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FADE | N:

INT. MAM AIRPORT, TERM NAL - DAY

Anongst the weary tourist famlies and solitary busi nessnen
sits TOM VEELLES, m ddl e-aged, hair neat, suit crisp and gray.
He's eating crackers froma cell ophane package, sipping soda
froma paper cup, watching an ARRI VAL GATE.

AT THE GATE

PASSENGERS arrive: the paunchy, graying nmen of First C ass

| eadi ng the pack, except for a handsone YOUNG REPUBLI CAN poster
boy hurrying al ong.

ACRCSS THE TERM NAL

Wel |l es gets up and FOLLOWG. . .

EXT. MAM AIRPORT, CURBSIDE - DAY

Wel |l es conmes outside, squinting in the sun, noving down the
si dewal k, | ooki ng back over his shoul der...

The Young Republican is lead to a waiting LI MO by a DRI VER
Wl | es noves to the nearby TAXI STAND...

I NT. TAXI - DAY

Welles gets in, turning in his seat to watch behind.

CAB DRI VER
VWhere to?

Wl | es keeps watching, sees the lino pull away and pass.

VEELLES
Foll ow that |inmousine. Don't get
too close, don't let it get too far
away. Just keep with it.

CAB DRI VER
You ki ddi ng?
VEELLES
Nope.
The cab set in notion. Welles takes out cigarettes, lighting
one, takes out a small NOTEPAD and nakes notati ons.
CAB DRI VER
Uh, listen... you're not supposed to
be snoking in here. 1'msorry,

that's conpany policy...



VEELLES
How about this... every cigarette |
snoke, | give you five dollars?
CAB DRI VER

kay. .. okay, yeah, that'd be good...
EXT. M AM BEACH, "GOLD COAST" - DAY

In front of an Art Deco hotel, the driver opens the |linousine
door and the Young Republican steps out.

ACROSS THE STREET

Wl | es watches frominside the doubl e-parked taxicab.
EXT. MAM BEACH MOTOR LODGE - DAY

Not exactly four-star. "AD LT MOVI ES EVERY ROOM "
INT. MAM BEACH MOTOR LODGE - DAY

Welles is asleep on the bed, full dressed, hands fol ded across
his stomach, snoring lightly, sweaty.

INT. MAM BEACH MOTOR LCDGE, RESTAURANT - DAY

Welles sits alone at the bar, eating a sandwi ch, bored. He
wat ches sonme fuzzy ESPN on the TV, |ooks at his watch.

EXT. M AM BEACH MOTOR LODGE - DAY

Wel |l es wal ks across the parking lot, gets into his RENTAL CAR
starts it and drives away.

EXT. M AM BEACH DI SCOTHEQUE - NI GHT

Young Republican and a GAUDY WOMAN exit the disco, MJSIC
THROBBI NG out fromthe doors behind them They join hands,
drunk, heading to the street, looking for their |ino.

DO THE STREET

Welles is seated in his parked rental car, raises a CAMERA with
TELEPHOTO LENS: whir, CLICK, whir, CLICK whir, CLICK .. Wlles
| owers the canera, letting out a yawn.

I NT. Al RPLANE, COACH - N GHT

The familiar DRONE of flight. Wlles is shoehorned into his
aisle seat, using tiny utensils to eat his tiny neal.



An COLDER WOMAN arrives in the aisle. Wlles picks up his tray,
closes his tray table, unbuckling his seatbelt, struggling to
get up... finally successful, balancing his tray, letting the
worman in to the w ndow seat.

OLDER WOVAN
Thank you.

Wl |l es nods, forcing a smle, sitting back down. He returns to
toiling over his mniature supper.

EXT. HARRI SBURG | NTERNATI ONAL Al RPORT - NI GHT

Vel | es’ Al RPLANE ROARS down with a SCREECH, |anding |ights
gleaming. The airport is small, relatively isolated.

TI TLE: Harrisburg, Pennsylvani a
I NT. HARRI SBURG | NTERNATI ONAL Al RPORT - NI GHT

Passengers arrive. Wlles is with them searching the few
PEOPLE waiting in the termnal hallway. Wlles smles...

Welles' wife, AW, smles when she sees him She's plain and
pretty, holding one hand on a BABY STROLLER beside her. Welles
conmes to her, enbracing her, appreciating her.

AWY
Vel come hone.

VEELLES
Do you know how much I m ssed you?

They kiss, but Ary pulls away, sniffs him

AWY
What's this... have you been
snoking... ?
VEELLES
Smoki ng? |'m not snoking.
AWY

Your clothing reeks of it.

VEELLES
You know, Any, |'ve been sitting
around in bars and everywhere

following this guy... | nean, is

this what | get first thing? Before

you even "hello," you accuse ne... ?
AWY

' mnot accusing you. ..



VEELLES
Vell, 1I'mnot snoking, okay?
AWY
Ckay, | believe you.
VEELLES
W' ve been all through that. 1've

been on ny best behavi or.

Welles bends to the stroller, picks up his infant daughter,
CI NDY, and hoists her in the air, overjoyed.

VEELLES
Hel | o, punpki n-head, did you m ss
me? | sure m ssed you...

He kisses the happy child, holding her in one arm

VEELLES
Let's get ny bags and get the hel
out of here.

Welles pulls Any close and kisses her again, |eads the way. Any
foll ows, pushing the stroller.

AWY

How s the detective business?
WELLES

Business was fine. ['ll tell you

what, you couldn't pay nme enough to
live down there.

AW
You better not be snoking, that's
all | can say.

VEELLES
Honey, |'m not, please...

Any takes Welles hand, smling at him

INT. WELLES' HOUSE, BEDROOM - NI GHT

Wl |l es and Any make love in the darkness. Standard, m ssionary
position sex, little passion. They slowto a finish,
uneventfully, holding each other. Their breathing quiets.
Their daughter ClI NDY can be HEARD CRYI NG el sewhere.

Wl |l es kisses his wife again, rolls off of her and sits on the
edge of the bed. Any covers herself.



AW
I | ove you.

VEELLES
I | ove you.

He | ooks towards her in the dark. He gets up, gets a towel
fromthe bathroomand waps it around him

I NT. WELLES' HOUSE, BABY'S ROOM - NI GHT
Cndy's crying. Wlles enters, goes to lean into the crib.

VEELLES
What's all the trouble, C nderella?
What are you crying about, huh?

He lifts and cradles G ndy, conforting her.

EXT. HARRI SBURG Cl TYSCAPE -- ESTABLI SHI NG - DAY

A small city of noderate architecture facing the Susquehanna.
I NT. OFFICE - DAY

An old noney office with wi ndows over the river. A well-to-do
POLI TI CI AN | ooks unhappily through PHOTOS on his desk. Welles
sits by the Pennsylvania state flag, watching.

PHOTOS show t he Young Republican and Gaudy Wonman in M am :
| eaving the Art Deco hotel, the Discotheque, a restaurant...

VEELLES
Your son-in-law dealt with the dry
cl eani ng franchi se during the day,
saw t hat woman every night.
(clears his throat)
The specifics are in the report, and

i nformati on about the wonan. |It's
unpl easant, | know. | apol ogi ze. ..
POLI Tl Cl AN
None too discreet, is he?
WELLES
No, sir, he is not.
POLI Tl Cl AN
He's an inbecile. | tried to warn

nmy daughter, but what can you do?

The politician shakes his head in disgust. WlIlles rises.



VEELLES

The um.. you'll find ny invoice in

the envelope. If that's all...
POLI Tl CI AN

Yes, Mster Wlles, thank you.
VEELLES

Certainly, Senator. |If | can ever

be of further assistance.
Wl |l es | eaves, gl ances back, shuts the door.
EXT. HARRI SBURG STREETS - DAY
Welles drives his plain Ford past the CAPI TAL BU LD NG
EXT. HARRI SBURG BRI DGE - DAY
Wl | es' car crosses the Susquehanna, |eaving the city.
EXT. WELLES HOUSE, BACKYARD - DAY

Sunny day. Welles wears tan khakis, T-shirt and fishing cap,
mow ng his lawn with his ROARI NG | awnnower. Welles' yard is
nodest, surrounding his nodest split | evel suburban one in a
nei ghbor hood of simlar homes and simlar yards.

Welles turns the | awnmower, stopping to nop his brow. One of
hi s neighbors is repainting a back porch. The nei ghbor waves.
Vel | es waves, resumes nmow ng.

I NT. BOALI NG ALLEY - N GHT

MJUSIC S LOUD. League Night. Every lane full. Wlles is with
his teamin BOALING SH RTS. Wl les hoists his ball, preparing
to bowl. He takes three steps, releases...

Down the |ane, PINS SCATTER One pin renmains standi ng.

Welles balls up his fists and curses, wal ks back towards his
rowdy, nocking teammates. He shouts back at them [ aughi ng,
grabbi ng his beer and drinking, waiting at the ball return.

INT. MELLES' HOUSE, KITCHEN - N GHT

Dinner. Wlles and Any eat at the kitchen table with G ndy in
a high chair. Any feeds C ndy between bites. Wlles is stil
in his | eague shirt.

AWY
You think you'll have time for the
wat er heater this weekend?



VEELLES
Sure. 1'Il call the guy.

AMWY
You' re not using the same guy who
tried to fix it?

VEELLES
"' mnot using himagain for
anything. He was worthless.
(eating)
You have bridge here Saturday?

AW
Betty's out of town so we're playing
next week.

Wl l es nods, eating. He watches Any feed G ndy. The PHONE
starts RING NG Wl les goes to answer it.

VEELLES
(i nto PHONE)
Hello. Yes... could you hold on a
mnute...?

Wl | es hands the phone to Any, pats G ndy's head as he heads
downstairs, through the LIVING ROOM ..

INT. MWMELLES' HOUSE, OFFICE - N GHT

Welles enters his well kept OFFICE, turns on a light at the
desk. The roomis filled with FILE CABI NETS and shel ves of
BOOKS, hundreds of PHONE BOOKS and a COPY MACHI NE. Welles

pi cks up the phone and cups the receiver.

VEELLES

(shouts upstairs)
Ckay, |'ve got it.

(into phone)
Hello... sorry, | was swtching
phones. It's a pleasure to nake
your acquai ntance, Ms. Christian.

(listens)
Yes. Yes, | understand... tonorrow
eveni ng should be fine...

Welles listens, clears space on his desk, taking notes.
EXT. CHRI STI AN COMPOUND - DUSK
A huge OLD WORLD MANSION is situated at the center of acres of

Pennsyl vani a forest and vast gardens. Wlles' car heads down
along tree lined drive, to the dark mansion.



I NT. CHRI STI AN HOUSE, HALLWAY - N GHT
Welles follows a BUTLER down a | ong hall.
I NT. CHRI STI AN HOUSE, LI BRARY - N GHT

The butler shows Welles in, shuts the door. Towering SHELVES of
BOOKS are serviced by | adders. Far across the room an old,
sad woman, MRS. CHRI STI AN, sits waiting with a tall, thin,
sinister ghoul of a LAWER

MRS. CHRI STI AN
Mster Wlles. You're very pronpt.

VEELLES
| try to be.

VWl les crosses towards them It takes a while.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
| appreciate your com ng on such
short noti ce.

Ms. Christian holds out her hand and Well es takes it.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
This is Mster Longdale, ny late
husband' s attorney.

Wl | es shakes Longdal e's |inp hand, |ooking himover.

VEELLES
Uh huh, pleasure.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
Apparently M. Longdal e has
sonet hing he feels he sinply nust
say before you and | speak.

LONGDALE
Yes, | do have sonething to say. |
i nsi sted on being here as soon as |
heard Ms. Christian contacted you.

VEELLES
I"mlistening.

LONGDALE
As M. Christian's attorney and one
of the executors of his estate, it
concerns me that a neeting of this
sort should take place w thout ny
bei ng asked to attend.



VEELLES
O what sort?
LONGDALE
You are a private investigator?
VEELLES
That's right.
LONGDALE
Vel |, whatever reasons Ms.

Christian has for engaging the
services of a private investigator,
| should certainly be a party to.
But, since she feels differently, |
can only go on the record as having
expressed ny adamant di sapproval.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
Yes, how theatrical. So you've gone
on the record, and now perhaps you
shoul d just be gone.

Longdal e's irritated, but has no choice. He wal ks away.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
Have a pl easant evening.

(to Vel les)
WIIl you have tea, Mster Welles?
VEELLES
Thank you.

Ms. Christian begins pouring tea fromthe service on a table.
Wl | es wat ches Longdal e exit.

WELLES
He' s odd.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
He's a | awyer.
(offers tea)
Pl ease, sit, here...

Wel |l es accepts a dainty tea cup and saucer, taking a seat.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
I've spoken to friends of m ne and
ny husband's, in Harrisburg, in
Lancaster and Hershey. Asking about
you. | must say you have friends in
i nfluential places.
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VEELLES
|'ve been privileged to provide
services for people | admre.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
You are highly recommended. Praised
for your discretion... your strict
adherence to confidentiality.

Vel | es nods, sipping tea.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
As you know, ny husband passed away
recently. Two weeks ago now.

VEELLES
My condol ences.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
Hi s passing has left me with...
sonmething of a dilemma. A terrible,
terrible dilems.

VEELLES
"1l do whatever | can to help.

Ms. Christian studies Wl es.
I NT. CHRI STI AN HOUSE, MR CHRI STIAN S OFFI CE - N GHT

Ms. Christian and Welles enter. This office has been lived in
for alifetine. Gant DESK. AMERI CAN FLAG Walls covered in
ol d b+w PHOTOGRAPHS and ACH EVEMENTS. A | arge, baked enanel
sign nailed up, "CHRI STI AN STEEL."

MRS. CHRI STl AN
Hi s i nner sanctum

Wl les | ooks up at the O L PAINTING over the fireplace: MR
CHRI STI AN, a powerful, old man, posed with a dark, teem ng,
i ndustrial |andscape behind him

MRS. CHRI STI AN
Not many peopl e have been inside
this room

Vel | es exam nes PHOTOS of M. Christian visiting various STEEL
PLANTS, COAL M NES and ground- breaki ng cerenoni es, shaking
hands wi th WORKMEN, w th POLI TI Cl ANS.

VEELLES
Pi ttsburgh?
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MRS. CHRI STI AN

Mostly. That's where he started his
enpi re buil di ng.

(1 ooks up at portrait)
He was a good man. Notorious as an
eccentric, but that was sonething he
cultivated. He wanted to be
| egendary.

WELLES
He succeeded.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
W were married forty-five years.
Hard even for ne to i magine. W had
our troubles. There were plenty of
pl aces for himto be other than
here, but he was al ways | oyal to ne,
and | to him | |oved himdeeply.

Velles waits.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
Do you carry a gun, M. Welles?

VEELLES
| wear a gun when | can tell a
client expects me to. Qher than
that, there's never any reason.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
Just curi ous.

Ms. Christian crosses to take down a PlICTURE, revealing a WALL
SAFE. The safe is ajar, burnt and scarred, broken into.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
My husband was the only one with the
conbination to this safe. | knew
about it, but as far as | was
concerned it was none of ny
busi ness. Not till now, that is.

VEELLES
You hired sonmeone to open it. [|'ll
bet the |l awer |oved that.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
There was nothing he could do. W
husband | eft everything to ne.
(1 ooks at safe)
| prevented anyone from seeing the

contents.
( MORE)
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MRS. CHRI STI AN ( CONT' D)
| felt these were ny husband's

private things. | didn't..
didn't realize...

WELLES
Do you want to tel
f ound?

MRS. CHRI STI AN
Cash, stock certificates,

She takes sonet hing from her pocket,

me what you

and this...

puts it on the desk: a

pl astic bag containing a short 8MMFILMon a plastic reel.

MRS. CHRI STI AN

It's afilm.. of a girl
mur der ed.

WELLES
I"'mafraid | don't...

MRS. CHRI STI AN

This is a novie showng a girl
She's sitting on a bed,
and he begins
to cut her with a knife...

nmur der ed.
and a man rapes her...

bei ng

bei ng

(pause)
I only watched what | coul d.
Welles picks up the film |ooks at it.

MRS. CHRI STI AN

I didn't know what to think. |

can't tell you how horrible it's
been, to know this belonged to ny
husband. To know t hat he wat ched
this... this atrocity. But, | can't
go to the police...

VEELLES
Ms. Christian... please, wll you

sit down a nonent?

(leads her to a chair)
I want you to listen carefully. What

you're tal king about is a
film" But, fromwhat |
filnms are a kind of...
Li ke,
There's no such thing, |
you.

head.

Ms. Christian shakes her

"snuf f
know, snuff
urban nyth.
red light district folklore.
can assure
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VEELLES
Pl ease, believe ne. This is
probably a stag film Sinmul ated
rape. Hard to stomach, and it m ght
seemreal, but there are ways of
making it look realistic... fake
bl ood and special effects...

MRS. CHRI STI AN

No.

VEELLES
If you were to study it you'd see
the canera cutting away... you'd see
the tricks they can play...

MRS. CHRI STI AN
I"'mtelling you it's not that.

WELLES
I"'msure it is.
(smles)

It's probably sonething your husband
was given as a bad joke. Mre than
i kely he never even watched it.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
WIl you watch it and see for
your sel f?

WELLES
O course. But, I'"'mcertainit's
nothing to worry about.

I NT. CHRI STI AN HOUSE, DI NI NG ROOM - NI GHT

An 8MM PROJECTOR faces a wall. Wlles |ooks back to Ms.
Christian in the doorway. Ms. Christian |eaves, shuts the
door. Darkness. Wlles turns on the projector and sits. The
PRQJECTOR CLATTERS, shooting bright images...

ON THE WALL: FLASH FRAMES, over exposure, then... the grainy
FILMis HAND HELD, constantly in notion, showing a skinny A RL,
16 or 17, in a negligee, sitting on a bed in a nondescript room
wth little furniture. Looks like a hotel room W only ever
see three walls. The once beautiful girl |ooks worn, drugged,
dark circles under her eyes, staring blankly. The CAMERA' S
tungsten SPOTLI GHT casts long, shifting shadows as the canera
nmoves, but the girl still stares oblivious. The bed is w apped
in PLASTI C and DUCT TAPE. The floor is covered by PLASTIC
SHEETI NG . .

Vel | es watches, crossing his arns, already unconfortable.
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ON THE WALL: a door opens behind the girl, |looks like a
bat hroom and a MASKED MAN enters.

The Masked Man wears a garish, Mexican WRESTLI NG MASK wi th eye
hol es and a mouth. The mask covers his entire head. He's naked
except for red shorts, his body scrawny, oiled, pale. The man
goes to stand in front of the girl. He seens to be saying
something to her, but the filmis silent and the ONLY SOUND i s
the PROOECTOR S LOUD sprocket hole CLATTER It's all one |ong
take. The CAMERA MOVES to favor the girl...

Welles sits straight in his chair, wary.

ON THE WALL: Masked Man rai ses his open hand and SLAPS t he
girl, knocking her back on the bed...

Wl | es grinmaces.

ON THE WALL: Masked Man pulls the girl back to a seated
position. The girl's like a rag doll, face reddened, eyes

cl osed, but she remains upright. Msked Man uses his thunbs to
open her unseeing eyes. He touches her nmouth with his fingers,
presses his lips to hers. Then, Masked Man backs away, | eaving
frame, till the CAMERA MOVES to find Masked Man standing at a
table with THREE | arge BONE KNI FES | aid out. Masked Man runs
his fingers over the bl ades...

Welles rises slowmy, still watching.

ON THE WALL: Masked Man sel ects a huge Bowi e knife and noves
back towards the girl...

Wel |l es crosses his arns tight, disbelieving, fearful. WE WLL
NEVER SEE WHAT HAPPENS NEXT IN THE FILM but Welles does. In
the flickering, reflected light, Welles backs involuntarily
away fromthe horrible imges, holding his fist to his nouth,
br eat hi ng hard.

Wl | es keeps backing away, till he's backed against a wall. The
PROJECTOR S CLATTERING. Welles is sickened, sweating, still
watching, till he finally shuts his eyes.

I NT. CHRI STI AN HOUSE, ADJO NI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Silence. Ms. Christian sits waiting, troubled. The door to
t he di ning roomopens and Welles enters fromthe dark, visibly
shaken. Ms. Christian watches him her sorrow now shared.

VEELLES
You... you need to go to the police.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
| told you | can't, not yet.



VEELLES
You don't have any ot her choice.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
(stands, shakes her

head)
No. For nme to live with the ruin of
nmy husband's nanme, | need know t hat

whoever did this will be punished.

If you can find them | will take
their nanes to the police. [|'ll say
ny husband confessed on his death
bed. I'll say | didn't have courage
to come forward at first...

VEELLES
It won't work |ike that.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
Any evi dence you col |l ect can be
given to the police |ater,

anonynously. |'ve thought about it
and there's no other way. If you
can't find them.. if the only thing

that comes fromthis filmis that
this is all ny husband will be
remenbered for, well | can't |et
that happen. |I'mtelling you I
won't. If there's no chance that
poor girl's nmenory can be served,
then 1'll just have to spend ny | ast
days trying to forget her.

Welles sits, rests his head in his hands.

VEELLES
| deal in divorce cases. Corporate
i nvestigations...

MRS. CHRI STI AN
You' ve found mi ssing persons before.

VEELLES
Not hi ng renotely like this.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
I know what |'m asking. Your
conpensation wll be appropriate to

the risk. You'll need cash to buy

information, and I'Il provide it.
(pause)

| feel responsible, M. Wlles.
(pause)

You saw what he did to her.

15.
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Wel |l es stands, torn apart and uncertain, |ooks back to the
di ni ng room where the projector sits idle.

I NT. WELLES' HOUSE, BABY'S ROOM - NI GHT

G ndy is sound asleep in her crib. Wlles is seated near,
staring at his sleeping child.

INT. MWMELLES' HOUSE, BEDROOM - N GHT

Welles digs in piles of SHOEBOXES and BOOKS on the floor of his
cluttered closet, finds what he wants: a LOCK BOX.

INT. MELLES' HOUSE, KITCHEN - N GHT

Welles twists the | ock box dial's conbination, opens the box to
reveal his GUN, HOLSTER and CLEANI NG SUPPLIES. Wlles takes
out the gun, cleaning it. Any watches.

VEELLES
This is the nortgage. This is
G ndy's col | ege noney.

AWY
I under st and.

VEELLES
Sonetimes you can't know what |'m
doing. |It's better that way.

AW
I know.

VEELLES
It's a mssing persons case... a
long shot. 1'lIl give it two nonths,
two nonths at nost, then I'll be
back. We'l|l take a vacation.

AW
Wiy the gun?

VEELLES
I"mnot gonna need it. | won't even
wear it. It's a precaution.

(cl eani ng gun)
Don't worry about ne.

INT. WELLES' HOUSE, OFFICE - N GHT
Wl |l es | ooks through one file cabinet. He pulls out a FILE. It

contains all sorts of POLI CE ARTI ST SKETCHES. Wl les finds one
of a TEENAGE G RL with dark hair, |looks at it.
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Wl | es positions the sketch on his COPY MACHI NE, hits copy.
EXT. WELLES HOUSE, DRI VEVWAY - MORNI NG

Wl | es | oads BOXES and a SU TCASE into his car's back seat.
Welles puts the lock box in the car's trunk, in a hiding place
beside the spare tire. He places a brown BRI EFCASE on t op,
covers themboth with carpet. He closes the trunk.

EXT. PENNSYLVANI A TURNPI KE - MORNI NG

Little traffic. Wlles' Ford races down the hi ghway.

EXT. CLEVELAND Cl TYSCAPE -- ESTABLI SHI NG - DAY

Cty skyline, overcast. Looks like rain.

TI TLE: G evel and, GChio

EXT. CLEVELAND STREETS - DAY

Wel |l es' car noves slowy in a not-so-great nei ghborhood. Welles
| eans forward, peering through the w ndshield...

An APARTMENT BUI LDING S crooked SIGN |ists "WEEKLY RATES."
I NT. WELLES' ROOM CLEVELAND - DAY

Dingy room Wlles |ocks the door, puts the chain on. H's
sui tcase and boxes are on the bed. He begi ns unpacking, taking
a PHOTO ENLARGER from one box and an 8MM PROJECTOR.

I NT. WELLES' ROOM BATHROOM - DAY

The developer's on the toilet. DEVELOPI NG PANS are on the
floor, devel oper bath, stop bath and fixing bath, with BOITLES
of CHEM CALS and packages of PHOTO PAPER. Wl | es uses tape and
ALUM NUM FO L to bl ack-out a w ndow.

I NT. WELLES' ROOM - DAY

Pi zza box on the bedside table. Wlles' suits hang in the
closet. Wlles sits facing a small REEL TO REEL on a desk. He
wears white gl oves, handles the 8W FILM careful to hold it by
t he edges, holding it up to the light, squinting.

Wl les puts in a magni fyi ng EYEPI ECE, |eaning close...
VELLES P.QO V. THROUGH MAGNI FYI NG LENS: studying the first few

i nches of exposed film com ng upon TINY LETTERS printed just
bel ow t he sprocket hol es: "SUPRAl ux 544."
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I NT. WELLES' ROOM BATHROOM - DAY

RED BULB in the |ight socket. Wlles threads the 8MM FILMinto
his enlarger, still in white gloves.

He flicks the enlarger on, projecting a sideways | MAGE down
onto the enlarger's baseboard, FOCUSING .. it's the girl
sitting on the bed, early in the snuff film

Wl |l es makes an adjustnent to the enlarger's lens; framng
tighter on the girl's face, REFOCUSI NG

INT. WELLES' ROOM - NI GHT

Wl | es conmes out of the makeshift darkroom holding a PHOTO of
the girl. He props the photo up on a dresser, stands | ooking
at it. Sad girl, staring forward.

