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FADE IN:

INT. POOL HALL, BACK ROOM - NIGHT

Four late thirties, early forties men sit at a table playing cards, drinking beer, and smoking.  
A single light bulb overhead illuminates the room. 
A man in a bright blue shirt throws a pair of queens on the table.  He is TONY “CAP” CAPATONE.  Three other men sit at the table holding cards.  They are BILL, RALPHIE, and WALLY.

CAP

Sigfried and Roy, fellas.

The three men throw down their cards in disgust.

BILL

Christ, Cap, that’s four in a row now.

CAP

What can I say?  I’m on a lucky streak.

RALPHIE

You been on this streak quite a bit lately if you ask me.

WALLY

Ya ask me, I’d say ya got a horseshoe up your ass.

CAP

I wish I did.  I’d be out in Atlantic City makin’ some real cash instead of sittin’ here with you schmoes.

RALPHIE

You still plannin’ on hittin’ up AC?

CAP

Absolutely.  I just need to come up with the buy in.

BILL

Well the way you been takin’ our money lately, that oughta be pretty soon.

WALLY

Why don’t you just get in one of those online tournaments?

Cap shoots Wally a mean stare.

CAP

Because online poker is a disgrace.  Buncha people that couldn’t tell you the difference between ace magnets and cowboys.

Ralphie looks at Cap in wonder.

RALPHIE

Ain’t they both the same thing?  Pair of kings, right?

CAP

Yep, and I ain’t got the patience to deal with that, so I guess I’ll just have to keep takin’ you guys’ money, and hope that some rich idiot comes walkin’ through that door. 

INT. POOL HALL, FRONT - NIGHT

HOYLE, a tall man in a white suit, white shirt, and black tie stands in the doorway holding a briefcase. 
He wears a white fedora with a black band, and looks around a bit.  
There isn’t a soul in the place except for a bartender.

BARTENDER

Hey, Buddy.  What can I do ya for?

Hoyle stiffly walks over to the bar and takes a seat.

HOYLE
Two things, I guess.  First, I’ll have a shot of bourbon.

BARTENDER

You got it.

The bartender pours the shot and places it on the bar.

BARTENDER

What’s the second thing?

HOYLE
I hear this is the place to come to if one were looking to be involved in a good card game.

BARTENDER

Oh yeah?  Where’d you hear that from?

HOYLE
Fella by the name of Stacks told me.

Hoyle pounds the shot.

BARTENDER

Stacks huh?

HOYLE
Yes sir.

BARTENDER

Stacks usually gives me a call if somebody’s gonna drop by.

HOYLE
Well, he was a bit perturbed after our last game.

BARTENDER

Clean ‘em out?

HOYLE
Indeed.

The bartender laughs.

BARTENDER

Yeah, that sounds like Stacks alright.  You gotta name?

HOYLE
Hoyle.

The bartender chuckles again.

BARTENDER

Guy named Hoyle lookin’ for a card game.  That’s rich.

HOYLE

Yeah, now about that game.

BARTENDER

Relax fella, I just had to check you out.  For all I know you coulda been a cop lookin’ to bust me.

HOYLE

I assure you I’m not a police officer.

Hoyle sets his briefcase on the bar.  He opens it to reveal that it’s full of money.  
The bartender’s eyes light up.  Hoyle takes out a hundred dollar bill, and tosses it on the bar.

BARTENDER

I guess not.

HOYLE

So, where do I go?

BARTENDER

The game you’re lookin’ for is in the back, through the door, and down the hallway until you reach another door.  Just Cap takin’ the boys’ money, really.

HOYLE
Well I’ve got plenty for ‘em.  Keep the change.

Hoyle closes the briefcase, and saunters toward the back room.  
The bartender watches him walk away, picks up the bill, and inspects it.

INT. POOL HALL, BACK ROOM - NIGHT

Cap laughs as he collects yet another pot.

BILL

This is ridiculous.  I swear if I don’t win one soon, I’m gonna kill myself.

CAP

Can you wait until I take an insurance policy out on ya?  That’d gimme my AC money no problem.

RALPHIE

How much have you saved anyway?

CAP

About ten grand.

RALPHIE

That’s it?  Isn’t it a hundred thousand dollar buy in?

CAP

Yeah, but it’s slow goin’ cause the only game I can get into anymore is with you guys.  I tell ya though, one day there’s gonna be a knock at that door...

Cap turns and points to the door just as a knock sounds.  He looks back to the group and smiles.

CAP

And my prayers will be answered.

(to the door)

Yeah?

The door opens and Hoyle enters.

HOYLE

          I hear there’s a good card game going on.
CAP

Who wants to know?

Hoyle holds up his briefcase.

