
FRAMED

INT. MAIN HALL, ART MUSEUM, BARCELONA, SPAIN - NIGHT

A stunning Spanish woman in her early thirties (MIRANDA, 
a.k.a. MIRA) strolls amongst PATRONS during the opening of an 
art exhibit at the Barcelona Centro des Artes (BARCA).  She 
discreetly searches for someone.  

As Miranda moves, the long, full skirt of her BALL GOWN 
attracts attention.  It is fashioned from a dozen canvases, 
paintings copied out of the exhibition catalog and pieced 
together with tulle and ribbon.  Miranda is a haute couture 
walking work of art.

The culture vultures' verdict is swift and unanimous.

SOCIETY MATRON
(delighted)

How clever!

Ladies and gentlemen clap in agreement.

Miranda acknowledges her admirers with a curtsy, but persists 
in her search with mild agitation.

Finally, she spies what she's looking for.  In a corner, 
chatting up THREE SOCIETY GIRLS, stands NIC, a sun-kissed, 
surf-sculpted Australian in his early twenties.

Nic stops a harassed twenty-something cocktail waitress 
(FAITH).  As he passes round champagne, he and Miranda make 
eye contact.  Nic dismisses his fan club and follows Miranda 
into a gallery off the main hall.

AT THE FRONT OF THE MAIN HALL

Polite applause greets a CITY OFFICIAL who takes the mic on 
the podium.

CITY OFFICIAL
Buenos noches, bon soir, and good 
evening, my fellow patrons of the 
arts.

INT. MUSEUM GALLERY - SAME

Miranda and Nic drift to opposite ends of the small, enclosed 



space, passing patrons and MUSEUM GUARDS who file out to hear 
the speeches.

NEAR THE GALLERY ENTRANCE

Miranda pauses before a framed scrap of paper.  It contains 
geometric shapes drawn in pencil with single letters 
scribbled inside each shape.  It looks like a poor man's 
paint-by-numbers.  This is THE PENCIL STUDY.

AT THE FRONT OF THE GALLERY

Nic slouches on a bench in front of "HAPPINESS ABSTRACTED," 
the featured painting.  It's obvious that this painting is 
based on the pencil study.

The canvas is 12 by 18 inches.  Its images are classic 
abstract expressionism:  circles, squares, triangles, 
rectangles, executed with studied sloppiness.  But rather 
than the usual dark, moody tones or saturated brights, this 
painting's palette is an Easter parade:  lavender, turquoise, 
melon, mint.  "Happiness Abstracted" is a remarkable work - 
hideously ugly, yet remarkable.

Miranda joins Nic on the bench.  She stares straight ahead, 
taking in the painting.  He slides toward her.

Nic works a hand through the folds of Miranda's skirt.  His 
fingers brush a panel near the hem - it is an exact copy of 
"Happiness Abstracted."

Nic rests his hand on Miranda's knee.  She checks her watch 
again.

INT. MUSEUM MAIN HALL, PODIUM - SAME

The city official refers to a thick stack of notecards.

CITY OFFICIAL
We gather tonight to celebrate the 
many artistic achievements that have 
come to the Barcelona Centro des 
Artes.

INT. MUSEUM MAIN HALL, FLOOR - SAME

In the thick of the crowd, THOM, an all-American Wonder Bread 
type fast approaching his sell-by date (forties), pushes 



through patrons.  Thom is searching for someone, too.

CITY OFFICIAL (V.O.)
But I know you will agree that to do 
so without first toasting the man 
who made all this possible would be 
ungracious.

INT. MUSEUM MAIN HALL, PODIUM - SAME

The city official nods toward POLITO, a strikingly suave 
European man in his mid-forties, who stands to one side of 
the podium.

CITY OFFICIAL
Director Polito arrived at BARCA 
just six months ago, yet he has 
already delivered a world-class 
exhibition.

The crowd applauds eagerly.  Some crane their necks to catch 
a glimpse of Polito.  There is much whispering.