Well es goes to pick up his CELLULAR PHONE, dials.

VEELLES
(i nto phone)
Hel | o, honey, it's ne.
(listens)
I'"'mfine, how are you?

Welles listens. He turns to look at the girl's photo.

FADE TO BLACK:
EXT. OFFICE BU LDI NG M SSI NG PERSONS ARCHI VE - DAY
Nondescript. "U. S. Resource Center for M ssing Persons."
I NT. M SSI NG PERSONS ARCHI VE, OFFI CES - DAY

Small. Cubicles. Enployees work phones and conputers.
BULLETI N BOARDS are covered in FAM LY PHOTGS, Pol aroids and
famliar "HAVE YOU SEEN ME?" m ssing person/chil dren POSTERS.

IN ONE CUBI CLE, Welles opens his billfold, shows his
identification: a | am nated "LI CENSED | NVESTI GATCR,
Commonweal th of Pennsylvania", with WELLES' PHOTO...

The DI RECTOR of the center, a't

ired | ooking official in
bi focals, studies the card. Well

es sits.

DI RECTOR
What can | do for you, M. Wlles?

VEELLES
Call nme Tom



DI RECTOR
Al right, Tom

VEELLES
What 1'd like, very sinply, is
access to your archive. And, now I
understand this isn't sonething you
normally do for private citizens...

DI RECTOR
There are reasons for the way we do
t hi ngs here.

VEELLES
Absol utely. O course |I'll abide by
what ever deci sion you make, but 1'd
appreciate if you'll hear nme out...

The director sits back in his chair.

VEELLES

Few days ago, | was contacted by a
couple living in Phil adel phia, a
doctor and his wife. What happened
was they picked up a young girl
hi t chhi ki ng off 81, which heads into
Phi | adel phia, started up a
conversation with this girl, she
| ooked honel ess, seenmed about
ei ghteen maybe. They convi nced her
to let thembuy her a neal in the
city. N ce kid, mature, didn't have
much to say, but they got a sense
she's a runaway, so all through
di nner the doctor's working on her,
trying to convince her that at the
very | east she should pick up a
t el ephone. Not surprisingly, she
ate her food, excused herself...

(snaps fingers)
That's the last they saw her. The
reason they canme to nme for help, the
reason I'mcomng to you, is we had
a friend of mne in the departnent
work up a sketch...

(shows the POLICE

ARTI ST SKETCH he

phot ocopi ed)
They want to see if | can |.D. this
girl, somehow pass al ong a nessage
to let the parents know the kid's
alive, doing alright.

19.



DI RECTOR
Why not go to the NC.1.C or

NNCME.C
VEELLES

| figured you share information.
DI RECTOR

Ve do.
VEELLES

For whatever reasons | thought you
m ght be nore receptive.

DI RECTOR
Way don't they cone to nme?

VEELLES
This doctor and wife, they're nice
peopl e, but they don't want to get
too involved. They're not trying to
have the parents come | ooking for
the girl either. You and | both know
sonetimes, not often, but sonetines
there's real reasons why a kid'l
run. Mol estation, whatever. Besides
that, the girl's probably eighteen,
so she's | egal.

DI RECTOR
I'mnot so sure about this.

VEELLES
They're putting thenselves in place
of this kid's parents and thinking
they'd want to hear their girl's
okay, even if that's all they hear.

DI RECTOR

I can give you ny card, if your
clients want to call ne...

Wel |l es accepts a CARD, di sappoi nted.
VEELLES
They were pretty clear they didn't
want this com ng back on them

DI RECTOR
Well, that's all | can do. Sorry.

Wl les | ooks at the director, stands, hangs his head.
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VEELLES
Who knows... maybe she's al ready
gi ven her parents a call, right?

Vel | es | eaves.
EXT. OFFICE BU LDI NG, M SSI NG PERSONS ARCHI VE - DAY
Wl | es conmes out the front doors, pissed.

WELLES
Fuck.

He tears the card in half and drops it as he heads for his car.
After a nmonment, the director cones out after him..

DI RECTOR
Excuse ne... Tom hold on...
Wl | es | ooks back, wal ks back, glances down... nakes sure he

stands on the torn card, hiding it underfoot.

DI RECTOR
Li sten, maybe | can help after all.
Way don't you come on back in...
we'll see what we can do.

INT. M SSING PERSONS ARCHI VE, FILE ROOM - DAY

Director |leads Welles into this RESEARCH ROOM a small library
with long tables, old COWUTERS, |ots of FILE CABINETS and CARD
CATALOGS. Secretaries tend to the files.

DI RECTOR

This isit. [It's not nuch.

(points at conputers)
W' ve got |l ess than five percent on
computer and we lose that funding in
Decenber. |'ll have sonmeone show it
to you anyway. Oher than that, |I'm
afraid it's the wet thunb nethod.

Welles | ooks to the many, many file drawers.

DI RECTOR
Files are nostly by state and year
of di sappearance. W try to keep
the children and adults separate. No
eating or snoking in here, but
there's a coffee machine in the hall.

VEELLES
Any good?
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DI RECTOR
It's horrible, but it'll be your
best friend after a few days. |
hope you realize what kind of |ong
shot you're chasing after.

VEELLES
You' re gonna be seeing a | ot of ne.
You're sure you don't m nd?

DI RECTOR
It's good what you're doing.

The director puts out his hand. Welles |ooks, shakes.
I NT. M SSING PERSONS ARCHI VE, FILE ROOM - MONTAGE - DAY

ON A COWUTER SCREEN: files open and close -- PICTURE after

PI CTURE of a M SSI NG CHI LDREN, nostly teenagers, each with
physi cal description, age, date of di sappearance, etc. Lost
soul s, although these are posed portraits, high school yearbook
phot os and vacation photos, so the children are nostly smling,
happy and healthy. But, all "M SSI NG "

Wl |l es works the conputer keyboard and nouse. ..

ON THE SCREEN: the FACES of TEENAGERS, boys and girls, one
after the other, MSSING.. MSSING .. MSSING..

I NT. CLEVELAND PUBLI C LI BRARY - MONTACE - DAY

Wl | es searches the SHELVES of the LIBRARY. He begins taking
down various books. ..

"“"Motion Picture Photography.” "Film Stocks and Physi cal
Characteristics." "Super 8 Fil muking."

I NT. CLEVELAND PUBLI C LI BRARY - MONTAGE - LATER

In Welles' notepad: "SUPRAlux 544." Welles sits paging through
t echni cal phot ography books.

I NT. WELLES' ROOM - MONTAGE - N GHT

Wel |l es has the 8MM FI LM t hreaded t hrough the projector. He
turns the CLATTERI NG projector on and sits, watching.

ON THE WALL: FLASH FRAMES, then... the skinny GRL in a
negligee, sitting on the bed. The CAMERA' S SPOTLI GHT casts
| ong shadows. The girl stares, oblivious...



23.

ON THE WALL: a door opens behind the girl, |looks like a

bat hroom and the MASKED MAN enters, wearing the ghastly
WRESTLI NG MASK. The man goes to stand in front of the girl.
He seens to be saying sonething. The FILM halts.

Welles sits forward, hand on the projector. He's seen
sonmet hing. He PLAYS the FILMin REVERSE. ..

ON THE WALL: the Masked Man wal ks backwards, away fromthe
girl, backwards into the bathroom door shutting...

Wel |l es stops the projector, not taking his eyes fromthe inmage.
He ADVANCES the film FRAME BY FRAME. ..

FRAME BY FRAME... as the bathroom door opens, and the Msked
Man enters... FRAME BY FRAME... as the Masked Man noves
forward... door closing behind him.. STOPR...

FREEZE FRAME: a THHRD MAN is reflected in the bathroommrror.
Grainy and blurred, but he's in the roomwith the girl,
standing there, captured in the mrror in this one brief

i nstant just before the bathroom door closes.

Welles wal ks to take a cl oser | ook, studying the al nost
ethereal image of the Third Mn.

EXT. CLEVELAND STREET CORNER - MONTAGE - DAY

Welles is in a PHONE BOOTH, feeds many quarters into the phone,
wai ting, |ooking at his notepad.

WELLES
(i nto PHONE)
Hell o, Ms. Christian? Tom Wl | es.
Here's where we stand. | checked

the filmstock and it's called Supra-

| ux 544. The conpany that nade that

stock discontinued it in '92...
(listens)

Yeah, about five or six years ago.

Anyway, do what you can to dig up

your husband's old financi al

records, | ook for anything out of

the ordinary...

I NT. M SSI NG PERSONS ARCHI VE, FILE ROOM - MONTAGE - DAY
Welles is back at the conputer, alone, drinking coffee. ON THE

COWUTER: endl ess PHOTOS of M SSING CHI LDREN. The PHONE CALL
CONTI NUES in VA CE OVER
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VELLES (V. O
Nobody really uses eight mllinmeter
filmanynore, so we can assune there
are reasons our guys did. First,
they could develop it thenselves if
they had any sort of expertise.
Qoviously, this isn't the kind of
nmovi e you can just drop off at the
one- hour photo...

I NT. WELLES' ROOM - MONTAGE - N GHT
Welles just stands, staring at the PHOTO of the G RL.

VELLES (V. O
Second, the filmthat went through
the canera is what we've got.
There's no negative. Unlike video,
it wasn't nmeant to be duplicated. No
reason for themto risk having nore
t han one copy of their nurder
floating around...

I NT. CLEVELAND BAR - MONTAGE - NI GHT

Local bar. Wlles sits drinking with the archive's director,
tal king, smling at sonething the director said.

VELLES (V. O
There don't seen to be nmany
fingerprints on the filmitself, but
I"mgoing to have to be careful to
| eave themintact...

INT. M SSING PERSON ARCHI VE, FILE ROOM - MONTAGE - DAY

Welles is tired, unshaven. He's noved on to the physical
files, at one table, |ooking through HUNDREDS of M SSI NG PERSON
BULLETINS. Secretaries tend to other files.

VELLES (V. O
It's okay for yours and your
husbands fingerprints to be on the
film but you'll have to use ne as
a mddleman if you go to the police.
That way | don't have to explain why
ny prints are on it...

INT. WELLES' ROOM - MONTAGE - DAY
Welles sits with the PROJECTOR ON, watching the fil m again.
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VELLES (V. O
There were three men. Two are
obvious; the man in the mask and the
man runni ng the canera, but | caught
a glinpse of a third man in a
mrror. |It's nothing that can be
used for identification, but he was
t here, watching...

ON THE WALL: Masked Man touches the girl's nmouth, presses his
lips to hers. Masked Man backs away, |eaving frame, till the
CAMERA MOVES to find Masked Man standing at a table with THREE
| arge BONE KNI FES laid out. ..

Wel |l es notices sonething, puts the projector on FREEZE FRAME

VELLES (V. O
So, there were three. They would
have kept it small, wouldn't have

| et anyone in on it they didn't have
to. That's all for now .. except,

| feel | should tell you... wth
this looking like it happened at

| east five or six years ago...

Wl les walks to the frozen IMAGE on the wall. It shows the
Masked Man's hands in frame, fingering the bl ades.
VELLES (V. O
Vell, it's not very likely we'll
ever find out who this girl was.
(listens)
I wll, I'l'l keep trying. Goodbye.

V.O PHONE CALL ends with the SOUND of the PHONE HANG NG UP.

ON THE WALL: there's a DARK SPOT on Masked Man's hand, on the
arch between his index finger and thunb. Gainy and hard to
make out, but looks like a small TATTOO

I NT. WMELLES ROOM BATHROOM - END MONTAGE - N GHT

Wl |l es has the 8MM FI LM threaded into his photo enl arger,
projecting the | MAGE we just saw down onto the baseboard.

He re-frames, CLOSER ON the nasked Man's hand, REFOCUSI NG. . .
the black spot is a little clearer, looks like a small STAR
tattoo on the back of Masked Man's hand.

I NT. M SSI NG PERSONS ARCHI VE, FILE ROOM - DAY
Wl les sits hunched over the card catal og, still unshaven,

drinking coffee, flipping through smaller PICTURES of M SSI NG
CHI LDREN i n one drawer, one by one by one...
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Welles rolls his neck. He looks to see the archive's director
in the doorway. The director nods, |eaving. Wlles gets back
to it, stooped over the catal og.

FADE TO BLACK:
TI TLE CARD: three weeks | ater
EXT. OFFICE BU LDI NG M SSI NG PERSON ARCHI VE - DAY

In the lot, Welles gets wearily fromhis car, snoking. He
tosses the cigarette, gets a Thernos off the front seat.

INT. M SSI NG PERSON ARCHI VE, FILE ROOM - DAY

Welles pulls out a card catalog drawer | abeled "North Carolina
1992," flipping through picture cards. The FACES of TEENAGERS:
a happy BOY with blue eyes... a red headed GRL with
freckles... a ruddy faced BOY... a pretty GQRL with a ribbon in
her hair... a black GQRL in a pink dress... a bl onde haired BOY
wth curly hair...

Welles furrows his brow

He backtracks to the pretty GRL with the ribbon in her hair.
Welles sits straight. He reaches into his pocket, hands
shaking a little, takes out and unfolds the PHOTO he printed of
the girl fromthe snuff film 1It's her.

Wel |l es conpares the two pictures. She's prettier in the card
catal og photo, but it's her.

Welles can't believe it, |ooks around. Secretaries at other
files don't even know he's there. Welles pulls out his

not epad, scribbling down | NFORMATION of f the card. ..

Witing the girl's nanme: "Mary Anne Matthews."

EXT. | NTERSTATE H GHWAY - NI GHT

Wl | es, car races past, alone on the dark freeway.

EXT. FAYETTEVI LLE Cl TYSCAPE -- ESTABLI SHI NG - DAY

Another small city. Blue skies above.

TI TLE: Fayetteville, North Carolina

EXT. PUBLIC LI BRARY -- ESTABLI SHI NG - DAY

Suburban library. Kids play hop-scotch in the parking |ot.
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I NT. FAYETTEVI LLE LI BRARY, M CROFI CHE ROOM - DAY

Vel | es works the M CROFI CHE MACHI NE, scrolling through old
i ssues of the LOCAL NEWSPAPER, finds an ARTI CLE headl i ned
"Search Continues for Local Teen."

There's a PICTURE of the G RL, Mary Anne Mt hews; the sane
picture Welles found in the M ssing Person Archive.

Welles reads the article, witing on a LEGAL PAD.

TI ME CUT:
NEWSPRI NT SCROLLS past on the M CROFICHE MACHINE, till... "No
Leads in Grl's Disappearance." Sane picture. The date at the
top: "July 12, 1992."

TI ME CUT:

NEWSPRI NT BLURS past... stops on a page of OBl TUARI ES. Top of
t he page: "Septenber 4, 1993."

CLOSE ON: " Mat hews, Robert Steven, 1948-1993." "Dead in an
apparent suicide, Robert Mithews was di scovered yesterday
morning in the basenent of..."

EXT. MATHEWS HOUSE, FAYETTEVILLE SUBURB - DAY

A tree-lined street of poor, boxy homes. Wlles' car parks in
front of one HOUSE with a negl ected | awn.

IN THE CAR

Wel |l es, clean shaven, picks a CLIPBOARD with a file folder and
his legal pad on it, thunbs pages. He druns his fingers, opens
the gl ove conpartnent, pulls out the car's registration, other
papers and "Jiffy-Lube" service reports, uses themto pad the
file.

Wel |l es takes a BOTTLE of COLOGNE from his pocket. He considers
it, opens the bottle, applies cologne to his neck.

EXT. MATHEWS HOUSE, FRONT PORCH - DAY

Vel | es knocks, clipboard in hand. A sad, m ddl e-aged woman
answers, MRS. MATHEWS, | ooking through the screen door.

MRS. MATHEWS
Yes... ?
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WELLES
(smles)
Hell o, Ms. Mathews, ny nane's
Thomas Jones, |'ma state |icensed

i nvestigator...

Wl |l es holds up his identification only |ong enough for Ms.
Mat hews to see it | ooks official.

VEELLES
I've been hired as an i ndependent
contractor by the U S. Resource
Center for Mssing Persons as part
of an internal audit. |If you have
any time over the next few days, |'d
i ke to make an appoi ntnment to ask
some questions about the
di sappearance of your daughter.

MRS. MATHEWS
| don't understand, who are... ?
WELLES

I"msorry, let me explain, the

R CMP. is a support organization
and archive, not unlike the Center
for Mssing and Exploited Children
in Washington. |'msure you've
dealt with them before?

MRS. MATHEWS
Yes, but...

VEELLES
These vol unteer organi zations are
sort of interconnected, functioning
hand in hand with | aw enf orcenent.
The R C.MP. brought nme in to revi ew
their investigations...
(hol ds up clipboard)

fact-check their records, see if
there's anything they m ssed,
anyt hing they should be doi ng
different. |I'mhere for a few days,
before | head back up to Virginia.
These reports go to the Justice

Department eventually. | spoke to
your F.B.l. contact a few days ago,
uh. ..

Wl les pretends to | ook for the name on a Jiffy Lube page...
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VEELLES
What was the nane... ? |'ve got it
here sonewhere. ..

MRS. MATHEWS
Neil... Neil Cole.

VEELLES

(pretends he found it)
Ri ght, Agent Cole told ne he'd cal
and | et you know to expect ne. He
didn't call?

MRS. MATHEWS
No.
VEELLES
(1 ooki ng on | egal pad)
Vell, I"'mfollow ng up on your

daughter, My, height; five four,
wei ght; hundred ten pounds, brown
eyes, blonde hair. Born April 24,
1976. M ssing June 11th, 1992. A
runaway, that's how she's listed. Is
this information correct... ?

Ms. Mt hews stares, nods.

VEELLES
I"'msorry, | know this isn't easy.
Is there a nore convenient tine... ?

(1 ooks at watch)
Can | buy you lunch, would that be
alright?

Ms. Mthews | ooks hi mup and down.
EXT. DAIRY QUEEN RESTAURANT - DAY
Welles and Ms. Mathews eat at a PICNIC TABLE on the patio.

VEELLES
It's very inportant you don't |et
this raise your expectations. It's
not going to effect any ongoing
efforts. Al I'msaying is, please
know, I'mnot here to create any
fal se hope.

MRS. MATHEWS
They hired you. You're like, a
private detective?
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VEELLES
That's exactly what | am

Ms. Mathews chews, staring off into the distance.

MRS. MATHEWS
| didn't think there were private
detecti ves anynore, except on TV.

VEELLES
You probably expect nme to be wearing
a trench coat and a hat. Drinking
whi skey, chasi ng wonen and getting
beaten up by guys with broken noses.
want to know what it's really |ike?
It's sitting in a car and staring at
a hotel w ndow for three days
straight, pissing in a plastic
bottl e, pardon nme, because sone guy
thinks his wife's cheating on him
@ anorous, huh? And the guy who
hired you, he has a hair-1lip,
dandruff and crooked teeth, and you
could have told himthe mnute you
laid eyes on himhis wife's
cheating, and you don't bl ane her.

Ms. Mathews snil es.

VEELLES
It's refreshing to actually sit down
and neet soneone face to face,
soneone nice |ike you.

Welles smles. Ms. Mathews takes out a cigarette. Wlles
lights her, joins her in snmoking, refers to his clipboard.

VEELLES
So, she didn't | eave a note? She
never gave any indication where she
m ght go, before she left?

MRS. MATHEWS

No.
VEELLES

She just seened... depressed... ?
MRS. MATHEWS

She didn't seem herself. For nonths
t here never was any way to get her
to talk about it. One night we went
to bed... the next norning she was
gone. She took sone cl ot hes.



VEELLES
What was she running fronf

MRS. MATHEWS
I don't know.

VEELLES
If there's anything you feel
unconfortabl e tal ki ng about, tel
me, but | have to ask. Your

husband... he comm tted suici de?
MRS. MATHEWS

Yes.
WELLES

Sept enber 4th, 1993. About a year
after Mary di sappeared.

MRS. MATHEWS
We were divorced by then. Things
fell apart... he was living with a
friend...

VEELLES
Whay do you think he did it?

MRS. MATHEWS
It got to be too much for him

VEELLES
You have to forgive ne, but in these
circunstances... wth your
daughter. ..
(pause)
Were there any indications of... any
sort of abuse?

MRS. MATHEWS
There wasn't anything like that. The
police and the FBI peopl e asked, but
t here wasn't anythi ng happened |i ke
that, never. M husband... his
heart broke when Mary left...

WELLES
|l didn't nean to...

MRS. MATHEWS
You try going through what we did.
Bob couldn't take it, that's all.
Christ, there's tines when it stil
seens like | can't either.

31.
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VEELLES
| had to ask. | apol ogize.
MRS. MATHEWS

No one knows what it's like. You
can't even imagi ne how nmuch it hurts.

Welles is mserable. A few CUSTOVERS wal k past, |ooking at
Ms. Mathews. She tries not to notice then noticing.

MRS. MATHEWS
Peopl e renenber nme fromthe news.
(pause)

Can you drive ne back now?

WELLES
O course.

I NT. MATHEWS HOUSE, MARY'S ROOM - DAY
Ms. Mathews enters. Welles foll ows.

This was the girl's room exactly as she left it -- POSTERS of
ACTORS on the wall, many STUFFED ANI MALS on the pink sheets of
the carefully made bed. Perfectly preserved.

MRS. MATHEWS
This is her room

Vel | es | ooks around, unconfortable. Shelves have Pl CTURES of
MARY with fenale friends, a collection of CERAM C Fl GURI NES of
CLOMS and ANl MALS.

MRS. MATHEWS
The police made a weck of it, but
| put it back exactly how it was.
Just how she likes it.

Welles takes a few steps into the room |ooks down at a DESK
where there are SIX brightly wapped G FTS.

MRS. MATHEWS
Those are for her birthday. One for
every year she's mssed. They'll be

wai ting for her when she cones back.

Welles is nearly overwhel nred by sadness, struggling to hide it.
He backs to the door, | ooks at his watch...

VEELLES
I... | shouldn't take anynore of
your time. Maybe we can finish
tomorrow. |'Il call tonmorrow. ..
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MRS. MATHEWS
Ckay.
EXT. MATHEWS HOUSE - DAY
Wel |l es escapes to his car, clinbing in. He starts it up...
IN THE CAR

Welles drives, tears welling up in his eyes. He has to pul
over and park, wiping his tears, fighting for conposure.

INT. WELLES' ROOM - NI GHT
Wel | es has unpacked. He's on the bed, on his CELLULAR. ..
VEELLES

(into phone)
You should be able to take a shower

and still have hot water left, honey.
(listens)
Call himback and tell himl said
so. The goddamm thing's still under
warranty.
(listens)
I"'mokay. It's hard here. It's
har d.
(listens)
I've got a lead | have to foll ow
t hrough. To be honest, | don't
think 1"'mgoing to get very far. |
mss you. | |ove you.

I NT. MATHEWS HOUSE, KI TCHEN - MORNI NG

Welles sits at the kitchen table. Ms. Mathews nakes cof f ee.
The hone's decor is cheap and fl owery.

MRS. MATHEWS
W weren't religious. W never
forced religion down her throat,
like I've seen sone parents do to
their kids. W never made her go to
church. But, after Mary was gone,
that's when | got religious.

Ms. Mathews brings two cups of coffee, sits.
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Mat hews dri nks cof f ee,

MRS. MATHEWS
Doesn't make nuch sense, does it?
When everyt hing's happy, when life's
fine and you have every reason to
believe there's a God, you don't
bot her. Then, sonething horrible
happens... that's when you start
praying all the tinme. That's when
you start going to church.

VEELLES
W're all like that.
MRS. MATHEWS
Are you religious?
VEELLES
No.
MRS. MATHEWS

You shoul d be.

VEELLES
|'ve got what | need for ny report.
There is... there is one thing that
bot hers nme t hough.

MRS. MATHEWS
What ?

VEELLES

It's not really ny place, but it's
not easy for me to set aside the
private detective part of nme either.
See, | know a little about m ssing
persons. Wen kids run, they al nost
al ways | eave a note. It's qguilt.
They want to say goodbye.

MRS. MATHEWS

There wasn't one. The police | ooked.

VEELLES
Do you think the police did a good
j ob?

MRS. MATHEWS
I don't know. I think so.

stares into the cup.

34.
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VEELLES
It is possible... and | know this
isn't sonmething you want to hear.
Your daughter may have tried to hide
a note where she thought you would
eventually find it, but where she
knew your husband woul d never find
it. She mght have wanted to tel
you somnet hi ng. . .

MRS. MATHEWS
No. You don't have any reason to
think that...

VEELLES

If the police focused their search
in her room her belongings, well
that'd be only natural, but they may
have been | ooking in the wong pl ace.

Ms. Mathews is getting upset.

MRS. MATHEWS
How. .. how can you say that to me...?
VEELLES
WIIl you let nme | ook?
MRS. MATHEWS
My husband never laid a hand on her.
She woul d have told ne... she would
have told ne...
VEELLES

You're probably right, and |
probably won't find anything. |

don't have a right to ask this, and
you can kick me out of your house if
you want, but this is ny profession
and there's a part of nme that can't
let it go. Police are just as human

as you or I. They could have m ssed
sonet hing. They probably didn't.
pause)

Woul dn't you rat her know?
Ms. Mathews thinks about it, tortured, shakes her head sadly.
MRS. MATHEWS
Go ahead and |l ook if you want. |
don't care what you do.

