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BXYT PARETNG LOT ERWY

A guy's tortured face.

MORT RAINRY sits in the driver's ssat of hiz car, kauckles white
on the wheal. Frozen. His face iz wet with tsars.

#e wipes hia chemks in irritetion, puts the car in gear axd
staps on the gas, pulling out of the pazking lot he's besez
parked in. Wa roll with him, stil) staring at his face as he
havls arcund a8 coruer and cut onto the road, inte a mid-winter

snow storm, just after dawsn.

Suddenly he CURSES, double~foots the hrakes, stops abruptly in
the middle of the xoad, sits thers for a moment -«

-= and puts the car in reverse. He backs right back into the
parking lot, back to the very spot he was before, whers ke comes
to a stop. He freezes with his hand on the gear shifc —-

-~ then puts it ip park and climbs out of the car, leaving the
deor hanging open, the oar BINGING at him about the keya, tha
lights, vou'rs dolng everythivg wrong.

Mort welks across the parking lot —- atill doesn't want to ga,
still can't stop. Ha's headed for tha doors of a strip motel,

the kind whers you park your car in front of your room, & twelve-
cablins-twelve-vacancies kind of place, .

He walks straight toward door auwnmber 6, the oanly door with a car
parked in fromt of it., Two cars, as & matter of fact. He walks
right batween them, up to the door of the room, and tries the
handie softly. Lockad, of course.

Ha thinky for a momeni, then turny and walke off ts the lefr.
We etay where we ars, watch as he walks toward the lighted motel

office at the end of the row. Mort goes ingids, the door
JINGLES, we =se through the window as he walks bshind tha
nnattended front rountar. HNe takes scmething off the wall,

turne and walks back out, holding a key.

Just as he laavss, we see & MANAGEZR in a tee thirt coms cut from
ths back reocm, looking arcund to gee what happensd.

Ba figures it out and takes off after Mort, but by that time
Mort 1z alraady back at tha door to sumber & again, He slides
tha ksy ints the lock, turns the handle and shoves the door
open, hardsr than hs intended to.

INT MOTEL ROOM DAWY 2

The door BAHGS off the cheap drywall, and as the morning light
spills into the room ve gat & look at the instrument of More's

torture.
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CONTINUED:

We can't ba sure, of cvourss, but it's a pretty good bet it's the
NAXED COURLE aslsep ln the twvisted, lovs-stained sheets. Rall,
they wars aslesp, now they'rs awske and all hell hreaka loose.

They're bhorrified, shovcked and ceught and humiliated.

There's g0 much nclse and jumping around thers's no point
writing down the dialogue, bscause we can’t make out more than a
word or two of it anyway. But all the words have basn shonted
bafore verbatim, and by the way Mort is yelling at the Nakasd
Woman and the Naked Man is screaming at Mort to calm down we can
tell who got fucked over and whe did the fucking.

And now the MEotel Manager arvives and jumps inta the mix,
SHEQUTIKG and waving just like the others. God what a mens,

It's sweaty and ugly and painful, so we pull back the vay we
came, out the door of the room, back into the snow-driven
parking lot, leaving thew to themsalves.

Another couple walks past the room, tha WOMAR slows down,
straing ?or a look &t ths wrasck, the GUY pulls her along, are

Por erazy?
The door SLAMS shut in our faces.

Into scme roomy you shonld never lock.
CUT TO:

EXT TASHMORE LAXE DAY 3

Dark shapee slither under the glassy surfacs of a mountain lake,
Wo fly over the lake, thinking the shapes are fish, but they're
too dbig, too long and scary and twisted for lake fish Maybe

they'rs not really thars,
Six Mooths Later

Ws fly towezd s house at the edga of the laks, a nice little
cabin somebody built for themsalves, ¥Yinter'y over, it's a
beautiful spring day and the windows are opan, »o we glide

through cne of them.

T CABIY -~ STUDY DAY L

Inside the house, we'Te in & study, ths room with tbha best view,
its walls lined with books and bound periodicalx. The deszk is
piled high with crap, this guy's not a filar, Thers's a
computar on tis dask, soms words oo the screen, we nose close

ancugh to rsad them,
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CONTINUED:

Four daps alter George had confirmed to bis
own satisfaction that bis wifa was chaating
on binm, ba confrontad ber. "I have to tallk
to you, Abbky, " he maid. ‘I

The cursor blloks sccusingly at the tail of that unfinished
theught, the rest of the scresan is blank. There's a beat up old
leathar chair near the desk and a small dog asleep in it —-

RUMP, & frispdly old zpaniel with a graying muzsle. Ws turn,
lock through the opsn door of the study and see into the living
room, whare the uawriter ¢! the unfinished story iz also asleap,

un the cough.

N
Hort's put on about xix years in ths past six months, and the \
overlong midday nsp he's buried in dossn't help. Yeab, there's J

drisd drool.

A ENMOCE on the front door gats no rssponse from Mort but it
draws our atteztion. Approaching the door, we sea a2 DARK PIGURE
move to the window naxt to the door. The drapes are drawn sc we
just =zes a silhouetts az the figure triss to pssr through the

window. 'Then it moves back to tha door.

Ancther kanocok, londsr now. And then, surprisingly, the doorkash
turns a few times, stopped by the logk, This guy wants in.

A third knock, really s pounding, ils abroptly cnt off as Mort
jazks the door open, ravealing the man oo ths porch.

RXT PCRCH DAY

JOUN BHOOTER locks about forty~fivae, very thin, a calm face, y
slmost serens, but carved with desp lines. Be wears a blus work
skirt, buttonad all the way to the ragor-reddensad flesh of his

nack., Jeans {cuffed}, ysellow work shoes.

But it’'as the hat that catches your stteption. It's a big black
one, a round crown planted squarely on his head, sort of like

ths kind PuaXsrs wors,

KHort stands thera, still waking up, only halfway into the reanl
world., Fhooteyr speaks firpt,

SEOQOTER
You stols my story.

Nort blinks. Huh?

SHOOTER (cont’d)
You stols xy story and somsthing's got
to be dope about it. Right is right
end fair is fair and something has to
be dona.
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5 CORTINURD: s

Mort opens bis mouth, finds nothing to =ay, and closes it agaic,

SHOOTER |[cont’'d)
Well?

MORT
{finally}

o

[no woice, claars his throat)
I don't Xaow you.

SHOOTER
I know that., That dpesn’'t matter., I
know you, Mr. Rainey. Yial's what
mattars, ¥You stole my story.

Ba bBolds out his hand, and it's got somstbing fsn it. Mort
flinshes, but it's only a stack of papar. A manoscript.

NORT
I don't read marnusori-

EEOCTER
You read this cne already.

~, (stating a simple fact)
o Tou stole it

Unhsrving. Mort looks out to his long driveway. Nobody else
thers. Hobody arcund at all, just an extra car parked ia his
drivewsy, an old station wagoa with cut of gtate platss.

Mony
{bark to Shootar|
I oAn assurs you-

SEOCTER
I kpow you can. I kApow that., I don't

want to ha agyursd,

MORT
{sounding a bit pompous and
hating it}
If you want to talk to somsona about
some grievance you fael you have, you

could call ay literazy agent ln-—

EHOOTER
This 15 betwean you and ma,

PN Bump the dog lixps into the doorway, wagging bis tail
‘ enthusiastically.

.’
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CONTINUED: (2) 5

SBO0TER (cont'd}
We don't need sny ocutsidars, Mr.
Rainey., It is strictly hetwaen you and

.

BORT
I don't likxe bhelng accussd of
plagiarism, if that’'s what you're
doing,

Bump makep arthritic attsapts to hefrisnd Bhootsr.

BORT (cont’d)
Bump, go inside.

Bump 4does.

SHOOYER
I den't blams you for not likimg it.
But you did it. You stole my story.

HORT
You'll have to lmave. I bhave nothing

to say to you.

SHOOTER
Yeah, I'll go. ¥We'll talk more later.

Be holds out tha manuscoript. Mort's reflexss maXe him reach for
it, but he pulls his hand back.

NOET
I'm net taking that.

SHQCTER
Won't do you any good to play games !
with ma, My, Rainey., This has got to !
he settled, '

MORT

8o far az I'm concernsd, 1t i1s.

He steps back inside and closes the door.

INT CARIY DAY &

Moxt freszes vight mext to the dour a3 socn az 1lt's closed. EHe
holde his breath and walts for sithar the knock to coma or
foctrteps to trail away. But he hears neither. Shootsr is just

standing there.

Bump sits by the door, staring up at Nort ~- are wa going ocut or
staying in?

FET P
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Finally, there is a scft THUMP, followed by work shoes on porch,
then work shoes on graval. MNort goes to the window and tonchas

tha curtain apids.

Through ths wiodow, he seass Shooter crunching across the
driveway towsrd his car. From this angls, Mort can make out the
license plate's stats of ilwsue ~- Mississippi.

Shoater opazs the door, gets behind the wheel, tosses hig hat on
the seat next to him. Hs starts the cexr, puts it in reverse,
and backs all the way down tha driveway, ont to the road.

