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INT. GALLERY - ESTATE AUCTION

A collection of well dressed people sit in the center of a

gallery space. An older man, well dressed and elegantly

spoken, stands at the front speaking to them. A framed

portrait of an old man stands at the side.

GALLERY CHIEF

(stately)

Ladies and gentlemen, allow me to

welcome you here today. For those

who do not know, we are holding

this gallery auction tonight to

auction off the considerable

collection of the late, great Anton

Wallace. Sadly, Anton passed away

recently after a prolonged fight

with cancer. He was great friend of

the arts, a great friend of this

museum, and I am fortunate enough

to say that he was a great friend

to me. He was generous enough to

allow the museum to proctor the

sale of his extensive personal

collection, the proceeds of which

he has agreed to pass to the museum

for the protection, preservation,

and pursuance of the arts.

Light applause greets his words.

GALLERY CHIEF

So please, take some time, enjoy

some wine and good company. And I

ask, while you enjoy this silent

auction, please take a few moments

to remember our good friend, Anton.

More light applause greets his words. He steps down from the

podium and people move from their seats. The low hum of

conversation swells into being.

People wander from painting to painting exclaiming over some

of them, silently appreciating others.

In a place of honor in the gallery hangs a small painting.

It is a simple piece, abstract. A few strokes of a gold

paint interweave with another pattern. A young woman,

Susanne, walks up to the painting and stares at it for a few

seconds. The gallery chief sees her inspecting it and

wanders over, the man he was talking to follows him.

(CONTINUED)
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GALLERY CHIEF

Appreciating the view madame?

SUSANNE

Oh yes, I like this one.

GALLERY CHIEF

(glowingly)

As well you should. This painting

was Anton’s prize. Over all of

these he held this one sacred.

SUSANNE

(slight surprise)

Oh.

GALLERY CHIEF

Unfortunately, this painting is not

for sale.

SUSANNE

Why not?

GALLERY CHIEF

Anton made it conditional that the

museum may proctor the auction and

keep the proceeds if and only if

the museum agreed to add this

painting to our permanent

collection.

SUSANNE

Oh...

GALLERY CHIEF

He was a generous man. He loved

everyone he knew.

Susanne nods.

The man accompanying the Gallery Chief speaks.

ART APPRAISER

(brusquely)

It’s a pity, really.

SUSANNE

Why’s that?

ART APPRAISER

Anton had good taste. I could’ve

gotten two, three hundred thousand

easily, the way he displayed it.
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SUSANNE

For that little thing?

GALLERY CHIEF

It was his great enigma. He would

never say who painted it.

ART APPRAISER

(grumbling)

Took the secret to his grave,

greedy old coot.

GALLERY CHIEF

(impatiently)

Pardon my friend, madame. He may be

a bit tight this evening.

The appraiser gives him a baleful glare and saunters away.

GALLERY CHIEF

Now, madame, if you like the

abstract form he had a wonderful

piece by an amateur from Queens.

Jean-Claude, I believe was his

name. I could show you if you’d

like.

SUSANNE

Oh, no thank you. I’d like to spend

a few more minutes with this one.

The gallery chief gives her a warm smile.

GALLERY CHIEF

Very well, madame.

He departs.

She takes another long look at the painting, her head tilted

to the side.

She smiles, lost in the past.

EXT. A PATIO - YEARS BEFORE

A patio to a nice house in the hills. The picture is soft

and colorful. It is late afternoon and the colors are

saturated.

A little girl stands before a small canvas with a brush and

a collection of colorful paints. Anton, wine glass in hand

and a smile on his face, teaches her to paint.
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He crouches beside her and picks up a brush. He draws a line

and she copies his actions.

ANTON

I like my lines to tell a story.

Let them play. Where should they go

next?

SUSANNE

I think it should go... here.

She gives it a childish, spattery brushing. He watches,

silently. She paints another couple random splotches and

streaks.

SUSANNE

But- how do I know if it’s good?

He takes a sip of his wine and smiles.

ANTON

Susannah. There is no good or bad

in art. Art is just... Art is as

much as you make of it.

SUSANNE

(pouting)

I don’t know what that means,

Grandpa.

He laughs quietly to himself.

ANTON

Neither do I.

Susanne looks at the painting intently and cocks her head to

the side.

SUSANNE

(insistently)

But Grandpa, is it good?

He looks at it and then back to her.

ANTON

It’s a masterpiece.

She smiles.

ANTON

You want to get some ice cream?
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SUSANNE

Yes.

ANTON

Then go wash up.

She runs into the house. He goes to the painting and unclips

it from the easel.

INT. INSIDE THE HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

In a room flooded with the soft warm, thick light of sunset,

he takes a small, intricate painting off the wall of his

house and replaces it with the painting from before. He

straightens the frame and smiles. Susanne comes running.

SUSANNE

(impatiently)

Grandpa! Come on!

ANTON

Alright.

She takes his hand and drags him away.

Frame up on the painting on the wall.

Fade to black.


