


FADE IN ON 

A ICZW YO= POST HEADLINE: 

SILVER STAR VIET VET DIES IN 

CONN. TRAFFIC JAM 

There's a picture of stalled traffic that seems to stretch 
forever. 

PULL BACK M REVEAL 

BOBBY GARFIELD looking at the paper. An open Fed-Ex box is 
on :he sofa beside him. 

We're in the living room of his modest home. not far from 
Philadelphia. 

Fifty years old now, he's been 'Bobby' f r m  the beginning, 
never 'Robert,' never 'Bob.' 

He's got a nice face, close enough to handsome, and he's kept 
in shape. He would look a lot younger if his hair hadn't 
betrayed him -- just a few loyal strands remain. 
A summer afternoon. 

And this much is clear: somethina has moved him. 

Now he puts the newspaper down, reaches into the box, takes 
out a sheet of stationary and a package wrapped in tissue 
paper. He glances at the stationary, unwraps the package. 

It's a baseball glove. Very old. 

Slowly, he brings it to his face, inhales the pounded-in 
pocket. All the perfumes in Arabia couldn't smell this sweet. 

He puts the glove down, looks at the Post again. 

CUT TO 

AN ARTICLE beneath the photo. Among other bits of 
information are these: the dead veteran was John Sullivan of 
Harwich, Connecticut. And his funeral is going to be 
tomorrow. 










































































































































































































