Mort sighs. That's cvar. #at thsn a worrisome thought rcrossss
his mind. Ese looks back »t tha door.

BXT FRONY PORCE DAY 7

shocter's menusoript cits on the front porck, a rock resting em
top of the title page to Xkesp it from blowing away. %The sdges
ol the pagss flutter in the wind.

¥ort stands on the front porceh, barsfoot, hands in the pockets
of his khaki pante, looking down at it. Eard to tell how long
he's besn standing like this, just staring at the thing,

He locke up the driveway, makes sure Shootsr really is gone. Hs
squats down next to the manuscript, wants to get & closear look
but deesn't want to touch it. He plokz up the rock, tospes it

into the bushas,

The title page blows off the stack, blown by tha bresza, and
Mort catchesx it. He turna it eround and peade it.

Secret Wiadow, Secrat farden
by Jokn Bhooter

Mort breathax s little sigh of rellef.

HORT
Haver hsard of you, pal.

He scoops up the rest of the manuscript --
o RITCHENR DAY B
~~ and tossas it out in the kitchen trash can.

MORT
Raver hsard of your story.

He wapkes his hands in the sinok, as if to sorub it off himmel? -
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INT LIVING ROOXK DAY
- and Zlops back down on the couch.

MORT
How whars was I...,

He rolls over and resuses his nap.

fump curlg up next to the cvuch and resumes her nap too.
cuUr T0:

iyt CARIR -~ ETUDY DAY 10

Mort ptares blankly out the window. He's at his desk, in front
of the computer. Next day, naybe? A cloeck TICXS mbove him,
Tt'w 10:26. Somewherw upstaire, a VACUUM CLEANER drones.

ot on the laks, two motorboats leave wide white weakes behind
tham, kids grab-assing, playing ehicken.

Thoss TICXS arse too daun loud. Mort leoks up at the clock.
8till 10;26.

Ea turns and looksz at Bump, who is agzleep in the leathsr chair
naext to the desk, apparently her writiog spot.

MORT
Why do I have to do all the work?

Pump lifts his bead slesplly, locks at Mort. Ave we writing?

MORY {cont’'d}
I'm open to ideas, here,

Pump puta bis head back down. Mort looks back at the computer
screesn. Still that same unfinished sentence.

I bave to talk to youw, Abby," be said. "I

Mart iccks back up at the clogk. Hey, whaddys know, it's 10:27,
Tima fliss. )

Upstairs, the vacuum cleaner shutsg off,

Struck by inspiration, Hort highligbts the minl.paragraph he has
written.

And dmletes it. NWow the whols scresen iz blank. Hs loocks bDack
at Bump.
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CORTINUER: 1o

R TR PR T -

HORT {cont’d]
Better, right?

Bump sighs., TFrom the other room, Mort heare a serles of loud,

clanking THUMPE az souebody drags the vaouum cleaner downstairs,
Btaring at the blapk screen, MNort bobs his bead in time to the

TEUMFS ~» ka~bump, ka-bump, ka-bump, I'll g0 inssne if I git

here much longar.

INT KITCHEN DAY 14 f
In the kitohen, Mort takas a can of Coke out of the £ridge and
knocks it shut with his Rip. Ha notices a stack of papsr on the
counter and bands over, not Yucagnizing it. It's spotted with
cranges joice and a few coffas groundsx, but tha title page is

#till eloar:

Secrot Wipndow, Sacret Garden
by Jobn Shooter

How'd it do that? He threw it out. In the background, MRS, \\
GAVIR, the cleaning ledy, brings the cvanistar vacuum to a ¢rash-
lapding on the living room floor, visible through the opsn door.

¥rs. Gavin tzesats Mert with the cverly kind, somewhat irritating /
concarn one gives a victim of a terminal diszeass,

HEE. GAVIN
I found ona of your stories lp the
trash, Mc. Rainsy. I thought you might
want it, so I put 1t on the counter.

’ MORT
1 sae that.

Curicus, he turns over the title page and picks up the
manuscript. As bs reads the [irst few santences, we craep
closer to his face and hear his ignar voice:

MORT [V.O.) (COWT'D)
Todd bowney thooght that & wopas wio
vould staal wyour love when your love
wvas really all you had was not zuch of
& woxan.

Hort's brow furrows. His voice reads con.

MORT (V.D.] {CORT'D)
Ao tharerors decidad to k311 her. BHe
vould do I In the deep coxoer formed
wvhary the Bouse xod barn came together
At an saxtreama azyle.
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CONTINUED: b

2 leok approachimg panic crossss Mort‘s face.

NORT [Vv.0.) (CONT'D)
He would do It where his wila Xapt 2ar
garden, the garden she loved Hors tian
she loved him,

Mort's srm twitches ont sway Irom hin, almost luvoluntarily ~-

MORT {cont’'d)
Oh shit.

~« and be slams the maasuscript back down on ths counter, just to
get it awey Irom bim, xnocking over his can of Coke in the

process.

HORT (cant’d)
oh SHIT! ' '

Mrs. Guvln comes ic & hurry, sorveys the situation, sees that
it's just spilled Coke, and grabas a towsl,

MRS, GAVIE
Thark God. FProm the sound of you I
thought you'd cut your own throat] Let
ms get thix, that's my job,.

HORY
I'm sorzy, I=

He moves out of ths way, and the Zirst tbing she does is pick up
the manuseript and put it back in his hands., Moxrt looks down at
the fucking thing in irritstion, can't get away from it., Fow
it'p stainsd with Ccka too.

HRS5. GAVIH
I'll waks vare of this, Mr. Rainey, you
go on back to work., ZEvervbody's
weiting for your naxt opus, ne
incliuvdad.

' . BORT
? didn't wyite thig,

MRS. GAVIN
{soving to the sink)
*Saumea.

KQRT
It's not ming,

MRS. GAYIW
Obh. I thooght it was.
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MORT

Mo, it says John Shooter. RIght haxe.

02/1272003
i1

He holds up the titls pags and she favors it with a pelite,

alightly confused glancs,

MRS. GAVIK
Ah hat. Taought it was one of those

vhatchacalluns., Pasudonamss. Or nyms.

NORY
T don't use cne. I never have.

HRS. GAVIN
I can't imagine why you wounld. II X

could write stories liks you Y wouldn't

hide babind some made up name, that's

for aure.

MORY
Somebody else wrote this story.

MRE. GAVIN
Okey dokey then.

She bends down to clsaz up thes scda on the floeor,

Mort looks at the atary, still in his 2ands. He's afraid of it

IX? 8TUDY LRY

CUT TO»
12

A chalr BANGS down on the floor of the study, naxt to ths book

pase wall.

CLOSE ON the spirze of a book on a top shelf -~ “Fvarybody Drops
the Dime, * the suthor's last pams is Rainey. & hand grabs it.

The book THUNES down on tha deask, turns toward us.
zutler’'s name on the front cover -- Morton Ralney.
ward “Storias.? )

rull
Plug the

Mert's finger skime the tabla of gontants. RAbout a dozen
stories hara. The finger stops at one called “Sowing Season.”

Pages riffle by, stop st the first pags ¢f “Sowing Seaspn.™

Hort starex down at tha page, doesn’'t bother to sit.

Two push~

ins now, oaa toward the pags, cne toward Mort's facs as he rsads

it. Again, his fmner volce:

o

A T e 0 R e
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CONTINUED: 12

NORT (V.O.)
A woman who would steal yeur love when
your Jove was all you had wvasn’t muck
of & yoman -- that, &t least, waz Tommy
Havelock's opiglon,
{aloud, a baif-whisper)
He decidad to kill Ber.

Mort sage into the chair, still reading.

MORT {cont-d}

mk m‘ld

{inner volce again)
Ee evep Xnew the place ke would do it,
the saxact place:

{aloud)
tha little paitch ol garden

{innar voice)
she kspt in the extreme angls formsd
viere the house and the barn came
together., The gardsn zhe loved more
than she Jovad bim,

Mort sits forward sgein, SLAPS Bhootex's ttcsy.daun on the desk
on his left, the book naxt to it on bis right.

He rasds, Compares seantences,

Pages flip, middle of ths story now. Things are moving faster,
Jompy .

More pages, near the end, Mort's Zace is sweaty, he's grianding
his teath.

Last page, shit, this got worse and worss, he shoves them both
away from him end sits back, bresathing hard. He stares for a
mament, shockad still -—- _

-- and then zmaps out of it and starts ssarching the desk,
slmost frantic. Doors rip open, ars riflaed and slamuced shut,
papers covarturnwd, swept asids. Dig, dig, dig, past Junk mail,
papers clips, cancallad checke, old Dorltos., PFipally, 1ifting up
a thick, heavily marked manuscript, he uonsarths the mother loda.

A sun-faded, nearly flattened old peck of LaN's. Mozt lets go a
bappy GASP, picks theam up and pokes them opan,

Three clgarsttes ars lined up neatly inszide, only a little
aquashed,

A& mateh flarss, touches the tip, Mort sugks bhard and the tobaves
ORACELES with age.