HOYLE

The United States Treasury.

Cap eyes the briefcase.

CAP

Well if it’s government business, then yeah, we got a game goin’.  You want in?

TALL MAN

Absolutely.

Hoyle walks to the table and takes a seat.  Cap offers him a cigarette.

CAP

Smoke?

TALL MAN

No, thank you.  I gave that up years ago.

Cap takes one for himself, lights it and begins puffing.

CAP

Yeah, been tryin’ to quit myself.  So what are you lookin’ to play?  Cash wise I mean.

Hoyle opens his briefcase.

HOYLE

How bout a little high society?

Cap looks at the other three players.

CAP

Whaddya guys think?

BILL
If high society is 10 bucks a hand I’m in, otherwise, that’s a little rich for my blood.

Ralphie opens his wallet.

RALPHIE

Yeah, same here.

WALLY

All I got is what’s on the table.

There is eight dollars on the table in front of Wally.

HOYLE

How bout you, Cap?  You game?

CAP

How’d you know my name?

HOYLE

The bartender informed me that this game consisted of Cap taking everyone’s money, and seeing how you have a pile of it in front of you, well, you get the idea.

CAP

You got a name?

HOYLE

Hoyle.

BILL

Like the cards?

HOYLE

Yes.

BILL

That’s funny.
CAP
          Looks like there’s the two of us, and 
          three guys that are just about tapioca. 
          You still wanna play?

Hoyle removes a stack of hundreds from the briefcase and tosses it on the table.

HOYLE

Absolutely.

FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

Ralphie and Wally are now gone, and Cap’s pile of money is much smaller than it was before.  
Bill throws his hand on the table to reveal a pair of sevens.

BILL

Walking sticks.

Hoyle throws down a pair of aces.

HOYLE

Bullets.  What have ya got, Cap?

Cap puts down a jack.

CAP

Jack...
Cap puts down the rest of his hand, which is made up of assorted worthless cards.

CAP

...and shit.

Hoyle grabs the money from the center of the table.  Bill gets up.

BILL

Well, this has certainly been an experience.  I think I’ll call it a night while I still have a few bucks in my pocket.

CAP

You’re leavin’?

BILL

Cards just ain’t fallin’ my way.  Might as well quit while I’m ahead.  Maybe not ahead, just not as behind.

CAP

Alright, I’ll see ya next week then.

Hoyle gets up from the table and shakes Bill’s hand.

HOYLE

Nice playing with you.

BILL

Sure, you’re the one with all my money.

They both laugh and Bill leaves the room. Hoyle takes a seat.

HOYLE

So, Cap, ready to call it a night?

Cap reaches into his pocket, pulls out a couple of fifties and puts them down on the table.

CAP

Nah, I’ll keep playin’.  Tide’s gotta shift sometime right?

HOYLE

If you insist.

Hoyle picks up the deck of cards and begins to shuffle.  He places them down in front of Cap.

HOYLE

Your deal.

Cap picks them, shuffles them briefly and places them in front of Hoyle.

CAP

Cut?

Hoyle taps on the cards.

HOYLE

Nope.

Cap picks them up and deals out five cards to himself and Hoyle. 
He picks up his hand, and he is holding a six, seven, eight, ace, and three of mixed suits. 
He looks up at Hoyle, who is completely stone faced.

CAP

What’s it gonna be?

Hoyle throws a fifty dollar bill on the table.

HOYLE

Fifty in.

CAP

Cards?

HOYLE

None.

Cap throws down a fifty and two cards.

CAP

Dealer takes two.

Cap picks up his two cards, a five, and a nine, giving him a straight.  Hoyle throws another fifty on the table.

HOYLE

Call.

Cap looks back and forth between his cards and Hoyle.

CAP

Check. 

HOYLE

Of course.

CAP

What’s that supposed to mean?

HOYLE

Of course you would check.  You don’t have any money left.

CAP

How do you know I ain’t got any money?

HOYLE

Because you’re so intent on winning back what you lost, that you’d throw everything you got at me for the chance, including your last two fifties.

CAP

Goddamit.

HOYLE

So, now that you know that I know that I can essentially buy this pot, what are you going to do?

CAP

Well let’s just say you’re right, and I am outta money.  What else can I do, but ride out this hand.  I fold, and I go home anyway.

HOYLE

This is true.

CAP

So, to hell with it then.  Show down.

Cap lays his cards on the table.

CAP

Straight to the nine.

Hoyle sighs.

HOYLE

Not bad, Cap, not bad at all.

Cap smiles.  
Hoyle lays his cards down, a straight flush to the nine, which beats Cap’s hand.  
Cap’s smile disappears, and a look of anger crosses his face as he jumps up from the table.