CITY OFFICIAL (cont'd)
The innovative idea of showcasing 
traditional abstraction alongside 
its ultra-modern practitioners -

Polito encourages the crowd, smiling, waving, giving thumbs-
up.  The official gives up.

CITY OFFICIAL (cont'd)
Ah, who am I joking?  You don't want 
to hear me.

(beckons to Polito)
Up, Señor Polito!  Your public 
demands you...

Polito ascends the podium like a conquering king.  The crowd 
CHEERS.

INT. MUSEUM GALLERY - SAME

Under cover of the ruckus in the main hall, Miranda grabs Nic 
and kisses him hard.  He pushes her down on the bench.  She 
unbuttons his shirt.  They roll to floor with a THUD.



INT. MUSEUM MAIN HALL, GALLERY ENTRANCE - SAME

A few heads turn toward the sound.  An ELDERLY MAN squints 
into the gallery, but sees nothing.  He shrugs to his 
neighbors.  All eyes return to Polito.

INT. MUSEUM MAIN HALL, PODIUM - SAME

Polito is poised to begin his speech, but the audience 
remains unsettled.

POLITO
Gracias.  Muchas gracias.

(beat)
Ah, enough!  I didn't paint the damn 
things!

The crowd responds with a wave of laughter.

INT. MUSEUM MAIN HALL, FLOOR - SAME

Across the hall, Thom spots a WOMAN who, from behind, 
resembles Miranda.  He lays a hand on her shoulder.

THOM
Where have you been? 

She's not Miranda, and she's offended.  She glares at Thom, 
brusquely brushing his hand away.

THOM (cont'd)
Sorry.  I thought you were someone 
else.

WOMAN
(in Spanish)

Go away.

THOM
What?

WOMAN
(in Spanish)

Go away, Americano.

Bystanders begin to stare.

THOM



I just want to apologize.
(pigeon Spanish)

Pardono?  Excuso?

WOMAN
(in Spanish)

Leave me alone, you - !

Before "scene" erupts into "incident," a nattily attired 
African-American man of imposing build (ERROL, early 
thirties) intervenes.

ERROL
(in Spanish, with 
subtitles)

Señorita, the American pig means no 
harm.  He was looking for someone 
else, and his eyesight is not so 
good.  He seems to think there's 
another woman in this room as 
beautiful as you.

The woman's eyes roam over Errol appreciatively.  Then she 
sniffs at Thom and turns back to the podium.

Errol turns to Thom.

ERROL (cont'd)
Your work here is done, amigo.

Thom scowls at Errol, then wades back into the crowd.

INT. MUSEUM GALLERY - SAME

Nic unfastens the skirt of Miranda's gown.  It's a wrap 
skirt, so it unfurls flat on the floor.

Miranda wears a short silk shift beneath the skirt.  Bound to 
her thigh by a garter is A MATTE KNIFE.

Miranda grips the tool in her right hand.  Nic kisses her 
again.  Miranda rolls out of frame.  There's a RIPPING sound.

INT. MUSEUM MAIN HALL, STAIRCASE - SAME

Thom positions himself on the lower steps of the grand 
staircase that dominates one end of the main hall.



POLITO (V.O.)
All right, settle down.  I make a 
joke about art now and then.  But, 
in general, I take art very 
seriously.

Thom leans over the bannister.  He flags Faith, the waitress 
who served Nic, and snags a drink off her tray.  He downs the 
champagne in one gulp, then drops the glass over the railing.

Faith barely saves the glass from crashing to the floor.  She 
breathes a huge sigh of relief.

Thom scours the crowd intently.

INT. MUSEUM MAIN HALL, PODIUM - SAME

Polito hits his stride.

POLITO
In fact, there's only one thing more 
important to me than art.  People.  
People like you, who support 
exhibits like this.  You give art 
meaning.  You bring it value.  
Bravo!

He throws his arms toward the crowd like Evita addressing her 
beloved Argentina.  He is rewarded with THUNDEROUS APPLAUSE.