T e e e
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CONTINUED: (2} 12

Mort =its back in the chair, sxhales a ¢loud around his head.

A thought is right thers ins the front of his brain. Hs turas

and loaks &t Pump, gives the thought Presth.

MORT (cont'dq)
{& touch defensive]
I didn‘t stsal it.

Bump inst staraes back.

MRS. GAYIN (0.B.)
Mr, Ralney? '

Nort looks up, startlsd. Mrs., Gavir 1z in the doorway, jacket
en, purse in hand., Mort darts the cigarstta hand down balow the

dazk x¢ she dosan’'t ssw.,

¥RS. GAVIR {cont'd}
I'm all dora.

NORYT
Okay, thapks. Thanks a lot. 5See you
next time,

Ha looks back down, hoplng sha’ll leave, but she stays thers for
a moment. She SKIFFS the alr lightly, then locks at him with

big =zad eyes.
She SIGHS and he locks back up.

MRS, GAVIN
Mr, Rainey, I just want to say-

: MORT
{no, plasse don't}
oh"i

MRS. GAVIN
Some women don’t know a good thing when
thay got it. Soms women don't know
they got the whola world when it's
right in front of their nose. Thers,
that's Lit, not snother word from me.
Would you liks me to make you something
Lo sat?

MORT
Rops, thanks, I'm good, thank you,
that']ll do it, saa you next time,
thanks.
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CORTINUED: {3) 12

HRS. GAVIN
You'rs a good man, ¥r. Rainey.

She suiffs once pore, shakas hsr head sympathetically, and
leaves. Immadiately, Mort briogs the ¢igaratte back up and
takes another deep drag. He looks down at the two stoxies on
his desk. ¥®ack over st Bump, who is staring at him sccouslngly.

MORT
I didn't atesl it.

IueT LIVING ROOM DAY 13

BANG! 'The door from the study smacks epen, Mort staggers iates
ths liwving roocm, dizzy from the swmoke, sucklng the cigarstis
haze in here with him. He starts foy ths kitchen, spots the

couth =«

~~ and swarvas in mid-stride right toward it. He Larks his shin
on the coffes table on the way, CUREES under his breasth, =strips
his bulky wristwstoh off kis wrist, dumps it on the table and
collapres ents tha couch, Jato 1t, almost, as if its gravity is
thrss times that of the rest of the planet. It pulls him right
down iato its deepest recesses, his face burler ln pillow.

Bump barutiphs to the floor in frent of the firsplaca, always
game for & nap. Mort cetches eyes with hlm.

MoRY
Did It

And hies syes xoll back ioto his bead &g slesp sucke hin in,

CoT TO BLACK,
IN THE TOPAL BLACK, 14
w2 hear & man wvalking, scrapilng his way through hard, rustly
staiks of sometbing., He's jn & -~
BYR CORR FIELD DAY 15

~= corn fleld, and the person walking is Mort., Hs seems lost
among the tall rows of corn, can't find his bearings. Hs feels
something sbarp and loocks down at his axm. A line of blood
traces through the tarn siesve of his shirt, He's pozzled.

Wineing, he locks down at his cther arm. The sharp corn tassles
axe peraping him, ancther line of blood seaps through his laft

Siseve ax he looks. Hs shoves the sleevs up, revesling not Juxt
one but & ball a dozeap watchas op Ris wrist, and avery cns shows

52 differant time,.
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CONTIRUED: ' 1%

Ahsad of him, the cozn on both sides of the row shakes and
rustles. AMY RAYNEY, mid-thirties, the females half of the saked 3

souple from the opening, asteps out from oone side.

John Shooter ataps out frem tha othsr. BPoth of them hold

knives.

SHOOTER )
I‘m confidant I can taks cars of this

business.

They walk toward him,

SHCOTER {coat’d)
T'm sure that, in tims, your death will
be a mystary.

AMY
Bvan to us.

Mort turns to run, but a hand, Amy's hand, reaches out and grabs
him by the belt. Ha falls to ths greound, sees only dirt and
dark down hers at the bottom of the stalks, but then thare's
something bright, brillisnt-bright, it's & knifs.

Shoctar hands it to Amy, he grabs Mort's face roughly and foxces
open his right eye. Amy raises the Xunife, Mort BCREAMS, the
kxnife flashes acrogs his eyeball and just as auddenly as
everything went black it suddenly flashes --

INT LIVING ROGM EAY 1&

== white and loud, really loud, a bell ringing, like a class
bell, on and on and it won't stop. MNort's eyss pop oapan wide
and he sucks ia bils breath and now he's bathed in sweat and
panic and has no idea whezre be 18 or how much tinme haz passad,
but the reason for the sweat and the bright is sesasy enough, it's
the blinding midday spun, pulvariging his face through the big

living room windows. The ringing stops.

Mort sits up, looks & wreck. The ring again, but this time »
regular ring, a telephone. Ee answars.

RORT
inap voloe)
*le?
ANY [D.8.}
Helle, Mort,

Hert freazes, and that visible blanche combinegd with the wotnan’s
volice ghould tell usg it's the ex.



i5. G2/1272003

16 CONTINUED: 16 i

C AMY {0.5.) [CONT’'D]

Eslla?

HORT
Yaak.

AMY [0.B.)
Are you all right?

MORT
02 course I'm all right. Why wouldn't
I be all right?

i7 Imw AMY'S XITCHEN DAY 17

Close on Amy Rainey's face. FBSha's sitring at the table in her
Xitochen, & cordless phone presssd to her ear. She's tense, aot
an enjoyable rall for hear sither.

2KY
T don't know, I —- it's junst, you'rs
alone up thers, aaything could happen
and nobody would Xnow.

, 1'd know.

ANY
Right,

18 iRT MORT'S LIVING ROOM DAY 18

An avkward psuse. #Mort wipss his forebead. Looks &t kisg hand,
it's dripping sweat. He soltens his tens.

MORTY
I'nm fine.

AMY {0.8.}
Hey, what's up with the roof? Did Grag
Carstairs agver gat off his ass and-

MORY
¥ky'd you call, Amy?

i3 IRT AME'S RITCEER DAY 13

Further back from har now, sseaing the whols kitohan. Tt's nics,
this is an expensive houss sopeplace., Amy's on the phone in the
oo backgzround., In the foreground, & few picturss hang on & wall.
; Weird apacea in the picturs wall, some have bean taken dowm
.‘. recaeptly and thare hasn't been suough new living yet to £i11 the

apaces.
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15,
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CONTIHUED:

AKY
gcut past the bullshit, buh?

¥e avswver. 5She gets up and walks towayd us,

AMY {cont’d}

T bad one of those fealings I get, I
kXnow you thizk they're stupid and you
don’'t balisve them but I believe them,
and I had -~ I was making e sandwich
and I got thix sensation that you...
that you might not ke okay. T held off
for a whiles, I thought it'd go away,
but it didn't,

{leans in thke door jamx)
8% hers T am.

InT MORT 'S LIVING ROOM PAY 20

NORY
I sas.

Hs pleks his watch up off the coffes table and looks at it idly.
It's one thirty.

MORT (vont’d}
Right. Well. I don't know what to
tell you, ‘veapt I'a fine.

ANY {0.8.}
And nothing welrd happened or anything?

Mort flips the watch over in his hand, locks at the back side,
There's an engraving thare -~ “I Zove You, Amy. "

He besitates. Wall, somathing weird did happesn, but she's kinda
the last peracn he wants to tell about i, gtill...

KORT

Do you ramspber “Sowing Season?”
AMY {0.3.)

Huh?
KORT

My story. The cue whare the guy-

AMY [0.5.}
3 remembar. NOL ons of my favoritaa.

noET
Good o Xoow.

et e AR ARt
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17 25 %
. 20 CONTIRUED: §
j AMY (0.8.) (
- Well, it was kiads hostile, den't you
Ebink?
MORY
You know, I sc mise your construchive
criticism.
AMY {0.85.}

{this is headsd south)
What about the story?

MORT
Do you remsxber me writing it? I mean,
do you think it's possidle that I
was... isnfinenced by anybody, or
anything iz particular while I was

doing it?
21 Ny ANY'S BOOSE DAY

Bven further back, down & long ball with ample rooms on sither
side. This I & zice house, Any's still coming towerd us.

2l

N AMY .
s Othar than Maker's Mark?

MORT {0.8.)
Yeah, I know, that's why I can't
remsmier, I was still drinking than.

AMY

{glances at a clock oz the

wall}
I don't know. Lexms see, You got
weird on that one, wrots it mostly at
night, I think. You‘d thrash arourd
and than get up and work on it till
hraakisst.

Bhe ruaches & window at the front of the house, bands down and
locks outside. .

ANE {cont’ d)
What do you mwan “ipfluenced?™

22 INT MORT'E LIVING RCOXN DAY 22

MORT
I don't know,

. (\ AMY (0.5.}

Liks by ancthasz story?
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KORT
rorgst it.

