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FADE IN:

INT. MOTEL ROOM - AFTERNOON

A dingy room in a dingy motel. The kind of place where you 
can pay for an hour or a week and no one asks any questions. 
The curtains are drawn, casting a murky half-light over the 
take-out food containers, empty beer bottles and piled up 
newspapers. This is a hideout, a dark hole, a warren.

And the person on the run is RABBIT (early 30s, lean). Rabbit 
is not his name, per se, but more a frame of mind. There’s 
been trouble and the answer was to escape. 

Rabbit lies on the bed, on top of the covers. He smokes, 
occasionally ashing out into a mug on the bedside table. 
Beside the mug is a “No Smoking” sign.

INT. MOTEL ROOM - LATER

Rabbit sits near the window, a small crack in the curtains. 
He alternates between taking furtive glances between the 
opening in the curtains and scooping take-out Chinese food to 
his mouth with a pair of chopsticks.

INT. MOTEL ROOM - LATER

Rabbit sits on the edge of the bed, staring at the small, 
crappy TV. He flips and flips. 80 channels and nothing on. 

EXT. MOTEL ROOM - LATER

Dusk. Rabbit exits the room with a sweatshirt hood pulled 
over his head. He shuts the door and leans back against it, 
hands in his pockets, carefully eyeing his surroundings. 

He watches and waits, breath visible in the cooling air. 

Finally satisfied, he walks quickly away from his room. As he 
passes the corner of the building--

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Well, well, look what I found.

Rabbit turns.

Standing there, at the corner, out of sight from Rabbit’s 
room, is a heavyset, WELL-DRESSED MAN (mid-50s, balding), 
smoking a large cigar. Not so much a gangster as someone 
trying desperately to be one. He grins.
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WELL-DRESSED MAN
You did the rabbit thing pretty 
well, kid. Made me work for this 
one. 

Rabbit turns, looks ready to run. Again.

Well-Dressed Man grins even more.

WELL-DRESSED MAN (CONT'D)
I would absolutely encourage that. 
You boys used to play semi-pro 
football, didn’t you?

Rabbit turns to see two large men approaching him from either 
side. GOON 1 and GOON 2. Hired muscle. Twenty-five inch 
biceps and IQs to match. 

WELL-DRESSED MAN (CONT'D)
Defensive linemen, if I’m not 
mistaken. Made it their business to 
chase down pretty-boy quarterbacks 
and pound them into the ground.

GOON 1 and 2 simultaneously grunt both their agreement with 
the statement of fact and their desire to do the same again, 
here in this motel parking lot. 

Rabbit turns back to Well-Dressed Man. 

RABBIT
So what now?

WELL-DRESSED MAN
What now, what now. That’s the 64-
dollar question. Or should I say 
the 5000-dollar question. Too bad 
your little investment deal went 
south.  

RABBIT
Yeah, too bad.

WELL-DRESSED MAN
Expensive mistake.

RABBIT
Is there any other kind?

WELL-DRESSED MAN
(nodding)

Very true. Boys.
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STAY ON WELL-DRESSED MAN as he watches. There are SOUNDS OF A 
STRUGGLE. The scuffle of shoes on pavement. That meaty thud 
of fists against flush. Ragged breaths. Curses. Groans. And 
throughout it all, the Well-Dressed man looks on, grinning, 
occasionally reacting to something with a “Oh, that must’ve 
hurt” expression.

When the fight is over, he removes an iPhone from his pocket 
and walks over to where Rabbit is splayed out on the 
pavement, on his side, in the fetal position. His face is 
bloody, lips and eyes already swelling. He took a beating.

But Rabbit got a few licks in too: GOON 1 is limping on a bum 
leg and GOON 2 leans over and spits blood onto the concrete.

Well-Dressed Man stands over Rabbit and takes a picture with 
his phone. He checks the results and likes what he sees. He 
presses the touchscreen a few times. Then, he makes a call 
and puts it on speaker. 

VOICE ON SPEAKERPHONE
Hello?

WELL-DRESSED MAN
It’s me. I’m here with our little 
runaway.

VOICE ON SPEAKERPHONE
How’s he doin’?

WELL-DRESSED MAN
He’s looked better, I’ll tell you 
that.

VOICE ON SPEAKERPHONE
Oh yeah, I see the pic.

WELL-DRESSED MAN
So now you know what I’m looking 
at. Why don’t you tell me what 
you’re looking at.

VOICE ON SPEAKERPHONE
At a safe. A very expensive safe 
built into the floor of a bedroom 
closet.

The Well-Dressed Man nudges Rabbit with his shoe.

WELL-DRESSED MAN
Sound familiar? I know it does, so 
tell my associate the combination 
or this gets complicated. And 
painful.