Ms. Mathews gets up and wal ks out of the room
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I NT. MATHEWS HOUSE -- SEARCH MONTAGE - DAY
- In MRS. MATHEWS' BEDROOM Welles | ooks through DRESSER

drawers, nmethodically, replacing everything as it was...
sear ches hat boxes and shoe boxes in a CLOSET... takes BOCKS
of f SHELVES, fanning the pages, shaking themout...

CABI NET, exam ning old prescription bottles... opens CABI NETS
under the sink...

- In the LIVING ROOM Ms. Mithews sits slunped in a chair,

staring at a soap opera on TELEVI SION, a BOTTLE of scotch on TV
tray beside her, drink in hand.

- In the KITCHEN, Wlles stands on a chair, searches high

CABI NETS. .. | ooks through | ow CABI NETS, on his knees, pulls out
pots and pans... fans the pages of COOK BOCKS.. .

- Welles stands in the doorway of MARY'S ROOM just stares.

He takes a few steps back into the HALLWAY, |ooks up at the
ceiling. There's an ATTIC DOOR there. Wlles reaches to the
door's handle, opens it, unfolds the portable stairs...

- In the small ATTIC, Welles uses a penlight FLASHLI GHT,
crouched under the |l ow ceiling, |ooking through dusty BOXES of
PHOTOGRAPHS; ol d photos of a weddi ng, of grandparents... \Welles
moves to pull back dusty sheets, finds a | arge W CKER BASKET
and broken BI CYCLE underneath. ..

Wl | es opens the basket, takes out BLANKETS and QUILTS in
nmothballs. He finds a wide VELVET BOX, takes it out, opens its
hinged Iid to reveal a set of good SILVERWARE. He touches the
tarni shed silverware, lifts out the top tray. Underneath,
resting on top of nore silverware, is a Dl ARY.

Wl |l es opens the DIARY, finds witten: "Mary Anne Mt hews."

Welles turns pages. The DI ARY' S about half-full of fem nine,
cursive handwiting. After the last witten page, a PAGE has
been TORN QUT. Welles fingers the ragged edge, flips through
t he bl ank pages till he cones to the very | ast page, a GOODBYE
NOTE. Welles sits and reads...

MARY' S VO CE (V.Q.)
(enoti onl ess nonot one)
"Dear mom |If you're reading this,
it means | called you from
Hol | ywood, California and told you
where to find ny diary.
( MORE)
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MARY' S VO CE (CONT' D; V.Q)
| don't think I'lIl be able to tel
you this when | talk to you, so |I'm
witing it down here. You know I
haven't been happy for a long, |ong
time. For a long tinme now dad's been
doing things | couldn't tell you.
He's been touching me and it's
getting worse. | can't stay
anynore. | know you and | haven't
al ways gotten al ong sonetinmes, but
pl ease don't bl ane yourself. There

isn't anything you can do. |'m
going to make a whole new life in
California. Maybe sonmeday you'll see

me on TV or in nmagazines. Don't
worry about ne. Love, Mary Anne."

I NT. MATHEWS HOUSE, HALLWAY OUTSI DE MARY' S ROOM - DAY

Wel |l es shuts the attic door, takes the DI ARY from his pocket,
hides it in his waistband at the small of his back.

I NT. MATHEWS HOUSE, LIVI NG ROOM - DAY
Welles enters. Ms. Mathews | ooks up fromthe TV.

VEELLES
You were right.
(pause)
| didn't find anything. |'m going
to run and get sonething to eat. Are
you hungry?

MRS. MATHEWS
Yes.

I NT. COPY SHOP - LATE DAY

Wl | es uses a self-serve COPY MACHI NE, flattening the D ARY on
t he gl ass, photocopying the DI ARY as quickly as he can.

I NT. MATHEWS HOUSE, LI VING ROOM - N GHT

Welles sits picking at fast food in front of him Ms.
Mat hews' food isn't even unw apped.

She's nunb from her drink, watching a GAME SHON snoki ng.

VEELLES
Do you ever consider... do you
realize that Mary may never cone
back?
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Ms. Mathews | ooks to Welles, | ooks back at the TV.

MRS. MATHEWS
| think about it everyday. But,
every tinme the phone rings... every
single tinme, | still think it's her.
VEELLES

It's been six years.

MRS. MATHEWS
What am | supposed to do? Forget
her? Tinme heals all wounds, right?
(m sery buil di ng)

She's all | think about, and |'ve
learned to live with that. But, you
want the truth... the real truth? If
| had a choice... if | had to

choose, between her being out there,
living a good |ife and bei ng happy,
and nme not know ng; never finding
out what happened to her...

(pause)
. or her being dead and ne
know ng. . .

(pause)
I'd choose to know.

Ms. Mathews stares into the TV, wi pes tears. Wlles takes a
deep breath and holds it. He watches her a | ong nonent,
nmotionless. Finally he stands, voice unsteady.

VEELLES
Excuse ne, | have to use your
bat hr oom

I NT. MATHEWS HOUSE, HALLWAY QUTSI DE MARY'S ROOM - NI GHT
Welles conmes to the attic door, quietly pulls it open.

I NT. MATHEWS HOUSE, ATTIC - N GHT

Wel |l es uses his penlight, digs out the D ARY fromthe hiding
place in his waistband, replaces it in the box of silverware,
cl oses the box.

I NT. MATHEWS HOUSE, MARY'S ROOM - NI GHT

Welles enters, takes a PICTURE FRAME off one shel f, opens the
back and takes out the PHOTO of MARY from i nside.
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I NT. MATHEWS HOUSE, LI VING ROOM - N GHT

Ms. Mathews still gazes into the TV. Wl |es passes the
doorway, not | ooking in, heading to the front door, opening the
door and wal ki ng out. ..

Ms. Mthews doesn't even notice, doesn't | ook up.
EXT. MATHEWS HOUSE - N GHT

Wl | es crosses the front |awn, not | ooking back, heading to the
street, getting into his car, starting his car, doing a U turn,
driving away down the street.

EXT. FAYETTEVI LLE Al RPORT, LONG TERM PARKI NG - MORNI NG

Wel |l es' boxes of belongings are piled in the back seat of his
car. Welles covers themwith a blanket, shuts the door.

Wl | es opens the trunk of his car, pulls back the carpeting. He
opens the brown BRI EFCASE. The briefcase is full of CASH,
about $10, 000, twenties and fifties in bundles.

Welles transfers half the noney into a carry-on bag, shuts the
bri efcase, covers it, closes the trunk.

I NT. Al RPLANE, COACH - MONTAGE - NI GHT

The cabin's half-full, dark. Passengers sleep. Under the only
illumnated reading light, Wlles reads the PHOTOCOPI ED DI ARY.
MARY'S VO CE is a again a flat nonotone...

MARY' S VO CE (V.Q.)

(as Wl |l es reads)
“"Dear diary. | have a big math test
tomorrow. | have to get better
grades. How conme everybody does
better than me? Kathy doesn't even
study and she gets B's. Two boys
got in a fight after school today.
One boy knocked the other boy's
tooth out, at least that's what it
| ooked like. His nose and nmouth
were bl eeding all over the place..."

EXT. LOS ANGELES | NTERNATI ONAL Al RPORT - MONTAGE - MORNI NG
An airpl ane ROARS downwards, heading in for a |anding.

EXT. LA G TYSCAPE -- ESTABLI SHI NG - MONTAGE - DAY

An ugly city. "HOLLYWOOD' sign on the snoggy horizon.
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EXT. HOLLYWOOD HOTEL - MONTAGE - DAY
A cheap, stucco hotel in a wounded Hol | ywood nei ghbor hood.
I NT. HOLLYWOOD HOTEL - MONTAGE - DAY

Well es' suitcase is open on the bed. Wlles sits in a chair
with his feet up, sweating in the heat, reading the D ARY.

MARY' S VO CE (V.QO.)
(as Wl |l es reads)

"... We're reading The Great Gatsby
in English class. It's the story of
this guy who has |ots of fancy
parties and all his friends cone
around and party with him but later
when he di es nobody cones to his
funeral. Someone said there's a
nmovi e about it, but | |ooked in the
video store and it wasn't there."

Welles flips pages, further back in the D ARY...

MARY' S VO CE (V.Q.)
(as Wl |l es reads)
"Dear diary. | started ny first job
| ast week working part tinme at Price
Mart departnent store..."

INT. LOS ANGELES BANK, SAFE DEPCSI T VAULT - MONTAGE - DAY

Vel |l es and a BANK EMPLOYEE bot h put keys into a SAFE DEPCSI T
BOX, unlocking it and sliding out the netal drawer.

MARY' S VO CE (V. O
“... The people | work with are al
old and fat. Al they live for is
their next coffee break so they can
snoke. .."

I NT. BANK, PRI VACY BOOTH - MONTAGE - DAY

Welles is alone, opens the enpty safe deposit drawer, takes the
8MM FI LM from hi s pocket and puts it in the drawer.

MARY' S VO CE (V. O
"... They eat lunch at the snack
counter. Hot dogs and soft
pretzels. Nachos with that orange
cheese that cones out of a punp. |
don't know what 1'd do if I'mstill
wor ki ng there when | get old..."



41.

EXT. YOUTH HOSTEL -- ESTABLI SHI NG - MONTAGE - DAY
A large NEON CROSS identifies this HOSTEL in m d- Hol | ywood.

MARY' S VO CE (V. O
"... | want to be a singer or an
actress. | knowit's a stupid
dream but | know | can do it if |
get a chance..."

I NT. YOUTH HOSTEL - MONTAGE - DAY

VWlles talks to the MAN behi nd the counter, shows the Pl CTURE
of MARY taken from Ms. NMathews' house.

MARY' S VO CE (V.O
"“... Everyone's always telling ne
how pretty I am | don't think I
am Wien | look in the mrror |
wonder who they're tal ki ng about."

The MAN behi nd the counter shakes his head.
I NT. HOVELESS SHELTER - MONTAGE - DAY

A run-down shelter. Wlles shows the PICTURE of MARY to the
PROPRI ETOR, expl aining. The proprietor shakes his head.

MARY' S VO CE (V.O
"Dear diary. | went out with Bob
t oday, the cute boy in ny science
class. He took nme to a novie..."

EXT. YWCA, LIVING QUARTERS - MONTAGE - DAY
a YWCA DORM TCRY, showi ng the PICTURE to a COUNSELOR.

MARY' S VO CE (V. O
"... It was the mddle of the day,
but we held hands. | think he Iikes
me. | really like him He has
bl ack hair and grey eyes..."

EXT. LA FREEWAY - MONTAGE - DUSK
Welles sits in his rental CAR, in a nmassive TRAFFI C JAM

MARY' S VO CE (V. O
"... He opened the car door for ne
and paid for the novie. Wen he
took me hone he said we should go
out again soon. | hope he calls..."
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EXT. HOLLYWOOD, RED LIGHT DI STRICT - MONTAGE - NI GHT

Wel | es drives, |ooking out the windshield... at decaying "PEEP
SHOAS, " an "ADULT BOOKSHOP' and " SEX SHOP. "

MARY' S VO CE (V. O
"Dear diary. Janet says she sl ept
with her boyfriend. | can't believe
it. She says they did it |ast
weekend whil e her parents were out
of town..."

EXT. HOLLYWOOD, SUNSET BOULEVARD - MONTAGE - NI GHT

Wel l es drives, watching overwei ght PROSTI TUTES and tall,
muscul ar TRANSVESTI TES prow i ng the sidewal ks in mni-skirts
and stained, tight spandex pants.

MARY' S VO CE (V. O
"... She said she liked it, but she
didn't seemtoo happy. She didn't
tell me many details. She said he
used a condom"

EXT. SANTA MONI CA BOULEVARD - MONTAGE - NI GHT

Teenaged MALE PROSTI TUTES hang out in front of a PlZZA PARLOR
A few have their shirts off, crewcut and muscul ar.

MARY' S VO CE (V. O
"Dear diary. |If | save enough noney
to go to comunity coll ege maybe |
can get good enough grades for a
schol arshi p somewhere else..."

EXT. HOLLYWOCOD BOULEVARD - MONTAGE - DAY

A tribe of HOVELESS TEENAGERS sits on the sidewalk in front of
SOUVENI R SHOPS. They beg noney off pedestri ans.

MARY' S VO CE (V.O
"... I've never been anywhere el se.
| don't think nomwants to let ne
go. Every tinme | try to talk about
it she says it'll cost too nuch or
she changes the subject.”

EXT. CHURCH, SOUP Kl TCHEN - MONTACE - DAY
A long line of HOVELESS PERSONS trails out the door. Welles

stands out front, showing the PICTURE to a VOLUNTEER with a
broom and a PRI EST...
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MARY' S VO CE (V.O
"Dear diary. Sonething terrible
happened today when dad and | were
alone. | can't tell anyone. | feel
sick. Wat did | ever do to nmake
this happen to ne?"

The volunteer and priest can't help. Wlles is weary, futility
begi nning to wear on him walks to his car...

MARY' S VO CE (V. O
"Dear diary. M stomach hurts all
the tinme. | just want to go to
sl eep and never wake up. | want to
get out of ny head and stop hearing
nysel f think."

I NT. WELLES' RENTAL CAR - |IN MOTION - MONTAGE - NI GHT
Wl | es snokes, driving, blankly watching the road ahead. ..

MARY' S VO CE (V. O
"Dear diary. Gandma fell and broke
her leg | ast week. W drove down to
visit her in the hospital. Hospitals
snell |ike dead people.™

EXT. FREEWAY -- HELI COPTER SHOT - CONTI NUOUS - NI GHT
FOLLOW Wl | es' car speeding along...

MARY' S VO CE (V. O
"Dear diary. |It's happening all the
time now There s nothing |I can do.
I"'mall alone. Everything is bad.
| used to have lots of dreans and
I'd remenber them when | woke up,
but that doesn't happen anynore."

PULL BACK: still FOLLON NG WELLES' CAR, over the FREEWAY...

MARY' S VO CE (V. O
"Dear diary. |If | can get to

California, I'll be okay. 1've got
noney saved. | can work as a
waitress till | get sonething

better. Billy says he and his
famly went to California once on
vacation. He says it never rains.
They stayed near the beach and he
went swnmmng in the ocean..."

bel ow -- REVEALI NG the staggering size of the Gty of Los
Angel es, where the lights go on forever and forever.
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INT. WELLES' ROOM - MONTAGE - N GHT
Welles is seated, el bows on his knees, reading the DI ARY...

MARY' S VO CE (V. O
“... | hope | can be an actress. |
hope | can be happy. |1'Il probably
have to go to acting school. | wsh
I knew sonmeone who lived there. 1"l
mss ny friends, but at least |'lI
be far away where no one can ever
find nme."

Wl |l es has come to the end of the witing in the DI ARY. The
next PHOTOCOPI ED PAGE shows an i mage of the TORN RAGGED EDGE of
the diary's m ssing page.

EXT. VIDEO PORN SHOP - DAY
Welles enters this "ADULT VI DEQ' storefront.
INT. VIDEO PORN SHOP - DAY

The CLERK is a sleazy forty-year-old man with rings in his
pi erced nose and lips, behind a counter by the door. He
wat ches Wel | es pass.

Wel | es | ooks around, unconfortable. A few of the other
CUSTOMERS, all nen, sneak gl ances at Welles. Display shel ves
run floor to ceiling, full of hundreds of shrink-wapped XXX
PORNO TAPES. Welles pretends to browse.

"BIG TITS, " "CUMSHOTS, " "BONDACE and FETISH " etc...

Wel |l es | ooks back at the clerk, who stares at Welles. Wlles
feels obligated to pick up a box and act |ike he's considering
it. He glances at other custoners.

Each man keeps his eyes forward on the pornography. One guy
has his arnms full of about ten videos.

Welles puts the tape back, walks to the front counter. The
cl erk watches himthe whole tine.

VEELLES
Is this pretty nmuch it?

The clerk just stares at Wl es.

VEELLES
Just... just videos?

Pl ERCED CLERK
What are you | ooking for?
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Wl | es considers, decides to |eave, exiting...

VEELLES
Not hi ng.

Pl ERCED CLERK
Fuck- head.

I NT. ADULT BOOKSTORE - DAY

Well es cones in through the bl acked-out door. This place is

| arger than the last. TWO CLERKS are behind the counter. One
clerk's pricing porn, the other, MAX, 25, reads a porno-novel.
Max has long hair, colorful tattoos covering his forearns, has
a H GHLI GHTER MARKER i n hi s nout h.

Wl |l es browses. There's a huge video bargain bin. Walls are
covered in videos, sex toys, inflatable wonen, etc.

CUSTOMERS, again all wary nmales, follow proper porn-shop
etiquette; look at the porn, not your fellow shopper.

There are "PEEP SHOW booths in the back. A MAN | ooks around,
trying to be nonchal ant, sweating profusely, slipping behind
one curtain.

Welles pretends to read the packaging on a triple-pack of
di | dos, | ooks towards the front...

Behind the register, Max takes a | ook to nmake sure the other
clerk is busy, takes the cap of his Highlighter pen and
hi ghlights a section in the book he's reading.

Welles notes this. He goes to the substantial MAGAZI NE RACK,
pi cks up a porn tabloid, pages through it. He selects sex
MAGAZI NES and NEWSPAPERS, choosing about twenty-five.

Welles takes this pile up to Max, gets out his wallet. Max
starts ringing everything up.

MAX
Bi g date tonight?

VEELLES
(enmbarrassed)
Yeah... guess so.

MAX
Can | interest you in a battery
oper at ed- vagi na?

WELLES
Pardon ne?
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MAX
My boss tells me | have to do nore
suggestive selling.

VEELLES

Well, it's tenpting, but no thanks.
MAX

It's your call, but you're gonna be

sorry when you're in one of those
everyday situations that call for a
batt ery-operat ed vagi na and you
don't have one.

VEELLES
"Il risk it.

Max shoves everything into a bag and hands it over.

MAX
Thank you for shopping at Adult
Bookstore. Have a nice day.

Welles takes the bag. Max returns to his book. Wlles is
| eavi ng, but stops at the end of the counter.

VEELLES
What are you readi ng?

Max hol ds up the book, "ANAL SECRETARY."

MAX
Once you pick it up you can't put it
down.

VEELLES
Catchy title. What are you really
readi ng?

(of f Max's | ook)
Hard to believe that book's got any
parts worth highlighting.

Max takes a glance at the other clerk, opens the pages of the

book and shows it to Welles. "Misic for Chanel eons."”
VEELLES
Truman Capot e.
MAX
| tear off the cover and paste this

one on...
(nods towards clerk)
You know how it is.



47.

VEELLES
Wul dn't want to enbarrass yourself
in front of your fellow perverts.

MAX
(smles, shrugs)
M ght get drummed out of the
por nographer's union, and then where
woul d | be?

Anot her CUSTOMER clears his throat, waiting at the register.
Max turns to help him Welles heads out.

INT. WELLES' ROOM - NI GHT

Welles is at a table, porn publications spread out before him
| ooki ng through the back of a PORNO TABLA D...

Tur ni ng pages of HARDCORE ADVERTI SEMENTS: "Adults Only," "She
Male Filns," "Amateur Sex Videos," "Wnen and Animals -- you've
got to see it to believe it..."

Wel |l es noves on to the next MAGAZINE, turning to the back,
agai n, page after page: "Watersports and Fisting Specialists,"”
"100's of Anal Filns," "Asian Sex..."

HUNDREDS of 900 NUMBER ads wi th naked wonmen urging callers to
pi ck up the phone. EROTIC CLASSI FI EDS; hundreds of amateur
phot os of naked nen and wonmen with faces and genitalia bl acked
over... "Men Seeking Wnen," "Wnen Seeki ng Wonen", "Men
Seeki ng Men," "Transvestites..."

It is endless. Mre CLASSI FI EDS: "Sex Sl aves Wanted, "
" ACTRESSES WANTED, " "Underground Filns," "SPECI ALTY FI LM5
OFFERED, " " S+M and BONDAGE, " "Fetish Videos."

Welles | eaves it, overwhel ned, goes to |ay down on the bed. He
pi cks up his cellular phone, dialing.

VEELLES
(i nto phone)
Hi , honey, how are you? How s C ndy?
(listens)
The way it's going |I'm about ready
to pack ny bags...

I NT. NONDESCRI PT ROOM - CONTI NUQUS - N GHT

In a dark room we don't know where, a DARK FI GURE of a MAN i s
sil houetted. He wears HEADPHONES, |i stening...
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VELLES VA CE (V.Q)
(t hrough headphones)
... I've got a feeling the person
I'"m | ooking for came out here and
got swall owed up by the place.

AW'S VO CE (V.Q)
(t hrough headphone)
Come back now. Just drop it and cone

back. ..
VELLES VA CE (V.Q)
(t hrough headphone)
I would if | could. [I'Il be hone
soon, believe ne. It won't be | ong.

AW'S VO CE (V.Q)
(t hrough headphone)
I mss you.

INT. WELLES ROOM - CONTI NUOUS - NI GHT

Welles shuts his eyes, still on the cellular...
VEELLES
(into phone)
I mss you too. | love you very
much. Gve G nderella a kiss for ne
and tell her I love her, alright?
(1istens)
Goodni ght .

I NT. ADULT BOOKSTORE - DAY

Max is at the register. A crewcut WOMAN in overalls works
behi nd the counter with him \Welles approaches.

WELLES
Remember ne?

MAX
Canme back for that battery-operated
vagina, right? Told you you woul d.

Vel | es shows his | DENTIFI CATION, |ets Max get a good | ook.

VEELLES
I need sone information. Thought
you might be able to help.

MAX
(of identification)
Thomas Welles. N ce picture.
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Wel |l es takes out an ENVELOPE, puts it on the counter.

VEELLES
I'"l'l be outside having a cigarette.

Wl les | eaves. Max watches himgo. Mx opens the envel ope,
takes out two fifty dollar bills, pockets them

MAX
(to other clerk)
Cover nme, Beth. |'mtaking a break.

EXT. ADULT BOOKSTORE - DAY

Wl | es stands down the sidewal k, snoking. Max comes out from
the porn shop, wal ks to Welles, |ooking around.

MAX
| don't know what you're | ooking
for, mster, but so we're clear from
the start, |'m straight.

VEELLES
Good for you.

Wl | es and Max wal k down the bl ock, past HOMVELESS MEN with
shopping carts overflowing with junk.

VEELLES
How | ong you been working there?

MAX
Three, four years.

VEELLES
What's your nane, if you don't mnd
me aski ng?

MAX
Max.

VEELLES
Well, here's the deal, Max. This
thing I'"mon right now has sonethi ng
to do with underground pornography.
Stuff that's sold under the counter,
illegally

There's not nmuch illegal.
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Well, whatever there is, whoever's
deal i ng, however it's done, | want
to know. | want a good | ook, so if
you' ve got that kind of connection,
great. If not, speak now.

MAX

You're not a cop, are you? |If | ask
and you are, you have to tell ne.

VELLES
" mnot a cop.

MAX

You're a private eye. Like Shaft.
VEELLES

Not quite.
MAX

From Pennsyl vania. P.1. from PA

What are you doi ng out here?

VEELLES
Well, there's the thing; you're not
gonna know anyt hi ng about what |'m
doi ng, but you can make sone noney.

MAX
How nmuch?
VEELLES
How nmuch do you make now?
MAX
Four hundred a week, off the books.
VEELLES
kay, let's pretend | live in the

sanme fantasy world where you nmake
four hundred a week in that dunp.
"1l give you six hundred for a few

days.
MAX
Sounds good, pops.
VEELLES

Here's ny nunber if you need it...
(wites on scrap
paper)

When can you start?
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MAX

Tonorrow night, | get off at eight.
VEELLES

See you then. OCh, and, don't cal

rre n pops. n
Wl | es wal ks away.
I NT. WELLES ROOM - NI GHT

Wl | es sleeps, despite the stead SOUND of TRAFFIC racing by his
w ndow. The PHONE RI NGS, waking him Welles |ooks at the
cl ock radio, 2:23am reaches to answer the phone...

VEELLES
(into phone)
Hello... ?

MAX (V. Q)
(from phone)
Wake up, pops. Your education
begi ns toni ght.

EXT. DOMTOMN - N GHT

Agai nst the backdrop of downtown LA's bright skyscrapers,
Welles' rental car heads into the | ower bowels of the city,
smal | er, ol der, darker buildings...

EXT. DOMTOM STREETS - N GHT

The only people on the street are HOMELESS and SHADY
CHARACTERS. Welles' car nakes its way to a big deserted
PARKI NG LOT. There are a few cars parked in one corner.

Wl | es parks near the other cars and gets out. Mux stands
against a chain link fence. Wlles goes to neet him

MAX
Come on.

Max | eads the way, across the |lot, towards dark alleyways.
EXT. DOMTOM ALLEYWAY - NI GHT

Max and Welles nove through this filth strewn alley between
decaying brink buildings. They cone to a STAI RAELL | eadi ng
down to pitch dark...

INT. COLD BU LD NG - N GHT

Max enters through a crooked door, heads into a narrow,
l abyrinth hallway lit by bare bulbs. WIlles follows.
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They conme to another STAI RWAY | eading down. At the bottom a
t hi ck- necked GOON st ands guardi ng doubl e doors.

GOON
Are you a | aw enforcenent agent or
in any way affiliated wth | aw
enf or cenent ?

MAX
Fuck you, Larry.

Max heads to the doubl e doors, waits for Welles.

GOON
(to Vel les)
Are you a law enforcenent... ?

VEELLES
No.