AMY'E BOUBE DAY 23

Any can tell somsthing's up. ‘

24 INT

AMY

(gravely)
Mort,.. did it bappen moxre than caoe?

NORT [0.5.)
I den't kaow, ’

{quickly)
He, it didn't. Bever xuind, forgst it.

MORT'S LIVIBG ROOH DAY Co24 .

Mort bssitates, sowmething else on his mind.

Sing.

MORT
{don't ask this, don’t do it,
don't do it}
How's Tad?

AMY (0.8.)
He'y fine.

NORT
Ma and bim sbhould have a drink some
time, wo've bean to a lot of the saue
placas.

Bruse.

ARY (0.8.)
What was that for, me uaying I dida‘t
like your story? -

MORT
I gotta go.

any
Sc do 1.

Aut rpobody hangy up. Mort chewas dis lip, doesn't want to ask
poRsthing, pan't balp it.

MORT
Ea's thers, i=n't he,

AMY (0.8.)
Ho. We're not togather.
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CORTIRUED: 2§
Hopa crosses Mort's face and gives the game avay -- Le atill
wants her back.
MORY
Tou're not?
AMY (0.5.)
Uk uh.
NORT
I mea.
{paunsa, trying to keep the
elaticn out of his volve)
Wall, I'd be lying if I sedd I was
sorry Lo heay that.
IRT AMY '8 EOUSE DAy 25

Amy looks confused for a moment, then reslizes the conclusion
Hort hae drawn and winces.

ANY
¥o, Mort, what I meant waz,.., I asant
wa'yre not togethar at the moment. He's

coning ovar latar.

INT CARIN DAY 26
Hort blinks. Fesls like an asshols, which makes him anyry
agalin,
AMY (0.8.)
{defensive)
Be hardly sver comes hazrs. I go to his
placsa.
HORT
Cool. fThanks for sharing.
ANY {0.5.}
¥ell, don't ask then. It was working
just fine that way.
Xy RMY'S EOUBZE DAY 27

On the eidewalk now, in front of Amy's house, & beautiful old
Victorias in Rivardale. She's visible ip an upstalrs window,
checking cutside aguin. The conversation continues as = purply
BM¥ pulle up intos the forsground.
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CONYINURD: a9

MORT {0.8.)
You should kReve him over mors. It's a
nice house. I like it. I love it,
that's wiy I bought it.

A man getz out of the caxr. TED, the mals half of ths naked
couple, gets out and heads toward the house, waving to the

upstairs window.
INT ANY'S HOUSE - UPSTAIRS HALL DAY 28

Amy turps awvay frem the window abruptly.

AMY
Gocdbys, Mort.

InT HORT'B LIVIRG ROOM DAY 29

Mort hangs up hard without ancther word., Hs grabs at the air in
intense frustrstion, why did I do that, why did I fuck it up
liks that, what is the matter with me.

HORT
Fack fpoking stupid stupid...

Ee grabs a walking =ztick that's propped in & corner. Srnatchas
heavy shirt off a hook. And the front door SLAMS behind him,

In front of the fireplace, Bump lifty his hesad, mildly
indignant., You can't go for a walk without me.

coT TO:

EXY EATHE BY THE LARE DAY 30

A rock skips two, three, four times across the smooth surfacs of
the lake, Mort strides along the lake path, trying to walk off
the phene wall. :

He reaches & place wbers the lakeside path forks. He takes ths
right~bhand branch climbing a stsep bank back up to the road. As
he reaches the top, ths sun cones ocut frox behind a cloud and
his own long mhadow appears in front ef him, leading him
forward, pointing the way --

~- toward the pair of dusty ysllow work shoes at the top of the
hill. John Bhooter leans againat hiz old Pord statlion wagen,
armg folded across bis chest, waiting, am if he knaw all along
Mort would arvive at thie spot, at this tips.

Kort dosga’'t allow himeself to stop, But can’'t help a littls
biteh iv Rhis stride. He siopz about six feut short of Shootary,
cpans his mouth to spesk, but the othsr man speaks first.
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30  CONTIRUED: 30

SEOOTER
¥ou raad lt#

Hort stares at him. Hiz fingers tighten on the walking stick.

MORT
1 4id.

SBOCUTER
I imagine it rang s bell, didn‘t it?

o
It cartainly 4id4. When did you write

it?

SHOOTER
I thought you'd ask that.

MORT
Well, sure. That'x the whole polnt,
isn't it? When two writers show up
with the sama story, it's all about who
wzote the words first. Wouldn't you
sey that's true?

"l!f? SEOQTER
1 supposs I would. I suppozxe that's
vhy I came all the way up here from
Kispigsippl.

A car approaches, a Scout. HMort turns, waves to the driver, TOM
GREENLEAF, ap alderly man in & flannel shirt. Tom waves back.

Shooter raises a hand alightly, tips a finger in Tom's direction
in & practiced, country sort of way. Then turns calmly back to

Mort.

SHOOTER {cont’d)
How what were we saying?

MHORT
Ws wers trying to establish provenances.

That mexny-

SHOGIER

I kpow what it means, I know I'm

wvearing shitkickar clothex and driving "

4 shitkicksr car and I voms from a long i

line of shitkickers and maybe that . |

makas me a shitkicker mysel®, but it {
- doesn’'t nscessarlly make me a stupid |
; shitkicksx. }

vl

it i o
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CONTINUED: {2} i

MORT
Let's cut past the bullsbit, ckey?
Whan did you write the story, Mr.
shootar?

SROOTER
Maybs sy name’'s not Shootsr. Maybe
that's just & psn nanme.

MORT
Well, what's your rsal cne?

SHOQTER
I didn‘'t say it wasn't; I oanly said
maybe. Either way, that's not part of
our businassus.

He stops, aguints up at & ¢loud, watchas it move past the sun.
Mert follows his gaze, thsn turns and shakes his head -~ vhy am

I even talking to this guy?

BEOUTER {cont'd}
Seven ysars agd. 1995,

Mort suppresses tha surge of viotery that runs through him.

EORT
Why'd you walt so long? My book of
short stories was published in '96,
that's 8iX years ago,

SHCOTER
Because J didn't know. Didn't run
across it till T was on a bus trip to
Jackson six months ago., 8alling my
dalzry farm to a fella up there cums a
lot of dairy farms in Mias'ippl. Been
thinking with & littls more monay, I
gould write days, whan my mind’'s fresh,
inxtead of just sfter dark. DPloked
your book off one of them wire racks in
the Raxall, just grabbed the first book
my hand happeaned on. I zead the first
half a dozen stories the way up. I
didn't thisk tkey werse any grsat
#haked, but thay passad the tioe,

MORY
. Thank you.
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30 CONTINUED: (3] 30

(‘ SHOOTER
' (studies him for a sscond)

Wasn't offering you any real
complimant .,

MORT
¥Yeah, I got that,

SHOOTER

{shrugs;
Anyway, I read two mors golag back...
and then that ons. My story. BRow'd
you get it? That's what I raally want
to know, BEow in hell did a big-money
scribbling asshole 1ike you get down to
a little shitsplat town in Missiseippi
and ptesl my goddaw story? I'd like to
know why, tco, unlsss you stola all the
other onas as well, but the how of
i+°11 be encugh ta satisfy me right

now .

MORT
{plazed off]

“IIL?X brop it.
EHOOTER

Drop it? ODrop It? What in hell do you
nean, drop it?

MOBT

You said you wrote your story in 1385,
1 wrots mine in lats "52. It was
publishad for the first time in June of
1993, in a magazipes. Nice try, but I
beat you by twe years, Mr. Shooter, or
whataver your name is. If anybody's got
a2 bitek about plaglarism, it's ma.

Shooter moves fast, grabs hold of Mort's upper arms, hard, hin
thombs really digging in. He spins him arxound, SLAMS him
against the car and leans into his face, foreshead to forebead.

SHOLTER
You lis.

HORT
The fuck I do.

Not one to be pnshad around, Mort lunges Iforward against
- Shootar, sending him stumbling two or thr=e steps backward,

Shootar tenses, about to rush forward, then forcibly stops

himself, just stands thers, wveins bulging with Iary.
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30  CONTINUED: {4) 30

l'i[fx SHOCTER
' Prove it.
HORYT
I dep't bhave to prove a thing to you,

go look for yourself. Ellery Quesu’s
Mystery Magazine, June, 1953.

BHOCTER
And how am I supposed to find that?

HORY
Hell, I'll give you one. It's at any,
ub my wife's house in town. I'va got
sverything I wrots down thers.

. SEOUTER
“Your wife's houss?™ What the hell
doss that mean?

MORT
What do you think, you fucking cracker?
I'm in ths middle of & divorce.

- Pausa, BShooter contemplates strangling Mort to death.

.~ SHOOTER

We keap on this way we're gonns have a
right,

MORT
fnot fearful, juat direct)
I don't want that.

SBOOTER

Part of you doss, Part of you wants
just that., You strike ms aa the kinda
guy who's on tha ‘lockout for & head he
can kanook off with a shovel. But what
you don't anderstand is that if we do
start to fight, it's not gonna end
until one or the other ¢of us is dead.