22-Day Rabbit Writer's Draft V1 3.



22-Day Rabbit Writer's Draft V1 4.

RABBIT
10-26-34.

WELL-DRESSED MAN
You get that?

VOICE ON SPEAKERPHONE
Got it. 

WELL-DRESSED MAN
And?

VOICE ON SPEAKERPHONE
And...I’d say it’s about five grand 
in cash. Plus a...

WELL-DRESSED MAN
A what?

VOICE ON SPEAKERPHONE
Nothing.

WELL-DRESSED MAN
Come on.

VOICE ON SPEAKERPHONE
Uh, it’s a picture. 

WELL-DRESSED MAN
Okay, go on.

VOICE ON SPEAKERPHONE
One of them Polaroids.

WELL-DRESSED MAN
Jesus, it’s like pulling teeth with 
you. A Polaroid picture of what?

VOICE ON SPEAKERPHONE
Well, uh, it’s of your wife.

WELL-DRESSED MAN
Let me guess: she ain’t got any 
clothes on.

VOICE ON SPEAKERPHONE
(sounding relieved)

No, actually. She’s fully dressed. 
Sitting on the beach. At sunset.

This upsets Well-Dressed Man far more than the thought of a 
picture of his naked wife. He puffs at his cigar and looks 
off into the distance. A beat.
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WELL-DRESSED MAN
Okay, grab the photo and the cash 
and get out of there. Anything else 
you want, it’s yours. We’ll call it 
interest on the loan.

He ends the call and takes a deep breath. He runs his hands 
through his slicked back hair. Then he sits down on his 
haunches and talks to Rabbit so the Goons can’t hear.

WELL-DRESSED MAN (CONT'D)
I thought I had this one figured 
out. See, my wife sport fucks like 
most housewives binge on chocolate 
bonbons--she can’t help herself. So 
we have an agreement: I let her do 
her thing and she lets me do mine. 
Yeah, that beach house she took you 
to? It’s wired up top-to-bottom, 
cameras in every nook and cranny. 
Call me twisted but watching her 
bang other dudes gets me off and it 
actually brings us closer. See, we 
all have ‘em--twists. I have mine, 
and we all know you have yours. 

Well-Dressed man stands and pushes at Rabbit’s hand with the 
front of his shoe until the hand is flat on the pavement. 

WELL-DRESSED MAN (CONT'D)
But me, kid, I’m the only one that 
gets to love her.

He steps on the open hand and grinds his heel down. Bone 
meets concrete. 

Rabbit SCREAMS.

EXT. THE BEACH - SUNSET - RABBIT’S FLASHBACK

RABBIT’S POV: A WOMAN (mid-40s, attractive) sits on the sand, 
on a blanket. A bottle of red wine, half empty, sticks out of 
the sand where it was put for safekeeping. She watches the 
sun and the surf and appears content. She sips from a wine 
glass.

RABBIT (O.S.)
Psst.

The Woman turns. Her hair blows in the slight breeze. The 
light is warm and flattering. And she’s beautiful. There is 
the SOUND OF A POLAROID CAMERA TAKING A PICTURE. 
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EXT. MOTEL PARKING LOT - LATER

Rabbit lies on the pavement in the same position, except his 
ruined hand is cradled close to his body. Well-Dressed Man 
and his two Goons are nowhere to be seen. 

Slowly, Rabbit begins to move. He sits up and scoots 
backwards until he’s leaning against the tire of the nearest 
car. With his good hand, he reaches into his pocket for a 
pack of cigarettes. 

STAY ON RABBIT as footsteps approach. 

MOTEL GUEST (O.S.)
Shit, buddy, you okay?

Rabbit shakes out his cigarettes onto the ground. He picks up 
one and pops it in his mouth.

RABBIT
Got a light?

The Motel Guest leans in and lights the cigarette. Rabbit 
puffs and exhales.

MOTEL GUEST (O.S.)
You want the cops?

Rabbit shakes his head.

MOTEL GUEST (O.S.) (CONT'D)
You want an ambulance? 

Rabbit shakes his head.

MOTEL GUEST (CONT'D)
You want--

RABBIT
Fuck off.

The Motel Guest does just that, muttering as he walks away.

Rabbit sits and smokes, smokes and sits. Then, something gets 
his attention, just beyond his foot, at the edge of the glow 
from an overhead light. He squints to see better and pushes 
the object into the light, revealing-- 

A tooth, still slick with saliva and blood.
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Rabbit tongues along his own teeth. Realizing it isn’t his 
and that it used to belong to Goon 2, he smiles big and 
broad, all fat-lipped, punch-drunk and black-eyed. Yes, 
sometimes it’s the little things...

FADE OUT.
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