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INT. ART GALLERY - DAY

The gallery is empty and on the walls are twenty of
Ingrid’s prison collages. Composed of words and images
torn from magazines, defaced snapshots and small fine

drawings they express a savage anger. Astrid stares up
at them, a tortured expression on her face, then tears of
rage suddenly £411 her eyes and she quickly walks out.

INT. FRONTERA PRISON - VISITING ROOM - RAINY DAY

We bear PEOPLE TALKING. A grim look on her face, Astrid
stands at the window looking out at the rain. *

o INGRID (0.S.)
e (excited)
Agtrid?

As Astrid turns, CAMERA SHIFTS to include Ingrid who has
come up behind her. Ingrid’s smile fades. "

, INGRID
What is it? What‘s wrong?

ASTRID :
I’m back in Mac. Did they tell
you? ‘

INGRID
No. - .

ASTRID
They gave me a day pass last week
to see your show. 1It’'s really
great. So strong. So brutally
honest. dJust like you.

Ingrid waits, knowing something’s coming.

ASTRID
But art isn’t everytbing, is it.
(hard, accusing)
Claire’s dead. She killed
herself.

Ingrid takes a deep breath, then looks away.

; INGRID
I‘’m sorry.

ASTRID
No, you’re mnot. You poisoned herxr '
too, only this time you used
words.

(CONTINUED)

1 OCC I TaATE t M1 LM A HOC AT JAAP-A- 17N






