THE PLAYER (Fine Line, 1992)

Griffin is the quintessential, shark-like Hollywood producer.  Things are going well for him and it looks like he may be in line for an even higher position at the studio, until he start getting threatening postcards and faxes from a disgruntled writer whom he had once blown off.  He thinks the writer is David Kahane, so he tracks him down where he lives and phones from his car.  He gets David’s girlfriend, June, who tells him David is at the movies.  Griffin watches June through the window as they talk.  Griffin then finds David at the movie theater and, in a confrontation that leads to a fistfight, accidentally kills him.  He formally meets June at David’s funeral.  Then the threats start again and Griffin realizes he got the wrong man.  When he finds a rattlesnake in his car he is truly shaken and goes to June.

INTERIOR.  JUNE’S HOUSE – NIGHT

June is painting.  Griffin’s Polaroid image is in the painting.  She works for a while and then goes to get something near a window.  She sees Griffin’s face staring at her.  It startles her.

JUNE: Oh, My God!  You gave me such a scare.  What are you doing here?  You gave me such a fright.  Come in.  Come on in.

He leaves the window, and she goes to open the front door.  She lets him in.

J: What’s the matter?  You look terrible.  What’s up?  Sit down, I’ll get you a drink.

He sits as she goes to the fridge and takes out a bottle of vodka.  She pours him a drink.

J: What happened?

GRIFFIN: Is it too late?  I’m sorry…

J: No, no, no.  It’s not too late.  No.

G: I don’t even know what time it is.

J: What’s wrong?

G: What are you painting?  Is that me?

J: Yes.  That’s you.  See?

G: Do they have snakes in Iceland?

J: Snakes?  I don’t think so.

G: Are you afraid of snakes?

J: I don’t know.  I’ve never been close to a real one.

G: They scare the shit out of me.

J: Have another.

G: I don’t usually drink.

She pours him another drink.

J: Did something happen tonight?

G: Yes, but, there’s something else I have to tell you.

J: Yes?

G: This isn’t easy for me.

J: Yes…How about if I get on with my work, and you just talk to me when you feel like it?  Okay?

She goes back to her work.

G: I came very close to dying tonight.  All I thought about was you.  I don’t even know you, and you came into my mind, and I couldn’t, I couldn’t think of anything else.  Remember that first night we spoke…on the phone?  Well, I was outside these windows watching you, you know.  It was so exciting and so new and strange.  I can’t get you out of my mind.

J: Are you making love to me?

G: Yes.  I guess I am.  I guess I am.  I want to make love to you.  I want to make love to you.

J: It’s too soon.  It’s too soon.  Isn’t it?  It’s so strange how things happen.  So strange.  David was here, then he left, you arrived.  Maybe it’s the timing, but I feel like I would go anywhere with you, if you asked.  But we mustn’t hurry things.  We can’t hurry things, any more than we can stop them.  You’d better go now.  I think I’m going to cry now.  Better go.  Quick.

G: I’m sorry.

J: No, no, no.  Don’t be sorry.  Just go home and get some sleep, and call me, tomorrow.  Invite me on a proper date.  I’d like that… (He leaves, and she closes the door.)

