which is like 28 
million dollars. Divide into 
thirds. Sam, you could finally get 
that apartment you’ve been eyeing.
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SAMANTHA
You are completely crazy. I’m in. I 
believe in your level of crazy. And 
I have to have those crown 
moldings, now that you mention it.

AMELIA
Yes.

IAN
Come on Amelia, there’s no way 
you’re actually going to do this. I 
mean, you’re... you. You’re 
amazing, but you’re not an art 
thief.

AMELIA
You don’t know who I am, Ian. I am 
whoever I want to be. And I need 
this.

Ian looks deflated.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
Please. You know that I can do 
this, but only with your help. You 
can help me save myself from 
poverty.

SAMANTHA
She’s never led you wrong. Think 
about last time.

Ian shakes his head.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Then... think of the money! It’s 
enough money to do anything. All of 
your wildest dreams could come 
true. You could start that game 
development company you were 
talking about.

IAN
Stop tempting me with your delicate 
face-pleading. I am a man of 
principles. I have principles to 
which I must stick. Like tape. Or 
glue.

SAMANTHA
You could pay off your student 
loans. You could make the greatest 
game ever. Better than Skyrim.
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IAN
Blasphemy!

SAMANTHA
Buy a company or start your own. 
You’d have capital.

AMELIA
Without you, we’ll end up in jail. 
We’ll have to wear orange jumpsuits 
and you won’t have anyone to play 
FIFA with. And it will be all. 
Your. Fault.

IAN
You need me.

AMELIA
Please.

Amelia places her hand on Ian’s shoulder.

IAN
For 9.3 million dollars.

Ian locks eyes with Amelia. Amelia’s eyes glow; the 
background around her fades into swirls.

IAN (CONT’D)
(hypnotized)

I did just write my own security 
program... hacking their alarms 
will be easy...

SAMANTHA
When did you do that?

IAN
(snapping out of it)

Huh? The other day. What was that?

AMELIA
You’re in?

Ian rubs his temples.

IAN
We’ll need a fail-proof plan. Like, 
a month’s worth of fail-proof 
planning meetings.

AMELIA
No. Not enough time.
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IAN
Give me two weeks.

AMELIA
One week. You book the hotel, since 
you have a credit card. Sam, take 
off work.

SAMANTHA
‘Kay.

IAN
Fine, but you owe me. One week. You 
better do a lot of planning and 
research and stuff during that one 
week. It’s your new job.

Amelia hugs him. He lights up, but she’s already off hugging 
Sam.

INT. AMELIA’S ROOM - MORNING

Amelia tosses clothing into a duffel bag on her bed. She 
picks up tennis shoes and sniffs them before packing them. 
Amelia roots around in her drawers until she finds red 
leather gloves. She tries them on.

EXT. IAN’S HOUSE - MORNING

Ian stands out on the curb as Sam drives up. 

SAMANTHA
Where’s your luggage?

IAN
No. No luggage.

SAMANTHA
What do you mean ‘no luggage?’

IAN
This is crazy. We’re not going. 
It’s irresponsible and a bad idea 
and I will not enable my friends to 
make bad decisions.

SAMANTHA
Ian Antonio Wallstonecraft III, go 
inside right now and pack a bag. 
Amelia is waiting on us and you’ve 
already agreed. You’re not backing 
out now.
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IAN
No. And that’s not my name. And you 
can’t make me.

SAMANTHA
Do it or I will tell her your 
little secret.

IAN
I have no secrets.

Sam folds her arms.

IAN (CONT’D)
Ok, fine. But you wouldn’t.

SAMANTHA
Oh, I would.

IAN
(having thought about it)

You would, wouldn’t you. Please?

SAMANTHA
Sorry. It’s crazy and dumb, but 
Amelia needs our support in these 
times of trouble. She’d do it for 
me, and I’d do it for you both. So 
get your butt packing.

Pouty, Ian returns inside.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
And look happy!

EXT. AMELIA’S HOUSE - MORNING

Samantha pulls into the driveway with Ian in the passenger 
seat. She holds a giant cup of coffee. Ian holds a three-ring 
binder.

INT. SAMANTHA’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

AMELIA
Let’s roll.

SAMANTHA
First, roadtrip rules. One: 
passenger gets musical control. 
Driver gets the veto. Two: no 
farting. Three: we rotate when we 
stop.
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AMELIA
No farting? At all?

SAMANTHA
Crack a window.

IAN
Do we rotate clockwise or counter?

SAMANTHA
Clockwise. Rule four: no talking to 
me until I finish this coffee. 
Five. What was five?

IAN
Drooling.

SAMANTHA
Five: drooling okay. That’s it. We 
clear?

AMELIA
Drooling is okay?

SAMANTHA
Of course it’s okay.

EXT. I-90 INTERSTATE

A sun-soaked roadtrip montage:

- The trio switches places

- Ian and Amelia yell the words to a popular indie song

- Amelia stretches at a gas station

- Sam pokes an open-mouthed, napping Ian with a pencil

- Windows down, tall trees blurring by in the wind

EXT. SOMEWHERE NEAR PHILADELPHIA - DAY

The montage fades as the group hits standstill traffic. The 
Philadelphia skyline rises out in the distance. Amelia sits 
at the wheel.

Ian plays a handheld video game in the backseat, his knee 
bouncing. He closes the game.
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IAN
Hey. I’m hungry. I need to pee. Are 
we there yet?

SAMANTHA
We were just at a gas station. Like 
20 minutes ago.

IAN
I didn’t have to go then. Look, 
there’s an exit up ahead.

The exit’s about a half-mile ahead, and traffic isn’t moving 
at all. They look ahead, helpless, in silence for a moment.

IAN (CONT’D)
Ok, sorry, when I said I was hungry 
and I needed to pee, I sort of 
meant right now. Like, we’ve got 
about two minutes until the bomb 
drops and all the land is lost.

SAMANTHA
You’re serious?

Ian nods.

AMELIA
I don’t know what you want me to 
do. We’re not moving.

IAN
(distressed)

I don’t know, do something!

They sit for a second, totally still. Someone ahead gets out 
of their car to look at the traffic.

IAN (CONT’D)
I’m dying. I’m going to die.

SAMANTHA
(to Amelia)

Take the median.

AMELIA
Are you sure?

SAMANTHA
Take the median!

Amelia pulls into the median and floors it toward the exit. 

Ian doubles over in the back, groaning.
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IAN
I don’t think I can make it!

SAMANTHA
You can. You will. You must, for 
the sake of all of us. For the sake 
of my beautiful car.

AMELIA
Breathe!

Ian breathes as though giving birth.

IAN
That makes it worse!

SAMANTHA
Then don’t breathe!

Ian takes a deep breath, which he holds. Sam stares him down, 
daring him to move.

A MOTORCYCLE COP appears behind them.

AMELIA
Uh, Sam?

SAMANTHA
What?

AMELIA
Bad news.

Same sees the cops. She grits her teeth -- they’re already on 
the ramp leading towards the gas station. 

SAMANTHA
Keep. Driving. No matter what.

IAN
(whimpering)

No, no, nononono --

The cop’s lights start flashing.

AMELIA
I should pull over.

The cop swerves behind them, getting more aggressive.

IAN
(yelling)

You are not pulling over!

37.



AMELIA
Ok, here goes.

Amelia floors it up the ramp. She takes a right, hard. The 
cop pursues. Amelia skids into the gas station. 

AMELIA (CONT’D)
Safe!

Ian bolts inside.

The cop sits behind them, talking into his radio.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
(dazed)

I’m going to get a ticket, aren’t 
I?

SAMANTHA
Yeah. Sorry. It’ll probably be bad.

The cop’s boots crunch against the cement; Amelia sinks into 
her seat.

EXT. GAS STATION - LATER

The car pulls out of the station, Ian driving. Amelia frowns 
at the ticket. Sam, now in the backseat, puts her hand on 
Amelia’s shoulder.

SAMANTHA
We’ll get there. This weekend. 
We’re doing it.

AMELIA
Yeah. Okay.

EXT. I-90 - LATE AFTERNOON

The car approaches the Manhattan skyline from New Jersey.

SAMANTHA
There it is.

AMELIA
Wow, we’re actually here. So, Ian, 
what kind of digs did you book us?

Ian grins.

38.



EXT. HOTEL - DAY

Ian pulls the car into a modern luxury hotel. A BELLMAN is 
posted at the door.

INT. HOTEL - LOBBY

As Ian checks in, Sam and Amelia wander the lobby. Sam sits 
pretty in a dramatically high-backed armchair. Amelia, 
staring directly up at the modern chandelier above, walks 
slowly in a circle, mouth gaping.

AMELIA
Wooooooo--

INT. HOTEL - SUITE

Amelia, still wow-ing, circles the suite while a bellman 
places their bags in the room.

AMELIA, CONT.
--oooooooow. Ian. This place is 
fancy-pantsy. How can you afford 
this?

IAN
If we’re going to do it, we’re 
going to do it right. But you owe 
me.

SAMANTHA
I hardly think that will be an 
issue when I’m richer than 
Juhbleezus.

Ian shushes Samantha and motions to the bellman with his 
eyes.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
(loudly)

Because I am going to make it by 
hard work and elbow grease in this, 
America’s greatest metropolis!

The bellman moves the last bag into the room and leaves. 
Amelia immediately dives for the plush King-sized bed.

AMELIA
It’s like I’m on a cloud made of 
geese.

Sam and Ian sink onto the bed.
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SAMANTHA
I could get used to this. Yo, Ian, 
thanks, man. 

IAN
Yeah, well, don’t get too used to 
it. We’re only here for three days. 
More than that and we’re camping in 
the car.

SAMANTHA
Then we’d better get cracking. 
Amelia? I assume your plan extends 
beyond this point?

Sam rolls over. Amelia is curled up and smiling, asleep.

EXT. NEW YORK CITY - DAWN

The sun rises over the MoMA. In the center of the screen 
appear the words, “DAWN OF THE FIRST DAY -72 hours remain -” 
in the style of the video game, The Legend of Zelda: Majora’s 
Mask.

INT. HOTEL - MORNING

Amelia bolts awake. She digs through her bag and grabs the 
three-ring binder, two pencils, and an art history textbook. 
She sits on the floor in the Suite’s bedroom.

Ian pads in from the sitting room in pajamas. He glances over 
Amelia’s shoulder before picking up the phone.

IAN
(in background)

Yes, I’d like three continental 
breakfasts. Coffee, yes, and add 
eggs.

Amelia writes in the binder. Her notes have “Heist Meeting” 
in large letters across the top. Underneath is an outline of 
points such as: “Museum Layout,” “Security Systems,” and 
“Street Smarts.” 

A bright-eyed Amelia sits to breakfast with Samantha and Ian.

AMELIA
Good morning, trusted associates. 
Straight to it, then.

Sam, ruffled and half-awake, groans.
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IAN
No, she has a point. We gotta get 
on these diamonds stat.

AMELIA
First, our roles: what are you 
doing, and what do you need from 
us? Ian, you first.