HORT
{low and evean]
I bave had & bad fucking six wonths,
pal. Really.., fry me.

SHOOTER
{studies him) ’
‘[Vm\ This other houss., The one your wife
' has now. It's dowunstatse?



30 COMTINUED: (5}

- 25,

MORY

Hone of your business.
SHOOTER

Haans yes. £he's thare now?
MORT

Nons of your businass.
SHCOTER

Heans 7.

{thinks)

I'll give you three days.
NOR?

That's vary ganercus of you.
SHOOTER

Don't you make light of me, scn., I'm
trying my best to hold my temper, and
doing a pretty good job of 1t, but -«

D2/12/2003

He lsans over and reeches through the cpen window of his car.
Mort tenses and takes a stap back.

MORT
What are you daing?

EEDOTER
Just gettin' m'smokaz. Hold your
water.

36

He pulls hip arm out of his cazr, a red package of Pall Mallw in

hig hand.

He shakss one out,

MORT
T don't zmoke.

SEOOYER
{lights up}
Three days. Y¥You call your ex end get
her to send you the magazine with your
gtory in it, 1f there is such a
magazine. And 1'll be back,

MORT
I don’t want to call hber.

BHOOTER
‘Course you don’t. There ilsn't any
magazine, is why; I think we both know
that.

offerg apother to Nort.
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30  CORTINDED: {§) 19

.C | NORT
IZ I show it To you, you'll go back te
wherever the hall you came from and
leave m8 alone? I mpan, is thiz sven
worth it or am I wasting my time?

Shooter goes to the door of his car and opens it.

SEROATER

Right is right and faiy is fair. The
2irgt thing is to gat yon to & place
whars you see I have remally got you,
and you can't wiggla out of this mnass
ths way you've probably been wiggling
out of the masses you'va made all your
life. That's tha 2irst thing.

He gets in the car and slams the door.

SEOOTER fcont’'d)
The second thing is the real rsason I
coma,

MORT
Th huh. And what's that?

‘-- - SHOOTER

We'll gat to it. MHsantims you think
about what's right and what's fair and
how things oughbta eand.

MORY
Okay.

{pauss)
You realize you'ce imsapa, right?

' SHOOTER
You didn't think anybody'd evar catck
you out, did you?

Hs hits the gas and pulls away, leaving Kort standing slenme by
the edge of the road, anveloped in swirling dirt and dust.

MORT
{shouts after him}
Always a plsasure to msst a resader!

SO T

31 INT CABIN -~ KITCHEN PAT X1

- Lunch. A bowl of scup and a can of peaputs. Untouchaed.
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CORTINORD: 31

Mort'x Biltting at the kitchen tabla, srms folded on it, staring
down inte the chicken noodle, unmoving. Bump the dog sits pext
to the tablae, lovking at Mort, then at Mort's food, then at
Mort, then at Mort's food, TYou dons with that?

rinally, Mort turns, looks across the reom. At the telephons.
He stares at that for a while, then looks bask intso his soup.

MORT
{like n kid}
I don't wanna nall hez.

Ha looks up at ths clock over the aink. 4:12.

Hs turans, looks through the opan door to the living room. He
seos the couch. GCazes longingly at the couch, maors like.

Ha turns snd locks at Bump, who's staring up at him expectantly.

Mort locka batk at the phons. Than back at Bump., Bamp stands
up ~- we doing somathing?

MCRYT (cont’d)

{tc Bump)
Yo, no nap., I give her a call abont

the nagazine, Then I write some nmore
crap for a couple hours, tien I get to
take a nap. Right?

Bump TURNS and limps toward the door. Obvicusly not getting any
food from thls joker.

MORT (cont'd)
Ssriously, Bump, let's gat t& werk.

Bump reaches the kitchen door and pushes through a doggie door
at the bottom, headad outside.

MORT [cont’d)
Ho wonder vou'rs not published.

inr LIVIHG ROOM DAY a2

In the living room, a phons BANGS down oa the goffes table.
Mort sits on the couch, staring at it.

Looks to his left, to the plllow, which still holds the
indentation whers his head rasted during his lasst nap. He looks
back at the phona and CLAPE his hands togather purposslully.

MORT
Right.
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CONTINUID: 32

He reaches for the phona =-

-~ und unplugs the csrd, He lies back on the couch, ssttles the
pillowe in their familisr pesitions, gets them exactly right,
ene light punch in the centazr for the dent ~-

-= and he lets his head fall slowly cnto it as darkness Oraeps
in around the coraners of the screen, washing the whole thipg -«

HLACK.

INT CABIN - LIVING ROOM KIGHT 23

Nighttime in the cabin, Hort's syes are satill closed and his
head ip drifting, rolling, lolling off the couch, but as hs and
hiz body rsazh the sdga, thare’'s nothing underneath, no floer,
just a sheer dropoff that gives way to a8 rocky path & hundred
feat balow. He loses his balance on the wdge of the souch and

falls, SCEEAMING —-
~- to the floor., Hice way to wake up.

He sits up, loocks around, orienting himself., Night fell whilse
ke was aslesp and be's in a darkensd houss. Re climbs back onto
+he gouch, turus on & light. Sguintz at his watch., 10:24.

He’'s slept for six hours.

MORT
Shit,

He sits back on the couch, rolls his head. Ee's horribly stiff,
He notlces the phone in froant of him, remembars ths call he's

besn avodding.

HORT {eont’'d)
Tanxted rested and ready.

He picks up the receiver, is momentarily puzzled by the lack of
dial tons, then remembars he pulled thse cord. He gets up and
gows tso pick it up, then freezes.

From thig angle, he can see cut the front window, to thas porch.
He's leooking st the garbage cabinst, and there's something on
it, Two somethings, actoally, a white somathing and a dark

somathing.

Still not plugging the phome in, ke gets up and heads for the
doozx.

=T PORCH RIGHY 34

The porch light comss on. Mcort walks out the front door and
stops dead in his tracks, staring straight ahead,
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CONTINUED: 34

The whits something ploned to the garbags cabipet is an 5 1/2 by
i1l shest of typing paper. A fsw werds are printed on it ie big,

bold, esasy to read strokes:

YOU EAVE THREE DAYS.
I AN RO2 JOXING.
¥o POLICSE.

Mort's eyes move slightly to the lsft, to the other wometbing.

The other something is Bump. Mort's dog 15 pinned to the door
of the gsrbage cabinat with a screwdriver. Dead.

MORT
Oh God] Obh Jeorus!

He whirls around suddenly, adrenaline pouriang into his
blocdatruan. He SHOUTS inte the darknsss.

MORT (cont’d)
WHERE ARE YOU?!

His head swivels, he looks six dirsctions all st onve.

MORT [comt’d)
GET OUY EERE, ¥YOU 508 OF A BITCH! SHOW
IOUR FACE, TOU PUCKING COWARD! :

Ho response. Nort stands there, hands curled into fists, ready
Tor a fight, but the only one willing to angage him is & dog

that BARXS in the distance.

He turns and looka back at Bump. He's alona, all alone, not
avan A pat anymore.

MORT [wont’d)
Ch po... oh Bump...

Ha approaches the garbage cabinst, his stomach relling over en
him. ¢Cold swaat breaks out on his forehead as ha gotsz gloser.
Bump's haad is cocked far to the laft, Her teeth ars bared and
her tongua's hanging out., Thers's a little bleocd around the
Blade of the scrswdriver at the point where it was érivan inte

har yuff.

HORT [eont’d)
Ch God, Bump... I'm 8o sorry you... Oh,
Rump .

Mort crumplas up the sheet of paper, stuffs it in his back
pocket, then puts his hand op Bump'a chest., The body shifes
slightly, still hanging oo the screwdriver. Mort grimaces,
thinks he might peuk, but nesds to finish this.
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CONTINUED: (3] 3%

He olosas hisz other hand arcund the sorewdriver’s chipped red
handle and pulls it fres.

He toésas tha screwdriver asids and flips open the doors of tha
garbage cabinat. He tosses the lid olf ons of the trash cans
and gentiy places Bump's body inside, tears rolling down his

chesks. Ha whiapars.

MORT {cont’d)
I'11l bury you in the moraing, girl.

He gently zreplacas the garbage can lid, ¢loses the dooy, and
turns around, psaring out into the night. He's cut there

somewharg in the dark.

HORT {cont’d)

I'll get you foxr this. .
{shouting at the top of his /

lungs)
I'LL PUCKING GET YOU FOR THIS!

IRT CABIN HIGET 3s

CLICK! The front door locks, dsadbol:t turns.
SLAM! Mort closes the badroor window, turns the lock om top of
it.

Anothar CLICE, twe oI 'em, this time the back door, both locks,
and for good measurs Hort slides a chair up undar the kneb.

Two mors windows, the roof access panel, and the house is
sscured,

Mort stands in the middle of the living room, bremthing hard.
What was once a rafugs doesn‘t sesm s¢ anymora.

coT T0:

EXT BACK YARD DAWN 36

Mort is silhouetted against the dawn, digging in the dirt pateh
bahind the houss, the one whers itz old apd new seotions coma

together in an L.