I NT. BASEMENT - N GHT

Max and Welles enter through the double doors, into a kind of
smal I, underground porn flea market. |It's incredibly quiet.
About fifteen CARD TABLES are set up in rows. The MEN behind
the tables and the thirty or so "CUSTOVERS' | ooking through the
mer chandi se make those in the previous porn shops | ook |ike
hi gh society.

These are M DDLE- AGED MEN, nost bal ding, sonme with pot bellies,
in shorts and tube socks, in sweatpants and Menbers Only
jackets: plain men, but with a | ook of desperation in their
eyes, gl ancing around nervously, greasy and afraid.

ONE DEALER
We're shutting down in fifteen
mnutes. Fifteen m nutes.

Well es makes his way to the tables, wary. One table is covered
in dirty cardboard boxes, filled with HUNDREDS of PHOTOS of
young children, nostly boys, naked. Each photo is wapped in
pl astic, censored by masking tape.

Wel |l es swal | ows back di sgust.

The next table is piled high with used pornographi c MAGAZI NES.
There are baggies with COLORFUL PILLS laid out. X-rated
Pol ar oi ds wr apped i n rubberbands.

Max follows behind, unaffected, snokes a cigarette.
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Anot her table offers VIDEO TAPES with no identifying marks

ot her than hand witten |labels with nunbers witten out, "two,"
"sixteen," "five." And many bootleg VIDECS with grainy,
homemade | abel s show ng WOMEN i n extreme BONDAGE.

Wel | es watches out the corner of his eye as the PLUVW MAN

besi de himpays for a thick stack of kiddie porn pictures.
Welles waits till the man noves on, addresses the angry | ooking
DEALER who's counting noney.

VEELLES
(points to nunbered
vi deos)
VWhat are these?

ANGRY DEALER
M xed hard bondage. Rape fil ns.
Sick shit. Buy five, get one free.

Wl | es | ooks around, w pes sweat off his top |ip.

VEELLES
Anyt hi ng harder?

ANCRY DEALER
There's not hi ng harder.

VEELLES
Snuf f ?

ANGRY DEALER
What you see is what | got, mster.

VEELLES
You know where | can get it? | have
a lot of noney to spend.

ANCRY DEALER
There ain't no such thing as snuff.
Way don't you fuck off?

The deal er sits and keeps counting cash. Wl les noves on Beyond
the tables there's a CURTAI NED DOORWAY. Welles walks to it,
enters. ..

I NSI DE THE CURTAI N

Fol ding chairs face a SCREEN. A PROJECTOR shows a sil ent
nmovi e; a BUXOM WOMAN i n nurses uniform prepares an enema bag
and tube. A hairy, overweight MAN | ays face down on an

exam nation table, naked, arns tied behind his back.

In the darkness, a MAN shifts in his chair, grunting, obviously
mast ur bati ng.
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A few chairs away, a man is bent over, noving his head in the
lap of SOMEONE in a BLONDE WG

A LARGE MAN approaches Welles fromthe dark.

LARGE MAN
You have to pay to cone in here.

Wl | es backs away, shuts the curtain.
I NT. ALL-N GHT COFFEE SHOP - NI GHT

Not many people in the place. Wlles drinks coffee. Max eats
a huge breakf ast.

MAX
You' ve got Pent house, Pl ayboy,
Hustler, etc. Nobody even considers
t hem por nogr aphy anynore. Then,
there's mai nstream hardcore. Triple
X. The difference is penetration.
That's hardcore. That whol e
i ndustry's up in the valley.
Witers, directors, porn stars.
They're celebrities, or they think
they are. They punp out 150 vi deos
a week. A week. They've even got
a porno Acadeny Awards. Anerica
| oves pornography. Anybody tells
you they never use pornography,
they're lying. Sonebody's buying
t hose videos. Sonebody's out there
spending 900 mllion dollars a year
on phone sex. Know what else? It's
only gonna get worse. Mre and nore
you'll see perverse hardcore com ng
into the mai nstream because that's
evol ution. Desensitization. GCh ny
CGod, Elvis Presley's wiggling his
hi ps, how of fensi ve! Nowadays,
MIV's showi ng girls dancing around
in thong bikinis with their asses
hangi ng out. Know what | mean? For
the porn-addict, big tits aren't big
enough after a while. They have to
be the biggest tits ever. Sone porn
chicks are putting in breast
i npl ants bi gger than your head,
literally. Soon, Playboy is gonna

be Pent house, Penthouse'll be
Hustler, Hustler'll be hardcore, and
hardcore filns'll be nedical fil ns.

( MORE)
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MAX ( CONT' D)
People'll be jerking off to wonen
| ayi ng around wi th open wounds.
There's nowhere else for it to go.

VEELLES
Interesting theory.

MAX
What you saw toni ght, we're not
tal ki ng about a video sone denti st
t akes hone over the weekend. W're
tal ki ng about stuff where peopl e get
hurt. Specialty product.

VEELLES
Chi l d pornography.

MAX
There's two kinds of specialty
product; legal and illegal. Foot

fetish, shit films, watersports,
bondage, spanking, fisting, she-

mal es, hermaphrodites... it's beyond
hardcore, but legal. This is the

ki nd of hardcore where one guy's
going to look at it and throw up,
anot her guy looks at it and falls in
| ove. Now, with sonme of the S+M and
bondage filns, they straddle the
line. How are you supposed to tel

if the person tied up wth the bal
gag in their nouth is a consenting
or not? Step over that line, you're
into kiddie porn. Rape filns, but
there aren't many. |'ve never seen
one.

VEELLES
Snuff fil ns.

MAX
| heard you asking. That guy wasn't
yanki ng you around. There's no such
t hi ng.

VEELLES
What ot her ways are there to get
illegal filnms? Wo do you see?
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MAX
First of all, basenent sales |ike
toni ght aren't gonna |ast nuch
longer. It's too risky, one, and

two, everything's going on the
internet. Anyone with a conputer
and enough patience can find
anything he wants. It's heaven for
t hose degenerate chi cken- hawks.
They' re swappi ng pictures back and
forth as fast as their nodens can
zap 'em But, there's still sone
weird shit under the counter where

I work sonetines. No one knows
where it cones from That's |oca
under ground, where information
spreads by word of nouth. Those are
zonbi es, hardcore junkies. Their
hands are permanently pruned. They
go out in the sun they don't burn,
they blister. Oher than that, al

I know about is the mail. Cassified
ads in the paper with hidden codes.
Secret couriers. Credit card orders
to dummy corporations. Interstate
wire transfers. Revolving P.QO
boxes. But, if you're asking nme who
do you go to to get illegal shit...
who knows? That's the whol e

point --the seller stays as far away
fromthe buyer as possible, and vice
versa, and cops can't trace the
deal. There's ways to do it so
nobody knows who anybody i s.

Vel | es wat ches Max eat.

VEELLES
How ol d are you?
MAX
Twenty-five.
VEELLES
Wiere are your parents?
MAX
I don't know, where are yours?
VEELLES
I don't mean any offense... but what

are you doing mxed up in all this?
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MAX
" mnot m xed up in anything,
hayseed. What are you tal ki ng about ?

VEELLES
You just strike nme as smart enough
to be doi ng sonething el se.

MAX
Yeah, |I'ma real genius. What
choi ces have | got? Fuck, just
because | know about stuff |ike
toni ght doesn't nmean | deal it. |
work a job. It beats punping gas,
beat s maki ng hanburgers.

VEELLES
You're telling ne it doesn't get to
you?

MAX

You can't sit there all day watching
t he parade of |osers that cones into
that place wi thout going nunb. So
what? Am| gonna go off and be a
race car driver? Go to Harvard?

Run for President? Wat about you,
pops?

WELLES
What about ne?

MAX
| see a ring on your finger. You
have any ki ds?

VEELLES
A daughter.

MAX
So, you have a wife and kid waiting
for you in Pennsylvania... what are

you doing mxed up in all this?

VEELLES
Good questi on.

ALL NI GHT COFFEE SHOP - N GHT

Max and Welles conmes out to the sidewal k, talking.
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ACROSS THE STREET

I NSI DE A PARKED CAR, through the wi ndshield, SOVEONE wat ches
Max and Wl | es say goodnight. Mx walks to a waiting taxi.

It's the sinister |awer watching, LONGDALE, the late M.
Christian's attorney, watching Welles go to his rental car.

INT. WELLES' ROOM - MONTAGE - N GHT
Welles is seated, PRQJECTOR RUNNI NG watching the 8MMfilm

The last of the filmmakes its way through, threading out. The
take-up reel spins, the films tail flapping...

Welles stares at the blank white square of |ight projected onto
the wall. CELLULAR PHONE is HEARD RI NG NG ..

Welles finally |l ooks to the projector, turns it off. The
PHONE' S RING NG Wl les goes to sit on the bed, |ooking at the
cellul ar phone on the bedside table. RINANG..

Wlles lets it RING RINGANG.. RRNGANG.. till it finally
stops. Welles |lays back on the bed and shuts his eyes.

I NT. CHRI STI AN HOUSE, MR CHRI STI AN S OFFI CE - DAY

Ms. Christian is behind the desk, surrounded by BOXES of BANK
RECORDS and FI NANCI AL STATEMENTS, on the PHONE.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
(into phone)

My husband had five cash accounts he
used to tenporarily hold stock
profits. Between Novenber of 1991
and March of 1992, he wote one
check out to cash from each account.
He wote these hinself...

I NT. PHONE BOOTH, HOLLYWOOD - CONTI NUOUS - DAY
Welles is in the booth, listening...

VEELLES
(into phone)
Cay. . .

MRS. CHRI STIAN (V.Q)
(from phone)
My husband never dealt w th noney
personal ly, certainly not cash.

VEELLES
I'"mnot positive this means anyt hi ng.
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The checks were for odd anounts...

INT. MR CHRISTIAN S OFFI CE - CONTI NUOUS - DAY
Ms. Christian has the anbunts witten out on paper.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
(i nto phone)
One was for two hundred thousand,
one dollar and thirteen cents.
Anot her was for three hundred
t housand, six hundred fifty four
dol lars and seventy six cents...

VELLES (V. Q)
(from phone)
Okay, | follow you so far...

MRS. CHRI STI AN
Tot al ed toget her, these five checks
fromfive different accounts, they
equal one mllion dollars.

I NT. PHONE BOOTH - CONTI NUOUS - DAY

VEELLES
(into phone)
You' re j oking.

MRS. CHRI STI AN (V. Q)
(from phone)
To the penny. Exactly one mllion
dollars in cash.

Wel |l es considers this, lost in thought.

MRS. CHRI STIAN (V. Q)
Hello... ?

VEELLES
I'"'m here.

MRS. CHRI STI AN (V. Q)
Do you think the filmcould have
cost that nuch?

WELLES
For a human life... murder on film
no statute of limtations. Wo
knows? |t sure could have. 1'd

like you to overnight ne a copy of
t hose checks, then put themin a
saf e deposit box.
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MRS. CHRISTIAN (V. Q)
Ckay.

VEELLES
Send it to nme through the post
office i ke we arranged. No return
address. You dug this up all by
your sel f?

MRS. CHRI STI AN (V. Q)
You told me to | ook, so | | ooked.

WELLES
You're one hell of a detective, Ms.
Chri sti an.

EXT. M SSION YOUTH HOSTEL - DAY

TEENAGERS wor k cl eaning this | arge DORM TORY, sweepi ng and
nmoppi ng the floor, making the bunk beds, washi ng w ndows.
Wl les stands with an elderly, black NUN in plain clothing.

VEELLES
Her name was Mary Anne Mat hews.

Wl | es hands the woman the PICTURE of MARY. The woman puts on

her gl asses, |ooks at the picture... |ooks at \Welles.
NUN
Yes... | remenber Mary
VEELLES
You... you do? You're sure? Please,
Sister, will you take another | ook,
make sure. ..
NUN
(exam nes picture)
Yes. | renmenber her.

INT. M SSION YOUTH HOSTEL, STORAGE AREA - DAY

In a basenent corner, Wlles watches as the nun uses keys to
open the door of a chain-link STORAGE CAGE. The cage is full
of junk, BOXES, LAMPS, stacks of CHAIRS.

NUN
She lived here for only about a
month, if | recall correctly. She
didn't return one night. She never
came back. | didn't know what to
t hi nk. ..
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The nun enters the cage, pushes old BOXES out of her way, | ooks
up a cob-web covered METAL SHELVES.

NUN
Do you know what happened to her?

VEELLES
I"'mtrying to find out. She was a
runaway. |'mlooking into it for
her parents.

The nun sees what she wants, finds a STEP LADDER, tries to open
it. Welles cones to help her.

NUN
(pointing on shel f)
Can you get that down for nme?

Welles clinbs the | adder, points at boxes...

NUN
No, the next shelf... there...

VWelles takes down a small SU TCASE. I1t's covered in dust. He
clinmbs down the | adder with it.

VEELLES
VWhat is this?
NUN
Those are her bel ongi ngs.
VEELLES
Her bel ongi ngs?
NUN
That's her suitcase. | had
forgotten it, till you showed ne her

pi cture.

Wl |l es puts the suitcase down, exam nes the LUGGAGE TAG "Mary
Anne Mat hews, " no address. Wlles |ooks to the nun.

VEELLES
What ever possessed you to keep this
all this time?

NUN
She was the kindest, sweetest girl
you'd ever want to neet. Ch, |
adored her. | supposed | always
hoped she'd be back.

( MORE)



62.

NUN ( CONT' D)
After atime, all | could do was
pray she had noved on to better
things. Can you get this suitcase
to her parents, if you think it's
appropri ate?

VEELLES
I'"ll do what | can.

INT. WELLES' ROOM - NI GHT

Welles puts Mary's SUl TCASE on the bed, opens it. He takes out
some of Mary's clothing, examnes it, lays it aside.

He takes out a ROSARY, nore CLOTHI NG Resting on a SWEATER are
two CERAM C FI GQURI NES; a teddy bear and kitten. Welles
exam nes them frowning, puts them aside.

He takes out yell owed NEWSPAPER; Hel p Wanted CLASSI FI EDS, "July
2, 1992." Several job possibilities circled, others crossed
out. He finds baggie containing a few old JO NTS.

Al that's left are nore itens of CLOTHI NG a TOOTHBRUSH and an
ADDRESS BOCK. Wl |l es exanm nes the address book, finds a fol ded
pi ece of paper in the blank pages, unfolds it... it's the TORN
DI ARY PAGE, a POEMwritten in Mary's hand...

MARY' S VO CE (V.Q.)
(as Wl |l es reads)
“Star light, star bright, First star
I've seen tonight, Wsh | may, w sh
I mght, Have this wish I w sh
toni ght."

Welles goes to a drawer, takes out the photocopy of Mary's
DI ARY. He turns to the ragged edge of the torn page, puts the
DI ARY PAGE against it. Perfect match.

Wl | es stands | ooking at the poem He turns the page over,
finds witten, in cursive:

Mbdel s Want ed 213-555- 6643
EXT. PHONE BOOTH - DAY

Welles dials the nunber off the back of the torn diary page,
phone to his ear. It RINGS, RINGS, RINGS...

MAN' S VO CE (V.Q)
(from phone)
Cel ebrity Filns.

Wel | es hangs up, begins searching the booth's YELLOW PAGES.
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EXT. WLSH RE OFFI CE BUI LDl NG - DAY

A poverty stricken business section of Wlshire. Wlles gets
out of his parked car, |ooks up at a decaying Art Deco buil ding
that's painted blue top-to-bottom

Wel | es crosses through traffic.

I NT. WLSH RE OFFI CE BU LDI NG LOBBY - DAY

Wl | es studies the REA STRY, finds "Celebrity Filnms."
I NT. WLSH RE OFFI CE BU LDI NG STAI RWELL - DAY

Paint's peeling. Wlls are water stained. Wlles clinbs
stairs, w nded, sweating, up the stairwell...

INT. WLSH RE OFFI CE BUI LDI NG 8TH FLOOR HALL - DAY

Welles conmes out a stairwell DOOR, catching his breath. A
coupl e of SECRETARIES wait for the elevator. Wlles noves down
the hall, around a corner.

Each office door has a w ndow of pebbled, translucent gl ass.
There's a "Dental Ofice," "WIlson Travel Cruises,” and at the
end of the hall, "Celebrity Films Inc., Eddie Poole,

Prof essi onal Casting and Distribution, Suite 804."

Wl | es heads back the way he cane.
EXT. WLSH RE OFFI CE BU LD NG - DAY

Wel |l es crosses back to the other side of the street, goes to
stand near his car. He |ooks up at the blue office building,
counting up floors, counting w ndows across.

Satisfied, he turns, backing up, |ooking up at the tall OFFICE
BU LDI NG across fromthe blue building. There's a sign on this
adj acent buil di ng, "OFFI CE SPACE AVAI LABLE. "

I NT. ADJACENT OFFI CE, 9TH FLOOR - DAY

Enpty office. Welles is let in by a disinterested LANDLORD.
Well es gives a cursory | ook around, goes to the w ndows and
opens the blinds.

These wi ndows afford an excellent view of the blue building
across the street, at about 8th floor |evel.

VEELLES
This is better.
(turns to | andl ord)
This will be fine.
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I NT. ADJACENT OFFI CE - N GHT

Wel | es has transferred nost of his bel ongi ngs here, SU TCASE
open on the floor, CARD TABLE set up with fast food on it, an
ARMY COT against one wall. Wlles sits in a chair at the

w ndow, | ooks through BlI NOCULARS on a TRI PCD.

VELLES P.QO V., THROUGH Bl NOCULARS: searching up the dark
floors of the blue building, as Welles counts under his breath.
Movi ng over... stopping on one w ndow, FOCUSI NG ..

Welles locks the tripod. He goes to sit on the arny cot, picks
up his CELLULAR. He | ooks at the phone, deciding. He puts down
t he phone. He turns off the LAMP on the floor, |ays back in
the cot, going to sleep.

I NT. ADJACENT OFFI CE - DAY

VELLES P.OQO V., THROUGH Bl NOCULARS: wat chi ng the w ndow of
Celebrity Films Inc. W can see nost of the office fromhere.
It's crowded with junk, BOXES, piles of VIDEO TAPES. There's a
di sorgani zed DESK by the wi ndow.

Wl les sits | ooking through the binocul ars.

THROUGH BI NOCULARS: a pudgy man, EDDIE POOLE, in a |loud, print
shirt, cones to sit at the desk, |ooks through mail. He snells
sl eazy even fromhere, lots of jewelry, Lots of rings. He
drinks coffee, answers the phone. He talks into the phone,

| ooki ng for sonething on his desk, agitation growng, till he's
shouting, then slanms the phone down.

Welles rises. He looks to the wall where THREE PHOTOGRAPHS
culled fromthe snuff filmare pinned up; the picture of Mry,
the picture of Masked Man's tattooed hand, and...

... the grainy image of the Third Man in the mrror. Wlles
comes to study this third photo.

FADE TO BLACK:
I NT. ADJACENT OFFI CE - DAY

THROUGH BI NOCULARS: Eddi e packs VI DEO TAPES into a box,
covering themw th Styrofoam peanuts, sealing the box.

FADE TO BLACK:
I NT. ADJACENT OFFI CE - DAY
THROUGH BI NOCULARS: Eddi e finishes a call and hangs up. He

sits back in his chair. He starts |looking in his desk drawers,
finds a MAGAZI NE and opens it on the desk. [It's porn.
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Eddi e turns pages, |ooking at naked wonen. He sits back in his
chair, begins unbuckling his belt.

Wl les pulls back fromthe binoculars in disgust.

VEELLES
No t hank you.

FADE TO BLACK:
I NT. ADJACENT OFFI CE - N GHT

THROUGH BI NOCULARS: Eddi e's on the phone, pouring hinself a
drink fromthe liquor bottle on his desk, finishing the call,
hangi ng up. He shakes his head in disgust, drinks the drink,
wal ks out of view After a nonment, the |lights go out.

EXT. HOLLYWOCOD HI LLS - N GHT

An ol d, dented CAR nmakes its way up the tight, tw sting roads
of the Hollywod Hills. Eddie's at the wheel. Not far behind,
Welles' rental car follows...

FURTHER ON

Eddie's car pulls into the driveway under the porch of a
ranshackl e HOUSE, parks. Welles' car passes bhy...

FURTHER, AROUND A CURVE

Welles' car slows once it's out of sight, turns around, noving
back down the hill, slowy...

I NT. MWMELLES' CAR - CONTI NUQUS

Welles turns out his headlights, com ng around the curve just
far enough so the ramshackl e house is in view \Welles watches
Eddie wal k up the stairs to the house.

FADE TO BLACK:
I NT. ADJACENT OFFI CE - DAY

THROUGH BI NOCULARS: Eddie has a visitor. There's a pretty
G RL, wearing a tube top, in a chair facing his desk. Eddie's
tal ki ng, gesticulating, smling, cajoling.

Wl | es wat ches through binocul ars.

THROUGH BI NOCULARS: Eddie's still taking, stands, com ng around
t he desk and placing a hand on the girl's shoulder. The girl
says sonething. Eddie responds. The woman shakes her head,
getting up to | eave.
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Eddi e seens to be asking her to stay, follow ng as she noves
out of view. Eddie cones back alone, sits at his desk, picks
up the phone.

I NT. ESPI ONAGE SHOP - DAY

Utra high tech for sale. WlIles examnes itens on the sales
counter as the SALESPERSON wat ches: a pair of small, round

LI STENI NG DEVI CES, a conplicated RECElI VER/ TAPE RECORDER, and a
TONE DECODER with LED wi ndow.

VEELLES
Ckay, I'Il take it all.

SALESPERSON
Excellent. W accept MasterCard and
Anmeri can Express.

WELLES
Cash.

Wl | es takes out a thick wad, starts counting.

SALESPERSON
Al right.
(at register)
May | have your phone nunber, area
code first?

VEELLES
No, you may not.
SALESPERSON
Okay. Fine.

Wl les |lays the noney on the counter. The sal esperson takes
t he noney, recounti ng.

SALESPERSON
I"'mrequired by state law to inform
you that, while it's perfectly |egal
for you to purchase these itens, it

isillegal for you to use themfor
any sort of...

VEELLES
Yeah, | know the spiel. If you
could bag it, I'll be on ny way,
t hank you.

SALESPERSON

Certainly, sir.

The sal esperson starts punching keys on the register.
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EXT. WLSH RE OFFI CE BUI LDI NG - N GHT
The blue building sits conpletely dark.
INT. WLSH RE OFFI CE BUI LDI NG 8TH FLOCOR HALL - NI GHT

Welles conmes quietly out fromthe stairwell, wears gloves. He
noves down the hall to the door of "Celebrity Filnms Inc."

He kneel s, begi ns using LOCK-PI CKI NG TOOLS on the door.
INT. CELEBRITY FILMS OFFI CE - NI GHT

Welles enters, shuts the door and locks it. He takes out his
penlight. There are POSTERS for cheap PORN FILMS on the wall
that we couldn't see through binoculars. Titles like "Sex
Doctor," "Deep Ass," and "Penal Colony."

There a two FILE CABINETS. Wlles pulls a few drawers, finds
them | ocked. VIDEO CASSETTES are everywhere, on the cabinets,
on shel ves, piled high on the floor.

Wel |l es goes to Eddie's desk, looking in drawers. One drawer is
full of X-RATED MAGAZI NES. Another's stuffed wth paperwork,
call sheets, contracts.

Wl | es picks up Eddi e's phone, unscrews the earpiece. He takes
the small, round LI STENING DEVICE from his pocket, peels off
backi ng to expose adhesive. He attaches the listening device

i nsi de the phone, puts it back together.

Wl |l es noves towards the door, sweeps the roomwth the
penlight. He stops at the file cabinets, takes his | ock-
pi cking tool s out, begins working on one file's | ock.

He turns the |l ock, opens a file drawer. Enpty. He opens
another. Inside: piles of CH LD PORNOGRAPHY.

Wel | es clenches his jaw
Faces of children. Shirtless boys. Grls in pigtails.
I NT. ADJACENT OFFI CE - DAY
Vel | es' RECElI VER/ TAPE RECORDER S set up by the w ndow,
recording, with the TONE DECCDER plugged into it. Welles
LI STENS t hr ough HEADPHONE, | ooki ng t hrough bi nocul ars.
EDDIE (V. Q)
(t hrough headphones)
... half a dozen. This is good
stuff, Jinbo...

THROUGH Bl NOCULARS: Eddie's at his desk, on the PHONE...
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EDDIE (V.Q.)
You know how ny tapes sell. People
eat this stuff up.

MALE VO CE (V.Q.)
(from phone)
| had three jerkoffs trying to
return your tapes last nonth. Do
you know how bad a skin flick has to
be for sone jackass to cone back
into nmy place with a fucking

receipt, and try to fucking return
it?

EDDIE (V. Q)
Maybe there's sonmething wong with
t he scunbag custoners comng into
your place, ever think of that?

MALE VO CE (V.Q)
The only thing wong is the cheap,
softcore crap you' re peddling,
Eddie. Were do you get this stuff?

EDDIE (V.QO.)
Look, you cocksucker. ..

MALE VO CE (V.Q.)
Get together sonme upscal e product

where the girls still have teeth in

their head. Till then, fuck you.
EDDI E (V.Q)

Fuck you!

THROUGH Bl NOCULARS: Eddi e sl ans down the phone. He CANNOT BE
HEARD any | onger. He's cursing, shuffling paperwork.

Vel | es takes of f headphones, picks up his cellular phone. He
dri nks soda, opens the phone, dials, nervous, then | ooks back
t hrough the binoculars. He waits, clears his throat. The
PHONE'S RING NG .. RING NG ..