Suddenly, the museum ALARMS begin to ring.  Confusion reigns.

INT. MUSEUM GALLERY - SAME

Patrons crush into the gallery.  There are gasps, followed by 
embarrassed giggles.

Thom elbows his way to the front.

Nic has Miranda pinned to the wall next to "Happiness 
Abstracted."  His shirt hangs open.  She wears only the silk 
shift.

NIC
Sorry.  We must've bumped something.

Giggles give way to laughter.



Thom doesn't enjoy the joke.  He confronts Nic as Miranda 
ties her skirt on.

THOM
Enjoying my wife?

Murmurs ripple through the crowd.  People strain to hear 
above the still-clanging ALARMS.

NIC
Aw, mate.  I - 

MIRANDA
(to Thom)

Does it matter?  I was enjoying him.

Miranda hoists her chin and her hem, and strides toward the 
main hall.  Thom and Nic follow.  Nic fumbles with his still-
open shirt.

The crowd gives them wide berth.

NIC
Look, this really isn't the time or 
place - 

THOM
Hey, Mr. Manners?  Your fly's down.

Nic checks.  It is.  He jerks it up with a grin.

AT THE BACK OF THE GALLERY

Miranda, Thom, and Nic pass Faith and Errol, who stand on the 
fringes of the crowd.  Thom jostles Faith's elbow, causing 
her to spill a drink on Errol.

ERROL
What the - ?!

FAITH
Shit!  I mean, sorry!

Faith hands Errol her tray and pulls a wad of cocktail 
napkins from her pocket.

FAITH (cont'd)
Here, let me - 



Polito breezes in.  All movement and sound - save the ALARMS 
- cease.  The crowd parts, eager to see a master at work.

AT THE FRONT OF THE GALLERY

Polito goes directly to "Happiness Abstracted."  He takes a 
handkerchief from his pocket, wraps it around his fingertips, 
and adjusts the frame ever-so-slightly.  He then stands back 
and cocks his head from one side to the other.  The crowd 
follows his lead.  Finally, Polito gestures for a guard.

POLITO
Everything's as it should be.  Reset 
the system.

AT THE BACK OF THE GALLERY

Faith dabs at Errol's shirt.  The stain looks worse.  Errol 
catches Faith's hand.

ERROL
What the hell are you doing?!

FAITH
I don't know!  This is my first - 

The ALARMS DIE, amplifying Faith's words.  Heads turn.  Faith  
freezes.

Errol quickly hands the drink tray back to Faith and takes 
the napkins from her.  He steps toward the door, swiping at 
the stain, but his path is blocked by Polito and the crowd.  
Errol waits, impatient.

POLITO
We need better alarms.  We all know 
what they mean, so they should sound 
like angels, not donkeys!

The crowd laughs its approval.  Polito whisks a drink off 
Faith's tray and fixes her in his gaze.  She tenses.

POLITO (cont'd)
(toasting)

To the lure of the sublime.



Polito gives Faith a saucy wink as he sips.  Faith relaxes...

...until Errol eases back his suit jacket, revealing A GUN 
tucked into the waistband of his trousers.  The glasses on 
Faith's tray begin to RATTLE.

Oblivious, Polito sweeps into the main hall, crowd trailing.

POLITO (cont'd)
To the podium!  Andale!

Faith tries to get Errol's attention as she forces the last 
of her drinks into patrons' hands.  Errol is intent on 
studying his ruined shirt.  Faith edges closer to him.

FAITH
(whispering)

Look, I'm really, really - 

Errol lifts his eyes to heaven, exhales deeply, and stalks 
out.  Faith follows, hugging the now-empty tray to her chest.  
As she exits the gallery, she passes the pencil study's 
documentation tacked to the wall.  The study itself is gone.

INT. BARCELONA AIRPORT - NEXT MORNING

Miranda and Thom wait in separate lines at a security 
checkpoint.  They each hold a tour company CARRY-ON BAG - 
blue, 8 x 12 x 6, emblazoned with the slogan "El Matcho!  
Trips for Singular Travelers."