He shovelg sarth back intec a smsll grave, He finishes, tamps it
down, and looks out &t the lake, into the tiery sun.

Ha's swsaty and angzy, but coalm., Ee looks down st the shovel in
his hands, hsfts it. '
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CONTIRUED: 3¢

Shootar was right, Mort would clock somebody with a shovel if he
got the chance, and that somebody ls John Shooter,

cUr T

iRT SHERIFF'S OFrrICE DAY 37

A large badgs, painted on & storefront wiandew ia town.
Undernsath the badgs ths words TASHMORE LAEKE SHERIFF'E OFFICE,
but we'ya inside the office, 2¢ ths letters ars backwards to us,

' DAVE NEWSOME {0.8.)
Pupp?! He killed Buap?

Mort xits across tha desk from DAVE HEWSOME, ssventy or =so,
wearing jeans and a shariff’s shirt. Dave works on his

neadlapoint while ha valks.

MORT
Last pight, maybe arcund nine, I was
asleep. Ha left this,

Ko slides the nots scoross the desk, the warning that was stuck
to the cabinet naxt to Bump. Dave lsans over and rsads it,
#%ill doing his neadlepoint. He shakes his hesd and TSXS,

DAVE NEWSOME
"o police.” Anytime scmsbody goes and
writes “no police" that's just about
exactly the time & fells nesds to gst
#lmsel?f over to the police.

‘MORT
That's what Y figured., I've got &
detailed desoription of him, his car...
I didn*t gat the licenss plate numbar,
but it's from Mississippi.

He slidas another piece of paper across the desk to Kewsoms, who
dossn’t notive, what with the nesdlepoint and all.

DAVE HEWSOME
Got a sister-in-law in Migsissippi.

MORT
Anything you c¢an find sut about this
guy, I'd sure appreciate it,

DAVE NEWSOME
¥y brother's widow.

MORT
Sae 1f he bas a violent history, let me
know what I'm dealing with hers.

{¥ORE)
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37  CONTIRUED: : 37
MORT (cont‘d)
. (\ Of course, if you could find him and
talk to him, that’'s avenr batter.
{sliding it clozer)
Here’s tbhat descrip-
DAVE NEWSQOME
S0 you got yoursslf a2 membex of the
Crazy Folks trike.
NORT
(shrugs)
They pop up oncs in a while. Prics of
welling & few bocka. Anyway, hera's
that dexcription.
DRAVE NENSOME
killing a dog isn‘t like killing a man,
of fourse. Rot sura if it's sven a
crime, come to think.
RORY
Of vourse it is! What about animal
cruelty? Or at least destruction of
private property.
~, Hewsome stops his neadlspoint and rubs his bands in pain,
. v ' DAVE REWSOME
Keedlepoint. Can you belisve it? Doc
says it's good for the arthritis. I
must cut qguite an intimidating law
sntorcemsnt figurs, buh?
¥ORT
Yaah.
DAVE NEWSONME
{picks up psper and paen)
How, I'm golng to need a dssoription...
Mort leoks at him and --
cUz 0
3g EET HEW TORE CITY DAY 39

-~ there's an ocnexpscted cut, to the skylins of Manhattasn., The
camexra xipg over to = dask, wa're in an offica. XKEM KTLSCE aits 1
behind the dexXk, big beefy guy, tatioes under s Brooks Brothers
shire, formar RYPD twenty vears and a couple million later.

Brawn and businass together.

( C EELSCH

. Did you ateal it?
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3s CONTINTBD: 38
.‘ ' Mort is sitting wcross frcm Rim.
HOET
®hat? Xo!
KELSCH

Xind of an amazing coincidance, don't
you think? The stories bsing s¢ much
alike,

MORT
Well, cbvicusly, the ¢guy copisd it from
me., Whoss side sxe you an?

RELSCH
¥Yourse. But I ptill nesd to know the
truth, ¥hich kxind of situation ia
this, is he a regular wacke like you've
had befare, in which cases I can help,
or is this scmething you sheuld be
talking to your lawyer abont?

Mort ignores the slight blush that risss iz his cheeka, looks
Kan in ths aye.

o MORT

.’*“ ’ This guy is just crazy, XKen. That's
all it is.

Xen locks at him for a long momaent, declding whether or not to
believe him.

KELECH
Okay. What do you want me to do?

NORT
Halp. You handled that other lonatic,
Mada kim go away.

Relach talks fast and squeszes a strwsa ball, the polar opporite
of Dave Newsona.

XELECH
He wasn't tils crazy. That guy was
just an cbseasod readar who vouldn't
tell real life from ths crap you make
vp for a living, No offense. He
didn’t have & beel lika this one. ¥han
somebody thinks they've got a
. lsgitimate grievancs it ups the stsakas

( ~ about a hundred times. This guy

Shocter, did he threaten your life?
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.C MORT
Hot in 8o many words.
KELSCE
Well, he did breask a law with the dog,
but it doesn't seem to be a very
iwportant law in Teshmoxre Lake. Tour
Sheriff Hayssed must be & cat person,

MORT
Call me parancid, but I den‘t exaotly
feel nafe with an arthritic seventy
yeaxr olid local sheriff watching my
back, Will you halp ms out, Kant?

¥XELSCH
{chacking hia schedule book)
Ub... I'm on & trail-the~tall right now
but X think shs's onto me, I was gonna
bhand it off anyway. Christ, I haven't
slept in a weak. I got & corporate
loyalty thing I gotta be back for on
;ziday, but I could give you a couple
ays.

fﬂﬁﬁ He pulls a nete pad around and taps & discrest tims clock on his

." ' desk. Tick tick tiek, dollar dellar dollar. He picks up the
description Mort bas written cut and bagins to study it.

MORT
My story came out in & magazine a
wouple years bsfors he wrote his. I've
got a copy of the coriginal magazine at
duy's houss, I'um going to stop by and
get it on the way back upstats.

KELSCH
"Amy's house?”

Mort looks away. Damn, ancther perscn I haven't told yaL.

. BORT

We split up about six months ago.
ERLECH |

Shit. I'm sorxy.
MORZ

S0 am I.

C 1 KELSCH
: Amicable?
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38 CONTINUED: {3} 38
k\"i.
: MORD
o ¥ot at first. Better latsly.
¥RLSCH

What happened? Yeu finally nall one of
gour grouples at some book signing?

I'm pictering the Cmsha Barnas and
Hoble.

Mort just starss at him levelly. Unamused.

EXLSCE {cont‘d)
That was a dick thing to say. Rotten
profassion, smakes you into an
inzenaitive prick, I apologize. Tou

were aaying?

HORT
it's just proof Bhooter wants, =0,
fine, I'll get the magazine and shove
it in hie facs If that‘'ll get hia to
leave ms alons. Maybe you could cone
with me when I sbhow it to hin.

PN K»L8CH
3 Ho shi¢ I'm coming with you., Aond 4f I
‘ f#o much a5 don't like the way hes
breather, I got a .30 calibar dick 1'11
bury in his apsn.

Por the first time iz & while, Mort smiles. Peals in good
hands,

EELSCH {cont'd)
You remepber my rate?

Monr
{getting up to leave)
An obsoens fortune, zight?

EELSCH
Yaah, plus & little for inflaticn.
You'll see a klack Lincoln in the
drivewsy tonlght when you get home.
Don't frgak out, it's m:e, kesping an
sy® on things., Gest a goocd night's
slssp, you don't look a5 hot.

At the door, Mcort turns back,

( R MORT
| , Xen. That other guy, a coupls years
. ago. How'd you soare him off?
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CONTINUED: (4} a8

RBLECH
{dossn’'t lookx up}
You don’t waisna know.

KORT
Coms on, I might use it in & book soms

tine.

KELSCH
{laughs, etill dossn‘t look up)
Tou don't wanna know.

MORT _
No, xeally. :

Xelsch finally leoks unp. He's not laugbing any mpro%-:

KELSCH ‘
You don't want +o know.

‘o To:

Int MORT'S CAR DU3SR . a9

Mort drivas up the Wast Sides Highway &8 the sun zsts over the
Hudson. He sees the sxit for Riverdals, just north of the city.
He takes a deep breath. PFlexes his hande on the whael as he

staars the car off the highway.
EXT RIVERDALE JTREET DUSK 40

The sky is darkening on & streest in suburban Riverdales, imy's
neighhorhood., Mort's car turns & cornex and heads toward us.

INT MORT'S CAR DUSK _ il

¥ort reachez out and flicks on the lights. Thae car cresps to 2
halt acress the strest from Amy's houss. But Kort dossn't get

out,

Ea sits thers, staring., Changing to his point of view, we s2ee
what ha's staring at -~ a purplse BMW, parksd in front of his

houssa. Her house,

Mort stares at the car. Looks up to the house, seez s couple
iights on. One iy downstairs, might be the living room. The
other is upstairs. Could be the badroom. A shadow passas
behind the window shade in the bedroom. Thez anothar shadow.
There's two pecple up thare.