On the floor, the REELS of the tape recorder are TURN NG ..
THROUGH BI NOCULARS: Eddi e answers the phone...

EDDIE (V.Q)
Cel ebrity Filns.

VELLES (V. Q)
Eddi e.



69.

EDDIE (V.QO.)
Yeah, who's this?

VELLES (V.Q)
I know what you did.

EDDIE (V.QO.)
What ?

VELLES (V.Q)
I know what you did.

EDDI E (V.Q)
VWho is this.

VELLES (V.Q)
You nmurdered that girl, Eddie. Six
years ago.. .

EDDIE (V. Q)
What the fuck are you.. ?

VELLES (V.Q)
You killed that girl and you put it
on film You and your pals, you're
fucked. You fucked up real good.

Wl les hits disconnect, still |ooking through binocul ars.

THROUGH BI NOCULARS: Eddie's slow to hang up the phone. He
stands, |ooking down at the phone, frozen. Finally, he runs
hi s hands through his hair, |ooks around the room sits back
down. He gets out his bottle and pours hinself a drink.

Wl | es wat ches through bi nocul ars, puts headphones back on.

VEELLES
Cone on, Eddie...

THROUGH BI NOCULARS: Eddi e sits notionl ess.

VELLES (O. S.)
come on...

THROUGH BI NOCULARS: Eddi e picks up the phone, DI ALS a NUMBER
We hear the PHONE RING i n the HEADPHONES

MAN' S VO CE (V.Q)
(t hrough headphones)
Hel | 0?

EDDIE (V.Q)
(t hrough headphones)
Dino, it's Eddie... Eddie Poole...
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DINO (V.Q)
What do you want ?
EDDIE (V. Q)
| just got a call... two seconds

ago, sone not herfucker called...
says he knows about the | oop.

DINO (V.Q)
What are you tal ki ng about ?

EDDIE (V. Q)
The [ oop! The girl we did, what the
fuck do you think I'mtalking
about?! This guy calls and says he
knows about the fucking I oop...

DINO (V. Q)
Bul | shit.

EDDI E (V. Q)
I"'mtelling you...

DINO (V.Q)
Bl ow ne, you paranoid fuck, that's
i npossi ble. Wy are you bot hering
me with this... ?

EDDIE (V.QO.)
Because sonebody just fucking called
me and fucking laid it out!

DINO (V.Q)
There's nothing there, you brain-
dead cunt. Think about it. There's
absolutely no way in this world to
connect us to anything. | want you
to hang the phone up, and if you
call me about this again |I'm going
to send a friend of mne out there
and have himcrack you open with a
fucking rib spreader.

EDDI E (V.Q)
Di no. ..

DINO (V. O
Nobody knows anyt hi ng.

THROUGH BI NOCULARS: as DI NO i s HEARD HANG NG UP, Eddi e reacts,
pi cks up his phone and throws it across the office.

Welles sits back, trying to accept the realization that he's
found them He |ooks to the PHOTO of the Third Mn.
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VEELLES
That is you, isn't it, Eddie?

Wel |l es goes to the RECORDER, turns on the TONE DECODER. Its
LED wi ndow LI GHTS UP. Welles hits STOP, REW ND, PLAY...

VELLES VO CE (V.Q.)
(fromrecorder)
and your pals, you're fucked...
H ts FAST FORWARD... hits PLAY, watching the TONE DECOCDER. From
t he RECORDER, the SOUND of EDDI E DI ALI NG a NUMBER on his touch
tone phone... and as EACH TONE i s HEARD, a correspondi ng NUVBER
appears on the DECODER S LED readout:
...1 212 555 9906. ..
Eddie and Dino, while Welles studies the green LED digits.
VEELLES
(quiet, to hinself)
Two one two.
EXT. MANHATTAN Cl TYSCAPE -- ESTABLI SHI NG - N GHT
The brilliant Iights of New York's peerl ess skyscrapers.
EXT. 59TH STREET BRI DGE - N GHT

FOLLOW Wl | es' Ford as it noves along with traffic, crossing
the 59th Street Bridge, into the heart of Mnhattan.

EXT. BANK -- ESTABLI SHI NG - DAY

"Chase Manhattan Bank," m d-town.

I NT. CHASE MANHATTAN BANK, SAFE DEPOSI T BOOTH - DAY

Welles puts the 8WM FILM i nto SAFE DEPCSI T DRAWER, shuts it.
I NT. NY PUBLI C LI BRARY, REFERENCE - DAY

Busy and crowded, but quiet. WIlles places a nmassive tonme down
on a table: "Haines Criss-Cross Directory."”

Welles sits, takes out his notepad, referring to the phone
nunber written: "(212) 555-9906." He opens the reference book,
sear chi ng pages. ..

Thousands of TELEPHONE NUMBERS are LI STED i n SEQUENCE, each
with an address. Wl les runs his finger down the page.
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EXT. SOHO STREETS - DAY

PEDESTRI ANS everywhere. Streets are clogged w th DELI VERY
TRUCKS | oadi ng and unl oading. Cars horns blow. \Welles wal ks
to an old, WAREHOUSE BUI LDI NG shoul der to shoul der wi th ot her
bui | di ngs, | abel ed "1204" in burnished steel.

Welles clinbs the stairs, exan nes the buzzers.

The top button's | abeled "G eystone Inports,” the bottom button
reads "Lang Interior Design, by appt.” The mddle button is
| abel ed only by a drawi ng of a BLACK W DOW SPI DER.

Wl |l es | ooks up at the buil ding.
EXT. 1204 WAREHOUSE, SOHO - LATER DAY

The sun is low. Less activity on the street. WlIlles |eans
agai nst a car down the street, snoking a cigarette.

TWO WOMVEN wal k this way, both in spiked high heels, dressed in
cheap, short, fornfitting skirts, both carrying duffel bags.
They start up the stairs of 1204...

Welles throws his cigarette, walks to follow.

The wonen hit the center button. A BUZZER sounds as they head
inside. Welles hurries up the stairs, catching the door before
it closes.

I NT. 1204 WAREHOUSE, ELEVATOR - DAY

Welles follows the wonmen into a decrepit ELEVATOR  One woman
hits "2." Wlles hits "3," steps back in the corner. Elevator
doors creak closed. The two wonen are heavily nmade up, pretty,
but worn, eyes dull.

Wl |l es | ooks down at the | eg of one woman, noticing bruises
t hrough her fishnet stockings, poorly covered by make-up.

El evat or doors open on the SECOND FLOOR. The two wonen get out
and wal k down a grey hallway, towards DOUBLE DOORS pai nt ed
bl ack. Welles stops the el evator door from cl osing.

The wonmen push the | NTERCOM at the bl ack doors. Another dul
BUZZ is HEARD as the wonen enter. The | ow runble of HEAVY
METAL MJUSIC i s HEARD, SILENCED as doors sw ng shut.

Wlles lets the el evator cl ose.
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EXT. 1204 WAREHOUSE - DAY

The el evator opens on the FIRST FLOOR Wl les gets out,
i nstead of |eaving the way he canme, heads towards the rear...
FOLLOW hi m down a hal | way, past a SERVI CE ELEVATCR. ..

EXT. 1204 WAREHOUSE - DAY

Wl | es conmes out BACK DOORS into an sunless alleyway with fire
escapes above. There's a TRASH DUMPSTER, overflow ng. Rats
scatter upon Welles, arrival.

Welles | ooks to make sure he's alone. He starts tearing open
GARBAGE BAGS. Flies swarm One bag's filled with enpty food
cont ai ners and ol d newspapers.

Wel |l es tears open another bag, finds burnt out FLORESCENT

LI GATBULBS, digs out a handful of enpty PHOTO PAPER PACKAGES,
bottl es of DEVELOPI NG CHEM CALS. He pulls out a few MAGAZI NES;
Ti me, Newsweek, etc...

The magazines are cut up, falling apart, with pictures chopped
out from many pages. Wl les exam nes ADDRESS LABELS:

"Dino Velvet/D. V. Filns

1204 Keller Street New York, NY 10049"

I NT. PHONE BOOTH, NYC STREETS - N GHT

Welles is on the PHONE. The city bustles past.

VEELLES
(into phone)
What do you know about a guy called
Dino Velvet? Dino Velvet Filns?

I NT. ADULT BOOKSTORE - | NTERCUT - DAY
Max is on the phone by the register, ringing purchases.

MAX
(i nto phone)
Dino Velvet... yeah, he's |like the
John Luc Godard of S+M fli cks,
supposed to be a real weirdo.

VELLES (V. Q)
(from phone)
A weirdo making StMfilnms? Wo'd
have thought it?



MAX
(into phone)
H s stuff cones out of New York.
Bondage and fetish videos, Gothic
Hardcore. Definitely not for the
squeam sh.

VELLES (V.Q)
Speci alty product.

MAX
You' re | earning.

VELLES (V.Q)
VWhere does he sell it?

MAX
Qut of the back of bondage nmgazi nes
nmostly, but you can find it on the
street if you look. He'll also do
comm ssi ons, for enough noney...

PHONE BOOTH - CONTI NUQUS - DAY

MAX (V. Q)
(from phone)
Nothing illegal, it's always
borderline. Like if sonme freak
wants to see a transvestite in a
full rubber imersion suit getting
an enema froma...

VEELLES
(into phone)
Alright, | get the picture.

MAX (V. Q)
He cuts all kinds of other stuff
into his novies; photographs,
newsr eel footage, sublimnal inmages.
Thi nks he's making art.

VEELLES
Wll, I"'min New York now. Wat do
you say to flying out and giving ne
a hand?

MAX (V. Q)
I"'ma working stiff, pops.
VEELLES
Take a vacation. |'ll pay you four

hundred a day, plus expenses.

74.



75.

MAX (V. Q)
You want me to cone out there and
play private eye?

VEELLES
Consider it. Meanwhile, dig up
what ever Dino Velvet filnms you can.
Get receipts. 1'Il call back.

MAX (V. Q)
See ya.

Wel | es hangs up, starts feeding quarters into the phone.
INT. MRS. CHRI STI AN S BEDROOM - CONTI NUOQUS - NI GHT

Ms. Christian's in bed, pale and sickly. The PHONE Rl NGS.
Ms. Christian reaches for it.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
ol | o2 (into phone, weakly)
07

VELLES (V. Q)
(from phone)
Ms. Christian, Tom Wl l es here.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
(coughi ng)
How are you? Having any | uck?

VELLES (V.Q)
I don't know if luck's the word. Are
you feeling alright?

MRS. CHRI STI AN
|'ve been ordered into bed. The
doctor says |'ve gotten the flu, or
sone ot her wetched ail nent.

VELLES (V. Q)
I hope it's nothing serious.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
Not hi ng nore than a bother. Have
you any news for ne?

I NT. PHONE BOOTH - CONTI NUOUS - DAY

VEELLES
(into phone)
I've made progress. |I'min

Manhat t an.
( MORE)



VELLES ( CONT' D)
Once a few nore pieces fall into
place, I'll drive to you and give
you an update.

MRS. CHRI STIAN (V.Q)
(from phone)
Fi ne. ..

MRS. CHRI STI AN i s HEARD COUGHI NG Wl les waits.

VEELLES

|'ve got about five thousand left in

cash, but I'll need another thirty,
if you approve.

MRS. CHRI STI AN
How w il | get it to you?

VEELLES

If you have a pencil and paper, [|'1]

tell you howto send it.

EXT. MOTEL, HELL'S KITCHEN - N GHT

A TAXI pulls over in front of this flea-bag notel.

76.

Max gets

out with a SU TCASE, | ooks at the dubi ous accomodati ons.

INT. MOTEL, MAX'S ROOM - NI GHT

Max enters with Welles, turns on a light and throws his

suitcase on the bed. The roomis disgusting.

MAX
You didn't say it was gonna be this
| uxuri ous.

VEELLES

It's their Presidential Suite.

MAX
G eat.

Max | ooks in the bat hroom

MAX
Oh, cone on, man, what are we doing
inthis flea bag?

VEELLES
It's cheap, and people know to m nd
their own business. What have you
got for ne?
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Max opens his suitcase, takes out THREE VI DEO TAPES.

He hands themto Welles. The boxes are covered in junbled
PHOTO COLLAGES: Anerican flag, S+M nen and wonen, a skull,
mannequi ns, a scorpion, cut-outs of arns, |egs and eyeballs.

MAX
D no Vel vet.

INT. MWELLES' MOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

Welles is lit by the flicker fromthe TELEVI SI ON SCREEN. WE
SEE NOTHI NG W HEAR the rhythm ¢ MJUFFLED MOANS of a WOVAN
fromthe TV, can't tell if it's pleasure or pain.

Max is asleep in the bed, PlIZZA BOX near his feet.

Well es drinks beer, gets up and ejects the CASSETTE froma VCR
tosses it aside, tired. He picks another D no Vel vet TAPE,
puts it in, sits.

ON TV: GOTH C ROCK is HEARD over old, scratchy | MAGES: of
Kl ansnmen around a burning cross... Dracula nenacing a sl eeping
woman. .. a man in a Devil costune dancing...

Wl | es opens anot her beer.

ONTV: a WOMMN is tied up, arnms in the air, hanging fromthe
ceiling, gagged and blindfol ded, in a dungeon lit by

candel abras. Then, glinpsed | MAGES: worns withing in sline...
gargoyles... a guillotine falling. Then, the bound woman,
struggling. A MASKED MAN in a | eather jacket enters. He wears
a LEATHER MASK wi th zi pper eyes and nouth. ..

This focuses Welles' attention.
ON TV: the Masked Man circles the captured woman. ..

VEELLES
Max. .. wake up...

Max awakens, rolling over, groggy.

MAX
VWha... ?

WELLES
(points at TV)
Wo is this, in the mask? Wo is he?

Max tries to see, eyes barely open.
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MAX
He's one of the lunatics Di no uses.
He's in a bunch of these.

Wl les watches. On the TV, Masked Man takes off his jacket
shirtless, reveals an inpossibly nuscled body. Huge arns,
thick chest, oiled, dotted in pinples.

MAX
Way? He have sonmething to do with
what ever you're into?

Still watching the behenoth on TV, Welles is |ess sure.
ON TV: the bul gi ng Masked Man fl exes, ripped.

VEELLES
No... it's nothing... that's not him

Welles rubs his eyes, sits back. Mux sits up, watching.

ON TV: Masked Man pulls the bound woman's head back by her
hair, licks her face with his thick tongue...

CLOSE ON: Masked Man grips the woman's head, still Iicking. He
pull s down the woman's blindfold...

Welles sits forward, realizing, horrified...

Welles goes to the VCR, hits PAUSE. The | MAGE on TV FREEZES.
Vel | es goes back, FRAME by FRAME. ..

... to the CLOSE UP where Masked Man grips the woman's face.
FREEZE FRAME. On Masked Man's hand: a TATTOO, on the arch
between his forefinger and thunb, sanme as the scrawny Msked
Man in the snuff film A PENTAGRAM TATTOO.

VEELLES
VWho i s he?

MAX
| told you, he's one of D no
Vel vet's stock players...

VEELLES
Who is he, his nane?

MAX
Nobody knows his name. That's his
thing. He always wears a mask. You
never see his face. He calls
hi msel f "Machine,"” that's what they
call him Machi ne.
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Welles hits PLAY. On TV, Masked Man runs his hands up and down
the woman's body. The woman's eyes are filled with fear.
Wl les sits, unnerved, watching.

MAX
They say he's half brain-dead from
all the steroids he's using.

Max rolls over, trying to get back to sl eep.

MAX
He's a brutal notherfucker, nman. He
| oves what he does for a |iving.

I NT. WELLES' MOTEL ROOM - DAY

Welles enters, carries an OVERNI GHT PACKAGE and his LOCK BOX.
At the desk, he tears open the package, opens the MAN LA
ENVELOPE i nside; finds FIFTY THOUSAND DOLLARS i n thousand
dollar bills, wapped in plastic and maski ng tape.

Wl |l es takes the | ock box to the bed and works the conbinati on,
opens it. He takes out the holster, stands |ooking down at the
gun. He puts the holster on.

EXT. 1204 WAREHOUSE - DAY

Welles' Ford waits with turn signal on. A car pulls out of a
par ki ng space. Welles takes the space.

INT. WELLES CAR - DAY
Max is in the passenger seat. Wlles |ooks to 1204.

WELLES
You don't need to be here.

MAX
What kind of Junior P.1. would | be
if | didn't go with you?

I NT. 1204 WAREHOUSE, SECOND FLOOR - DAY
Wl les and Max get off the elevator, noving down the grey hall,
to the black doors. Welles pushes the | NTERCOM BUTTON. After
a nmonent, the | NTERCOM CRACKLES. ..
MAN S VO CE (V.Q)
(fromintercom
Wo is it?

Welles waits, presses the button again.
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I NT. DI NO VELVET STUDI O - DAY

The doors BUZZ and Welles and Max warily enter this |arge,
dark, converted warehouse. Square pillars shoot fromfloor to
ceiling. Shafts of |light cut down from hi gh w ndows.

A large THUG in a pinstripe suit crosses froma far DESK

THUG
You're in the wong pl ace.

VEELLES
We're | ooking for M. Velvet.

THUG
He's not here.

Vel | es | ooks around, at piles of PROPS; a huge faux-stone ANCEL
and GARGOYLES, el aborate CANDELABRAS, a huge BI RDCAGE, nassive
WOODEN CROSS, NAZI FLAGS.

VEELLES
Way don't you tell himwe're here to
give hima | arge sumof noney. |If
he's not interested, we'll go.

THUG
You shoul d | eave now, before | have
to renove you.

Welles just stands | ooking at the thug. A VOCE is HEARD...

DI NO VELVET' S VO CE (V.Q.)
(f rom SPEAKERS)
Show themin, MIo.

Wl les and Max | ook up. There are SPEAKERS mounted high up on
the pillars, and SURVEI LLANCE CAMERAS | ooki ng down.

WELLES
You heard the boss, MIo.

The disgruntled thug starts back across the studio towards a
di stant DOOCR Welles and Max foll ow. ..

They notice an el aborate set built in one corner, a TORTURE
CHAMBER, conplete with RACK and | RON MAI DEN.
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INT. DI NO VELVET' S OFFI CE - DAY

Thug opens the door and lets Wl les and Max in. The office is
huge, w ndowl ess walls covered in thousands of PICTURES from

every conceivabl e source, torn and cut, pinned up to form an

i ndeci pherabl e collage. A tall LADDER | eans agai nst one wall,
near three TELEVI SI ONS.

DI NO VELVET rises behind his desk, a small, bird-1like man,
wearing a black suit and bad hairpiece.

DI NO VELVET
Conme in. Make yourself confortable.

Wel | es shakes Dino's hand. Max | ooks up at the walls. | MACES;
porn pictures, news photos, world | eaders, autopsy photos,
armes and insects, the naked and the dead.

VEELLES
It's an honor to neet you. Thank
you for seeing us.

DI NO VELVET
What can | do for you today?

Welles sits. Shelves behind Dino's desk are piled high with
VI DEO CASSETTES, old MOVI E CAMERAS, big REELS of 16mm FI LM
VI DECS and MAGAZI NES are stacked everywhere.

VEELLES
I'"d like to commssion a work. |'m
a great admrer of yours.
DI NO VELVET
Flattering. And, who's your
colorful little chun?
VEELLES
A fellow investor.
DI NO VELVET
Hhm
MAX
You're the only one still shooting

filmand transferring it to video.
Nobody appreci ates that kind of
integrity anynore... the grain, the
gritty | ook you get.
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DI NO VELVET
Well, I'"'mglad you appreciate it.
(to Vel les)
What would you say is your favorite

pi ece?
Wel |l es considers. Max gl ances over, |ooks back to the walls.

MAX
I knowif | had to pick, it'd be
"Choke," or "Devil."

VEELLES
"Devil" frightened nme as nuch as it
excited nme, but 1'd be hard pressed
to choose a favorite.

Dino grins, show ng yel |l owed teeth.

DI NO VELVET
You sai d sonet hi ng about noney.

VEELLES
Yes. \Wat we're |ooking for is
rat her specific.

Wel |l es takes out an ENVELOPE, puts it on the desk.

WELLES

That's five thousand dol |l ars.
DI NO VELVET

Is it?
WELLES

Fi ve thousand now, five thousand on
delivery. Two wonen, one white and
one bl ack, as long as they have

| arge breasts. Hard bondage, or
course. Oher than that, trusting
your artistic interpretation, | have
only two stipul ations.

DI NO VELVET
And they are?

VEELLES
I want to watch you worKk.

DI NO VELVET
I"l'l consider it.
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VEELLES
And the other performer... it has to
be that nonster you use... the man
in the mask.

DI NO VELVET
Machi ne.

WELLES
If it's not him there's no deal.

Dino drums his painted fingernails on his |ips.
DI NO VELVET

He m ght be interested... but it
woul d mean anot her five thousand.

VEELLES
We can do that.
DI NO VELVET
Vell, well, 1'lIl have to put ny
t hi nki ng-cap on about all this.
You'll | eave the noney as a deposit?
(off Welles' nod)

Very good.

D no stands, picks up a still CAMERA off his desk and cones to
| ook at Welles, studying him

DI NO VELVET
You have a beautiful face... the way
the light hitsit. 1'd like to take

your picture. You don't m nd?

VEELLES
I'd rather you didn't.

DI NO VELVET
VWhat's the probl enf?

VEELLES
' m canera shy.

DI NO VELVET
You trust ne to keep your noney, but
not to take your picture?

VEELLES
Those are two di fferent kinds of
trust.
(st ands)
Thank you for your tinme. | hope we

can do busi ness.
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Welles | eaves. Max goes with him D no watches them | eave.
EXT. MANHATTAN STREET - NI GHT

HORNS BLARE. TWD CARS have collided head-on. A |arge CROAD
gathers. One windshield s shattered, blood spattered. The
driver is slunped over the wheel, gushing bl ood.

On a nearby street corner, Welles in on a PAY PHONE. HEAVY
METAL can be HEARD filtered through the receiver.

VEELLES
(into phone)
So, what do you say?

INT. DI NO VELVET' S OFFI CE - CONTI NUOUS - NI GHT

Dino's stands in the mddle of his office, naked, his back to
us, 8MM canera in hand, on the phone. A NAKED WOMAN dances for
Dino. A Heavy Metal MJSIC VIDEO plays on a TV.

DI NO VELVET
(i nto phone)
I'"l'l do this for you. Fifteen
t housand dol | ars.

VELLES (V.Q)
(from phone)
Machi ne's in?

DI NO VELVET
(i nto phone)
He's in. It will be his pleasure.

I NT. PHONE BOOTH - CONTI NUOUS - NI GHT

DI NO VELVET (V.Q)
(from phone)
Be at 366 Hoyt Avenue, three
o' cl ock, tonorrow.

Wl |l es digs out his notepad, witing.
VEELLES
(i nto phone)
Where's that?

DI NO VELVET (V.Q)
Brooklyn. Don't be late.

EXT. MOTEL COURTYARD, POCL - N GHT

HORNS and TRAFFI C are HEARD. Max and Welles sit in lawn chairs
at the tiny pool. Wlles snokes. Max drinks beer.
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They watch an ELDERLY WOMAN in a one piece bathing suit clinb
fromthe pool and wal k to the diving board, diving in.

MAX
What's next?

VEELLES
I"'mtrying to figure that out
nyself. | have to see Machine
w t hout his mask.

MAX
Still don't want to tell ne what
you' re doi ng?

VEELLES

Nope.

The ol d woman clinbs out and heads back to the diving board.
Wl | es takes out a thick ENVELOPE, hands it to Max.

VEELLES
This is for you.

Max doesn't understand, opens the envel ope, finds about fifteen
t housand dollars in the envel ope.

MAX
VWhat's this?

VEELLES
It's noney. People use it to
pur chase goods and servi ces.

Max | ooks at it again, can't believe it.

MAX
Look... that's awful generous and
everyt hi ng. ..

VEELLES

It's not ny noney. The wonman | got
it fromis never going to give it a
second thought. Let's not make a
bi g deal out of this, okay?

(pause)
Go be a race car driver. Go run for
President. \Whatever.

Welles puts his cigarette out, stands.

VEELLES
I'"l'l see you around.
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Wl |l es wal ks away, heading to his room Max watches him go,
doesn't know what to say, |ooks in the envel ope.

The ol d woman clinbs out and heads back to the diving board.
EXT. BROCKLYN STREETS - DAY

A deserted, war zone nei ghborhood of abandoned, graffittied
buildings. A few burnt out cars on the street. Welles drives
t hrough, watchful. Welles drives past a huge TWO STORY
WAREHOUSE, does a U-turn. He parks the car.

I NT. WELLES CAR - DAY
Wel |l es checks his gun, returns it to his holster.
EXT. BROOKLYN WAREHOUSE - DAY

Welles clinbs crunbling concrete stairs, |ooking all
directions, crossing a LOADI NG DOCK towards a DOOR. ..

I NT. BROOKLYN WAREHOUSE - DAY

Welles enters slowy, trying to get his eyes to adjust to the
darkness. A vast, enpty space | oons before him

In the mddle of the warehouse, D no Velvet stands, in a powder
bl ue suit, holding an archery BOWand ARROW

DI NO VELVET
There you are. Conme join us.

There's a wought I RON BED not far frombD no. MACH NE is
seated on the mattress, a huge man, wearing a | eather S+M
harness and the sanme WRESTLING MASK as in the snuff film

Wel |l es gathers his courage, wal ks towards them

Dino pulls back on the bow, aimng away across the warehouse.
He stands by a TABLE with a QU VER of ARROAS propped up. He
shoots an arrow toward a | arge TARGET. ..