IAN
Computer smarts: I’m mostly in 
charge of breaking through their 
security system. I need some time 
to customize my hack to their 
system, and I need to know exactly 
what their system is.

AMELIA
Sam?

Sam downs her coffee and sits at attention.

SAMANTHA
Street smarts. Consult me before 
you make stupid decisions. I’ll 
help you get your jobs done. You 
just let me know what to do.

AMELIA
Art mastermind. We don’t know 
enough about the actual art 
thieves. The more we know, the 
better our framing will be.

SAMANTHA
Ian, I can get your insider 
security info by this afternoon. I 
vote we split and reconvene for 
dinner.

Ian pulls out a laptop.

IAN
Where do we meet?

AMELIA
Here?

SAMANTHA
The street smarts says no. We need 
public alibis. Appear like super-
normal tourists.
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Ian turns around his computer screen, which is open to the 
MoMA website’s map of the museum.

IAN
How about the MoMA sculpture 
garden?

AMELIA
Too close to the exhibit?

Ian and Amelia turn to the Street Smarts.

SAMANTHA
No, it’s good. Hiding in plain 
sight.

EXT. NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY - DAY

Amelia carries the three-ring binder and enters the double 
doors.

INT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY

Samantha sits at her laptop in a busy coffee shop. Her screen 
shows an internet search for “Internships at the MoMA.” She 
scrolls through a list of museum staff.

INT. HOTEL - DAY

Ian drags out a large suitcase from the corner and unzips it. 
He pulls out a heap of computer equipment: cords, screens, 
and a tower. He sets everything up by a window overlooking 
the Manhattan skyline.

INT. MUSEUM OF MODERN ART - DAY

Sam, dressed in a sharp suit and carrying an oversized bag, 
wanders toward a lobby greeter near the coat check area. Her 
heels echo on the floor.

GREETER
Hi, welcome to the Museum of Modern 
Art.

SAMANTHA
I’m supposed to meet Fran Headley 
regarding my internship application 
for the fall. I’m afraid I haven’t 
the slightest idea where her office 
is.
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GREETER
Which department?

SAMANTHA
Collection Management.

A large group of Asian tourists walk through the doors behind 
Sam. The greeter waves.

GREETER
We call it CMER. Follow me, please.

The greeter hurries to an administrative staircase and swipes 
Samantha in.

GREETER (CONT’D)
Third floor, on the right. There 
will be a sign on her door.

SAMANTHA
Third floor, on the right.

Samantha disappears into the stairwell. She ducks into a rest-
room and switches the heels for flats. She changes her suit 
for a more casual business look, more alike to an overworked 
intern than one attending an interview. She shoves the extra 
clothes into her bag.

Sam continues down the hall.

INT. NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY - DAY

Amelia chews on a pen while reading a book on art auction 
houses. She flips the page and gives her pen another chew.

Her phone buzzes.

AMELIA
(whispering)

Hey mom, I’m in the middle--

MOTHER (V.O.)
Mr. Patel says you haven’t called 
him. You realize I’ve gone out on a 
limb for you, don’t you?

AMELIA
I was going to call him --

MOTHER (V.O.)
You know, when I was your age--

43.



AMELIA
Mom, please.

MOTHER (V.O.)
I guess it’s my fault, for raising 
a daughter who thinks she’s too 
good to work. Honestly. You’re a 
smart girl. If you’d stop playing 
those games and get your head out 
of the clouds you might make 
something of yourself.

AMELIA
I’m trying, mom. 

MOTHER (V.O.)
Well, it’s not enough.

AMELIA
(raising her voice)

I’ll call him, okay? I don’t know 
what you want me to say. Mom? 
Hello?

Amelia slams the phone down on the desk. She slams the book 
shut, garnering glares from nearby patrons. She wipes at her 
eyes, taps at the cover of the book, and then reopens it.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
(to herself)

Come on, Amelia. Get to work.

INT. MUSEUM OF MODERN ART - DAY

Sam stops in front of a door labeled “Security”. She pulls 
out a bag of donut holes and ruffles her hair before 
entering.

A security man lounges in front of a wall of screens.

SAMANTHA
Fran sent me from CMER to download 
some information for the weekly 
backup. If now is an okay time, 
that is. It might take a while -- I 
brought donuts.

SECURITY MAN
Sure, sure. If Fran needs it. You a 
new intern?
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SAMANTHA
I’m doing the annual program. I 
guess we haven’t bumped into each 
other yet. But Fran sends me all 
over.

The security man digs into the donuts.

SECURITY MAN
Ooh, cinnamon sprinkle.

Samantha sticks a USB into the computer and runs the command 
prompt. She begins transferring files onto her USB. 

SECURITY MAN (CONT’D)
How are you finding it, then?

SAMANTHA
I learn so much from being around 
everything, you know?

SECURITY MAN
Where do you go to school?

SAMANTHA
NYU. I’m studying management, but 
art is my real passion.

SECURITY MAN
Welcome to the club.

The files complete their transfer. Samantha pockets the USB.

Sam walks down the hall. She exhales in relief as she 
approaches the staircase.

A door cracks open to her side.

FEMALE VOICE
Hey, intern! Do you have a second?

Sam freezes.

INT. HOTEL - EARLY EVENING

Ian stands in front of his now fully set-up tech lab in their 
hotel room. 

IAN
So now I just have to hack into 
their security systems to stop my 
two best friends from going to jail 
forever. Cool.
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EXT. NEW YORK CITY - EARLY EVENING

Amelia stands outside of modern skyscraper. A large sign 
reading “Allton’s” sits over the door. Amelia enters.

INT. ALLTON’S AUCTION HOUSE - EVENING

Suits and workers exit through the lobby. Amelia wanders wide-
eyed towards the front desk.

FRONT DESK
How may I help you?

AMELIA
I’m looking for the Allton’s 
Auction House.

FRONT DESK
This entire building is Allton’s. 

AMELIA
Yes, of course, thank you.

Amelia makes a circle of the lobby and returns to the front 
desk.

FRONT DESK
Yes?

AMELIA
I’m looking for a specific 
department. Private collections.

FRONT DESK
They’ve already left for the day, 
but if you could come back between 
9 A.M. and 5 P.M., I’m sure they 
could assist you.

Amelia checks the wall clock; it is 5:01 P.M.

AMELIA
Of course. Do you have a number or 
contact for Collection 
Acquisitions?

FRONT DESK
You’d need to contact a related 
specialist. What sort of collection 
is it?

46.



AMELIA
Old paintings -- mostly 16th 
century or so. But with some other 
genres as well.

The front desk person produces a card. Amelia shines the 
embossed letters in the light; the card reads, “Harmon White, 
Old Masters”.

Amelia turns on her heel.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
In-ter-es-ting.

INT. MUSEUM OF MODERN ART 

Sam crawls out from underneath a desk in a messy office. An 
older, female museum worker reads through a file in the other 
corner of the office. 

SAMANTHA
Now we just need to test the 
printer to make sure it works.

The museum worker flips to a new page. Sam types on the 
computer. The printer begins to print.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Perfect. You should be all set. Did 
you have anything else?

MUSEUM WORKER
Oh, no. I might have something 
tomorrow, if you’re free. What 
department did you say you worked 
for?

SAMANTHA
CMER.

MUSEUM WORKER
Of course. Fran’s probably got you 
busy in there.

Sam edges towards the door.

SAMANTHA
Every day is another adventure.

MUSEUM WORKER
Well, stop by sometime. I’m always 
needing help with this techie 
stuff. 

47.



SAMANTHA
Absolutely, okay, bye!

Sam escapes.

INT. MUSEUM OF MODERN ART - SCULPTURE GARDEN - EVENING

Ian sits in a wire chair around bright, modern sculptures and 
a fountain. Amelia’s shoes click across the hard floor. She 
takes a seat next to him, seeming down.

IAN
I really like this fountain. 

AMELIA
I got a call from my mom.

IAN
What’d she say?

AMELIA
The usual.

IAN
The “back in my day I marched into 
the job I wanted and looked Mr. 
Jenkins in the eye and said, ‘Sir, 
I’m here to work!’” spiel? 

AMELIA
Not quite. Is that your dad’s?

IAN
He’s only told me a thousand times. 
‘It’s about persistence, son!’

She laughs, but it falls flat.

AMELIA
She wouldn’t listen.

Samantha walks up.

SAMANTHA
The goods are secure.

IAN
Excellent. See, Amelia.

He nudges her in the shoulder.

IAN (CONT’D)
We’ve got you.
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SAMANTHA
What, your mom called?

Amelia nods.

AMELIA
It’s okay. My reading today yielded 
results, I think.

SAMANTHA
Worthwhile ones?

AMELIA
If anything I do is worthwhile. 

SAMANTHA
Reel it in. Ian?

IAN
I’m set up, minus the goods. As in, 
I set up my computer but otherwise 
I have no idea if this is going to 
work.

SAMANTHA
I got them. But I might have to 
come back tomorrow.

AMELIA
Why?

SAMANTHA
I totally got hired. Jane in 
Conservation has several projects 
for me. You know, not huge things, 
and not paid, but they’ll sound 
pretty good on a resume--

Ian and Amelia make eye contact. Amelia walks to the 
fountain, dips her hand in, and flicks water in Sam’s face.

AMELIA
No. Pull it together, Sam. You are 
not a perma-intern. You are not 
everyone’s bitch. You do not work 
at the MoMA. Repeat.

SAMANTHA
I-I am not a perma-intern.

AMELIA
You are not everyone’s bitch.
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SAMANTHA
And I do not work at the MoMA. 
Okay. Right. I don’t work here. I 
am not going to file for Jane in 
Conservation.

Sam shakes it off, full-body style.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
I gotta work on making boundaries, 
huh?

IAN
Wait, you talked with people?

SAMANTHA
Sure.

IAN
But, won’t they realize you don’t 
work here, and then you’ll be a 
suspect, with your face on camera 
and everything, and both of my 
friends will be in jail? And I will 
die alone?

SAMANTHA
Don’t worry. Nobody remembers an 
intern.

IAN
Really?

AMELIA
It’s true, dude. It’s like active 
camo in Halo; the light just bends 
around you. And what’s great is 
that interns also block out their 
internships so it’s pretty much a 
zero-memory game.

SAMANTHA
Yeah, the consultants back in DC 
still don’t know me. I have to wear 
a badge that says “Intern” so that 
they don’t call security. Speaking 
of which...

Sam cracks open her bag. Inside is a security guard’s 
uniform.

IAN
Such Street Smarts!
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EXT. NEW YORK CITY

Nighttime fast-forwards to dawn. The words, “DAWN OF THE 
SECOND DAY -48 hours remain-” appear over a changing sky.

INT. HOTEL - EARLY MORNING

Ian sits in front of his computer set-up with dark shadows 
under his eyes. His screen is covered in programming, which 
he types out consistently.

In the background, the remake of Ocean’s Eleven blares from 
the television as it reaches the credits. Ian restarts the 
film.

Samantha and Amelia are curled up on the bed. Samantha rolls 
over and groans.