Mort gtares, The light in the badroom window flicks omt.
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CONTINUED: 41

Downstairs, one of the lights in the front of the bouse flicks
off. Sonmsbody opans ths front door -~ it's Tad, ready to laave.

He turns, calls back toc Axy.
Hort puts his hand on the gear shift, to get out of thars.

then he changesz his nmind, rsachss out and flicks off the
headlights instaad. Hunkers down a bit in the seat.

How tha other light in the fromt of the house flicks off and Amy
comas cut with Ted. Ehe's carrying a light bag over one :
shouldsr.

Mort watchezs as Ted opens ths passenger door for Amy and she

gety into hiz car. Ted comas sround to the other sids, gets
bebind the wheel of his purple BMW, and drives away with Mort's

wita.

Bort lets his head fall forward till it BANGS softly off the
staaring wheel.

But

LoT TO:

EXT CABIN NIGHT 42

SLAM! HMort parks in the driveway back at his cabin and climbs
ont of the car. 1It‘s black-dark, but there's enough of & moon

that be ¢an see Ken Eelsch’'s Town Car parked in his driveway,
juat as he sald it would be.

Mort walks over to it, feat CRUNCHING on ths gravel. As he
draus close, he sess Kalsch's outline in the driver's wseat.
He's uprlght, but not moving. In fact, he's slumped against the

driver's sids window,
Mort misses a step; he’'s thinking what we're thinking.

He walks closer. Eelsch's head is listing &t an odd angls.

Hort raises a hand to kneck on the window, he resaches out
slowly, doesa’'t really want to know the result, Xalsch is aither
going to turn and look up at him or Be's not, and if he doesn't,
tha Shooter problem is a lot bigger than bs thought. His hand
draws closer to the window, closer, it's an inch WAy --

~- aud Kelseh sits bolt upright and whips hie head toward Kort,
caught in a catnap.

RORT . KELSCH
JESTS CERIZT]

They ioth recoll and laugh too hard, breathe deeply as they get
ovsr it, '
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EORY
Scaread tha shit out of me...

Felsch gets out of the car, stretches. A little embarrassed,

RELSCH
Sorry about that. This week musta

finally osught up with me.

MCRY
rhis iz wexy resassuring.

KEL2CH

Relax, HEemingway -«
{checke his watch)
-- I was gut ten minutes, swear to God.

I alraady checked the place,
sverything's fine. Just waitling for
you to get back to let you know.

HURT
Tou sticking aronnd tonight?

KELECH
Fot unisss you want ma To.

Mort looks ovar at the house. Looks awfully dark and spocky
from hers. Be looks back at Ksn.

HCORT

{relustant)
I'm sure it's f£ine.

KRLSCH
Let's take one more look.

, MORT
3% you inaist.

INT CABIN RIGETY 43

Mort stands in the middle of the living room, Iaoking around.
The front door hangs open, all the lights are on in the place.

Esn's VOICE comes from upstairs, a loft-like area that takes up
half the houzs.

EEL3CE [0.8.)
¥o monsters up hers)

He oomms out of & bhallway and sztarts down the stairs.
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MORT
(making fun of himself)
pid you check under my bed?

KELBCH
Even ip ycur toy chest., I'li be back
in the morcing, start asking arcund io
town. Find out who else saw your

nutjob.

Hs reackes the bottom, takes his jacket off the banister.

MORD
Yom Greenlaatl.
XELBCH
Hok?
T MOR?

$tart by asking Tom Greenleal, hs lives
in town. 1 was talking to Shooter
yestarday on Lake Drive, about half a
mile north of wmy placa. Tom came by in
his Scout. Ee waved at us whez he went
by, and both of us waved back. Toa
mugt have gotten & good look at him.

EELSCE
Tom Grasnleaf. How do I get a held of

him?

MORT
Drop by Bowis's Store arcund nine,
that's when ba gets his coffee,

RELSCH

{hnading for the door)
Got it. Don't worry. Onces I Zind out
vhers this Shooter's steying, 1'll stop
in for a little freak-me-cut chzt, Use
the word "we" & lot., "W¥e know what
you're dolng." “We want 1t to stop.”
“We ‘re watching you."” Handy thing
about a schizophreni¢, it's pot bard to
convince ‘sx thers's a conspiracy.

HORT
Makes You thipk be‘a a schizophrenic?

XELECH
¥Well he ain't whet you vall normal.
Trust me, he’'ll kit the road ap hard
it'll hit back.
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Ext DRIVENLY HIGET 44

Eelsch gets back in his car and SLAMS tha door.

INT CABIN HIGHY 4%

Mort oloses the front door and hangs his ¢ar ksys on & hook, old
bhablt. Tosses his jacket over & chair. 2Alone now, Be turns =xd

looks into the cabin.

He walks further into the liviag room, under its cathedral
aeiling, toward the window.wall Iacing the lake. He can't sse
anything in the window sxcept bimsslf, the light from the lamp

makas it a mirror.

He looks at Bimxelf for a moment, spes hOw #cared he losks. He
csas the raflectiong of the swcond floor =~-

=~ and sees movament up thara.

Or was it a bat flying past the window cutsida?
Mort sping around and looks up to the loft.

EXT DRIVEWAY KIGHT 46

Kelsch's engine ROARS to life, his headlights £iick on.

Ine CABIN HIGET 47

Hort, standing in the middlae of the living room, licks his lips,
bis meuth gons dry., BHa's staring up at the loft. Bscavass of
its shade, the lamp down here throws most of its light upwards,
the verticel barp in the railing upstalrs throw sxagysratad
shadows on tha wall and ceiling, they look like bars of & jail

call.
Kort apeaks; it comes out is a soft croak,

HORT
Hello?

XY DRIVEWAE NIGHY &8

Tires spin on gzrsvel as Xalsach turns his car around and haads
down the driveway.

INT CABIN WIGET 49
Mort is still staring up at the loft,

NOoRT
I3 somebody up thare?
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CONTINUED:

Ko resaponse -~ agxcept for a a0t BCRATCHING sound from up thers.

Nort turns quickly, sees Xen's headlights flash past his Zront
windews and disappsar up the driveway. Xan's gone. DMort'sa l

aleos.

KOR? [cont- d)
{scftly)
3hit,

Es thinky =~ am I being ridiculous? Mayba, but why take
chanceas? He welks softly over to the firsplace, not sure why
he*s tiptosing, but moving stealthily. He reachass cut and
gently lifts ths ash-shovel from a rack of fireplacs tools,
considers it, then puts it down and takas the poker instead.

He turns toward the npstai:l, brandishing ths pokar, but
uncomfortable with It. Hs walks to the stairs.

And bagins to climb theam. Slowly. Deliberately.

He¢ ryeaches the second floor landing and panass, his heart
pomping in his shest, trying to breaths silently. The door te
the guest room i1z on his left. The door to the bathreoca is on

his right. 3Both doors are ajar.

Mort stands stock still, poker held aleft, sweat ruaning ous of
his hair and down 3is chwsks, atvempting to work up the nerve to
open one of those doors, but which one, which ons has ths prize,
or doas either one, and he's just about te go back downstairs --

~- whan ha hears it again., ZLooder this tipe, A definite
SCRATCHING scund from the upstairs bathroom.

His eyas widen. He turns his hsad ever so slightly toward it,
takes about tan asconds to tursn zix inches.

The SCRATCHIRG comes again... then silsnce.

MORT (cont’d}

{sudderly gquite loud)
I know you're in thare, Fuckhaad)

Ho answeI. Mort wipes sweat off the back of his neok with hia
free hand,

He takes a step forward., From bis sew angle, ba can just ses
through the open bathroomx door --

== azd ba sses Shootar,
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CONTINDED: (2} 49

¥ell, he saes a figure, Okay, it's impessible to say whether
it's Bhooter or not, but thers's a silhouetia in there, thers's

sozebody in there, and whe the bhall slse would it De? The
figure iw in the bathroom, just past the sink, pressed into the
far corner, and be too is holding a weaspon aloft, scmething long
and hard ip bhias bhand, just waiting to olock Kort over the head

with it.
But Mort hasx an advantage, Shooter appavantly hasa't seen him,

HORT {cont'd)
You picked the wrong writer to fuck
with! I've been wanting to kill
scmebody since last March and you'll do

am wall &5 anybody!

Ho angwaxy. No movsment.

Rort looks to the other door, through which a deouble bed ia
visible. Clearly a bedroom. Ha looks agais to the bathroom
door, pees Shooter still hiding in there, nearly the same

pesition.

Hort think=. Speake calmly, but the shake ia his wvolice bstrays
hix.

HORT [cont'd)
I knoew you're in the bedroom!

He takes a step toward the bedroom door, but his ayss are
darting like crazy te tha bathroom. ,

MORT (cont'd)
I'm sounting t¢ five! If wou'vrs not
cut of the bedroom by the time I get
there, I'm coming in swinging! You
hear ma?

