 Nick sees him and winks.

            BILL gestures hello, orders a beer.

            The band finishes their last number and take a perfunctory bow to a

            scattering of applause.

            NICK comes over to the table.

                                         NICK

                                      Hey, Bill!

            They shake hands and ad-libs of greetings.

            The WAITER swoops in with BILL's beer.

                                         BILL

                                What are you drinking?

                                         NICK

                                   Scotch and soda.

            The WAITER nods and hurries off.

                                         NICK

                            So what brings you out at this

                                        hour?

                                         BILL

            ----------------------------------------------------------------------------

                       Just happened to be passing by.  I have

                           a patient in the neighbourhood.

                                         NICK

                             Do you live in the Village?

                                         BILL

                            No, we've got an apartment on

                                  Central Park West.

                                         NICK

                                   You're married?

                                         BILL

                                     Nine years.

                                         NICK

                           That was the great looking woman

                         you were dancing with at the party?

                                         BILL

                                         Yes.

                                         NICK

                                      Lucky man.

            BILL nods.

                                         NICK

                                      Any kids?

                                         BILL

                        An eight year old daughter.  How about

                                         you?

                                         NICK

                      I've got a wife and four boys in Seattle.

                                         BILL

                         That's great.  So is this your band?

                                         NICK

                               No, I'm just filling in.

            ----------------------------------------------------------------------------

                                         BILL

                            Who do you normally play with?

                                         NICK

                         Anybody.  Anywhere.  As a matter of

                      fact, I've got another gig later tonight.

                                         BILL

                            You're playing somewhere else

                                      _tonight_?

                                    NICK (shrugs)

                        They only get started there about two.

                                         BILL

                                   In the village?

                                         NICK

                        I don't actually know the address yet.

                                         BILL

                                      How come?

                                         NICK

                     It's in a different place every time, and I

                           only get it about an hour or so

                                     beforehand.

                                         BILL

                            A different place every time?

                                         NICK

                                       So far.

                                    BILL (laughs)

                               What's the big mystery?

            Nick opens his palms in a parody of innocence.

                                         NICK

                                I just play the piano.

                                         BILL

            ----------------------------------------------------------------------------

                            What kind of a function is it?

                                         NICK

                     What kind of a function is it?...  Well, to

                        be completely honest, it's not easy to

                                      describe.

                                         BILL

                           But you've worked there before?

                                         NICK

                                        True.

                                         BILL

                            And it's not easy to describe?

                                         NICK

                                 I play blindfolded.

                                         BILL

                                        What?

                                         NICK

                                 I play blindfolded.

            Something near the entrance door attracts Nick's attention.

                                   NICK (stands up)

                                  Back in a minute.

            He walks to the front window of the club and looks out into the

            snowy street.  He doesn't see what he's looking for and returns.

                                         NICK

                       Sorry about that.  I'm supposed to meet

                                    somebody here.

                                         BILL

                                  With the address?

            Nick shrugs, meaning, yes.

            ----------------------------------------------------------------------------

                                         BILL

                          Listen, you're putting me on about

                        that blindfolded business, aren't you.

                                         NICK

                      No, that's the truth.  They're very strict

                                     about that.

                                         BILL

                       This is getting curiouser and curiouser.

                                         NICK

                         Maybe so, but listen, I was sworn to

                       secrecy, and please, just forget I said

                              anything at all about it.

                                         BILL

                        Nick, you can trust me.  I won't say a

                         word about this to anyone but since

                         you've told me this much, you can't

                                      stop now.

                                         NICK

                       No, really, this is not a joke.  I'm not

                                saying anything else.

                                         BILL

                         Nick, you can't do this to me.  I'll

                         wonder about this for the rest of my

                                   life.  Trust me.

            NICK is very uncomfortable about this but is also dying to talk about

            it.

                                         NICK

                         Okay, well this is just between us.

                                         BILL

                                     Absolutely.

                                         NICK

            ----------------------------------------------------------------------------

                          Well...first of all, although I am

                          blindfolded I can of course still

                               hear...and the sounds...

            NICK closes his eyes and lets the provocative innuendo sink in.

                                         NICK

                      _And_...the last time the blindfold wasn't

                                  tied on that well.

            NICK also lets that sink in.

                                         NICK

                       Bill...I've seen a few things in my life

                        but never anything like this...  And I

                             have never seen such women.

                                         BILL

                      What does it cost to get into this place?

                                         NICK

                                      Forget it.

                                         BILL

                             What do you mean, forget it.

                                         NICK

                                      Forget it.

                                         BILL

                          Look, I don't care what it costs.

                                         NICK

                          It's not a matter of money.  These

                       people aren't interested in money.  It's

                             a completely closed affair.

                                         BILL

                     _These_ _people_.  Who are _these_ _people_?

                                         NICK

            ----------------------------------------------------------------------------

                      Put it this way - if I knew their names it

                         would be worth more than my life to

                                  say them out loud.

                                         BILL

                       Nick, don't you think you might just be

                         over-dramatising this a little bit?

                          There must be some way you can get

                                        me in.

                                NICK (shakes his head)

                              It would be too dangerous.

                                         BILL

                                      Dangerous?

                                         NICK

                       These are not people you fuck with - if

                                you'll pardon the pun.

            Nick sees someone looking through the plate glass window.

                                         NICK

                                 I'll be right back.

            He gets up and hurries outside to the street.

            BILL watches him through the window, hunched up against the cold,

            stamping his feet up and down, talking to a man and writing

            something down.

            Nick returns blowing on his hands.

            Bill gives him and inquiring look.

                                         BILL

                                Was that the address?

                                         NICK

                                  And the password.

                                         BILL

                                      Password?

            ----------------------------------------------------------------------------

                                         NICK

                          Yes.  You can't get in without the

                          password and they change it every

                                        time.

                        And. listen, I'm going to have to get

                                 weaving pretty soon.

                               BILL (said with a smile)

                          Nick, you son-of-a-bitch, you know

                       you are definitely going to have to take

                         me with you tonight.  You know that,

                                      don't you.

            Nick sighs and shakes his head.

                                         BILL

                        Look, I'll tell you what - you give me

                        the password and the address and I'll

                       go there by myself.  There won't be the

                            slightest connection with you,

                                     whatsoever.

            NICK squirms.

                                         NICK

                       Look, even if I were crazy enough to do

                       that, you couldn't get in the way you're

                                   dressed, anyway.

                                         BILL

                                       Why not?

                                         NICK

                         Everyone there is always masked and

                                     in costume.

                                         BILL

                                Masked and in costume?

                                         NICK

                                       Always.

            Bill looks at his watch.

            ----------------------------------------------------------------------------

                                         BILL

                         Okay.  Point taken.  _But_ there's a

                     possibility I know a place that might still

                                       be open.

                                         NICK

                          Bill, you're out of your mind.  No

                         costume place would be open at this

                                    time of night.

                                         BILL

                       Look, Nick, what the hell.  Just give me

                      a chance.  Let me try.  If I can't get the

                       gear I'll forget about the whole thing.

                                    Scouts honour.

            NICK looks ready to give in.

                                         BILL

                                        Okay?

            NICK sighs in resignation.

                                         BILL

                        Okay.  So, let me have the address and

                         the password, and tell me what kind

                                  of costume I need?