SAMANTHA
Why is this movie still happening?

IAN
It’s inspiration. This isn’t easy 
stuff.

Sam pulls her head under the covers.

EXT. JFK AIRPORT - EARLY MORNING

A black luxury car pulls up to the arrivals gate. The driver 
is the same woman from the streets of London. The same man 
from before, now dressed as a businessman, enters the car.

INT. CAR - CONTINUOUS

MAN
Jan.

JAN
Mark.

Jan laughs.

JAN (CONT’D)
How was the flight, sexpot?

MARK
Not while we’re working, you know 
that. But since you ask, I slept 
through it.
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JAN
Good. We’re on a tight schedule, 
not much time to rest.

MARK
I read through the files in London.

JAN
White needs this to go smoothly, 
though. The security’s much tighter 
than the last few jobs. Worth more.

MARK
So it goes. I assume we’re already 
in their systems.

JAN
White’s people got in last week.

The man’s phone rings.

MARK
White. Speak of the devil.

WHITE (O.S.)
Your tickets will be dropped off 
tonight.

MARK
Good. We’ll be ready tomorrow.

WHITE (O.S.)
You’ve done well. Don’t fail me 
now.

Mark hangs up the phone.

MARK
Those doing none of the work do all 
the nagging. The last time I’ll 
contract for a suit -- I’ll build 
in time for jetlag.

JAN
Just think of the pay and keep it 
together. Soon enough, you won’t 
have to contract for -- or answer 
to -- anyone.

MARK
Except for you.

JAN
You’ll always be in my pocket. 
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Jan pulls the car up to a Catholic hospital.

EXT. ALLTON’S AUCTION HOUSE - DAY

Samantha and Amelia stand outside of the skyscraper bearing 
Allton’s name. Pedestrians pass them along the sidewalk. 
Amelia wears normal clothes. Sam wears her a skirt-suit.

SAMANTHA
Involved, you think.

AMELIA
I read up on it yesterday. Allton’s 
has offices in each of the cities 
where paintings have been stolen. 
Plus, they’ve had record sales on 
these random paintings that nobody 
cares about. It’s suspicious.

SAMANTHA
That’s it?

AMELIA
Sorry.

SAMANTHA
Well, it’ll have to do.

Sam moves to enter the building.

AMELIA
Wait, we have no plan!

SAMANTHA
Snooping is our plan.

AMELIA
(through her teeth)

One doesn’t merely go a-snooping!

SAMANTHA
Please. Follow and watch.

INT. ALLTON’S AUCTION HOUSE

The front desk person hangs up the phone. Sam approaches her. 
Amelia lingers near the door.

FRONT DESK
Welcome to Allton’s Auction House.
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SAMANTHA
Hi, sorry to bother you. I’m an 
intern upstairs, but I lost my 
swipe card... one of those weeks. 
Do you think I could... if it’s not 
too much trouble...?

FRONT DESK
Sure, it happens all the time. 
Here. Which department do you work 
for?

SAMANTHA
Oh--

AMELIA
Old masters. Harmon’s having us 
work with private collections.

FRONT DESK
I knew you looked familiar.

INT. ALLTON’S AUCTION HOUSE - ELEVATOR

AMELIA
Do these people understand security 
at all?

SAMANTHA
People trust receptionists. 
Receptionists trust interns. It’s 
all a mistake.

AMELIA
Receptionists are the weak link?

SAMANTHA
Nobody caring is the weak link.

AMELIA
Caring about interns.

SAMANTHA
Or their jobs. You know where we’re 
going, right?

AMELIA
We’re snooping in the Old Masters 
Department. It’s the one with the 
ridiculous sales and the right 
centuries.

The elevator DINGS as they reach their floor.
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INT. ALLTON’S AUCTION HOUSE - OLD MASTERS DEPARTMENT

The department is a series of cubicles and messily-piled 
papers. Sam approaches the first person she sees, a mousy-
looking ALLTON’S WORKER in a coffee-stained shirt.

SAMANTHA
Hi, we’re from I.T.

AMELIA
Could you point us to Harmon 
White’s office?

The woman points to the corner office.

ALLTON’S WORKER
Just down the hall.

AMELIA
Great, we’ll have him all fixed up 
in a jiff.

They continue down the hall.

SAMANTHA
(whispering)

Fixed up in a jiff? Is his arm 
broken?

AMELIA
I don’t know how tech people talk!

SAMANTHA
Like normal people. Have you never 
spoken to a tech person?

AMELIA
I just buy a new computer when mine 
breaks.

SAMANTHA
How can you afford that?

AMELIA
I can’t.

SAMANTHA
What is your life.

The two find the office. The door’s shut, and there’s a voice 
coming from inside. Amelia puts her head up to the door to 
listen.
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AMELIA
(whispering)

What do we do?

The sound gets louder. She can hear it clearly now.

WHITE (O.S.)
I’ll see what I can do, but I 
wouldn’t hold my breath. Yes. I’ll 
get back to you tomorrow.

Sam grabs Amelia’s hand. They tumble into the nearest door 
just as White opens his office door and walks down the hall.

A WORKING WOMAN looks up from her desk, where she’s eating a 
container of pasta salad.

AMELIA
Uh, hi.

WORKING WOMAN
Hi.

AMELIA
We are... here... from...

She jabs Sam in the ribs with an elbow.

SAMANTHA
We’re here from the cafeteria. That 
pasta salad’s rubbish.

Sam walks over to the woman’s pasta salad and flips it into 
the trash.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
You’ll thank us later. It’s 
practically poison.

Sam digs around in a pocket, and pulls out a ten dollar bill.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Here. Go get yourself some Pepto 
and a ginger ale. You’ll need it. 

The two return back into the hall, where the door to White’s 
office is cracked open. They begin to snoop through the 
physical contents of the office, which includes a desk, a 
file cabinet, and a plant.

Samantha hooks up her USB to the computer. It’s locked. 

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Let’s see. Password. 1..2..3..?
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The computer rejects the password.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Crap. 1, 2, 3, 4?

It unlocks.

AMELIA
People still do that?

WHITE (O.S.)
Tell him the deal is off. We just 
can’t afford to go that high.

Amelia and Sam panic. Amelia dives under the desk. Sam hides 
behind a plant.

AMELIA
(whispering)

What are you doing?

Sam ducks under the desk with Amelia. Harmon White, 40ish, 
distinguished-looking and well-dressed, enters the room at 
nearly the same time.

WHITE
Renoir or not, that’s not the 
issue. The asking price isn’t 
feasible. Yes. Make sure he knows.

White hangs up. He sighs, faces the corner, and focuses on 
his smartphone.

Sam and Amelia have a telepathic conversation.

AMELIA
(mentally)

Sam. Stay calm.

SAMANTHA
(mentally)

Ohmigod, ohmigod, ohmigod!

AMELIA
(mentally)

Sam. SAM. We need to make a break 
for it.

SAMANTHA
(mentally)

WHY IS YOUR VOICE IN MY HEAD?
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AMELIA
(mentally)

Not now. We have to go!

Sam rolls out from underneath the desk and army-crawls 
towards the door.

White turns. Sam freezes, face to the carpet. White laughs to 
himself.

WHITE
Of course.

Sam flinches. White turns towards his desk. On his 
smartphone’s screen is a Sudoku game, on which he places a 
number.

Sam rolls into the hallway and stands up behind the cover of 
a ficus.

Amelia pushes herself into the back of White’s desk as White 
sits. Amelia unplugs the ethernet chord from the back of his 
computer.

White clicks on the computer. Amelia dodges his shined, 
leather shoes. He soon picks up his phone.

WHITE (CONT’D)
I.T.? The internet’s not working. 
No, I haven’t restarted it yet. 
Send someone. 

White hangs up. He taps his fingers on the desk.

Amelia begins to sneeze. She plugs her nose. White’s feet 
move near her. She inches away. He suddenly stands.

SAMANTHA
Hi, I’m Mary from I.T.

WHITE
Excellent. Your speed is 
appreciated.

SAMANTHA
I was already on the floor so I 
just popped over. Internet problem, 
right? I’ll just take a look. If 
you’d like to step out I don’t 
expect this to take very long.

WHITE
Sure.
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White walks into the hall.

Sam makes sure he’s gone, then pops her head under the desk.

SAMANTHA
Coast’s clear. Recommence snooping.

Amelia sneezes. She climbs out and dusts herself off. 

AMELIA
Holy hell.

Sam drags the entirety of the ‘My Documents’ folder onto the 
USB.

SAMANTHA
That’ll do, hopefully. What’s wrong 
with the computer?

AMELIA
I unplugged the internet.

SAMANTHA
Clever.

AMELIA
Let’s get out of here, huh?

Sam grabs the USB and the two make for the elevator. They 
pass White leaned against the wall, sucked into his Sudoku 
game. A heavyset SECURITY GUARD approaches them.

SECURITY GUARD
I’ve had reports of strange 
activity up here. Have you two seen 
anything?

SAMANTHA
Absolutely not, sir. Just fixing 
the internet.

WHITE
Is everything taken care of?

Amelia keeps walking towards the elevator, head down.

SAMANTHA
It’s not looking good. I’m grabbing 
my supe for some backup. The DNS 
and P2P are all wrong and the 
static PHP isn’t responsive.
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WHITE
I see. Wasn’t this going on last 
week, too?

SAMANTHA
Don’t worry, we’ll handle it.

White leans back against the wall. As they leave, he narrows 
his eyes after them. The security guard follows them into the 
elevator.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
(under her breath)

Amelia, don’t say anything.

Amelia stands stiffly in the corner. She hits the lobby 
button.

SECURITY MAN
Can I see your security badges?

SAMANTHA
Sure.

She digs out her temporary pass and flashes it.

SECURITY GUARD
This is just an access card.

The elevator stops on the third floor. The doors open.

AMELIA
Oh look, our floor. We’re very 
busy, if you don’t mind.

Amelia grabs Sam’s wrist and rushes out of the elevator. The 
guard pursues; they start running. They rush through the 
cubicles to a staircase and sprint down it, the man behind.

SECURITY GUARD
(into radio)

I could use some help out here!

They burst into the lobby and out the door, the security 
guard huffing behind them.

EXT. NEW YORK CITY - DAY

They keep running, weaving in and out of and hitting 
pedestrians. Down the road, Amelia and Sam lean against the 
wall of a building, laughing.
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AMELIA
Did that just happen?

Sam holds up the USB.

SAMANTHA
There better be good info on this 
thing.

INT. HOTEL - DAY

AMELIA
I’ve never run so fast in my life!

Ian sits at his work-station, programming. He hits the 
‘enter’ key excitedly.

IAN
Done! I’m a genius-child! A man-
genius!

SAMANTHA
A man-child-genius!

IAN
Yeah! Wait.

AMELIA
Anyway, it was totally awesome and 
you missed out and stuff.

Ian grabs Amelia by the shoulders and shakes her.

IAN
I’m in! I’m actually in their 
security systems. Do you understand 
me?

Amelia starts shaking him back.

AMELIA
We’re on!