Miranda and Thom arrive at the front of their respective 
lines.  Thom is immediately pulled aside by a SECURITY GUARD 
for a pat-down and luggage search.

Meanwhile, Miranda feeds her bag into the x-ray machine.  The 
monitor reveals that the carry-on contains only the skirt of 
her gown.

Miranda walks through the metal detector.  It BEEPS.

The guard directs her to go through again.  She removes her 
WEDDING RING and deposits it in the basket.  No beep.

She flashes the guard a smile, retrieves her bag and ring, 
and is off to the gate.  She does not put her ring back on.

Thom's luggage is being examined one dirty sock at a time.



INT. AIRPLANE - SAME

Miranda is sipping orange juice in First Class as Thom slogs 
past to coach.  They do not acknowledge each other.

Miranda's carry-on is stowed at her feet.

Nic slides into the seat next to Miranda.  

NIC
G'day, luv.

He gives her a peck on the cheek, then kicks back with a copy 
of Art Forum magazine.

MIRANDA
You should find your real seat, Nic.  
Before you cause more fuss.

A handsome STEWARD leans into their row.  Miranda raises her 
eyebrows at Nic as if to say, "Told you so."  But the steward 
produces a bottle and a glass, and begins to pour.

STEWARD
Your champagne, sir.

NIC
Thanks a million, mate.

Nic slides a bill into the steward's breast pocket.

NIC (cont'd)
For you.

STEWARD
Muchas gracias, Señor.  Should you 
need anything else...

The steward smiles at Nic, glowers at Miranda, then departs, 
leaving the champagne behind.  Miranda stares at Nic.

NIC
Go on, Mira!  You're not the only 
one pretty enough for an upgrade.

He freshens her drink.

NIC (cont'd)



I've got long legs, too.

Miranda looks away, displeased.

EXT. SKI CHÂLET, OUTSIDE GENEVA, SWITZERLAND - THAT AFTERNOON

A neat three-story A-frame sits on the shores of Lake Léman, 
several kilometers outside Geneva.  The châlet is far enough 
from other homes to be private, yet close enough to appear 
neighborly.

The green expanse of the Alps in summer looms in the 
background.

INT. CHÂLET LIVING ROOM - SAME

The ground floor is furnished in bright, modern style:  plush 
carpet, sectional sofas, chrome and glass tables.  One side 
of the room contains an APRES-SKI PIT with fireplace; the 
other, the largest PLASMA-SCREEN TELEVISION Euros can buy.

A CNN INTERNATIONAL NEWS ANCHOR drones in English on the TV.

NEWS ANCHOR
...but instead of taking anything of 
value, the thief walked out with a 
pencil study for "Happiness 
Abstracted," the featured painting.

Thom sits at one end of a sofa facing the TV.  He is 
detaching the "Happiness Abstracted" panel from Miranda's 
ball gown with the careful precision of a tailor.

Nic reclines at the other end, pretending not to stare at 
Miranda.  Miranda is perched in between, watching the news.  

NEWS ANCHOR (V.O.) (cont'd)
For more on the theft that's got the 
art world scratching its head, we go 
to Barcelona.

INT. MUSEUM MAIN HALL, PODIUM, BARCELONA - CONTINUOUS

Director Polito postures for the cameras.

POLITO
My theory is that some amateur took 
advantage of a disturbance during 



last night's event.

INT. CHÂLET LIVING ROOM - SAME

A key CLICKS in the lock.  Errol enters.  Even in casual 
threads, he is impeccably dressed.

Faith follows, clutching the key and a satchel.  Her street 
clothes are a mélange of trust fund baby and art student:  
threadbare Barney's flecked with paint.

THOM
Ah, the amateurs.

Errol jerks his thumb at Faith.

ERROL
Yeah, her!  You see what she did?