Strikes the target dead center, BULL'S-EYE. As Wlles gets
cl oser, he notices several things ...

a 16\MM CAMERA nounted on a TRIPOD, facing the bed, along
w th several novie LIGHTS

... several BONE KN FES are |aid out on the table, beside a
pai r of HANDCUFFS. ..

Machi ne i s watching himas he approaches...
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Wl |l es stops, not far from D no and Machi ne, but keeping his

distance. Dino's still firing arrows at the target. Michine's
still staring at Welles.
VEELLES
(to Machi ne)
Hel | o.

Machi ne just stares at himw th bl oodshot eyes.

DI NO VELVET
You brought the noney?

VEELLES
(takes out envel ope)
Ri ght here.

Dino lets fly another arrow... another bull's-eye, then turns
to look at Welles with a smle.

DI NO VELVET
Excel | ent.

WELLES
VWhere are the women?

DI NO VELVET
They shoul d be here any m nute.

Welles cones forward slowy, places the envel ope on the table,
besi de Bowi e knifes. He's sweating.

WELLES
(of the knifes)
VWhat are these for?

DI NO VELVET
Hm®? Onh, the knifes? They're just
props. N ce, aren't they?

VEELLES
Sur e.

D no wal ks across towards the target.
DI NO VELVET
Machi ne and | were just talking
about knifes. The beauty of
knifes...

Dino pulls arrows fromthe target.
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DI NO VELVET
He was sayi ng how fascinated he is
by their sinple ability to be sharp.
The ability of a piece of netal to
be so thin that it is al nost
not hi ng. . .

D no wal ks back to the table, replaces the arrows in the
qui ver, cueing another arrowin is bow

DI NO VELVET
So close to nothingness that it cuts
wth mnimumeffort, because it's so
non-intrusive. Flesh is fooled. It
bl oons open as the bl ade w dens, but
by then it's too | ate, because the
knife's already doing its pure,
si npl e danage.

D no shoots another arrowto the target. A CLATTER attracts
Welles attention. Far across the warehouse, a DELIVERY DOOR
rolls upwards. A CAR with tinted wi ndows drives in...

The MAN who opened the door, silhouetted in sunlight, stays
behind to close the door as the car pulls forward...

DI NO VELVET
Ah, ours guests have arrived.

Machine stands. He is a giant. Wl les takes a few steps back,
wary, sweating hard now

The car parks across the warehouse, not far fromthe target.

D no puts another arrowin his bow, pulls it taunt, ains at the

target... turns, ains the arrow at Welles.
DI NO VELVET
Mster Wlles... would you be so

kind as to renove any firearns from
your person?

VEELLES
What are you... ?

DI NO VELVET
Take out your gun!

Welles brings his hand towards his holster. ..

DI NO VELVET
Slowly. Let ne see it.

Wel |l es takes out his gun, |ooks across the warehouse...
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The SILHOUETTED MAN is wal king this way. Can't tell who he is
yet. Machine heads the direction of the parked car.

DI NO VELVET
Enpty the gun onto the table, very
careful ly.

VEELLES
Look, | don't know what this...

DI NO VELVET
Shut up, cunt! Do exactly as | say,
or I'l'l put this arrow through your

t hroat .
Wl | es obeys, hel pless, dunps the bullets out on the table.
The SILHOUETTED MAN S getting closer. |It's Eddie Pool e.

EDDI E
I's that hinf

DI NO VELVET
(to Vel les)
Put the gun down, take the
handcuffs. Handcuff yourself to the

bed.
Wel | es obeys, wal ks to the bed. Wl les attaches one cuff to the
bed's iron rail, fastens the other cuff around his wist. D no
puts down the bow and arrow.
DI NO VELVET

(still to Welles)
D dn't know what to nmake of you at
first, and you certainly had Eddie
on pins and needles. But, |ook and
behol d, fromout of the blue came an
ol d busi ness acquai ntance to explain
everyt hi ng. ..

Wl |l es | ooks across to the car... The sinister |awer,
Longdal e, gets out from behind the wheel and hands the keys to
Machi ne, wal ks this way. ..

EDDI E
This is the fucker? Mbdtherfucker,
doesn't | ook |ike anything...

Eddi e wal ks around the bed, studies Welles. WlIles watches
him Eddie goes to stand behind Wlles, rushes forward...

PUNCHES Welles in the side of the head. Wl les goes down,
clutching his face.
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EDDI E
Doesn't |l ook like shit.

Eddie pulls Wlles to his feet, throws himagainst the bed,
frisking himfromhead to toe.

Longdal e conmes to stand beside D no, nervous, taking out a tiny

HANDGUN and pointing it at Wlles. WlIlles |ooks up, holding
his head, afraid, sits on the bed.

DI NO VELVET
(to Wl les)
You renmenber M. Longdale, don't you?

VEELLES
I renmenmber him

LONGDALE
Let's get this over with.

DI NO VELVET
Fi ne i dea.

Dino cones to sit on the bed besi de Wl es.

DI NO VELVET
You're going to go get the filmyou
received fromMs. Christian, bring
it here and put it in ny hand. And
to save tinme, so we nmake this as
efficient as possible, there's an
i ncentive...

Dino puts his fingers in his nmouth, lets out a sharp WH STLE.

Across the warehouse, Mchi ne uses the car keys to open the
trunk of the car, pulls SOVEONE out. ..

It's Max, beaten bl oody, bound, face swollen, gagged, hardly
consci ous. Machine throws himto the floor.

VEELLES

Welles tries to go towards Max, yanked back by the handcuffs,
pulls the bed a few inches, but it's heavy.

DI NO VELVET
Friend of yours?

VEELLES
Look, he's got nothing to do with
this... let himgo...
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DI NO VELVET
Can you guess what |'mgoing to say
next ?

VEELLES

He doesn't know anything... he's got
nothing to do with this...

DI NO VELVET
Bring the film or we kill him

Sorrow and rage rises up in Wlles, but there's no choice.

VEELLES
"Il get it. It's in a safe deposit
box, in the city...

DI NO VELVET
How cooperative. Longdale will keep
you conpany.

D no takes out HANDCUFF KEYS, throws themto Longdal e. Longdal e
approaches Welles carefully, unlocking him

DI NO VELVET
Don't |l et Longdal e' s questionable
choi ce of weapon give you any i deas.
If his fey little gun puts enough

little holes in you, you'll be just
as dead... and so will Max.
EDDI E

Move it, dirtbag... !
Eddi e comes to SHOVE Welles. Wlles stunbles to the ground,
gets to his feet. Wlles wal ks, takes one |ast glance back
towards Max. Longdale foll ows.

DI NO VELVET
(wat chi ng t hem go)

Do hurry.
EXT. MANHATTAN STREETS - DAY
Wl les' car noves in the slow flow of traffic into m d-town.
INT. WELLES CAR - CONTI NUOUS

Welles is at the wheel. Longdale is in the passenger seat, gun
held in his Iap.



VEELLES
You were the mddl eman, am | right?
A d man Christian wasn't about to go
shopping for a snuff filmhinself.

LONGDALE
Wul dn't exactly have been possible
for a man of his stature.

VEELLES
So, he sent you, gave you the noney,
his errand-boy. And if you refused,
it wasn't like you could tell anyone
your pervert boss just asked you to
get hima snuff film That's the
beauty of |awyer/client privilege.

LONGDALE
That's trust. M. Christian trusted
me inplicitly.

VEELLES
Must have paid you a lot, for you to
ri sk everything. Wuld ve had to
have cut yourself a real nice piece
of noney.

LONGDALE
I was well conpensat ed.

VEELLES
That's why you got scared when Ms.
Christian hired me. You knew about
the film figured it had to be in
that safe. How d you find ne?

LONGDALE
Never m nd how | found you.
WELLES
Foll owed ne... nust have freaked out

when you saw nme closing in on your
buddi es. . .

LONGDALE
They're no friends of m ne.

VEELLES
Except, you're willing commt nurder
with them
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LONGDALE
None of this would be happening if
you would have left it alone. |If

you weren't digging up a girl who
died six years ago. A girl no one
even renmenbers.

VEELLES
Mary Anne Mat hews, that was her
nane. Her nomrenenbers her.

Vel | es | ooks at Longdal e.

Longdal e j

VEELLES
You found these snut deal ers and
asked to buy a snuff film right?
Wanted themto find you one. Well,
they didn't find you one, Longdal e,
t hey went out and nmade you one...

LONGDALE
Shut up.

VEELLES
Mary Anne Mat hews was alive till you
pai d noney to have her nurdered.

LONGDALE
Shut your nmouth and drivel!

VEELLES
Did it get himoff, huh, watching
them cut her up? Tell nme, because
| really want to understand. Did he
jerk off to it? You watch it with
him sit there giving hima handjob
while you both watched... ?

ans the gun agai nst Welles' side.

LONGDALE
You' re making nme very angry.

VEELLES
Just tell ne. Tell me sonme nore of
the secrets you and Christian
shared. Wat ki nd of degenerate
pervert was he really? Wat the
fuck did he want with a snuff filn®

LONGDALE
You' re asking nme why?

93.
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VEELLES
' m aski ng.

Longdal e sits back, w pes sweat fromhis face.

LONGDALE
A man like M. Christian, a great
man... all his noney, all his
power... a man who attai ned

everything there was to attain...

VEELLES
Wiy did he buy a filmof some poor,
|l ost girl getting butchered?

LONGDALE
Isn't it incredibly obvious?

VEELLES
Enl i ghten ne.

LONGDALE
Because he could. He did it because
he coul d.
(pause)

What ot her reason were you | ooking

for?
Welles tightens his grip on the wheel, nunbed.
EXT. CHASE MANHATTAN BANK - DAY
Wl | es doubl e parks, puts his hazard |ights on.
INT. WELLES CAR - CONTI NUOUS

Longdal e sits forward, |ooks to the bank.

LONGDALE
You' ve got four mnutes till | call
M. Velvet and | et himknow there's

a problem

Longdal e takes a CELLULAR PHONE from his pocket, shows it.
Wl les clinbs out, heading to the bank...

I NT. BANK, SAFE DEPOSI T VAULT - DAY

Wl l es and the SAFE DEPOSI T MANAGER enter. They go to put
their KEYS in one drawer, unlocking it a pulling it out.

MANACGER
May | show you to a booth...
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VEELLES
No, |'ve got it.

Wl les pulls the drawer open, takes the 8MMfilmout and hands
the enpty drawer to the manager, exiting.

I NT. BANK - DAY

Wl | es conmes out fromthe SAFE DEPOSI T VAULT, pocketing the
film crossing towards the entrance, |ooking around...

at ot her CUSTOMERS waiting on line...
at a GUARD with a GUN at his side...

Wel |l es detours, toward one of the LOAN DESKS. The BANK
EMPLOYEE behi nd the desk is occupied, on the phone.

As Wl |l es noves past the desk, he grabs a PAIR of SCI SSORS from
a pencil holder and palns it, heading to the door...

I NT. WELLES CAR - DAY
Wel |l es gets behind the wheel. Longdale |ooks at his watch.

LONGDALE
You al nost went over your limt.

VEELLES
Fuck you.

Welles puts the car in gear and drives.

LONGDALE
Gve ne the film

VEELLES
You'll get it when we get there.

Longdal e puts the gun to the side of Wlles' head.

LONGDALE
Gve ne the film

VEELLES
Go ahead, shoot nme. Then try
driving to Brooklyn with ny brains
all over the w ndshield.

Wel | es keeps driving. Longdale sits back, stew ng.
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I NT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

The door is kicked open. Wlles enters, takes the 8WM FI LM out
and holds it in his hand. Longdale follows.

As Wl les noves forward, his face goes sl ack...

Machi ne is seated on the bed, Eddie and D no stand snoking
cigarettes, and further on, Max is tied to the target, sl unped
over, three arrows in his chest. Dead.

VEELLES
No! !

Welles runs towards Max, crying out, tears in his eyes...
Machi ne rises, goes to intercept Welles, grabbing him Welles

tries to break free, but Machine lifts Welles up and throws him
brutally to the ground.

Wl |l es scranbles to get up...

WELLES
You fuckers!

Eddie comes to KICK Wlles in the face. Wlles is sent
spraw i ng, bl ood gushing fromhis nose. He lays there,
stunned, weepi ng.

Eddie pries the 8WM FILM from Wl |l es' hand, tosses it...
Dino catches the film

Machi ne conmes to drag Wl les towards the bed.

D no unspools the film holding it up to examne it.

Machi ne handcuffs Welles to the netal bedfrane. Wlles falls
to his knees, holding his face. Eddie PUNCHES Welles in the
head.

EDDI E
You're a dead man.

DI NO VELVET
Leave hi m al one.

EDDI E
Fuck off.

Eddi e PUNCHES Welles in the kidney. Wlles tries to protect
himsel f. Eddie raises his fist to punch again, but Mchine
catches Eddie's fist, throws Eddi e back. ..
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EDDI E
VWhat the fuck... !

DI NO
| prom sed himto Muchi ne.

Eddi e | ooks up at Machi ne, who towers over him

EDDI E
sorry. ..

DI NO VELVET
First things first. You m ght want
to watch this, M. Wlles...

Wel |l es | ooks up through tears... Dino drops the 8MM FI LM on the
floor, takes a small bottle of lighter fluid fromhis pocket.
Longdal e conmes to watch.

Vel | es wat ches hel pl ess, agoni zi ng. . .

VEELLES
Don't... please...

Dino drops the filmto the floor, sprays it with fluid, takes
out matches, |ight one, drops it...

The 8MM FI LM goes up in flane...

Vel | es wat ches, quaking, hysterical, trying to pull hinself
towards the flane, dragging the bed...

The filmis destroyed by flane...
Wl |l es gives up, presses his face to the floor, eyes shut.

DI NO VELVET
And so it ends. It's as if she
never exi sted.

Welles falls back, gasping, w ping blood and tears and spittle
fromhis face, getting slowy, to his feet.

DI NO VELVET
Don't bl anme yourself. You were in
way over your head.

He | ooks to Max's corpse, to the snoldering film.. Swall ow ng
back his fear, panic and rage...

VELLES
Mot her fuckers. Snall tinme,
mot herfuckers... ! Tell nme

sonet hi ng. . .
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Wl |l es spits blood, hangs onto the bed for support.

VEELLES
I know why you did it, Dino,
Eddie... but, why'd the | awyer do
it? Mist have been a helluva | ot of
nmoney, right? One fuckl oad of
noney. . .

Welles sits on the bed, eyes burning with fury.

VEELLES
So, what are you all still doing
smal | time, huh? Wat are you stil
doing in the sewer, Eddie?!
Christian gave Longdale a mllion
dollars to find hima snuff film
How nmuch did you ever see... ?

Eddi e and Dino | ook to Longdal e.

EDDI E
What's he tal ki ng about ?

WELLES
One nmillion dollars, D no. How rmuch
did he tell you he had...

Longdal e's getting very nervous.

LONGDALE
He's |ying.

VEELLES
Look at him You think he played it
square? How much did he give you,
how much did he keep for hinself?

Eddi e wal ks towards Longdal e. ..

EDDI E
What the fuck's he tal ki ng about?

Longdal e takes out his gun, ains it at Machine, D no and Eddi e,
scared. ..

LONGDALE
Stay away from ne.

DI NO VELVET
What's going on, Longdale? Didthis
happen?
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EDDI E
You sell us short, you fuck?

LONGDALE
Stay back! You have a gun, Eddie,
show it to nme. Now

Eddie slowWy takes out his gun, seething.

LONGDALE
Put it on the ground, kick it here...

Eddi e puts the gun down, kicks it... Longdale picks it up,
throws it far away.

EDDI E
You fucking | awer...
LONGDALE
Move back! All of you... novel

Machi ne, D no and Eddi e stand between Longdal e and the car with
tinted w ndows parked across the warehouse...

DI NO VELVET
What were you thinking?

Wl | es watches as Machine, Dino and Eddi e back slowy away from
Longdal e. Longdal e's gun hand is shaky. ..

Welles tries to drag hinself towards the table where his gun
and bullets are, dragging the bed, inch by inch...

Longdal e back away, trying to angle around the nenacing trio so
he can get to the car...

LONGDALE
Back off! Everything' s been taken
care of, and I'm | eaving now...

DI NO VELVET
You' re not going anywhere if you
fucked us, |awyer.

LONGDALE
"' m | eavi ng.

EDDI E
You got the guts, tough guy? Gonna
kill us all, is that it?

DI NO VELVET

You betrayed us.
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LONGDALE
Stay where you are!

Machi ne edges forward, holding his hands in the air. Longdal e
br andi shes the gun. ..

LONGDALE
Keep back!

Machi ne, Eddie and Dino are held at bay...

DI NO VELVET
You're not gonna |ive through this.

Welles still tries to get to the table, wist bleeding in the
cuff, bed screeching across the floor...

Machi ne, hands up, slowy reaches behind his shoul der, touches
t he handl e of a huge KNI FE sheathed to his back.

LONGDALE
Qur business is done, |I'm ] eaving,
no one's going to stop mne...

Longdal e gl ances towards the car, seens |ike he's about to make
arun for it. Dino Velvet takes a step forward...

DI NO VELVET
Fuck you!

Machi ne unsheat hes the KNI FE and THROWS. . .

THUNK! The knife inbeds to the hilt in Longdale's chest and
Longdal e' s gun FIRES. ..

Dino Velvet flies backwards, shot in the facel

Dino hits the ground, scream ng, withing, hands to his face,
bl ood pouring out between his fingers.

Longdal e falls back onto his ass, sitting there, eyes bugged
out in surprise. He |ooks down at the knife in his chest.

Machine lets out a SCREAM runs to D no...

Machine falls to his knees and grips Dino, tries to hold him
Dino's screaming, squirmng frantically...

Longdal e sits | ooking down at the knife in his chest, |ooks up,
and gal l ons of bl ood pour from his nouth...

EDDI E
Fuck.
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Eddi e comes to | ook down at the Longdale. Longdale falls back,
dead, blood still flowng fromhis maw.
Wel |l es drags the heavy bed, getting closer to the table...
Eddi e spins, |ooks across to see Welles struggling...

Dino breaks free from Machine, runs blindly, still holding his
gushing face, falls, tries to get back up...

Eddi e runs towards Wl | es.
D no stunbles forwards, withing, then suddenly lays still.

Machi ne rises, looking at Dino. Tears cone out from Machi ne's
eyes and roll down his mask.

One | ast gasp and shudder from D no's body; death rattle.
Welles pulls the bed, practically pulling his armfromthe
socket, desperately clawing towards the table... The table is
mere feet away...

Eddie arrives, KICK Wlles in the ribs...

Welles recoils. Eddies KICKS again. Wlles curls into a ball.
Eddi e KI CKS again. ..

MACHI NE (O S.)
No!

Eddi e stops, | ooks to Machi ne.

MACHI NE
He's m nel
Machi ne strides over the Longdal e's corpse, puts his foot on
Longdal e' s chest, yanks out the knife... Machine starts this
way. . .

Eddi e backs from Welles. Wlles |ooks up, trying to shake off
unconsci ousness, sees Mchi ne com ng. ..

Vel | es bows down, on his knees, as if to accept his fate...
Reaching his free hand into his suit pocket...

VEELLES
No, no, no... please, don't kil
me... please... !

Machi ne arrives, knife in hand, lifts Wlles' head back by the
hair, brings the knife hand back...
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EDDI E
Do hi m good.

Wl les rises suddenly, arm shooting forward, STABBING SCI SSORS
deep in Machi ne stomach. ..

Machi ne ROARS, falling back, pitching forward...
Machi ne's knife clatters to the ground.

Eddi e' s eyes go w de.

Machine hits the floor, clutching his guts.

Wl | es pushes upwards with all he's got left, turns the iron
bedframe onto its side, flipping the mattress off...

Eddi e noves forward, furious...
Wl | es grabs Machine's knife, welding it, holding Eddie off.

VEELLES
Back of f, Eddie...

Vel | es drags the now |ightened bed frane towards the table.
Eddie's sorely tenpted, but keeps away.

Eddi e turns, |ooks across the warehouse...
There's his gun, lying there, far away.
Eddi e runs for the gun.

Welles pulls hinself to the table, reaches for the gun, knocks
the table over. He's got the gun, but...

Bullets hit the floor as the table falls.

Welles struggles to open his gun with his sole free hand, gets
it open, holds it between his knees...

Welles grabs a bullet...
Eddi e's running toward his gun, gasping for air...

Machi ne's on his knees, pulling the scissors out with trenbling
hands. ..

Welles puts the bullet in the gun, flips it shut, rises, taking
ai m across the warehouse. ..

VEELLES
St op Eddi e!
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Eddi e' s running. ..

VEELLES
(pull's back the
hammer)
| swear to Christ |I'll shoot you in
t he back... !

Eddi e stops, hands up, about ten feet fromhis gun...

Machi ne stays on his knees, holding his bl eeding stonach.
Wel | es points his gun at Machi ne.

VEELLES
Come back, or | put a hole in him

Eddie's | ooking at his gun, so close, so far away.

VEELLES
You m ght make it to your gun, but
not before | shoot Machine. And if
I have to shoot hi m because of you,
and | don't kill him right after he
kills me, he's gonna kill you.

Eddi e turns, starts wal ki ng back. ..

WELLES
(to Machi ne)
Take of f the mask.

Machi ne shakes hi s head.

VEELLES
Take it off!

MACHI NE
You got one bullet.

Wl |l es | ooks to see Eddi e headi ng back, keeps the gun on
Machi ne, backs away, dragging the bed frame, |ooks to the DOOR
behind him..

MACHI NE
The only choice you have now, is
whi ch one of us kills you.

Vel | es backs away, drags the bedfrane. Eddie's getting close.
Welles points the gun at Eddie. Eddie slows.

Welles points the gun at Machine, points the gun at Eddie.

Welles puts the gun to the chain of his handcuffs, FIRES. ..
breaks the handcuff chain.
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Welles bolts to the door. ..

MACHI NE
Get the gun!

Eddi e runs back towards his gun. Machine rises with a grunt of
pai n, noves towards the door, but agony doubl es hi m back over
to his knees.

EXT. BROOKLYN WAREHOUSE - DAY

Wel |l es shoves out into daylight, fleeing down the stairs,
runni ng towards his car...

INT. MELLES' CAR - CONTI NUOUS - DAY

Welles clinbs in, gets out his keys, starts the car... He pulls
away, TIRES SCREECHI NG Behi nd, Eddie gives chase, running,
FI RING his gun...

VWl | es ducks as BULLETS SLAM t he car, SHATTERI NG W NDOWS.
EXT. BROOKLYN STREETS - CONTI NUOUS - DAY

Wel |l es' car picks up speed, takes a turn, BURN NG RUBBER ..
Behi nd, Eddi e curses, runs back to the warehouse.

INT. WMELLES' CAR - CONTI NUOUS - DAY

Vel | es gl ances back, ENG NE ROARING He tries to keep from
crying, steers with one hand, holds his bleeding face.

EXT. BROOKLYN STREETS - CONTI NUOUS - DAY
Wel |l es' car races away.
I NT. WELLES' HOMVE, KITCHEN - DAY

Any | ooks tired, |ike she hasn't slept. She feeds G ndy. PHONE
RINGS. Any goes to answer it...

AWY
ol | o2 (into phone)
07

VELLES (V.Q)
(from phone)
Any, it's me. Listen very
careful ly..

AMWY
(into phone)
Ton? Where have you been... ?
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INT. WMELLES' CAR - CONTI NUQUS - DAY

Welles drives, face caked in dried blood, cellular phone to his
ear. The H GHWAY rushes past out the car w ndow.

VEELLES
(i nto phone)
Any, just listen. Take G ndy and
get out of the house. Do it now Go
to a hotel and stay there...

AWMY (V.Q.)
(from phone)
What's wong? Are you alright?

VEELLES
(into phone)
' mokay. Please, honey, | can't
explain. Don't use the phone, just
pack a bag and get out. [|I'mon ny
way. |'Il be back at the house in

three hours. Call ne fromthe hote
when you get there

AMY (V.Q.)
What's goi ng on?

VEELLES
Just do it, Any, please, go.

INT. WMELLES' HOUSE, KITCHEN - CONTI NUOUS - DAY

Any hangs up, scared. She goes to grab G ndy up into her arns,
hurrying out of the kitchen and going upstairs.

EXT. H GHWAY - CONTI NUOUS - DAY
Welles' car tears down the freeway, passing other cars.
EXT. WELLES NEI GHBORHOOD - N GHT

Suburban streets. Wlles' car arrives, parks. Wlles gets
out, starts across a neighbor's yard, cuts between houses...

EXT. WELLES' HOUSE, BACKYARD - NI GHT

Wl les enters his backyard, slow ng, taking out his gun. He
keeps behind shrubbery, surveying his dark house.

INT. WELLES' HOUSE, DOWNSTAI RS LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Wl | es uses a key to unlock the SLIDING GLASS DOOR, opens it
slow, enters, gun up, searching the darkness.
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I NT. WELLES' HOUSE, OFFICE - N GHT
Wl | es pushes the door open, checks this room
I NT. WELLES' HOUSE, BEDROOM - NI GHT

Wel | es makes sure the bedroomlis enpty, |ooks in the bathroom
He puts his gun away, |eaves the lights off.

He goes to the PHONE on the bedside table, unscrews the
earpiece. He renoves a small, wre-nmesh BUGE NG DEVI CE.