CAP

What is this shit?  You hustlin’ me?

HOYLE

I most certainly am not.

Cap points out Hoyle’s hand on the table.

CAP

A straight flush.  Do you know what the odds of being dealt a straight flush are?

Hoyle looks at Cap nonchalantly.

HOYLE

Do you?

CAP

Well no, but...

HOYLE

(interrupting)

I’ll tell you.  They’re approximately fourteen thousand to one.

CAP

Unless you’re a cheat.

HOYLE

I would highly suggest that you retract that statement.

Hoyle glares at Cap until he sighs and takes a seat.

CAP

Why should I?

Hoyle looks at Cap like he has asked a stupid question.

HOYLE

Because it isn’t polite of course.

CAP

I don’t need no manners lessons from you.

HOYLE

Well, all I can tell you is that I’m not a cheat.  Whether or not you believe me is entirely up to you.

Hoyle sits back in his chair and places his hands behind his head as Cap studies his face.

CAP

Fine.  You won, fair and square.

Cap takes a seat.

HOYLE

So are we ok?

CAP

Yeah.

Hoyle pulls the pot towards his pile of money, begins separating it and putting it in his briefcase.  
Cap sits dejectedly in his chair.

HOYLE

In the old days in the west, if a man accused another man of cheating and was proved to be wrong, they shot ‘em.

Cap stares off into space.

CAP

I musta been crazy.

Hoyle stops what he was doing and looks at Cap.

HOYLE

What’s that?

Cap snaps out of his daze.

CAP

Huh?  Oh, nothin’, just talkin’ to myself.  Said I must’ve been crazy to think I’d be able to compete in Atlantic City.

HOYLE

Atlantic City, huh?

CAP

Yeah, I mean, I do pretty good around here, so I thought I was onto somethin’ ya know.  Turns out this place is nothin’ but a berry patch.  I guess I already kinda knew that though, since I used to tell the guys what I was waitin’ for.

HOYLE

Some fish with a bunch of money, right?

Cap looks surprised.

CAP

Yeah, how’d ya know?

HOYLE

I couldn’t tell you the number of games I’ve been in where I’ve heard that.

CAP

Yeah, well, if you cleaned ‘em out like ya did me, I’m sure they’ve long since gone on to other things.

HOYLE

I’m sure they have.

Cap gets up from the table.

CAP

You can add me to that list.  I ain’t got what it takes to win in Atlantic City. I’ll see ya around.

Cap starts to leave, but Hoyle takes hold of his arm.

HOYLE

Hold on a second.

CAP

What?

HOYLE

There’s nothing special in Atlantic City.  I’ve seen players of a much lower caliber than you win big.

CAP

Is that right?

HOYLE

Absolutely.  In fact, I’m a little sympathetic to your situation.  I’m gonna give you one last chance to win your money back, and mine too.  This whole briefcase.

Hoyle holds up the briefcase.

CAP

One hand?  For all that money?

HOYLE

You got it.

CAP

What if I lose?

HOYLE

I’ll think of something.  Take a seat.

Cap quickly retakes his seat at the table.  He smiles like a child.

CAP

Sure as hell didn’t expect this to happen.

HOYLE

It’s only money, right?

CAP

Not to Tony Capatone, that’s my dream in that briefcase.

Hoyle picks up the deck of cards and shuffles them for a moment before placing them in front of Cap.  
Cap cuts the pile, Hoyle picks it up, and deals five cards to himself and Cap.

CAP

Here goes nothin’.

Cap picks up his cards.  He has been dealt a three through seven straight flush in the heart suit.  His eyes light up, and he pumps his fist.  Hoyle nods at him.

HOYLE

Good hand?

Cap regains his composure.

CAP

Not much of a poker face, huh?

HOYLE

I’d say not, but in a situation like this, you probably don’t need one.

CAP

True.

HOYLE

I didn’t fair too bad myself.  I’ll take one.

Hoyle throws a card on the table, and picks up a new one.

HOYLE

Excellent.

The two men stare at each other.

CAP

None for me.

HOYLE

Then I guess it’s time we lay our cards on the table.

CAP

What’ve ya got?

Hoyle lays his cards down, three aces and two fives. 
Cap throws his hands in the air and jumps up from the table.

CAP

Yes.  Straight flush to the seven, baby.

He lays his cards down on the table and continues to celebrate.  
Hoyle looks back and forth between the cards and Cap until he raises a finger.

HOYLE

Cap?

CAP

Yeah?

He continues his celebration.

HOYLE

Pardon the bad pun but, according to Hoyle, I believe that’s called the dead man’s hand.

Cap keeps jumping up and down.