IAN
This is totally crazy and I am 
going to have a million dollars. 
Times nine! We’re actually going to 
steal--

Sam kicks Ian in the back of the knee. He goes down.
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SAMANTHA
Hush! The Street Smarts say the 
walls are thin and we must stay 
calm.

IAN
Augh! That really hurt!

A champagne bottle pops behind them. Amelia pours into a 
glass.

AMELIA
Cheers?

IAN
Why is everyone so mean to me?

Sam grabs the glass and chugs. Amelia pours another two.

IAN (CONT’D)
Isn’t it bad to celebrate too 
early? Well, okay, what the hell.

AMELIA
To our future success!

The three clink glasses.

EXT. NEW YORK CITY - NIGHT

Mark stands on the sidewalk with an opaque hanging bag. Jan 
drives up to him.

MARK
Father is ready.

JAN
Don’t get too kinky; you’ll blow 
our cover.

Jan’s phone buzzes in her pocket. She checks it and frowns.

MARK
What’s wrong?

JAN
Someone else is in the system.
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INT. PLUSH BAR - NIGHT

Harmon White sits in a leather armchair in a darkly lit, 
wooden bar. He drinks hot tea. A file folder sits on the 
short, marble table between him and THE SELLER. 

She is a pretty, middle-aged Chinese woman, who sips an old-
fashioned. Her speech is quiet and purposeful, with a British-
taught accent.

THE SELLER
I see you’ve made significant 
headway since we last spoke. Of 
course, I expect you not to become 
reckless.

WHITE
Of course not. We expect this to be 
the final nail in the coffin, so to 
speak. 

THE SELLER
The memento mori connection will 
not remain unnoticed after this 
move, of course. I assume you have 
a plan to deal with that?

White’s phone starts to ring. He silences it.

WHITE
Sorry about that. We expect 
Interpol to figure it out after 
this. The media attention should 
drive demand perfectly for Yu Li’s 
personal collection. Prices are 
already rising for 16th century 
oils.

THE SELLER
You are positive that you’ve left 
no trace?

WHITE
We have the very best working for 
us, of that you can be sure.

THE SELLER
The Yu Li Foundation appreciates 
your work in this matter, Mr. 
White. The auction next year is on 
all of our minds; the Yu family is 
dependent on it. You hold us in 
your hands. 
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WHITE
It has been a pleasure to work with 
you, Ms. Yu. On a personal note, if 
I may be personal--

MS. YU
You may not. I will contact you in 
the upcoming week regarding the 
appraisal of our collection.

Ms. Yu offers White her hand, which he takes. White holds his 
tea to his lips and sighs as he watches her form leave the 
bar. 

WHITE
(to himself)

Cantankerous bitch.

A waiter walks past with a tray.

WHITE (CONT’D)
(to waiter)

Honey, if you will.

He checks his phone and calls Jan.

JAN (V.O.)
Someone’s in the system. Is this 
one of yours?

WHITE
No. We’ll deal with it.

INT. HOTEL - NIGHT

Ian and Amelia down their champagne with entwined arms. Sam 
lounges in a chair, her glass already empty.

SAMANTHA
More drink!

Ian opens a second bottle of champagne. He serves Amelia.

Amelia jumps up, spilling champagne down her front.

AMELIA
Sam! We haven’t finished the 
snooping!

IAN
Shit, sorry!
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AMELIA
Don’t worry about it--

Ian runs to the bathroom. He comes back with a towel. 
Meanwhile, Sam has plugged her USB into Ian’s computer.

SAMANTHA
(singing)

Snooping, snooping...

IAN
I’m so sorry. Here-- let me--

An awkward Ian tries to wipe Amelia’s front with the towel. 

AMELIA
Hey, I got it.

IAN
Let me.

AMELIA
No, really.

IAN
I’m so sorry, I didn’t--

Amelia rips the towel from Ian’s hands. Ian flushes.

AMELIA
Ian. Stop.

IAN
Uh. Yeah. Of course. Sorry. I’ll be 
right back.

Ian leaves.

AMELIA
He’s acting weird.

SAMANTHA
(amused)

Is he?

AMELIA
Uh, yeah? Anyway. Snooping?

SAMANTHA
Right. Let’s see what Mr. White has 
been up to these days.

The two crowd around the computer. Sam pulls up White’s 
documents and scrolls through them.
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SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Let’s see. Business, business... 
Amelia, does any of this mean 
anything to you?

AMELIA
Not really. That financial 
spreadsheet might show something.

SAMANTHA
Okay. Financials.

The spreadsheet opens. Sam scrolls through it.

AMELIA
What’s that?

Sam scrolls back up on the screen.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
There. Travel expenses.

SAMANTHA
Over 60k last year.

AMELIA
Isn’t that high, for a guy whose 
job should consist mostly of 
sitting in his office, auctioning 
stuff off?

SAMANTHA
Perhaps he visits his clients?

AMELIA
I don’t know. Keep going, maybe 
there’s something else.

Sam keeps scrolling. Ian enters with a bucket of ice.

IAN
I brought ice, for, you know, 
cooling things.

They focus on the computer. Sam points to something. Ian 
mills about with the TV remote behind them.

SAMANTHA
Check it: “profits during the last 
three quarters have reached an all-
time low for the Old Master’s 
division. Recommend measures to 
uptick net gains or consider 
reallocation of management.”
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AMELIA
(taunting)

Oooooh, someone’s in trouble! 
Right? ‘Reallocation’ means 
‘fired,’ am I right? Wait, 
seriously, am I right?

SAMANTHA
Yeah.

IAN
Ocean’s Twelve is on.

SAMANTHA
The sequel? Sick!

Sam grabs her champagne and ditches the computer. She and Ian 
sit at the foot of the bed, in front of the television. 
Amelia takes Sam’s place to scroll through White’s files.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
(whispering, to Ian)

You okay?

IAN
(whispering back)

Fine.

SAMANTHA
Sorry, babe. She’s just dense is 
all. She’ll figure it out 
eventually.

IAN
Or she won’t.

He looks over at Amelia. She’s totally engrossed in the 
computer.

IAN (CONT’D)
I don’t think she even sees me.

SAMANTHA
It’s not as bad as all that.

IAN
No, it really is.

AMELIA
Sam?

SAMANTHA
(to Ian)

I’m on your side. 
(MORE)
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But eventually you have to just, 
you know. Come out with it. Or 
don’t.

AMELIA
Sam. Hey. I found an important 
thing.

SAMANTHA
Coming.

Sam leaves Ian and goes to the computer area. Ian pours a 
drink and watches the TV.

AMELIA
It’s a travel schedule.

SAMANTHA
So?

AMELIA
Well, it shows two things. One: 
according to this White’s been to 
nearly every Allton’s office in 
Europe within the past six months.

SAMANTHA
Busy man.

AMELIA
Second, he has client meetings in 
each place. 

SAMANTHA
So this document tells us nothing 
except that management is, like, 
actually sort of doing its job 
here.

AMELIA
Above and beyond. And those offices 
are in the same cities as the 
robbed museums.

SAMANTHA
Kind of a tenuous connection, 
though.

AMELIA
Hold on. This one client shows up a 
bunch...

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
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As Amelia scrolls through the document, “YLF” is listed 
regularly as a client meeting. Times and places are listed as 
well as the client’s name.

SAMANTHA
Yeah, wait -- the YLF. They’re 
meeting in hospitals?

AMELIA
Yeah, this is from last month. 
Look, they met four times. Our Lady 
of Grace in England -- Santa 
Isabella in Spain... Weird. Some 
Catholic connection?

SAMANTHA
Yilf. Your Lord Flourishes? Some 
kind of evil Church conspiracy?

IAN (O.S.)
Like The Da Vinci Code!

SAMANTHA
Thank you for your help, Ian.

AMELIA
I’m searching it... Youth 
Leadership Foundation. Young Life 
Fresno. Hm. Might explain the 
churches?

SAMANTHA
You think a bunch of central 
Californian Christian rock 
enthusiasts are connected to a 
massive art swindling?

Amelia shrugs.

AMELIA
The Yu Li Foundation?

SAMANTHA
Who?

AMELIA
(reading)

Yu Li was a Chinese billionaire, 
businessman and philanthropist.

SAMANTHA
Just like me, in the future.
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AMELIA
You’re going to be a dead Chinese 
man?

SAMANTHA
And billionaire. And 
philanthropist.

Ian walks over, glass in hand. He stands behind Sam.

AMELIA
Yu Li died about six months ago. 
His foundation is devoted to 
funding medical research in China.

SAMANTHA
Sounds legit enough. I bet this 
rich bro had some art or something 
in his estate. Or maybe the Yilf 
just wants to buy some art. Forbes 
considers art a sound investment.

AMELIA
The most recent meeting between 
them is -- oh. Right now.

SAMANTHA
What, where?

AMELIA
Here. New York. It says, at “The 
Usual.”

SAMANTHA
Sounds like a trendy bar.

AMELIA
Or, like, wherever they usually 
meet.

SAMANTHA
Well, if you suspect shady 
dealings...

AMELIA
The shadiest. If they’re involved 
in some kind of art-dealing shady-
auctioning, and they’re meeting 
here...

IAN
Well, what does it matter?
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AMELIA
I mean, we may have found the 
people behind all these art heists.

IAN
But nobody cares about any of the 
shit they’re stealing, right?

AMELIA
Some people care. I mean, I care. 
And it’s not right.

IAN
(muttering)

You’re one to be concerned with 
what’s right and wrong here. 

AMELIA
I’m sorry, what?

IAN
I just think it’s weird you’re 
trying to become the moral one.

AMELIA
Why are you being a dick?

IAN
I’m just being honest.

SAMANTHA
I’m just going to...ok...

Sam backs out of the conversation.

AMELIA
Is that all? Because you seem to 
have something else on your mind.

IAN
(muttering)

Not that it would matter to you.

AMELIA
Speak up, Ian. We don’t have time 
for this -- we have work to do.

IAN
Have you stopped, ever, to consider 
what you’ve dragged me in to? This, 
this right here, going through 
these files -- this is massively 
illegal. Not to mention what I’ve 
just done. 

(MORE)
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But I guess you don’t care about 
us. You just... forget about it.

AMELIA
Don’t put this on me. I haven’t 
made you do anything. You came on 
your own. You knew the risks.

IAN
The risks are not the point! 

AMELIA
Then what is the point?

IAN
I came -- I came because I love 
you, not that you’ve ever cared to 
notice. Fuck. Go ahead. I can’t 
deal.

Ian smokebombs out of the hotel. Amela looks to Sam. 

Sam shrugs.

SAMANTHA
To be fair, you should have seen 
that coming.

AMELIA
You knew?

SAMANTHA
You didn’t?

Amelia, huffing, grabs her wallet.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Where are you going?

AMELIA
To find him, obviously.

SAMANTHA
And then what?

Amelia slams the door.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
(to herself)

Well. That could have gone worse.

Sam jumps onto the bed and changes the channel.