I NT. MELLES' HOUSE, KITCHEN - N GHT

Dark. Welles picks up the cordl ess phone, struggles to pry the
recei ver open. He discovers another small BUG

He drops the BUGS to the floor, crushes them under foot.

He puts the phone back together and is replacing it when it
RINGS LOUDLY. Wlles is startled, drops the phone...

Well es takes a breath, trying to shake off the jitters. He
pi cks up the RING NG PHONE, answers it...

VEELLES
(into phone)
Honey... ?

MACHI NE (V. Q)
(from phone)
Not quite.

Welles stiffens.

MACHI NE (V. Q)
Not hing |i ke getting hone after a
rough day. Honme sweet hone.

Vel les noves into the HALL, towards the front door...

MACHI NE (V. Q)
Wal k away. Pack your bags, put the
wife and kid in the car and find a
place to hide. |If you're |ucky,
you'll never see ne again.

Wel |l es takes out his gun, opens the front door, |ooking out.
The street in front of the house is enpty. CRI CKETS CHI RP.

WELLES
I don't knowif | can do that.
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I know who you are. | know where
you live. | know everything | need
to know to find you.

(pause)
Who am | ?

MACHI NE i s HEARD HANG NG UP t he phone.
I NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT
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G ndy's crying. Any opens the door with the chain on, sees

Welles, lets himin. Any and Wl | es enbrace,

touches Wl |l es damaged face, worried...

AW
What happened to you?

VEELLES
' m okay, honey, |I'm okay. Are you
alright?

AW

What's going on, Ton? What happened?

WELLES
| can't tell you, Any. You know |
can't. You have to trust ne...

AWY
Tom ..

VEELLES
It has to be this way for now It
won't be | ong.

Wel |l es goes to pick up CGndy, tries to confort her,

red face as she keeps crying.

AW
Way haven't you called? Wy don't
you answer your phone?

VEELLES
| don't know. I'msorry...
AW
You're sorry? \What was | supposed

to think?

Any comes to take G ndy fromhim

ki ssing. Any

ki sses her
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AMWY
You owe ne an explanation. You
can't treat nme like this.

WELLES
| wanted to call. | couldn't.

AWY
You couldn't?

WELLES
You don't understand...

AW
No, | don't, because you're not
telling me anyt hing!

VEELLES
I was in hell. If I called you...
if | heard your voice... it would
have been so easy for nme to quit. |
couldn't do that.

Tears cones to Any's eyes.

AWY
You shoul d have.

VEELLES
Any, I'mnot going to | et anything
happen to us.

AWMY
Look where we are. Look at
yourself. You son of a bitch, you
don't have any idea what you're
putting me through...

VEELLES
I don't know what to say

AWY
You're killing ne...

VEELLES
Don't...

AWY

What was | supposed to think
happened to you?!

VEELLES
Any. ..
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Wel |l es goes to Any, but she pulls away. She sits on the bed.
Cndy's still crying. Wlles sits beside Any, puts her arns
around her.

VEELLES
For gi ve ne.

Any cradles G ndy. Wlles rests his head on Any's shoul der,
pl aces one hand on G ndy.

VEELLES
We have to stay here a few days.
"Il get nore clothing fromthe
house if | can. |'msorry.
(pause)
We're going to be okay.

Welles rises. He goes to the PHONE, starts dialing. Any |ooks
at him w pes tears.

AWY
Who are you calling?
VEELLES
Ms. Christian.
AWY
What ?
VEELLES
She's all |I've got. She's the only
W t ness.
AWY

Tom .. she's dead.

Vel |l es | ooks to Any.

AWMY
She died in her sleep three days
ago. It was in the paper...
VEELLES

| just tal ked to her.

Gndy's crying. Wlles sits into a chair, trying to understand
this, his mnd racing. He hangs up the phone.

AWY
How coul d you not know?

Msery pulls down the corners of Welles' nouth. He tries to
find words, but none cone. He sits forward and hides his face
in his hands, overwhelnmed. G ndy's crying.
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I NT. HOTEL ROOM - LATER NI GHT

C ndy sleeps, encircled by pillows and bl ankets on the bed. Any
wat ches her, runs her hand gently across G ndy's head.

Any rises, turns out the light, goes to a BALCONY DOOR. ..
EXT. HOTEL ROOM BALCONY - NI GHT

Welles sits with his feet up on the balcony rail, looking into
the parking lot. Any joins him sits.
AWY
Prom se you'll stay.

Vel | es | ooks at Any.
VEELLES
Prom se you won't go back there,
wherever you were. \Whatever it was,
forget it.
Wl |l es takes a deep breath, nods his head.

AMY
Prom se ne.

Well es | ooks out into the night sky of stars.

VEELLES
| prom se.

Any cones to kiss Wlles. Wlles waps his arns around her and
hol ds her tight. She holds him

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - LATER NI GHT

Any is asleep on the bed beside Cndy. Wlles cones out from
the bathroomin a fresh shirt and suit, turns off the bathroom
light. He stands |ooking at C ndy and Any.

EXT. HOTEL - N GHT

Welles exits the hotel, heading to his Ford.

INT. WELLES' CAR - NI GHT

Wl |l es drives, staring ahead. Through the wi ndshield, the
headl i ghts illum nate the endl ess roadway.

EXT. KENNEDY Al RPORT - N GHT
Airplanes take flight. Mnhattan glitters in the distance.
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EXT. WLSH RE OFFI CE BUI LDl NG - DAY

Eddi e Poole's building. A typically bright, sunny LA day. In
the street, Welles parks a rental car, gets out.

INT. WLSH RE OFFI CE BUI LDI NG 8TH FLOOR HALL - DAY

ELEVATOR doors open and Welles gets off. He noves down the
hall, around a corner, heading to "Celebrity Filnms."

Welles tries the door knob, finds it |ocked. He |ooks around,
takes two steps back, KICKS forward... SMASHES the transl ucent
gl ass of the door...

INT. CELEBRITY FILMS OFFI CE - DAY

Wl | es pushes broken gl ass out of the way, reaches in to open
the door. The office has been cleaned out, trash on the fl oor,
desk drawers hangi ng open and enpty, shelves enpty, posters
gone. ..

Well es grabs one of the file cabinets, pulls it open, finds it
enpty, pulls it all the way out and throws it.

I NT. 8TH FLOOR HALLWAY - DAY

Peopl e peer out fromother offices, worried. Wlles exits
Eddie's office, ignoring them goes around the corner, straight
to the STAI RWELL, headi ng downstairs...

EXT. HOLLYWOOD HILLS - DAY

Welles rental car parks down the hill. Welles clinbs out,
wal ki ng up the hill, heading for Eddie's ranmshackl e HOUSE.

EXT. EDDIE S HOUSE, GARAGE - DAY

Under the stilts of the porch, Wlles passes Eddie's car, |ooks
into see it |oaded with BOXES and bel ongi ngs.

Wl l es noves on to a door at the back of the garage. He takes
out LOCK- Pl CKI NG TOOLS.

INT. EDDIE S HOUSE, STAI RMY - DAY

Wl les enters slow, pockets the tools, takes out his gun.
FOLLOW hi mup the stairs, into a hallway, past a LAUNDRY ROOM
wi th washer and dryer, into a LIVING ROOM ..

Welles sweeps the roomwith his gun, wired. Eddie's house is
predictably a trash heap, strewn with VIDECS, MAGAZI NES, dirty
Dl SHES and fast food remmants. Wl les noves on...
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INT. EDDIE S BEDROOM - DAY

Eddie's throwing clothing into a suitcase, hurried. Wlles
comes into the doorway, taking aim edging forward.

VEELLES
Hel | o, Eddi e.

Eddi e spins, startled.

VEELLES
Put your hands on your head.

Eddi e | ooks out of the corner of his eye... to his GUN

VEELLES
Put your hands behi nd your head,
| ock your finger together, get down
on your knees.

Eddi e does as commanded, gets to his knees. WIlIles noves
towards him very nervous, white-knuckling the gun. He Kl CKS
Eddie in the stomach, doubles himover.

VEELLES
| owe you a few.

Vel | es KI CKS agai n.
INT. EDDIE S KI TCHEN - DAY

Welles enters the filthy kitchen, carrying Eddie's gun. At the
sink, Welles pops the gun's clip. He pushes the bullets out
into his palm one by one.

He dunps the bullets into the GARBAGE DI SPOSAL, drops the clip
in, turns it on. The DI SPOSAL makes a terrible GRI NDI NG NO SE,
straining, till it finally goes dead.

INT. EDDIE S LIVING ROOM - DAY

Wel |l es goes to the picture wi ndow and cl oses the curtains. He
turns on a |anp, goes back towards the bedroom After a
moment, he returns, dragging Eddie on the floor...

Eddi e' s bl eedi ng out his nose, hands DUCT- TAPED t oget her behi nd
hi s back, |egs bound at the ankle, dragged by a belt around his
neck, choking. ..

Welles drops the belt, undoes it from Eddie's neck. Eddie
gasps for air. Wlles pulls himup, puts himon the couch.

VEELLES
Don't go anywhere.
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Wl | es heads for the stairs...

EXT. EDDIE S GARAGE - DAY

Well es goes to Eddie car, tries the door, it's unlocked...
IN THE CAR

Wl | es takes the thick THOVAS GU DE map book off the dash.
INT. EDDIE S LIVING ROOM - DAY

Welles returns. Eddie's on the floor, wiggling. Wlles drops
the Thomas Cuide on the coffee table, picks Eddie up, throws
hi m back onto the couch.

EDDI E
I"mgonna kill you.

WELLES
Don't bore ne with that bullshit.

EDDI E
How d you find nme here?

Wl |l es PUNCHES Eddie in the ear.

VEELLES
Don't ask questions.

EDDI E
Fuck you!

Vel | es PUNCHES Eddie in the same ear. Eddie's hurting. Wlles
rubs his achi ng knuckl es.

VEELLES
Starting to recogni ze a pattern?

EDDI E
What do you want ?

WELLES
VWho i s Machi ne?

EDDI E
I don't know...

VELLES
I want hi s nane.

EDDI E
| told you, | don't know.
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VEELLES
I will never get tired of hurting
you, Eddie, so you m ght want to
change your attitude.

EDDI E
What the fuck am | gonna protect
that freak for? He was D no's boy,
not mne. He shows up with his mask
on, leaves wth his mask on. Nobody
knows.

Wl les kicks junk off a chair, sits, takes out his gun.

VEELLES
kay, we'll cone back to that. So,
Si X years ago a guy contacts you,
t hrough the classifieds, over the
phone, however he does it. |It's
Longdal e, I ooking for a snuff film
And you, entrepreneur that you are,
tell himyou can hook hi m up.

EDDI E
Yeah, the fucking | awyer.
VEELLES
Told himyou could get hima snuff
film
EDDI E
Yeah.
VEELLES
How rmuch did he pay you?
EDDI E
Thirty thousand each, that fucking
cocksucker.
VEELLES
That's all? Thirty each. That's
all it took for you to nurder her?
EDDI E

It was a | ot of fucking noney.

Wel | es stands and paces, despairing. He picks up a LAMP and
throws it, SHATTERS a M RROR, keeps pacing. ..

VEELLES
So... you brought Dino in, and he
br ought Machi ne.

( MORE)
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VELLES ( CONT' D)
And, one day, a girl walked into
your office because you had an ad in
t he paper for nodels. And she never
wal ked out .

EDDI E
Sonmething |ike that.

VEELLES
What did you do, knock her out,
shoot her up... ?

EDDI E
What the fuck do you want from ne?

VELLES
I want to know. | want to know
exactly what you did to her!

EDDI E
Fuck you then, you want to know? |
tal ked her up, told her how
beautiful she was, told her she was
gonna be a star. | told her | was
gonna get her a screen test, and
while I'mdoing that, | got her a
soda and dropped a m ckey. Wen it
was dark enough, |I rang D no and
told himit was go tinme, | put her
in the trunk of ny car and we went
and we fucking did it. That's what
happened. She's dead. She's been
dead a long fucking tinme. Nobody
fucki ng cares!

Welles puts down his gun, picks up the Thomas Cuide, holding it
in both hands, SWNGS -- SLAMS Eddi e across the face...

Eddi e's stunned, |lips bleeding. He faces forward.

EDDI E
You wanted to know, now you Know.

Vel |l es SWNGS the Thomas Guide -- POUNDS Eddi e's face again.

Wl | es drops the Thomas Guide in a chair, picks up his gun,
| eaves the room..

INT. EDDIE S KITCHEN - DAY

Wl les enters, starts | ooking through DRAVERS, searching. He
finds SILVERWARE, selects a serrated STEAK KN FE. . .
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INT. EDDIE S LIVING ROOM - DAY

Welles returns, goes to grasp Eddie by the shirt collar, drags
himto the floor, face down. WIlIles stands on Eddi e's neck,
uses the knife to cut the duct tape on Eddie's hands.

EDDI E
That's right, notherfucker, cut ne
| oose. Be a man.

Wl |l es tosses the knife, gun trai ned on Eddie, picks up the
Thomas Cuide and throws it at Eddie...

WELLES
Show ne!

Eddi e, hands now free, pushes hinself to a seated position,
| ooks at the Thomas Qui de.

VEELLES
Show ne where you did it, on the
map, exactly where you did it.

EDDI E
Wy ?

VEELLES
Because we're going there.

EXT. 134 FREEWAY - DAY

Wl les' rental car SPEEDS down the hi ghway, east towards
Pasadena, leaving the City of Los Angeles on the horizon.

EXT. MOUNTAI N H GHMAY - DAY

Welles' car travels a wi nding H GHAMWAY that serpentines up into
the scenic, forested SAN BERNADI NO MOUNTAI NS.

EXT. BIG BEAR - DUSK

The sun is low. Big Bear Lake is vast, surrounded by

W | derness on all sides. Wlles' car follows a TWDO LANE
ROADWAY t hat runs along the | ake's southern shore.

Wel |l es' car passes sporadi c SUMVER HOVES and CABI NS.

EXT. DESERTED ROADWAY - NI GHT

Heavy forests border close to the road. Wlles' car travels

al one, headlights on, slowing as it cones to an overgrown
gravel DRIVEWAY with a rusty CHAIN strung across it.
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IN THE CAR

Welles leans forward to | ook up at an old SIGN of broken neon
and peeled paint: "Big Bear Mtor Lodge."

Welles pulls forward, puts the car in reverse...
ON THE ROADWAY

Wel |l es' car backs up, angling, till the rear bunper cones
agai nst the chain, BACKING .. till the CHAI N SNAPS.

Welles' car pulls forward across the enpty roadway, turns
around. .. accel erates down the overgrown driveway.. .

EXT. BIG BEAR MOTCOR LODGE - N GHT
Wel |l es' car conmes down the driveway, into a small LOT.
IN THE CAR

THROUGH THE W NDSHI ELD: headl i ghts reveal what's left of the
abandoned MOTCOR LODGE, a REG STRATION OFFI CE at the center with
attached wi ngs of roons on both sides.

The LEFT WNG of roons is a fire ravaged, burnt-out skeleton.
What remains of the OFFICE and RIGHT WNG i s boarded over,
falling apart. No wi ndow has gone unbroken.

IN THE LOT

Welles turns out headlights and parks. He gets out, walks to
| ook up the driveway. A CAR is HEARD. HEADLI GHTS can be seen
a good di stance away through the forest as the CAR PASSES.

Wel | es goes to his car, unlocks the trunk and opens it. Eddie's
lying in there, arns and | egs bound, gagged.

I NT. MOTOR LODGE ROOM - NI GHT

The door is shoved i nward, hangi ng crooked by one hinge. Eddie
enters first, hands still bound behind him Welles pushes
Eddi e forward, gun out.

Welles turns on his penlight FLASHLIGHT, shining it into the
room There dead | eaves all over the floor. The roomis enpty
except for a CHAIR lying on its side.

Vel |l es sweeps the roomw th the i nadequate light. This is
where Mary Anne Mat hews di ed, vaguely recogni zable fromthe
snuff film wthout the furniture.

EDDI E
What are we doi ng here?
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Wel |l es goes to the bathroom door, keeping the gun trained on
Eddi e, pushes the bathroom door open with his foot...

The bathrooms cracked M RROR reflects the penlight and Wl |l es'
palely lit face.

VEELLES
That night... you didn't have to be
in the room but you were.
(1 ooks to Eddie)
Wiy? Way did you watch?

Eddi e goes to the chair, tips it upright with his foot, sits.

EDDI E
| don't know. | felt like it. |
never saw anyone get done before.

VEELLES
You enjoy it?

EDDI E
Made nme sick, but what did | care?
VWhat did | care if some hunp wants
to beat off to that. It was just
sonething | was doing for noney.

VEELLES
Tell me what happened.

EDDI E
What do you want to know? You saw
it, you saw the | oop...

VEELLES
Nobody saw you bring her in?

EDDI E

There wasn't nobody around. This
pl ace was a shit-hole. | backed up
the car to the door and we carried
her in, like groceries. Dino nade
her eat a bunch of pills, we laid
out the plastic, put filmin the
camera and Machi ne went to work.

VEELLES
What did you do wth her body?

EDDI E
Took it out the bat hroom w ndow.
Buried it in the woods.
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WELLES
Show ne.

EXT. BI G BEAR MOTCR LODGE - N GHT

Eddi e and Wel | es conme around the corner of the abandoned notel,
Eddi e | eading the way, Welles following with gun and
flashlight, into the dense forest...

EDDI E
What are you thinking you' re gonna
do... ?

VWl | es shoves Eddi e ahead.

VEELLES
Keep novi ng.

EDDI E
Where do you think you're taking
this, huh? Gonna be a big hero,
avenge that little girl's death?
Gonna make everything right with the

worl d? How you gonna do that... ?
FURTHER ON
Wl | es and Eddi e cone over a hill, deeper into the forest...
EDDI E

You can't go to the cops. Al you
can do is cut ne |oose and wal k
away, because you got nothing...

VEELLES
St op tal ki ng.

EDDI E
You got absol ute zero.

VEELLES
Show ne where you buried her.

EDDI E

I don't know...
(nods to forest)
out there sonewhere.

VELLES
VWhere? Show ne where.
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EDDI E
I fucking don't know. What do you
think... we weren't burying

treasure. We didn't pace it out so
we could cone back and get it. W
dug a hole and we put her init.
Your guess is as good as m ne.

Vel | es wal ks ahead of Eddie, distraught, shining his flashlight
ahead across the indecipherable forest floor.

EDDI E
You'll never find her. Nobody ever
will, and even if they did, it
doesn't nmean nothing. Bring in the
cops, bring in the F.B.I., fuck 'em
all. Wthout the film it never

happened. Don't you get it? |It's
over. You can't do anyt hing.

Welles turns, ainms his gun at Eddie, furious.

VEELLES
I can kill you. | can |eave you out
here, just like you |left her.

Eddi e' s not backi ng down.

EDDI E
Do it.

VEELLES
Don't think | won't.

EDDI E
Do it! Put nme out of ny msery so
| don't have to listen to you
whi ni ng anynore. You think it's so
easy?

VEELLES
Easy enough for you.

EDDI E
I never killed anyone.

VEELLES
That's right, you just stood there
and wat ched, because you "felt |ike
it." Al nost makes you worse.
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EDDI E
What do you want? You want ne to
fall to ny knees and start crying
like a baby... ?

Eddi e wal ks towards Welles. Welles backs away. ..

EDDI E
Where you goi ng? You're the one
with the gun. Aren't | defenseless
enough? Cone on...

Eddi e comes ahead, defiant, the gun inches fromhis face.

EDDI E
Go ahead and kill me. Kill me with
t hat gun, your gun, right,
regi stered in your nanme? D g the
hol e yourself, with your bare hands,
bury the body with your bullets in
it. Fucking do it!

Welles step forward, presses the gun against Eddie's forehead,
pul | s back the hamer. ..

Eddi e just stares back at Welles with hatred in his eyes.

Welles is terrified, unsure... trying to nuster the courage to
doit... gun hand trenbling... finger on the trigger...

I NT. MOTOR LODGE ROOM - NI GHT

Eddie's throwmn face down to the floor. Wlles cones to sit on
Eddi e' s back, facing Eddie's feet, holsters his gun, takes out
duct tape and grabs Eddie's feet, wapping them..

EDDI E
You pussy.

Vel | es keeps goi ng around Eddie's ankles with the duct tape,
till Eddie's securely bound.

He rips the tape roll free and gets up, wal king out...

EDDI E
Fucki ng pussy!

EXT. MOTOR LODGE - N GHT

Welles pulls the door closed behind him walks to his car.



122.

IN THE CAR

Wl | es opens the passenger door and sits, shaken, at his wit's
end. He opens the glove conpartnent, finds cigarettes, digs
one out and lights it.

He | ooks back to the notel room

He | ooks down to the gl ove conpartnent, at his CELLULAR PHONE.
After a noment, Welles picks up the phone, looks at it in his
hand.

IN THE LOT

Welles gets out of the car, gets up on the hood, |ays back,
staring at the sky. He closes his eyes, snokes.

Vel | es opens the phone, |ooks at the illum nated nunbers. He
digs in his suit jacket pocket, takes out his notepad, pages
t hrough, studi es one page.

Welles sits up. He gathers hinmself, throws his cigarette,
dials a nunber, puts the cellular to his ear, afraid...

MRS. MATHEWS (V. Q)
(from phone)
Hello... ?

VEELLES
(into phone)
Ms. Mathews? 1It's Thomas. Do you
remenber, | was there a few weeks
ago. .. asking about your daughter...

MRS. MATHEWS (V. Q)
(from phone)
| remenber. You just left...

VEELLES
(into phone)
| have to tell you sonething. It
won't be easy for you to hear. It's

about your daughter... Mary Anne...
(struggling)

Wen |... when | was there with you,
her diary, in your attic, in
silverware. |If you read it, you'l

know what |'mtelling you is true...
Welles clinbs off the car, paces, aching with msery...

MRS. MATHEWS (V. Q)
What are you tal king about... ?
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VEELLES
She went to California, to Los
Angel es... she wanted to start over.

She wanted to be an actress...

MRS. MATHEWS (V. Q)

What... ?
Tears cones to Welles' eyes. It's the hardest thing he's ever
had to do in his entire life.
VEELLES
Ms. Mathews, your daughter is dead.
She' s dead.
MRS. MATHEWS
Wo is this... ?
VEELLES
Soneone... sone nen, they took your

daughter and they drugged her, and
they took her to a notel room..
they did terrible things to her...

MRS. MATHEWS (V. Q)
Who are you?

VEELLES
They brought her into the room..
one man, he put a knife to her
t hroat and he raped her...

MRS. MATHEWS
No. ..

VEELLES
He raped her and...and...and he
murdered her...he cut her up with
knifes...

MRS. MATHEWS (V. Q)
No... no... no...

VEELLES
They killed her, and they took her
out in the forest sonewhere and they
buried her...

MRS. MATHEWS (V. Q)
Way... why are you doing this to
me... ?
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VEELLES
They murdered her, Ms. Mathews, |I'm
sorry. It happened a nonth after
she ran away. She's been dead al
this tine...

MRS MATHEWS i s HEARD SCREAM NG, |etting out a CHOCKI NG SCB.
Wl les falls back against the car, holds his head, weeping...

VEELLES
I"msorry, I'mso sorry... there
wasn't anyt hi ng anyone coul d do. ..

Wl | es pushes di sconnect, |owers the phone, drops it to the
ground, utterly drained. He puts his forearmover his eyes,
gaspi ng, sucking air...

He | ooks to the notel room tanping down his sorrow, willing it
to fuel his rage...

He takes out his gun, hands unsteady, determ ned, opens the gun
and pours the bullets out. He closes the gun and wal ks t owards
the notel room..

INT. MOTOR LODGE ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Wel | es SHOVES the door aside. The door's hinge breaks and the
door falls...

Eddie sits propped up against one wall, turns to |ook...
The door SLAMS to the floor.

Wl | es noves forward, enraged, closing on Eddie, raising his
armw th the gun grasped by the butt...

Eddie's eyes go wide wth fear...

Wl les SWNGS the gun down at Eddi e's head. ..

EXT. MOTOR LODGE - CONTI NUOUS - N GHT

The only SOUNDS come fromthe N GHT FOREST. CRICKETS and
distant BIRDS. W can't see anything but the TOTAL DARKNESS
t hrough the open door of the room A CAR is HEARD, getting
LOUDER as it passes, FAINTER as it gets further away.
Finally, Welles cones to the doorway, in shock, steadying

hi nsel f agai nst the door frame, shirt and suit spattered red.
Hi s gun hand and gun are soaked wi th dri pping bl ood.

Wl |l es | ooks back into the room backing away. He turns and
goes to his car...
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IN THE CAR

Welles clinbs in the driver's side, shoves his bloody gun into
his holster, tries to wpe blood fromhis hand onto his shirt,
revolted. He starts the car.

INT. EDDIE S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - N GHT

Wel | es enters and crosses through...

INT. EDDIE S KI TCHEN - N GHT

Wl | es goes to the kitchen sink, turns on the water, starts
scrubbi ng his bl oody hands, using di shwashing Iiquid, scrubbing
hi s hands desperately under running water.

EXT. EDDIE S GARAGE - NI GHT

Wel |l es cones out of the house, goes to open the rear door of
Eddi e' s car, |ooking through BOXES of Eddi e's bel ongings...

INT. EDDIE S LIVING ROOM - N GHT

onto the living roomfloor: it's CH LD PORNOGRAPHY, Eddie's
collection fromthe office, HUNDREDS of PHOTCS. ..