CAP

Whaddya talkin’ about?  Look at the...

He points to his hand.  It’s two pair, aces and eights.  He stops celebrating.

CAP

...cards.

HOYLE

Yep, aces and eights.  That’s a dead man’s hand.

Cap puts his hands on his head and looks at the cards in wonder.

CAP

What the hell is goin’ on here?  I had a straight flush to the seven dammit.  I beat you.

HOYLE

Sorry, Cap.  The cards speak for themselves.

Cap grabs Hoyle by the shirt.

CAP

Why you no good sonofabitch, you did cheat me.  You a mechanic or something?

HOYLE

Absolutely not, and even if I were, how could I switch your cards while they’re in your hand?  A mechanic works in the deal.

Cap lets go of Hoyle, and throws his hands out to the sides.

CAP

I just don’t get it.

HOYLE

Tough luck, I guess.

CAP

I must be losing my mind or somethin’. So what do you get out of this?

HOYLE

Your mechanic comment just gave me an idea.

CAP

It did?

HOYLE

Yeah, you see, I fool around with card tricks a little in my free time, and I’ve been working on a new one.  Maybe I could show you, and you tell me what you think?

CAP

That’s it?

HOYLE

That’s it.

CAP

Doesn’t get any cheaper than that.

Cap takes a seat at the table.  
Hoyle reaches into his jacket pocket and takes out a deck of cards.  
They are black with a white skull and crossbones on them.

CAP

Cute cards.

HOYLE

Just for that eerie effect.

He fans the deck out in his hand face down, and offers it to Cap.

HOYLE

Pick a card.

Cap looks at the cards until he decides on one and pulls it from the deck.

CAP

Can I look at it?

HOYLE

Yes.  Look at it, memorize it, and then place it back in the deck.

Cap studies the card for a moment, then places it back in the deck.  
Hoyle shuffles the cards, and begins to deal seven in a line across the table.  
He places the rest of the cards to the side.

CAP

Is my card in there somewhere?

HOYLE

That’s the idea.

Hoyle flips over a three of clubs.

HOYLE

Is that it?

CAP

Nope.

Hoyle flips over a five of hearts.

HOYLE

This one?

CAP

Wrong again.

Hoyle flips over an ace of diamonds.

HOYLE

How bout now?

CAP

Wow, this is a really crappy trick.

HOYLE

It may appear that way, but I was simply demonstrating that those cards do not belong to you.

Cap nods his head and smiles.

CAP

Sure you were.

HOYLE

And now, I will pull your card.  The one card that truly belongs to you.

Hoyle flips a card over and it has a picture of Cap on it with a horrified look on his face.  
Cap quickly jumps up from the table and points at it.

CAP

What the, what the hell is that?

HOYLE

That’s your card.

CAP

Bullshit.  My card was a six of spades.  That’s me for chrissake.

HOYLE

No, no, no.  I mean that’s your card.

Cap gives Hoyle a puzzled look. 

CAP

Who the hell are you anyway?

Hoyle stands up and adjusts his fedora, as he does, the hat begins to turn a bright red color.  
The red continues to flow downward toward his feet, changing his suit and tie the same deep red color, and his shirt black.

HOYLE

No one of consequence, but a supplier of consequences.

Cap takes another step back and begins screaming.

HOYLE

Goodbye, Mister Capatone.

Hoyle snaps his fingers, and Cap’s body slowly begins to dissolve into sand-like grains that float upward and back down to find their way into Cap’s card. 
Hoyle looks down at the card.  Cap is now trapped inside of it, desperately trying to escape.  
Cap’s horrified face exactly matches the picture from before.  
Hoyle picks it up and admires it.

HOYLE

You really didn’t have a chance at winning, Cap.  I’d been listening to you tell your stories of greed, and your hope that some rich guy who didn’t have a clue would come in here so you could take him to the cleaners for far too long.  You’re exactly who I need on my team.

Hoyle places the card back on the table and picks up the remainder of the deck that he had put aside.

HOYLE

I suppose you should get to know everyone, but right now I have two people that I would especially like you to meet.  One of them was a famous union leader, the other, a pilot.  Truth is, it doesn’t really matter what they were, it’s greed and their lust for the limelight that landed them in my deck just like you.

Hoyle places two cards on the table.

HOYLE

Meet Jimmy and Amelia.  Jimmy is rumored to be buried in an end zone in Giants Stadium, and Amelia is supposedly trapped in the Bermuda Triangle, but we know better than that.  Don’t we?

Hoyle laughs maniacally as the two cards he placed on the table are revealed to be Jimmy Hoffa and Amelia Earhart, also struggling to get out.

                                             FADE TO BLACK:


THE END 