IAN (CONT'D)
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EXT. CONVENIENCE STORE - NIGHT

Ian, breathing raggedly, throws away a juice box. He puts in 
his headphones and walks into the night.

EXT. NEW YORK CITY STREETS - NIGHT

Amelia stands in unfamiliar streets, as people go about their 
lives. Streetlights glint off of cars, people wearing 
headphones swelling along the sidewalks.

Amelia calls her mother.

AMELIA
Mom, hi.

MOTHER (V.O.)
Hi, hon. Is everything okay? It’s 
late.

Emotion rushes over Amelia, and she struggles to answer.

AMELIA
Yeah. I’m... I’m okay. I just 
wanted to hear your voice.

MOTHER (V.O.)
What’s wrong? Is it the job search?

AMELIA
Not exactly.

MOTHER (V.O.)
Sorry for yelling yesterday. We’re 
all a little strained. Your sister 
is doing well. I’m very proud of 
both of you, you know.

Amelia starts to cry.

AMELIA
It’s not -- I don’t know what I’m 
supposed to do. I -- I tried --

MOTHER (V.O.)
You just have to go out and get it. 
I know it’s hard right now. But I 
love you. No matter what. You know 
that, right?

AMELIA
Yeah. I’m sorry. I have to go.
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Amelia searches for Ian. She turns a corner and perks when 
she sees a man Ian’s height a block ahead. 

She runs. She reaches him. The man turns, revealing that he 
isn’t even of the same ethnicity as Ian.

Amelia wanders further. The temperature drops; she rubs her 
shoulders for warmth.

Amelia types out a text message to Ian that reads: “I’m 
sorry.” Her finger hovers over the send button. She pockets 
the phone.

INT. HOTEL - MORNING

Amelia draws back the curtains on a sleeping Sam. As sunlight 
floods the hotel, the words “DAWN OF THE FINAL DAY - 24 HOURS 
REMAIN” appear on screen. 

AMELIA
Ian isn’t back.

Sam pulls the covers over her face.

SAMANTHA
No.

Amelia looks over the city.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Are you going to do this whole 
upset-with-Ian-because-he-likes-me 
thing? Because I’d really prefer if 
you didn’t.

AMELIA
The operative word here is “loves.” 
He loves me.

SAMANTHA
And?

AMELIA
Well, he should stop!

SAMANTHA
He seems to be proceeding down that 
road quite effectively. So chill 
out.

AMELIA
Yeah, but -- our mission is going 
to be compromised!
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SAMANTHA
It’s not a mission, it’s a heist.

AMELIA
Then for the sake of the heist!

SAMANTHA
Are we sure it’s not more than 
that? You seem overly upset.

AMELIA
You think I like him?

SAMANTHA
Do you not?

AMELIA
Not like that! Or, I never thought 
of him like that.

SAMANTHA
Lie.

Amelia folds her arms and sits. Sam finds her glass.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
It is. You told me yourself.

AMELIA
When?

SAMANTHA
New Year’s Eve. In the alley by the 
dumpster outside of Club 757. You 
said, “I think Ian’s just so great. 
He looks great in that suit. I 
connect with him, you know?”

AMELIA
I didn’t say that.

SAMANTHA
That was after I watched you two 
make out for an hour.

AMELIA
No.

SAMANTHA
Yeah. Blackout, wasn’t it? The next 
morning? Yeah. I was the DD, you 
will presently recall. And then 
there was that party at A-E-Pi.
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AMELIA
Nobody remembers that party.

SAMANTHA
Except for me. And some other 
people.

AMELIA
Ian said he was blackout!

SAMANTHA
He freaked out? 

AMELIA
And that time--

SAMANTHA
Valentine’s Day wasn’t a joke. That 
was him asking you out.

AMELIA
With all the roses? But it was so 
cheesy!

SAMANTHA
You are a bit slow.

AMELIA
I have to talk to him. What about 
the heist?

SAMANTHA
We’ve come this far... He’ll 
probably show. 

AMELIA
Will he?

SAMANTHA
He’s a kicked puppy for you. He’s --
he’s the Bowser to your Princess 
Peach. He’ll always come for you.

AMELIA
I’m not sure that’s a good thing. 
Do I text him?

SAMANTHA
No. We have a job to do, so play it 
carefully. Plus, we still need 
alibis.
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INT. APARTMENT - KITCHEN - MORNING

Mark cleans a handgun, which is partially disassembled on the 
kitchen counter. Other guns are lined up on the counter.

Jan sits at a breakfast table wearing nothing but an large 
men’s button-down. She pours over code on her computer.

MARK
So, who is it?

JAN
Whoever it is, they’re not total 
idiots. The IP’s pinging all over 
the world. 

MARK
Should I be worried?

JAN
We just have to get to it first.

MARK
If it’s Interpol--

JAN
How would they know?

MARK
I’ll be on my guard, then. You’ve 
arranged my pickup?

JAN
Don’t worry, I’m not about to let 
this last job fall through the 
cracks. I’ll hit them where it 
hurts, when the time comes.

MARK
I’m counting on you.

He clicks the gun back together and looks down the barrel. 

MARK (CONT’D)
You can never be too careful.

EXT. EMPIRE STATE BUILDING - OBSERVATION DECK - DAY

AMELIA
Hey, thanks for fronting my ticket, 
by the way.
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SAMANTHA
No worries. You’ll have it back to 
me soon, I believe.

AMELIA
Yeah.

SAMANTHA
This is a hell of a view.

AMELIA
Yeah.

SAMANTHA
Look, there’s Central Park!

AMELIA
Yup.

SAMANTHA
Oh come on, don’t be bummed all 
day. Enjoy yourself for a bit. 
We’re in The City of Cities!

AMELIA
Sorry, Sam. Not this time.

SAMANTHA
It’s your choice where we go next: 
Shopping, Wall Street, or the 
Statue of Liberty.

AMELIA
Can we just go back to the hotel?

SAMANTHA
No. We at least have to see one 
more thing while we’re here. You 
can mope later.

AMELIA
Fine. Where to?

Sam and Amelia move to the elevator.

SAMANTHA
Wall Street, if you please.

AMELIA
Is it that much of an attraction? 
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SAMANTHA
It’s free and I want to see men in 
suits walking around with 
briefcases.

AMELIA
I’m pretty sure we have that in 
D.C.

SAMANTHA
And yet somehow it’s not the same.

EXT. WALL STREET - DAY

Amelia and Samantha sip coffee as they walk. Sam ogles 
various attractive businessmen.

AMELIA
You’d think there’d be more women 
out here these days. It is the 
twenty-teens.

SAMANTHA
Try not to think about it.

AMELIA
Definitely thinking about it now. 
Suddenly they’re all less 
attractive.

SAMANTHA
Agreed. But the good news is I’m 
almost positive there are security 
cameras that have now picked up on 
us looking perfectly tourist-y.

AMELIA
Mission accomplished.

INT. HOTEL - EVENING

Amelia and Sam suit up for their heist. Sam dons an ensemble 
of sleek black on black spandex with black leather gloves. 
Amelia emerges from the bathroom wearing mismatched colored 
spandex, including camo-pattern spandex.

Samantha pulls out the guard’s uniform that she stole from 
the MoMA.

SAMANTHA
Is that your heist outfit? You sure 
you don’t want this?
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AMELIA
Something wrong with this?

SAMANTHA
I didn’t realize the MoMA contained 
a jungle with which you intended to 
blend.

AMELIA
Oh, I forgot my gloves!

Amelia pulls out red leather gloves from her bag and pulls 
them on.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
Good to go!

Sam holds up the uniform.

SAMANTHA
I guess I didn’t have a clear plan 
on what to do with this after all. 
Well, now we wait.

AMELIA
For Ian.

Amelia picks up her phone.

SAMANTHA
I already texted him.

AMELIA
What did you tell him?

SAMANTHA
That we had a job to do and to get 
his head in the game. He’ll show, 
just wait.

AMELIA
And if he doesn’t?

SAMANTHA
Then we go without him.

AMELIA
But the security won’t be disabled.

SAMANTHA
I need you to roll with the 
punches, Amelia. We’ll just cut the 
wires. Or something.
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AMELIA
You realize that’s both totally 
unrealistic and a horrible idea, 
right?

SAMANTHA
You’re not rolling with the 
punches!

AMELIA
Okay, okay.

EXT. MUSEUM OF MODERN ART - NIGHT

Mark approaches the front door of the museum. He keeps out of 
sight, skirting around the block. He stops to watch them.

Amelia and Samantha lurk around the front. Amelia paces as 
Sam checks her watch. They wear street-clothes over their 
heist getups and carry backpacks. 

AMELIA
He’s not coming.

SAMANTHA
Don’t say that. Adaptability is the 
key --

AMELIA
(interrupting)

If he doesn’t come, we’re screwed.

Mark’s hand sits on his gun. He continues forward to a museum 
fire exit.

Samantha fiddles with her watch, having seen nothing.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
I guess we won’t be any worse off 
than before. I’m still jobless and 
broke.

Sam checks her phone.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
Except I now owe Ian for gas and 
the hotel. And I have to pay that 
ticket. And I owe you for food and 
the ticket to the Empire State 
Building. 

SAMANTHA
Zip it. You’re harshing my mellow.
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Amelia leans against a wall. Sam paces.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Maybe you’re right. He’s 20 minutes 
late.

AMELIA
Call it off?

Sam looks around, finally giving in.

SAMANTHA
Let’s go home.

Sam and Amelia turn to leave. Ian walks around the corner, 
hands in pockets, behind them. Sam turns. She pulls Amelia on 
the shoulder. Amelia turns, stops, and runs to hug him.

AMELIA
You came.

IAN
Yeah.

SAMANTHA
Okay, then, I’ll just...

Sam backs out the conversation. She hovers in the background, 
staring at her feet.

AMELIA
About what you said, I wanted to 
let you know... I’m sorry. I was 
just oblivious, and --

IAN
Hey. It’s okay. I’m okay. This 
isn’t the time to talk about it, 
anyway. We have a job to do.

AMELIA
You mean you’re in?

IAN
I’m in. We’ve come this far. We can 
deal with the rest later.

Ian and Amelia share their smile. Sam cuts between them.

SAMANTHA
Everyone’s done? Hugged and made 
up? Awesome. Can we get to the job 
at hand now, please?
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IAN
Yeah. Let’s huddle up.

AMELIA
Here?

IAN
Yeah, I mean, the security’s 
already disabled.

Sam playfully punches Ian.

SAMANTHA
You clever ass. You almost had me.

They huddle.

IAN
Ok. Amelia, Sam: what’s your plan?

AMELIA
Sam will follow me to our target, 
if you catch my meaning. I already 
figured out the shortest route 
using the online map.

SAMANTHA
What’s the security situation?

IAN
Cameras disabled. That leaves any 
night guards they have around. 
Avoid them. I’ll be monitoring to 
make sure the hack isn’t 
interrupted. Once you go in, set a 
timer: I’ll drive by after 20 
minutes to pick you up. The one 
thing you have to handle is any 
security around the item itself.

