
INT. CORRIDOR OUTSIDE COMMITTEE ROOM, STATEHOUSE - DAY 

Reporters and community activists cluster.  Tom emerges from 
the committee room with a victorious cat-who-ate-the-canary 
grin that sets off applause from the activists and a flurry 
of questions from the media.

AT THE FAR END OF THE CORRIDOR - Scarpa reports the results 
to Don-Don.  Don-Don and Tom's eyes meet.  Don-Don offers Tom 
a begrudging nod of respect.

INT. THOMAS'S OFFICE, STATEHOUSE - DAY

Tom strides in.  His secretary, LOUISE - 55, with an iron 
will to match his own - is on the phone.

THOMAS
I need to dictate a press release.

LOUISE
I'm on the telephone.

THOMAS
With who?

LOUISE
None of your business.

THOMAS
When you're done.

LOUISE
Jimmy Keefe called to make sure you 
were still coming by, and you've 
got two union reps in your office.

THOMAS
Which union?

Louise gives him a "who do you think" look.  Tom darkens.  
Then plasters on an all-is-peachy face.

INT. THOMAS'S PRIVATE OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Two paunchy men wearing black arm bands are waiting.

THOMAS
Eddie Trio, Joey B.  What's with 
the mourning bands?
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The men offer a sheepish shrug.

THOMAS
Not Bucky Mullin?

EDDIE TRIO
Officially, he was a member of the 
local.

THOMAS
Bucky was barely a member of the 
human race.  God rest.  Sit, sit.

EDDIE TRIO
You know we like you.  You got our 
guys' votes forever.  So this ain't 
coming from us.

THOMAS
Who's it from?

EDDIE TRIO
Tom.  Michael was seen in the Lower 
End this morning.

THOMAS
People are always seeing my 
brother.  He's the New England 
version of Elvis.

EDDIE TRIO
He beat the piss out of two kids.  
Not that they were innocent kids, 
but... He's back.  For real.

Tom toys with the dagger shaped letter opener on his desk but 
says nothing.

EDDIE TRIO
Now we both know your brother, he 
broke a lot of eggs in his day.  So 
if he's gonna be allowed back in 
town, he's gonna have to get out 
from under with certain people.  
Thought was you could help arrange 
that for him.

THOMAS
Why don't you just pull out a gun 
and stick me up while you're at it?
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EDDIE TRIO
It's nothing outrageous. Concession 
stand contract for a couple of the 
state parks.  The rights are up for 
bid.  You can make sure they fall 
into the right hands.

Tom tap-tap-taps the point of the dagger-opener.

THOMAS
Tell Freddie Cork, I said, "No."

EDDIE TRIO
You can't bluff on this, Tom.

THOMAS
Who says I'm bluffing?

JOEY B
You're a family man.

THOMAS
My wife, my kids, my mother.  
That's my family.

JOEY B
And 3-Part Mike's your mother's 
first born son.

EDDIE TRIO
I'm sorry.  In my book, a straight 
up guy like you should be off 
limits.  But Freddie wants what 
Freddie wants.

INT. THE UP 'N INN - DAY

A hell hole where don't-give-a-fuck hopelessness spawns 
regular spasms of why-the-hell-not violence.  PETER "AA PETE" 
SCOLARI - busted nose handsome - rolls a plastic chip in his 
hand.  The bartender sets a whiskey in front him.  Pete sets 
the chip beside the glass.  The chip reads "18 MONTHS SOBER."

PETE
What do you think?  Today the day?

The bartender shrugs, "Whatever."  AA Pete shoots him an evil 
fucking glare.  Cowed, the bartender completes the ritual.

BARTENDER
Only you can decide whether you 
take a drink.
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