INT. EDDIE S KITCHEN - N GHT

Wl les pulls open Eddie's cabinets, searching. He finds POTS
and PANS, choosing a few of the |argest...

EXT. EDDIE S GARAGE - N GHT

Wl | es uses a cut piece of GARDEN HOSE, siphoning GAS out from
Eddie's car, filling several kitchen POTS. ..

INT. EDDIE S LIVING ROOM - N GHT

Welles conmes up the stairs, carries POIS of gasoline, dunps the
gasoline onto the pile of PHOTOGRAPHS. ..

I NT. EDDIE S BEDROOM - N GHT
Wl | es dunps gasoline over Eddie's bed...
INT. LIVING ROOM - NI GHT

Wl l es stands at the pile of gasoline soaked photos, taking out
a MATCHBOOK, |ighting one, lighting the whol e book. ..
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EXT. EDDIE S HOUSE - N GHT

Wl |l es wal ks down the dark hill, heading to his car. He gets
in, starts the car and drives downhill, |eaving the headlights
off. BEHI ND, the wi ndows of Eddie's ranshackl e HOUSE grow

bri ght as FI RE SPREADS and CURTAI NS BURN.

I NT. LOS ANGELES Al RPORT - NI GHT

Wel |l es stares ahead, in fresh shirt and suit, waiting at a
CHECK- I N COUNTER

The femal e Al RLI NE AGENT behind the counter types in her
COWPUTER, stanps his ticket.

Welles shifts his gaze, sonething catches his eye...
Beside a stapler on the counter, a PAIR of SCI SSCRS.
AGENT
There you are, M. Welles, confirned
through to Kennedy. Gate 32B.
Wel |l es stares, fixated on the SCl SSCRS.

AGENT
M. Welles?

Well es | ooks to the agent holding up the ticket.

AGENT
Gate 32B.

Wel |l es accepts the ticket.
EXT. MANHATTAN MOTEL - N GHT

The Enpire State Building in the distance says NYC, and a
CAMERA PAN DOMN says anot her seedy MOTEL. . .

INT. MOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

Welles sits at a small desk, |ooking through a PHONE BOCK,
white pages, finds... "HOSPI TALS. "

Wel |l es picks up the PHONE, chooses a nunber, dials it...

VEELLES
(into phone)
Hel | o, can you connect nme with the
duty nurse?
( MORE)
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VELLES ( CONT' D)

(waits)
Hell o, this is Lieutenant Anderson
down here in the Thirteenth
Precinct. |'ve got a helluva
problem | was hoping you could give
me a hand with. W had a stabbing
i ncident a couple of days ago, and
it looks |ike the supposed victim
gave us a fal se nane and address.
Can you tell nme if you had an adult
mal e wi th an abdom nal wound in you
ER in the last forty-eight hours?

(listens)
You' d renenber this guy; a body-
buil der, real big guy, five foot
el even, with acne all over his chest
and back. ..

(listens)
Al right, thanks for your help.

Wel | es hangs up, uses a pen to cross out a nunber in the phone
book, starts dialing the next nunber.

DI SSOLVE TGO
I NT. MOTEL ROOM - LATER NI GHT
Welles lies on the bed, on the phone, rubbing his eyes.

VEELLES
(into phone)
... guy sticks out like a sore
t hunb. Five foot ten or el even,
body- bui | der, bad acne...
(listen)
Ckay, thanks anyway.

Wel |l es gets up, hangs up, brings the phone back to the desk.
DI SSOLVE TCO
I NT. MOTEL ROOM - MORNI NG

The PHONE BOCK' S open on the desk with nearly a hundred
hospi tal phone nunbers crossed out.

VELLES (O S.)
abdom nal wound. You'd know him
if you saw him..

Li ght cuts into the roomfrom between the curtains. Wlles
paces, carrying the phone with him weary.
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VEELLES
(into phone)
He's a body-buil der, stands just
under six feet...

Welles stops in his track, listening, suddenly attentive.
VEELLES
(i nto phone)
That's right... covered in acne.
That's him that's the guy. Listen,
we, uh... we think he filed a bogus

report on this stabbing, gave us a
fal se nanme and address...

(1istens)
Yes, 1'll hold.

Wl | es goes to the desk, takes out his notepad. He starts
feeling his pockets for his pen, can't find it, tel ephone book,
sear chi ng, |ooks under the desk...

Vel | es ducks under the desk to grab the pen off the floor.

VEELLES

(into phone)
Yes... yes.

(sits, witing in pad)
Christopher Higgins. Thirty-
fifteen, Thirty Fifth Street. Where?
Astoria, Queens.

Welles is scribbling all this down in his notepad.
EXT. QUEENS STREET - DAY

Arelatively quiet residential street. HOMES are small, two
story affairs, close together, each very nmuch like its
nei ghbor, some with tiny yards fenced in by brick walls.

Welles' Ford cones slowy down the street. CH LDREN in school
uni forms are heading off for the day in groups.

Wl | es parallel parks.
IN THE CAR

Welles turns off the engine. He's watching a HOUSE on the ot her
side of the street. The house is brick on the bottom al um num
siding on top, quaint, with brick staircase fromthe front door
down to a GARAGE underneath, plastic PINK FLAM NGOS on the

smal | | awn.

Cars pass in the street. WIl|les watches school children pass
on the near sidewal k.
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He slunps down a little in his seat, adjusting the rearview
mrror, adjusting his side mrror, rolling up the w ndow.

Wl | es takes a cautionary | ook around, takes out his gun, pours
bull ets out and pockets them He picks up a PAPER BAG of f the
passenger seat and opens it.

He takes out a long, thin netal FILE, pulling off the shrink
wrap packaging, feels the file with his thunb.

Keepi ng his open gun | ow under the steering wheel, Wlles
slides the file into the barrel, scraping gently all along the
gun's inner barrel.

DI SSCLVE TO
I NT. WELLES' CAR - LATER DAY

Welles sits snoking a cigarette, watching the quaint house. He
|l ooks in his side mrror...

There's a | arge CAR com ng down the block with its turn signa
on. Welles slunps a little |ower.

The car passes, slowing. The GARAGE DOOR of the quaint house
begi ns to open.

Welles watches... Can't really see the driver of the car except
for the back of his head, but he's huge. |It's a good bet it's
Machi ne. Beside himin the passenger seat is a GREY HAI RED OLD
WOVAN.

The car pulls into the darkness of the quaint house's garage.
After a nonent, the OLD WOMAN cones fromthe garage, wal ks with
a cane, wears glasses. She goes to the sidewal k, checks her

MAI LBOX, finds it enpty.

Vel | es wat ches.

The ol d woman goes back to the garage. She goes inside. The
garage door cl oses behind her.

DI SSCLVE TO
INT. MWMELLES' CAR - NI GHT

Welles still watches the house. There's a light on in one of
t he second fl oor wi ndows, curtains cl osed.

Wl | es yawns, shaking his head, trying to stay awake.
At the quaint house, a light conmes on in the front picture

w ndow. Looks like a living roomor dining room The old
woman conmes to sit at a table.
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Well es takes binoculars off the front seat...
THROUGH Bl NOCULARS

The ol d woman says sonething to soneone we cannot see. She's at
the dinner table, with a place setting in front of her. After
a nonent, soneone joins her...

It's Machine, you can tell by his bulk, by his huge forearns.
The lacy curtains of the wi ndow bl ock part of our view, so we
never see his face.

IN THE CAR

Wl les |owers the binoculars, still watching.

Thr ough the wi ndow across the street, Machine can be seen
putting a plate of food in front of the old woman. The old
woman smles up at him says sonething.

Machi ne goes to light two candles on the table wi th matches,
t hen goes back to stand beside the old wonman.

Machi ne is seen from behind, bends to give the old woman a ki ss
on the cheek, then | eaves the room The old woman starts to
eat .

DI SSOLVE TO.
I NT. WELLES' CAR - DAY

Dawn light is just breaking. Wlles has fallen asleep, slunped
| ow behind the wheel, snoring lightly.

Wel |l es awakens with a start, |ooking around, confused. He
cal ms, rubbing his eyes, w ping sweat fromhis features.

ACROSS THE STREET

The quai nt house's garage door begins to rise.

IN THE CAR

Welles sees this, keeps |low, watching... The big car backs out
into the street. The old woman's behind the wheel, wearing a
hat, driving away, al one.

Wl |l es watches the car head away in the rear view mrror.

ON THE STREET

Wl |l es gets out of his car, shuts the door quietly behind him

He starts wal ki ng towards the quai nt house, |ooks al
di rections, making sure no one's around.
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Ahead, the garage door begins to close.

Wel | es picks up the pace, trying not to | ook too conspi cuous.
The garage door's hal fway down. ..

Welles runs towards the garage, has to dive and roll to get
there, but he makes it under the door just as it closes.

ABOVE

In ONE W NDOW of the quaint house, an eyeball is peering out
fromlacy curtains, then noves away and curtains fall shut.

I NT. QUAINT HOUSE, GARAGE - DAY

Wel |l es gets up, takes out his gun, brushing off. The garage is
dark, full of BOXES and JUNK. Welles noves towards the door to
t he house.

I NT. QUAINT HOUSE, BEDROCOM - DAY

Machine, in T-shirt and jeans, seen only from behind, cones to
a DRESSER and opens a bottomdrawer. H's huge hands push

cl othing aside, digging deep to the bottom of the drawer,

t aki ng out the WRESTLI NG MASK.

Machi ne stands straight, pulling the mask down over his head.
I NT. BASEMENT - DAY

Welles enters fromthe garage, gun up. The dank basenent is
small. A PILE of LAUNDRY lies on the floor near a WASHI NG
MACHI NE.

SHEETS hang of f several CLOTHES LI NES strung across two netal
poles. Wlles leads with his gun...

He noves around the sheets, | ooking behind them There's a
WOCDEN STAI RCASE | eadi ng upstairs. Welles starts up, treading
lightly, trying not to make a sound...

I NT. KITCHEN - DAY

Welles slowy opens the door to the kitchen, pointing his gun.
No one here. The decor is femnine, neat and tidy. It's
grandma' s house, and it shows, with gaudy PRI NT WALLPAPER
everywhere, every shelf displaying HUMEL FlI GURI NES or
COLLECTORS PLATES. Very Hone Shoppi ng Network.

I NT. DI NI NG ROOM LI VI NG ROOM - DAY
Welles slowy opens the sw nging door, entering fromthe

ki tchen, sweeping the roomwith his gun. No sign of Mchine.
The whol e house is dead quiet.
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He passes the dining room TABLE where he watched the old woman
eat last night... passes fake PAINTINGS on the walls, of
waterfalls and sunset nountain | andscapes... noves into the
living roomarea...

Yel | ow shag CARPET. A pink SOFA is covered in clear plastic,
facing an old TELEVI SION i n faux-wooden cabi net. Well|es heads
for a staircase leading to the second fl oor.

Welles creeps up the stairs...
I NT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY - DAY

Welles conmes up fromthe stairs, arrives at a closed DOOR He
opens the door. |It's a linen closet, with TOAELS and SHEETS on
shel ves, and a shelf of MEDI Cl NE.

VWl les shuts the door and noves on. There are TWDO DOORS ahead,
both closed. Wlles takes the one to the right...

I NT. MACHI NE' S BEDROOM - DAY

Wl | es pushes the door in, enters warily. There's a constant
SCRATCHI NG HEARD. The roomis like a child's, except the BED
is huge. Shelves are full of BOARDGAMES and COM C BOOKS. A
DANZI G POSTER on the wall. There's a RECORD PLAYER with LP
RECORDS beside it. A record turns on the turntable, the needle
caught at the center, SCRATCHI NG ..

Wl | es eases his way over to the closet... reaching... Pulls it
open, steps back, gun up. Nothing. Just clothing.

I NT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY - DAY
Wel |l es crosses, opens the door across the hall, enters...

DOM THE HALL, very slowy, Machine's head rises on the stairs,
in the garish westling mask, peering.

I NT. GRANDMA' S ROOM - DAY

Wl | es stays near the door, |ooks around. There's a fuzzy sky-
bl ue COVFORTER on the bed, fuzzy blue SLI PPERS nearby. Lots of
bottl es of MEDI CI NE on the bedside table.

Welles lowers his gun, takes a step back, into the hall...

I NT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY - DAY

Welles turns... Machine charges down the hall, screamng with
rage, BONE KNI FE raised to kill...

Welles brings his gun up, but Machi ne's upon him stabbing...
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Vel | es catches Machine's hand, stops the knife. Mchine grips
Wl | es’ gun hand, shoving hi m back. ..

Welles is SLAMMED agai nst the wall, grappling, gun hand pinned.
Wl les GUN GOES COFF, once... twce...

BLOWN NG HOLES in the ceiling. Machine's grunts, pushing the
knife forward... closer to Wlles, face... closer...

Wel |l es struggl es, overpowered. The tip of the horrible knife
IS inches away. ..

Wel | es bends his knees, crouching, trying to gain distance from
t he bl ade. ..

Machi ne pulls Welles gun hand |lower, brings it against the
sw ngi ng LAUNDRY CHUTE DOOR built into the wall, begins
twisting Welles' hand back, trying to pry the gun | oose...
Wl |l es | ooks out the corner of his eyes to his gun...

Wl les turns his gun hand, slow ng struggling to aimthe gun
towards the knife, but it's awful close to his face...

The knife's shaking, |ess than an inch from Wl les' cheek...

Well es shuts his eyes and turns his head, letting out a CRY,
FI RES his gun...

The bull et BLASTS Machine's knife, knocks it away!

Machi ne recoils for a mllisecond, but brings his now free hand
to Welles' throat, choking him Wll|es' face reddens, bl eeding
frombullet fragnents...

Welles tries to pry Machine's fingers fromhis throat.

Machi ne works on Welles' gun hand with violent, renewed

effort -- SLAMS Welles' hand against the |aundry chute... SLAMS
it... SLAMSit... till Wlles DROPS the GUN... The gun can be
HEARD CLATTERI NG down t he chute.

Machi ne brings his hand to join the other around Wl |l es'
throat. Welles can't break the grip...

Vel | es PUNCHES Machine's face, till blood runs out fromthe
mask' s nose hole, but it's having no effect...

Welles brings his KNEE UP HARD -- into Machine's stonmach!

Machine falls to his knees with a ROAR, hol ds his al ready
wounded stomach, bl eeding through his shirt...
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Welles falls, clutching his throat, gasping. He struggles to
his feet, |eaps past, headlong towards the stairs...

Machi ne rises, charging after...
ON THE STAI RCASE

VWlles is TACKLED frombehind... Welles and Machi ne TUMBLE down
the stairs, SMASHI NG t he wooden railing, toppling a
BOOKSHELF. .. LANDI NG HARD. . .

Wl | es PUNCHES and Kl CKS, breaking free, running across the
living room Michine rises to give chase...

Well es grabs a dining room CHAIR and THROAS it... Machi ne
knocks the chair aside, keeps comng. Wlles grips another
chair, uses it to hold Machine off...

Machi ne grips the chair by the legs. Wlles SHOVES forward,
pushes Machi ne back, letting go...

Wl | es dives under the dining table, crawling on his hands and
knees, scranbling...

Machi ne throws the chair, runs, leaps... Machine | ands on the
table, crawls to the far edge, CGRABBING down with his neaty
fists as Welles noves forward. ..

Under the table, Welles jerks back, avoiding, then rises,
extendi ng his knees, PUSHI NG upwards from underneath. ..

Welles FLIPS the table, throwi ng Machine to the floor...

Wl | es charges towards the kitchen door, falls, gets up...
Machi ne gets to his feet...

I N THE KI TCHEN

Wl | es SHOVES t hrough the sw nging door... Machi ne BURSTS
t hrough, catching Welles, TACKLING him..

Welles hits the floor with Machine on top. Mchine begins to
rein PUNCHES down on Welles, head and back...

Welles tries to cover up, taking a real beating...
Machine rises, gripping Wlles, LIFTING him THROA5 him ..

VWl |l es SMASHES i nto shel ves of kni ck-knacks over the kitchen
si nk, SHATTERI NG a WNDOW | andi ng on the sink and counter.

Machi ne comes to grip Welles again, drags himacross the
counter, KNOCKI NG EVERYTHING to the floor... Machi ne SW NGS
Welles, releases him..
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Welles SLAMS the refrigerator and slunps to the ground, tries
to stay conscious, trying weakly to get back up... Machine
comes to Welles, gets on his knees...

Machi ne waps his armaround Welles' neck from behind, gets him
in a CHOKE HOLD, tightens his grip, cutting off Wlles airway
wth his forearm..

Welles tries to break Machine's inpossible grip with one hand,
begi ns searching the floor with his other hand... frantically
feeling for anything he can use...

Welles' face is blood red...

Wel |l es' hand grasps desperately... finds a FORK, grips it...
Vel les SWNGS the fork back, STABS it into Machine's thigh!

Machi ne SCREAMS, rel eases Welles and falls back, reaching
around to the fork...

Welles gets to his knees, sucking air, turns to |ook...

Machi ne craw s away, pulls the fork out with trenbling fingers.
Beyond him there's the BASEMENT DOOR.

Welles gets to his feet, |ooking... He grabs a FRYI NG PAN of f
the counter, gripping it in both hands and novi ng towards
Machi ne. ..

Machine's getting up... Welles BASHES Machine in the face with
an upward swing of the frying pan...

Machi ne i s sent backpedaling, CRASH NG into the oven!

Wel l es drops the pan, |eaps over Machine, to the door...

I N THE BASEMENT

Wel |l es conmes down the stairs, falls when he gets to the bottom
barely has any strength left. He |looks all directions, sees
the LAUNDRY CHUTE in the ceiling...

Welles gets up, stunbling, falls to his knees at the PILE of
dirty LAUNDRY, starts digging through it, searching
desperately, throw ng cl othing aside...

Behi nd, Machi ne cones down the stairs, a bloody ness...
Wl | es searches the laundry pile...

Machi ne reaches the bottomof the stairs, heading for \Welles.
Welles turns, has the GUN in hand, FIRES TWCE...
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H TTI NG Machi ne in the shoul der and stomach, knocki ng Machi ne
a few steps backwards. ..
Wl l es FIRES. ..

Machine's HT in the CHEST, falling back, into hanging |aundry,
pull'ing down the clothes |ine and sheets...

Machi ne hits the ground, wapped in sheets.

Wl |l es stands, still aimng the gun, pulls the trigger on an
enpty chanber. Qut of bullets.

Machine's trying to pull free fromthe sheets, trying to get
back up to his feet. WlIlles lets out a sob, drops the gun,
wal ki ng to Machi ne. ..

Welles clinbs onto Machine from behind, takes clothing line in
hand, starts wapping the cord around Machine's throat...

Welles pulls back on the clothes line, pulling it tight...
Machine tries to get his fingers around the cord. Wlles
stands, pulling tighter, putting a foot on Michine's back,
pulling the clothes line with all his mght...

The cord's cutting into Welles' hand, draw ng bl ood.

Machi ne, face down, lets out a gurgling sound, struggling,
struggling... till he finally stops noving.

Wl |l es rel eases the cord, takes a step back, breathing hard,
trenbling. He |ooks around the basenent.

Welles wal ks to pick up his gun, replaces the gun in his
hol ster. He stands | ooki ng at Machi ne.

Wl |l es wal ks to Machi ne, bends, grasps Machi ne westling nmask,
pulling it off. He rolls Machine over...

Wl |l es stares down at Machine. W never see Machine's face.
INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Wl |l es comes up fromthe basement, slow, hurting. He |ooks
around at the damage done, | ooks down to see he's still holding
Machine's mask. He drops it.

EXT. QUAINT HOUSE - DAY

Wel |l es crosses the street, going to his car. He gets into his
car, starts it, pulls out and drives away.
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EXT. WELLES' HOUSE - DAY

BIRDS SING  KIDS are kicking around a soccer ball down the
street. Welles' Ford arrives, pulls into the driveway.

I NT. WELLES' HOUSE, FRONT HALLWAY - DAY

Welles cones in the front door, still a horrible ness.
WELLES
Hel | 0?!  Any?

He waits. The house is quiet. No one hone.
EXT. WELLES HOUSE - LATER DAY

Dusk. A CAR comes down the street, slows...
IN THE CAR

Any sits forward, seeing Welles' car in the driveway. G ndy's
in a child safety seat in back.

INT. WELLES' HOUSE, FRONT HALLWAY - DAY
Any comes in the front door, carrying Anmy.

AMY
Tonf?!

No answer.

I NT. WELLES' HOUSE, BEDROOM - DAY

Any pushes the bedroom door open and |ooks in. Wlles is
asleep on the bed, still in his clothing and shoes. Any
wat ches hi m sl eep, sad.

Any backs out of the room pulls the door shut.

INT. WELLES' HOUSE, BEDROOM - NI GHT

Dark. Welles sleeps, still in bloody clothing. He's restless,
shifting, MJTTERI NG under his breath. Bad dreans.

Wel |l es suddenly sits bolt upright in the bed, |ooking around
t he dark room breathing hard.

INT. MELLES' HOUSE, KITCHEN - N GHT

Cndy's in her high-chair by the table. Amy's at the Kl TCHEN
SI NK, washi ng veget abl es, peeling potatoes.
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Welles cones to stand in the doorway behind her. Any turns to
look at him It breaks her heart to see himso wounded, but
she forces herself to continue working in the sink.

AWY
How rmuch forgi veness do you think I
have in nme?

Welles conmes into the kitchen, stands beside Ci ndy, puts his
hand out and clasp's G ndy's tiny hand.

VEELLES
I can't talk about it yet... not yet.

Any keeps peeling potatoes, refuses to look at him Welles
| ooks down at G ndy, pats C ndy's head, |ooks back at Any. He
stands | ooking at Any for a | ong nonent.

EXT. MWMELLES' HOUSE, BACKYARD - DAY

Wl |l es wears his fishing cap, pushing his | awm nower, now ng
his yard. He has done sone healing, though his face is stil
swollen and terribly bruised.

INT. KITCHEN - N GHT

Wl les feeds G ndy with one hand, eating his own dinner with
the other. Any's across the table, eating, watching them

I NT. BASEMENT - DAY

Vel | es works on the WATER HEATER, wrench in hand, reading an
instruction sheet. He puts the sheet aside, uses the wench to
begi n | ooseni ng one of the pipe fittings.

EXT. WELLES HOUSE - N GHT

Wel |l es drags two GARBAGE CANS fromthe garage to the street,
| eavi ng them by the mail box, wal ki ng back to the house.

I NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT

Welles and Any are in bed. Any's asleep, on her side, facing
away fromWelles. Wlles |lays awake, on his back, staring up
at the ceiling.

I NT. SUPERMARKET Al SLE - DAY

Wel |l es pushes a cart down one aisle. He |looks at his LIST,
takes a BOX of CEREAL off one shelf, puts it in the cart.
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I NT. SUPERMARKET CHECK-QUT - DAY

Welles waits in line with his cart. It's a long line. He takes
out his wallet, opens it.

In the fold of the wallet, there's a PHOTO fol ded into
quarters. Welles unfolds it and looks at it dolefully. It's
t he PHOTO of Mary Anne Mat hews, the image Welles printed from
early in the snuff film Sad girl.

Welles folds in back up, puts it in another pocket. He | ooks
forward in the line to see if it's noving.

EXT. SUPERMARKET - DAY

Wl les transfers BAGS of GROCERI ES fromthe shopping cart into
t he back seat of his Ford.

I NT. WELLES' FORD - DAY

Welles drives on the H GHWAY, groceries in back. He watches
t he roadway ahead. There's little traffic.

Wl | es gl ances down, turns on the RADIO  Sonme CLASSI CAL MJUSI C
PLAYS. Welles stares forward through the w ndshi el d.

After a nonent, Welles turns the RADIO OFF. He drives. The
ONLY SOUND i s the DRONE of the ENG NE and Tl RES.

Vel |l es is suddenly overwhel med by enotion, eyes filling with
tears. He tries to fight it, but can't help hinself. His face
contorts with sorrow and he cannot stop crying, letting out a
loud WAIL of msery...

EXT. H GHWAY - CONTI NUOUS - DAY

Wl | es' car noves to the shoulder, brakes to a sudden HALT.

INT. WELLES' FORD - CONTI NUOUS - DAY

Wel |l es takes great deep breathes and |lets themout, over and
over again, wping at his tears. He lets out a little high-
pitched WHINE fromfar back in his throat...

VEELLES
Way. .. why... ?

He's wacked by SOBBI NG
I NT. WELLES' HOUSE, ClINDY'S ROOM - DAY

Any's in a chair, reading a BOOK, not far fromGndy's crib.
G ndy's asl eep.
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The FRONT DOOR of the house is HEARD OPEN NG and CLOSI NG from
far off in the house. Any |ooks up nonentarily, then returns
to readi ng.

FOOTSTEPS can be HEARD com ng through the house, getting
CLOSER. Any | ooks up from her book. The bedroom door's open
a crack. The door slowy pushes open. Wlles stands there,
eyes red fromcrying.

AWY
Tom.. ?

Welles cones into the room stands before Amy. He gets to his
knees, puts his head in Any's lap, waps his arns around her

wai st. Any holds him worried, eyes filling wwth tears.
VEELLES
| have to tell you... | have to tell
you what happened. | have to tel

you everything, but we can't tel
anyone el se. No one el se can ever
know.

Any runs her fingers through his hair, bends down to rest her
head on his back, holding himwith her eyes closed. Wlles
hol ds tighter.

VEELLES
You're all 1've got. You're al
|'ve ever had.
(pause)

You're the only one who can save ne.

THE END