SAMANTHA
I have a rock in my bag. You know, 
to switch out with the target.

AMELIA
Will that work?

SAMANTHA
It’s better than nothing, I figure.

AMELIA
I brought a glass cutter.
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SAMANTHA
You own a glass cutter?

AMELIA
Yeah, dude. I found it in the 
garage. And the target -- if you 
know what I mean -- is in a glass 
box.

SAMANTHA
You’re surprisingly un-oblivious 
sometimes.

AMELIA
The main thing is this stick to the 
plan and be fast.

SAMANTHA
I was born fast. I mean, not the 
actual birthing process, but, yeah. 
We’re ready.

IAN
As ready as we’ll ever be.

INT. HOTEL - NIGHT

Ian takes a seat at his computer. His hacking program sends 
text across the screen. He sets a timer on his phone. 

IAN
Looking good.

Ian texts, “Ready when you are” to Sam. He receives back, 
“See you in 20.”

EXT. MUSEUM OF MODERN ART - FIRE ESCAPE - NIGHT

Sam and Amelia toss their normal clothes into their 
backpacks. Amelia grabs the door handle, takes a deep breath, 
and pulls. 

INT. MUSEUM OF MODERN ART - CONTINUOUS

The door opens. Sam and Amelia speed down the white, semi-lit 
corridor. Their steps echo.

On a floor below them, a lone NIGHT GUARD whistles to 
himself. The night guard takes a seat in front of the 
security screens and puts his feet up.
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A small straw, connected to a can of noxious gas, appears 
around the corner of the guard’s office. It fills the room 
with a gas; the unconscious guard hits the floor with a loud 
thunk.

Mark, in all-black, crouches by the door. He covers his nose 
and mouth. He stands, places the gas can in his pack, and 
continues down the hall to a stairwell.

Amelia’s footsteps clack against the floor.

SAMANTHA
Shh!

AMELIA
(mouthing)

I’m trying!

Sam follows Amelia around a corner and up a flight of stairs. 
Amelia continues up another two flights of stairs.

Sam, out of breath, stops on a landing.

SAMANTHA
Where is this thing?

AMELIA
Top floor.

SAMANTHA
God, I miss elevators.

Amelia storms up the final flights of stairs to arrive at the 
6th floor. Sam lags behind.

The pair carefully enter the special exhibit area. They slow 
around the corner, checking for the guard.

The exhibit features several other works by Damien Hirst, 
including his collection of preserved animals. A shark floats 
in teal formaldehyde; a cow and calf, halved between 4 
separate formaldehyde tanks, stand nearby. 

Amelia stops short between halves of the cow. Sam bumps into 
her.

Amelia holds up a hand. She taps her ear. The room is filled 
with a gurgling sound. 

INT. HOTEL - CONTINUOUS

Ian monitors the hack. Suddenly the window closes him out of 
the security system. His computer spontaneously shuts down.
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IAN
No, no, no.

Ian jams the power button until the boot screen returns.

INT. MUSEUM OF MODERN ART

Amelia peeks around the corner.

Hirst’s work, Lost Love, reveals itself to be the source of 
the gurgling. It features a live aquarium containing a 
gynecologist’s chair.

Amelia waves Sam over. The two sneak into the next room.

The room they enter features information on the walls, a 
stalling space before coming to the main attraction of the 
exhibit. A photo of a pink diamond-encrusted infant’s skull 
is large on one wall.

AMELIA
For Heaven’s Sake!

Samantha freezes in place. She stares at Amelia. Amelia 
points to the photo of the infant’s skull, which reads ‘For 
Heaven’s Sake, 2010’ beneath. Sam glares. 

The two continue to the final room. Light dances off the 
diamond skull at the end of the long space; two rows of 
displays create an aisle towards the skull. The displays 
feature information on the making of For The Love of God.

Amelia approaches the skull.

INT./EXT. HELICOPTER

Jan sits on a roof of the hospital with a laptop on the seat 
next to her. She types into the code and hits enter.

INT. HOTEL

Ian types furiously on the computer. An error message 
appears. Ian stands and wipes his sweating brow.

IAN
Oh no, oh no.

Ian takes a lap around the room. He stops next to Amelia’s 
open bag, upon which a notebook, covered in scrawlings of her 
plan, sits open. 
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Resolute, Ian sits back down and starts typing again.

IAN (CONT’D)
Not on my watch.

INT. MUSEUM OF MODERN ART

Amelia stares at the skull. Behind her, Sam unzips her bag to 
pull out a large rock.

SAMANTHA
Okay. You cut the glass. I’ll 
handle the rock.

AMELIA
It’s beautiful.

SAMANTHA
Kind of gaudy, actually. Anyway, 
let’s do it. Grab away. 

AMELIA
It’s so serene.

SAMANTHA
I am too tense for you right now. 
Let’s go. Come on.

Sam gets closer. Amelia hesitates. She blocks Sam from the 
skull.

AMELIA
No. We can’t do this.

SAMANTHA
Are you fucking joking me? Because 
we are sort of standing directly in 
front of, you know, our ticket to 
butlers and houses with fountains. 
And no more student loans!

AMELIA
Sam, it isn’t right. It’s art.

SAMANTHA
You’re backing out on me. Don’t you 
back out on me, Amelia Brewer, 
don’t you dare. I am sticking -- 
Ian and I are both sticking our 
necks out on your hunches about 
this and we are literally. Inside. 
The museum. Right. Now.
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AMELIA
Put down the rock. You know this 
isn’t right.

SAMANTHA
I know that 9.3 million dollars is 
enough to make me not care what’s 
right, and I’m going to punch you 
in the face!

AMELIA
It’s art. I know you don’t care, 
but I love art. It’s beautiful, and 
powerful, and I believe in it. Even 
if sometimes I forget why --

Sam pulls her arm back to punch. 

PURPOSEFUL FOOTSTEPS reverberate through the museum, growing 
louder. The girls freeze momentarily, before taking cover 
behind the long display cases in the room.

SAMANTHA
(mouthing)

Guards?

Amelia puts a finger over her lips. 

AMELIA
(mouthing)

They’re coming.

The FOOTSTEPS enter the room. Both girls hold their breath as 
Mark approaches For the Love of God.

Mark attaches a device to the base of the case. He slides the 
glass top off the base, exposing the skull.

Mark places the glass on the floor. He takes a photo of the 
skull with his phone.

Amelia peeks around the edge of the case. She sees Mark, now 
with a rock in one hand and poised to lift the skull from its 
pedestal with the other.

Mark moves to grab the skull.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
No!

Mark drops the rock but holds the skull in one hand. With his 
free hand, Mark pulls a pistol from his belt.
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Sam throws her rock in the opposite direction of the door. It 
hits the wall; the sound distracts Mark enough for Sam to 
grab Amelia’s arm and sprint from the room.

MARK
Stop and I won’t shoot!

Amelia and Sam make it into the next room with Mark in tow. 
Mark fires two shots that miss. Jan’s helicopter can be 
distantly heard on the roof.

The girls enter the formaldehyde tank room.

Mark zips For the Love of God into his backpack. He radios 
Jan.

MARK (CONT’D)
They’re here.

JAN (O.S.)
Get it and get out.

INT. HOTEL - NIGHT

Ian regains control of the museum’s security on his computer. 
He breathes a sigh of relief before pulling out his phone and 
typing, “So, how’s it going?” to Sam.

INT. MUSEUM OF MODERN ART

Mark cocks his gun. He steps carefully through the quiet 
formaldehyde tank room.

Amelia and Sam crouch between tanked halves of calf. Amelia 
covers her mouth with her hands.

Sam’s phone sings a pop song in her pocket.

Mark fires. The shot hits Lost Love; the glass shatters, 
exploding live fish onto the floor. An alarm sounds.

Amelia and Sam sprint through the puddle to the staircase. 

Mark sprints behind them. When he reaches the staircase, he 
hears Amelia and Sam’s footsteps barrelling downstairs. Mark 
climbs the staircase to the roof.

Jan’s helicopter is running on the roof. Mark jumps in. The 
two take off.

Sam and Amelia hunch in the alleyway, trying to catch their 
breath.
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SAMANTHA
Keep moving! 

Amelia limps after Sam. Ian pulls up in Sam’s car.

IAN
We did it!

Amelia hops into the front seat. Sam gets in the back.

SAMANTHA
Drive!

Ian pulls away. Amelia and Sam are breathing heavily; nobody 
smiles.

IAN
I feel like something is up. Is 
something up?

SAMANTHA
Someone else stole it out from 
under us.

IAN
What?

SAMANTHA
Real professionals. He had a gun 
and a helicopter and everything. 
We’re actually screwed.

IAN
(voice jumping several 
octaves)

A gun?!

SAMANTHA
And a helicopter.

She points up; the helicopter flies into the night.

AMELIA
This is my fault. I’m sorry for 
even having dragged you into this 
mess.

IAN
Don’t take it like that. We’re not 
in jail, are we?

AMELIA
Not yet.
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IAN
Oh, God. Are we going to jail?

SAMANTHA
We aren’t going to jail. Probably. 
After all, the thieves stole the 
skull, not us.

AMELIA
Unless we get framed, like I failed 
to properly do. I should have 
known.

Amelia and Sam fall into a bummed silence. 

EXT. HOSPITAL ROOFTOP - NIGHT

Jan lands the helicopter on the hospital roof. As she climbs 
out, it becomes apparent that she’s wearing a nun’s habit. 
Mark tosses her a coif and veil for her head.

MARK
Looking sharp.

JAN
Good. Final stretch. I can already 
taste the sailboat and sea air.

Mark hands Jan the backpack with the skull. Jan enters the 
hospital through the roof. Mark unzips a hanging bag to 
reveal a priest’s costume.

INT. SAMANTHA’S CAR

IAN
Well then... should I head back to 
the hotel?

SAMANTHA
Or a bar.

Amelia’s phone buzzes.

IAN
Is it the police?

AMELIA
(reading a text)

No. My mom. Apparently my sister 
was accepted for a public policy 
internship.
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SAMANTHA
Getting a head-start to success, 
isn’t she?

AMELIA
Typical. I guess I should 
congratulate her.

Amelia sighs. Then she suddenly sits up.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
No. Ian, turn the car around.

IAN
I-uh-why?

AMELIA
We just have to adapt. It’s not 
about having a head start -- it’s 
hard work and rolling with the 
punches, right? Every hero loses 
hope sometimes. We’re at the final 
boss, or at least a big one. We 
have to use our ingenuity and 
recently acquired tools-slash-
skills to defeat the evil before 
us!

Ian flicks on the blinker and makes for a U-turn.

SAMANTHA
Yeah, but the skull’s been stolen 
already.

AMELIA
We’re smart. We’ll steal it back.

IAN
We will?

SAMANTHA
Nope. Not happening. They had guns. 
Ian, to the bar. We came, we tried, 
now we’re going to drink away our 
disappointment.

AMELIA
Turn this car around, Mr. 
President! I have a plan!

SAMANTHA
Well I have a high respect for the 
value of my life. 