FAITH
Me?!  You're the one - 

Miranda shushes them.  They gravitate toward the television.

POLITO (V.O.)
He - or she - grabbed the nearest 
item in a frame and absconded with 
the least valuable item in the room 
beside the light fixtures!

ON-SCREEN, the REPORTERS laugh.

All eyes turn to Faith.  She pulls her cocktail tray from the 
satchel and pries one end open.  The hollow interior contains 
the framed pencil study.

Errol slides the study free and holds it at arm's length.

ERROL 
You sure we stole the right...?  I 
hate to call this "art."

FAITH
As I've been trying to explain to 
Errol - 

NIC
(agitated)



That study is the blueprint for this 
painting.

Nic points to the canvas Thom has set on the coffee table.  
Errol compares the study to the painting.

ERROL
I know that.  I also know ugly when 
I see it.

Errol frisbees the study to Thom.  Faith and Nic wince.

Thom catches the study and hands it to Miranda.  He then 
rises to shut off the TV.

Errol takes Thom's spot next to Miranda.  Nic, still seated 
on the other side, glares at Errol.

THOM 
It doesn't matter what you think or 
what the press says.  We deliver 
what the client asked for, we get 
paid.

Errol drapes an arm over the back of the sofa and nods at 
Miranda.

ERROL
Except she's the only one who knows 
how to contact the client.

MIRANDA
You know the plan.

ERROL
I know the parts of the plan you 
want me to know.  

Errol's arm falls on Miranda's shoulders.

ERROL (cont'd)
I'm fuzzy about the payoff.

THOM
(annoyed)

Take your hands off my wife.

From the other end of the sofa, Nic shoves Errol's arm.



NIC
Yeah, back off, mate.

ERROL
(to Thom)

You let Nic do this for you, too?

Thom stands to confront Errol.  Errol and Nic jump up, 
blocking Miranda from view.  The men go toe-to-toe, but a 
loud CRACK prevents the situation from escalating.  They move 
away from the sofa.

Miranda sits cross-legged on the center cushion, grasping the 
pencil study in both hands.  Its frame is crooked.  Miranda 
twists the frame.  The wood CREAKS as it splinters.

Miranda stands, elbows past the men, and walks up to Faith.  
She shows Faith the study and an EMPTY ZIPLOC BAG.

MIRANDA
Will this work?

Faith digs a pair of cotton curatorial gloves out of her 
satchel and pulls them on.  As the rest of the team watches, 
she extracts the fragile paper from the damaged frame.

FAITH
Plastic can be tough on pencil.

Faith inches the study into the baggie, which Miranda seals.

FAITH (cont'd)
But you're not going far.

Miranda shoots Faith a look.

FAITH (cont'd)
I guess.  I mean, that's why we're 
crashing at my châlet, right?

Miranda checks her watch, then lifts the study so everyone 
can see it.

MIRANDA 
I can get cash for this today - if I 
go alone, and I go now.

She stows the pencil study in her carry-on bag.



MIRANDA (cont'd)
We'll have the rest of the money by 
this time tomorrow.

She slips on her jacket, fanning her hair over the collar.

MIRANDA (cont'd)
It'd be nice to have something to 
eat when I get back.  And Faith?

FAITH
Yes?

Miranda nods at "Happiness Abstracted."

MIRANDA
I trust you'll find a safe place for 
that.

Errol, Nic, and Faith move about the room, preparing to do 
their assigned tasks.

Thom follows Miranda to the front door and holds it open for 
her.  She smiles at him.

MIRANDA (cont'd)
Don't worry, Thom.  You taught me 
everything I need to know.

She tries to peck Thom on the cheek.  He leans away.

MIRANDA (cont'd)
What's wrong?

THOM
We shouldn't talk like this, Mira.  
Away from the others.  It makes them 
suspicious.

Mira finds herself on the receiving end of three accusing 
stares.

MIRANDA
Of me?  Or of you?

Miranda exits.  Thom triple-locks the door behind her, barely 
able to contain his concern.


