EXT. PARKING LOT –- NIGHT

FADE IN

Two cars sit on opposite ends of the quiet parking lot.  Tall lamps throw an orange glow onto the pavement.

JOHNNY walks cautiously from his car.  As he nears the car opposite him, the door opens and a tall, gaunt man steps out.  BOB extends his hand to Johnny in a gesture of good will.  Johnny shakes Bob’s hand.



BOB

Johnny, I presume?



JOHNNY

Yeah, that’s me.  And you’re Bob?



BOB

Yes.  You bring the money?



JOHNNY

Of course I brought the money.  What kind of fool do you take me for?



BOB

I don’t know…how many kinds are there?



JOHNNY

That’s wicked funny, man. Did you bring the stuff?



BOB

Now you’re insulting me.  




FADE OUT