(MORE)
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We gave it a shot, dude, but we’re 
just not that smooth.

AMELIA
Listen. We are the only ones who 
have any idea what’s going on. We 
have to give chase. Plus, I know 
that I can find them.

IAN
You know. You’re sure.

AMELIA
I know. I’m confident.

Someone HONKS at the car, which remains in the left-turn 
lane.

SAMANTHA
I’ve had enough bullets come my way 
tonight. I’ve seen Goldeneye and 
I’ve played the game. I never 
wanted to get any more real than 
that.

AMELIA
It’s the right thing to do, Sam.

IAN
(to Sam)

Come on, let’s give it a shot. 

Sam sighs and sits back, folding her arms. Ian makes a U-
turn.

SAMANTHA
I better make some killer dough on 
this.

IAN
So, Amelia. Where to?

AMELIA
(thinking aloud)

We have to consider all the 
evidence, like Phoenix Wright or 
Professor Layton or any other good 
detective-type would. I’ve just 
stolen For the Love of God and 
there was someone there on my 
trail. I’m going to lie low, right?

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
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IAN
Right. You’re going to take it 
somewhere safe.

AMELIA
So, we know these guys are probably 
working with Harmon White. We know 
that White has a mysterious 
tendency to hang out at hospitals 
with the Yu Li Foundation. And we 
know that these guys are 
professionals. Spooked ones.

SAMANTHA
Yes.

AMELIA
So. Clues. They’re probably going 
to fly somewhere.

SAMANTHA
What makes you say that?

AMELIA
The police are going to swarm here. 
There’s a narrow window before 
everyone catches on. Then it’ll be 
too hard to leave. So they’re 
peacing out tonight, or they’ll be 
stuck.

SAMANTHA
Fair enough. So, where?

AMELIA
Allton’s are everywhere, but I’d 
hedge my bets on Europe. It’s where 
the rest of their operations have 
been centered.

SAMANTHA
Europe is kind of big, yo.

IAN
Switzerland. Sam, search for the 
direct flights to Zurich and 
Geneva.

Sam starts searching on her phone.

AMELIA
Switzerland?
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SAMANTHA
Direct only?

IAN
Direct only. Think about it. 
Amelia: what would you do if you 
had a heap of diamonds in your bag? 
Swiss banks. 

AMELIA
Genius.

IAN
Also, I read through those files 
this afternoon, the ones you guys 
stole from White. They’re pretty 
incriminating. Plus, he has a house 
in Switzerland.

SAMANTHA
Where?

IAN
Uh, Verb...Verbena...?

SAMANTHA
Verbier, you mean?

IAN
Yeah. I’m no good with Swiss.

SAMANTHA
It’s French. In that case, I’ll 
only need to look for flights to 
Geneva.

AMELIA
You know where Verbier is?

SAMANTHA
Of course. Where did you ski when 
you were a kid?

AMELIA
I didn’t?

SAMANTHA
Oh! There’s a flight to Geneva from 
JFK in three hours. Hit it!

Ian steps on the gas.
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INT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT

Jan navigates through the hospital corridor. She purposely 
enters a conference room, where several nuns have gathered.

JAN
Is everyone ready to begin?

INT. SAMANTHA’S CAR - NIGHT

SAMANTHA
They’ll need to be at the airport 
in the next hour. We need a plan.

IAN
You realize that this whole thing 
is based on conjecture, right? They 
might not show.

AMELIA
Life is based on conjecture. If 
we’re right, then it’s deduction. I 
learned that from Sherlock, 
Holmies.

SAMANTHA
I regret that you said that.

AMELIA
That makes two of us.

IAN
But what if they take a private 
plane?

AMELIA
They won’t. It would leave too much 
of a trail, and could connect them 
to Allton’s too obviously. They’ll 
fly like the rest of us.

SAMANTHA
But we do need a plan. 

IAN
How about this: when we see them, 
we snatch the duffel bag, or 
backpack, or whatever it’s in, and 
run.

AMELIA
It’s a backpack. 
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SAMANTHA
It could work, if they don’t shoot 
us.

AMELIA
We know what the one guy looks 
like. But if there’s others, we 
wouldn’t know. Also what if they 
catch us and take it back?

SAMANTHA
We’ll need a distraction.

AMELIA
Wait, I got this. I’ll cause a 
ruckus, then Sam, you snatch the 
bag.

SAMANTHA
Why me?

AMELIA
Because you’re sneaky.

IAN
What do I do?

AMELIA
Sit in the car?

IAN
This is a terrible plan.

EXT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT

Mark, in priestly dress, pulls a van to the curb. The van’s 
side displays the hospital’s name. The crew of nuns, 
including Jan, enter the van.

EXT. JFK AIRPORT - PARKING GARAGE - NIGHT

Sam’s car pulls into a parking garage of the airport.

AMELIA
Oh God, we’re already here.

SAMANTHA
No, dude, our plan isn’t awful. It 
has leeway for... improvisation.
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IAN
I’m not sitting in the car. I’ll 
help. I’ll be eyes and ears.

SAMANTHA
Come on.

Sam gets out of the car and pulls a colorful sweatshirt over 
her heist outfit. Amelia stands and removes her red leather 
gloves.

IAN
You look like track runners or 
something. Except without all the 
muscles.

INT. JFK AIRPORT - NIGHT

Sam studies the departures board at the airport alongside 
Ian. 

SAMANTHA
(confidentially, to Ian)

Right on time. Now we just have to 
identify them. Look for a backpack. 
And anyone suspicious.

IAN
Roger that.

Amelia wanders over to Sam and Ian.

AMELIA
I’ve scoped it out, but I didn’t 
see anyone. If we wait by security, 
they’re sure to pass by us.

IAN
Are you allowed to loiter by 
security?

Amelia shrugs.

AMELIA
Probably not.

The group of nuns enter the departures area as Amelia and 
crew move to security.

Amelia leans against a wall.

IAN
Wait, so what’s the plan?
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AMELIA
Currently: we find them, take the 
bag or something, and run as fast 
as we can.

IAN
Not much of a plan.

AMELIA
Sometimes you have to move on 
without a plan.

SAMANTHA
What do you think about these guys?

A group of businessmen, in well-cut suits, stand in security 
line with their passports at the ready. They carry thin 
briefcases.

AMELIA
Look at what they’re carrying: it 
wouldn’t fit in any of those 
briefcases.

IAN
Do you think they could have 
checked it?

AMELIA
Would you check it?

IAN
Never.

AMELIA
Exactly. They won’t let it leave 
their sight.

The nuns have proceeded to the front of the check-in line. 

JAN
Hi. Our reservation is under 
“White.”

AIRLINE ATTENDANT
Could I see ID, please?

Jan collects the IDs of the nuns and hands them over.

MARK
Sisters, have a safe trip! God 
bless!

The sisters wave Mark off.

99.



EXT. JFK AIRPORT - NIGHT

Mark continues around the corner and into the hospital van. 
He moves the van into the parking garage. 

Mark climbs from the driver’s seat into the back of the van. 
The van tilts and shakes. Mark emerges from the back door of 
the van wearing a TSA uniform. 

He straightens his collar and double-checks his pocket for 
his ID badge. Mark strides towards the airport.

INT. JFK AIRPORT - CONTINUOUS

Mark flashes his TSA badge at security. He approaches a TSA 
official who is manning the scanners.

MARK
I was sent over from Terminal 2. 
Want to take a break?

TSA OFFICIAL
Sure.

On the other side of security, Sam, Ian, and Amelia are 
huddled beside the growing security line.

IAN
What about those guys? They look 
like they’ve seen things.

A group of large Eastern Europeans put their backpacks in 
plastic security bins.

AMELIA
Maybe.

SAMANTHA
Nah, our guy was fit. They’re not 
fit enough.

AMELIA
Them?

Amelia points to the approaching group of nuns. Jan carries a 
black backpack. The other nuns carry small purses.

SAMANTHA
(incredulously)

Dude, they’re nuns.

AMELIA
Dude. Catholic hospitals.
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SAMANTHA
That one has a backpack.

IAN
Black. Suspicious.

AMELIA
But the guy in the museum was a 
guy. And everyone has black 
backpacks. They’re a common color 
of pack.

SAMANTHA
But our guy was definitely not 
alone.

The nuns proceed through the relatively short security line. 
Jan shifts her backpack to her front, ready to send it 
through the scanner.

AMELIA
Crap. What if it’s not them? What 
do you think?

Amelia looks back and forth between the nuns and her friends.

Jan moves forward in line. She puts the backpack on the 
security table. 

Sam grabs Amelia’s arm.

SAMANTHA
(through gritted teeth)

Look. At. The. Shape. In. The. Bag.

Amelia sees the clearly rounded shape in the bag.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Dude, Catholic hospitals.

AMELIA
Oh God. Fake nuns! A distraction!

IAN
(yelling)

Terrorists! Bombs!

Ian shuts up. The airport is momentarily silent. Yells and 
chaos suddenly erupt on both sides of security.

IAN (CONT’D)
Oh, hell.
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The airport is filled with jostling and running as people 
panic. Ian sprints out of the departure terminal.

Amelia peals out a battle-cry and tears forward through the 
chaos, throwing the rope queue barrier to the ground. 

SAMANTHA
Amelia!

Amelia runs straight for the nun’s bag. She steamrolls Jan, 
snatches the bag, and sprints through the crowd.

JAN
Help! Thief!

Amelia disappears behind the sliding doors of the airport.

Sam slips out momentarily afterwards.

INT/EXT: SAMANTHA’S CAR

A wide-eyed Sam spots her car waiting in the loading zone of 
the airport. She walks at a forcibly slow pace until she 
reaches the car and climbs in.

SAMANTHA
Drive. But look normal.

Amelia white-knuckles the backpack in the back seat.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
So? Did you get it?

Amelia unzips the backpack. Polished diamonds shine from 
inside, reflecting the streetlight onto Sam’s face.

AMELIA
I did it?

SAMANTHA
Holy crap. Allton’s was using fake 
nuns to traffick stolen art through 
Europe, in order to rig demand for 
their upcoming auction of Yu Li 
Foundation stuff. We’re meddling 
geniuses!

IAN
So now, we...?

AMELIA
We go back to the hotel?
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The church van pulls directly behind them. It rams the back 
of the car. Sam screams.

IAN
Shit! Enemies!

Ian steps on the gas. He veers onto the nearest overpass and 
slides around the corner with the van close behind. 

SAMANTHA
What are you doing?!

IAN
Trust me! I’ve done this before!

Mark keeps up and rams Ian again. Ian spins at the end of the 
overpass, careening into hedges.

SAMANTHA
My car!

Window down, Mark fires at the car. It hits a side panel.

Ian floors it through the hedges and back onto the highway. 
He speeds out of the airport area, narrowly weaving in and 
out of traffic. 

Mark veers through the cars on the highway, thick with 
traffic. Mark crashes into a car that is unexpectedly 
changing lanes. His van spins.

Ian exits the highway and pulls into a suburban neighborhood. 
He pulls onto a quiet street, where he parks and turns the 
car off.

Headlights creep toward Ian’s car from down the street. They 
collectively hold their breath and sink into their seats. The 
car passes; it isn’t Mark’s.

IAN
(breathing heavily)

Everyone okay?

AMELIA
I’m alive.

SAMANTHA
My sweet car! 

IAN
I think we’re in the clear.

103.



SAMANTHA
Where did you learn to drive like 
that? Don’t tell me Grand Theft 
Auto or something.

IAN
Nah. I winged it.

SAMANTHA
You winged it!?

IAN
Yeah. I guess I did. But we’re 
alive.

Amelia holds the skull in her hand.

AMELIA
And we still have this.

INT. HOTEL - NIGHT

Sam and Amelia are dancing goofily. For Heaven’s Sake sits on 
a side table in plain view. Empty bottles are spread through 
the room; the iPod speakers are blaring. 

Ian shakes a bottle of champagne before opening it, the spray 
exploding through the room. 

Amelia, laughing, sits on the edge of the bed. Ian sits next 
to her and fills her glass.

IAN
You did it.

Amelia focuses on the skull, sternly poised in the center of 
the room.

AMELIA
Yeah. We did it. It’s kind of 
awful.

IAN
I kind of like it.

AMELIA
No, I mean... I’ve stolen this from 
the world. I thought this is what I 
wanted. I should never have dragged 
you into this.
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IAN
We came willingly. We saved it from 
the real bad guys.

AMELIA
But this isn’t me. Art is meant to 
be shared. That’s part of what 
makes it beautiful. 

Sam gingerly removes the champagne glass from Amelia’s hand. 
Ian and Sam exchange a glance in which Sam winks. Sam leaves 
the room.

Amelia leans forward, grabbing her knees.

IAN
I hate to say it, but you’re right. 
We have to fix this.

Amelia perks.

AMELIA
You agree! We’ll return the skull 
to the museum. And we’re going to 
get back those other paintings.

IAN
I do? I mean, we are?

AMELIA
We’re the only ones who can. 
Because we know how to expose the 
true thieves.

IAN
Do we?

AMELIA
Conjecture has taken us this far. 
Come on.

INT. NEW YORK CITY - LINCOLN CENTER FOUNTAINS

Amelia, Ian, and Sam sit on the edge of the fountains in the 
plaza. Sam works on a laptop.

SAMANTHA
Okay, email written. 

IAN
Encrypt your IP before sending. 
Here, I’ll do it. You’re on the 
public wifi, right?
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Sam pushes her laptop to Ian.

SAMANTHA
Yeah. Do you think we’ll get a 
reward?

AMELIA
Sam, we’re the superheroes here. 
You’re not supposed to ask that 
question.

Sam shrugs.

SAMANTHA
It’s a fair question.

IAN
Ready to send.

SAMANTHA
Let me read over it again.

On Sam’s screen, an email details the connection between 
Harmon White and the art heist around the world - attachments 
of his personal files are connected to the email. Sam types a 
mailing address at the bottom of the email.

SAMANTHA (CONT’D)
Perfect. It’s sent.

AMELIA
We’re done.

IAN
We’re done.

INT. SWISS CHALET - AFTERNOON

Mark and Jan burst through the chalet’s door carrying 
suitcases. Jan crashes onto the couch.

JAN
Finally.

MARK
You act as if it’s all behind us.

JAN
It is. We’re done with them -- and 
with being hands for hire. I’m 
tired of fighting other people’s 
battles.
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MARK
What are we going to do, then?

JAN
I don’t know... I’m still up for 
the sailboat. We can switch to our 
Canadian passports... live a quiet 
but beautiful life in the 
Mediterranean. Eat olives.

Mark approaches the couch and hangs over her.

MARK
Please. You don’t even like olives.

JAN
Well then, we’ll do what everyone 
else like us does. Disappear for a 
while. Let the police blow over.

The two kiss.

MARK
And then?

JAN
And then, we’ll do it all again.

MARK
But on our own.

JAN
I think we ought to steer clear of 
art. I’ve been thinking: casinos?

MARK
Casinos. Sounds glamorous.

INT./EXT. ALLTON’S AUCTION HOUSE - DAY

Police cars swarm outside of Allton’s, below the window of 
White’s office. White types at his desk.

The door busts open. Police flood in. White is handcuffed.

Police search the office. An officer finds a backpack beside 
White’s desk. She zips it open. For Heaven’s Sake peeks out 
from inside.

POLICE
Got something.
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INT/EXT. SAMANTHA’S CAR - I-95

The trio pull away from New York. They pass under a sign for 
Washington, D.C. Ian drives. 

IAN
I bet the museum is just now 
realizing what happened.

SAMANTHA
Oh, no. We set off alarms last 
night.

IAN
Really?

SAMANTHA
Yeah. It was pretty awesome.

IAN
Next time I’m going with you guys.

AMELIA
Is there going to be a next time?

IAN
I mean next time you guys have a 
super awesome adventure.

AMELIA
Speaking of which, Sam -- where did 
you stuff the skull at Allton’s?

SAMANTHA
A magician never reveals her 
secrets.

AMELIA
Are you a magician? 

SAMANTHA
...No. I put it in his office. In 
the corner. That receptionist gave 
me an access card, remember? I just 
walked in.

IAN
Well that’s easier than expected.

SAMANTHA
Yup. It was really no big deal.
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INT. ALLTON’S AUCTION HOUSE - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

The elevator opens on the Old Masters Department floor. Sam, 
in her heist clothes, stands in the center of the elevator 
looking at her feet. The backpack is on her back.

Lasers criss-cross the room. One laser, on a rotating base, 
scans back and forth through the department.

Sam lifts her head. Her look is determined. She cartwheels 
and back handsprings through the room, ending in a crouch 
before White’s door.

The door creaks open. She places the backpack in the corner.

INT./EXT. SAMANTHA’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

IAN
I guess this isn’t Ocean’s Eleven 
after all.

AMELIA
Man, I just realized I’m going 
home. Being broke is the worst.

SAMANTHA
Wish you had that 9.3 million now, 
don’t you?

AMELIA
No need to rub it in.

Amelia’s phone rings.

AMELIA (CONT’D)
Hello? Yes, Mr. Patel. I’m on my 
way back today.

EXT. AMELIA’S HOUSE - MIDDAY - WEEKS LATER

Amelia emerges from her home wearing PJs and holding a coffee 
mug. She picks up the paper and unfolds it by the mailbox. 
The headline reads: “CHARGED!” It features a photo of White, 
cuffed, in a courthouse.

She folds the paper under her arm and opens the mailbox. A 
letter for her sits on the top of the pile.

Amelia shuffles back to her front door while ripping open the 
letter. She stops, reads, and drops the coffee mug. She stays 
frozen, reading.
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INT. IAN’S HOUSE - BASEMENT

Amelia barges into Ian’s room. Ian is typing furiously on the 
computer.

AMELIA
Ian. Hey.

IAN
Hey. I’m sort of on a roll on this 
program --

AMELIA
I have a check for 333,333 dollars 
and 33 cents, and it’s for you.

IAN
What?

AMELIA
They somehow knew it was me, and 
they sent me a 1 million dollar 
reward. And they want an interview.

IAN
They sent you a million dollars in 
the mail?

AMELIA
Yes?

IAN
That’s so irresponsible!

Ian takes the check.

IAN (CONT’D)
Holy fuckbuckets! I’m a 
thousandaire!

Ian kisses Amelia.

IAN (CONT’D)
Sorry. Was that okay? Because we 
sort of left it hanging and I never 
was really clear--

Amelia grabs him by the shirt and pulls him into a kiss.

IAN (CONT’D)
Cool. Yeah.

Sam saunters in, newspaper in hand. Amelia and Ian nudge 
apart.
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SAMANTHA
So you heard the news about White?

AMELIA
Sam. Bigger news. I am freaking out 
right now.

SAMANTHA
What’s up?

IAN
Amelia got -- we have -- Amelia, 
tell her.

AMELIA
I have a check for 333,333 dollars 
for you. 

IAN
And 33 cents.

AMELIA
And they know it was me.

SAMANTHA
Are you joking right now because I 
can’t handle it if you’re joking 
right now.

AMELIA
They sent me $1 million in a letter 
and they want to talk to me. I 
don’t even know how they found me!

SAMANTHA
Oh, I put your address on the tip.

AMELIA
You... you did what?

IAN
You put Amelia’s address on our 
anonymous tip? Are you crazy?

AMELIA
They’re going to come after me! Oh 
God, there goes my already 
miniscule chances of having a job. 
Now I’ll be a felon! A wealthy 
felon! You are turning me into 
Martha Stewart!
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IAN
I thought you were the Street 
Smarts! You’re supposed to be the 
Street Smarts!

SAMANTHA
Guys. Shut your holes. And give me 
my check. You’re looking at it all 
wrong. This way, we get credit.

IAN
(voice cracking)

We now get credit for very illegal 
information including all sorts of 
very bad, very illegal things? 

SAMANTHA
Hush. Don’t you think they’d have 
already come after us if they 
wanted to?

AMELIA
I don’t know! I’m not a detective!

SAMANTHA
We’re fine! They probably want to 
high-five us. Well, you, Amelia. As 
far as they’re concerned, you did 
this single-handedly. You’ll be the 
best-known art-heist-cracker under 
25! In history!

AMELIA
I can’t decide whether to kiss you 
or kill you.

SAMANTHA
I’ll allow you some time to think 
on it?

AMELIA
I think I need a sit.

INT. WASHINGTON OFFICE BUILDING - DAY

AMELIA (V.O.)
I had a plan, at one point. Go to a 
good school, get a good job, have a 
good life. The thing about that? 
Plans fall through. 
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Sam, dressed to the nines, walks into the office building of 
her unpaid internship wearing a badge with her name and 
“Intern” printed. She mills by a single-serve coffee machine. 
When she picks up her coffee, her glitzy, massive ring 
catches the light. The ring matches equally glitz earrings 
and a necklace. 

Sam takes her coffee to her desk.

INT. WASHINGTON GOVERNMENT BUILDING - OFFICE

Ian, suited, sits across from government officials. He runs 
an app on his iPad called “HackGuard.” He hands the officials 
sales materials explaining the software.

AMELIA (V.O.)
That’s why there’s backup plans, I 
guess. Plans change, sometimes over 
years, sometimes in seconds. But 
eventually, everything returns to 
normal. Whatever that means.

INT. THE NATIONAL GALLERY OF ART - DAY 

Amelia shakes hands with a middle-aged, male museum 
supervisor dressed in a sharp suit. The supervisor smiles.

MUSEUM SUPERVISOR
We’re so excited to have you here, 
Amelia.

AMELIA
Thank you. It’s something of a 
dream to be here.

MUSEUM SUPERVISOR
Well, after reading about your 
involvement in derailing the 
Allton’s scandal, I couldn’t well 
say ‘no.’ Plus, we’re in need of a 
good curator. I think you’ll enjoy 
it here.

AMELIA
I have a good feeling about it.

FADE TO BLACK.

THE END
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