He takes ancther stap toward the bedroom, now prassenting his
back to the bathroom door and pervous as hall abeut it, But the

man has a plan.

HORT (cont‘d)
Cne!l

Sweating profussly, he takes another step tc the bedroom door,
pow fnully in fromt eof it, his baok complsiely exposed to the
half-span bathroom door.

HORT {cont’d)
Two !

He closes hls fingers lightly areund the bedroom doorknob,
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CONTINDED: {3) 43

MORY [{cont'd}
Thyr-

He lets go of the bedroom door and suddenly launchas himsel?
backwvards, SLAMMING ipte the bathroom door with everything he's

gat,

IR TEE EATHROONW,

the door SLAMS into the wall hard snough to chop through the
wallpaper and pop the door's lower hinge. Mort plows inside
fast, stralght toward Shooter, poeker held aloft, RCARING with
rags, and Shootar's coming right baok at him, also with a raised
wéapon, eyes wide and insane, utterly iusane, his testh bared in

a killer's gxin.

Mert brings the poker down in a whistling overhand bleow and has
just snough tims to wince ss he realizss that Shooter is also
swinging & poker, and to rsalizs it isn't Shootar swinging at

all but it‘s him,
It's Jjust his reflaction.
Too late te stop, be SMASHES the poksy inte tha bathroom mirror.

50

The silver-backed glass sprays every which-way, twinkling in the
gloom, and the mediciue cabinet falls into the sink, its bent
door swong open like a gaping mouwth, spilling bottles of wough

syrup and iodine and Lysterine.

Hort reaches out and flicks on the light, surveays the damsage,
chest heaving. Ee laugghs suddsoly.

MORT
I killsd a fucking mirrox.

Ee's about to toss the poker aside when ha hears that ECRATCHING
scund again and somethisg moves in the tub behind him. He
whirls around and slashss sideways with the poker, tearing a
jagged gash throongh the corrugated plastic shower door and
knocking it off its tracks.

He raises ths poker over his shoulder, staps forward, and paers
into the shower.

A fisldmouse scurries frantically in the tub, dasperatealy trying
to claw its way up the smooth porcalain sides.

Mort looks at the poker in bis hand, He's gripped it so hard
thera are traces of blood whers his fingernaila dog intoc his

palx,

B s S T T
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CONTIRUED: 56

He yaachas out Witk bhis other hand, pries his own fingsrs off
tha handle, and tosses the poker aside with a CLANG.

He takes a hand towel from the rack, bends over the tuk, and in
one gquick gasture sooops the mouss into it, pinching the towsl
togethar at ths top.

He Tturns and walks out of the bathroom, past ths leaning door
with its popped hings, his shoss gritting on broeken mirror
glass,

INT CABIN -~ LIVING ROOM HIGHT Bl

Showing mors purpose than we've seen in a while, Mort comas
dovnatairs and heads directly to the little study in the back of

t+he housa.
INT CABIN - STUDY NIGE®

Mort BANGE on & light and searches the desk with one hand, ths
other still holding the towel with the SQUBAKING mouss insids
it.

Mozt finds what he was looking for ~- the ancient pack of L&M's,
vow down to just two half-flattensd cigarsittes.

82

IRT CABIN - LIVING ROONM RIGRY 53

Nort scoops up & box of fireplacs mstches from the hearth and
beads for the back door.

EXT CABIN -~ LAMKE BIDE HIGHT

Mort comes cut the back door of the cabin and stares out at the
wine-~dark lake, glinting under & half moon. He bends down and
cpans the towel, letting the mouse scurry off inte the safety of

the darkness.

¥ort stands up, shoves the L&M batwsez his lips, raises & match
to the soratchy sids of the box and gives it a long SCRAPE -

54

== which illuminates Joba Shooter (really thia time), standing
right beside him.

SEQOTER
Thought you didn’t smoks,

Xiraculously, Hort manages to hold the scresn of sheer terrox
inside his throat, the only physical evidence of his shook is
the hesitation in his match hand, which quivers a faw inches

from the end of bis unlit cigaratias.
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Bomshow, he mahsges to resums lighting the butt, shakes ocut the
match, and tosses it away. Hs takes a desp drag. It sesms to
calm him. He spesks levelly, but it'xz a spitless voice, smoks

choking bis lungs.

MORT
Pook it up recently for my beslth.

SHQOTER
How are you, Hrx. Rainay?

Mort axhmles a cloud of samocks.

HORT
I'm fins, Mr. Shuoter. How about you?

Mort's ayes ars searching, looking for some kiand of weapoz,

BEOQTER
I'm-a country falr. But I don't think
you'rs really all that well. Stealing
irom another man, that don't ssem to
bave evsr bothared you none. BSeing
Qaught up on, though... that sssms ta
havs given you the pure miserisw.

MORT
¥aat are you telking about?

SHOOTER
Well, it sounded like you pitched a fit
or something in there. Shonting...
whacking on things... or maybe it‘s
just that successfnl writers like you
throw tantrums when things don't go the
way they expect. Is that it, maybe?

KORT
The magazine with the story in it 1is at
my housze in town,

Mort's syes dart -- a lawn chair, & wtack of firewood, & zhovel
stuck in the dirt. A shoval! ’

SHOOTER
Why didn't you get it? You were down

thera teday, weren't you?

HORT |
How do you Xnow that?
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SEOCQTER
didn't you go inzids? ‘Stead of
just sittin in your car like s damn

fool?

Bhit. He followed ma. SiJEt. Mort tries to keep his volce
level as he starts to walk casually toward the shovel. 3hooter
woves with hinm, staying just barely is the light.

NORT
When I get the story and show it to
you, will you leava na alonas?

BROOTER

{lazily amumed}
Thezs isn't any magazine with that
stery in it, Mr. Rainey, You xnd ma,
we know that, Hot from 1953, thexre
isp't. How could there be, wben my
story wasn't there for you to staal
until 19857

NORT
God damn it, I 2id not steal your st-

SACOTER
Ko, pot all of it, true enough. ¥ot
ths best part,

. MORT
What 4o you want? Tell me! What in
the hell do you want?

SEOQTER
You want the sscond rszson I caxe, is
that it?

MORY
Yas!

Mort resches the shovel, turns se that he's in front of iz,
blovking its view from Shooter,

SHOOTER
I want you to fix it.

MORY
What?!

SROOTER

My ending. Tha ons you wrecksd., Can'‘t
decide what's worse, stesling my story
or ruining the anding.

{MORE )
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SEQOTER [(cont’'d)
Most important part of a stery, the
ending. Mines waz parisct, it was 2
real ending, npot that pheny crap you
shovad in.
. freciting with contampt}
“Ye Iooked in her eyes anpd sswv bher lace
ar be bad Lizst known 1t, as 1f it vers
ten years ago and pone of this had ever
bappened. He fell to the ground and
into ber embrace, down Ia the dixe,
down in the place where osw things
grow.” You have got to bs pardon my
language fucking kidding ne, Kr.
Rainey. Put it back the way it ocugh:

to bs.
HORT

I den't even remamber your ending.
SHOOTER

Ok, T bet you do. 1It's hard to forget.
{raciting from emcry}
*I know I can do it,” Todd Downey salid,
belping bimself to ancther esar of corn
from the steaming bowl. "I'm sure that
In time her death will be a systery
sves to xe.” That's how the story
snds, Pllgrim. It's ths pzly ending.
You'ra gonna write it for me and get it
publishad., And it's gonna have ny name
on it. Right has got to be put right.

Mort susaXs one hand behind his back, feeling for the shovel
handle. He speaks, his voilcs thick with rage.

' MORT :
The only thing I'1ll write for you is=s
your death-warrant, if you don't leaves
me alone. :

Long pause. Shooter eyad him, GSees whare Mort's hand ie going.

. BHOOTER
Sav that wifs of yours, comip' cut of
the bouss.
{exaggarated countryism)
She's purty.

Mart’'s fingars close arsund the shovel handls.

MORT
Imsave her out of it.
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SBO0TER
Would if I could, but I'm startian' to
- think you ain’'t going te leave me that

optlisn.

Mort yanks the shoval from the dirt and swings it sxound by tha
bandle, straight toward Shootar‘s hesd,

Sbooter stops 1t with one hand, lays his cother on it and shoves
back. Mort stumbles cver the pile of dirt and lands on his -
back, the wind QOFIRCG out of him, BShootsy Zalls on him, hslds
the shovel with botk hands, presses it down on Mort's Adam's
apple. Nort chokss, Shooter spits words at bhim.

SROQTER (cont’'d)
Do you want to wake up from ops of your
stupid naps and find Amy nailed to vour
garbage bin?! Or turn oa thae radic
soma moroing and hear she came off
mecond bast iz & mateh with the
chaingaw yon kesap out in the shed?l

Mort summons his strength, whieh is considerabls, and grsater
than Shooter's, and hurls the man aff him. Shootar lands on his
foot as Mort rolls over to his hands and knsas, gagging and

choking.

EHOUYER {cont'd)

{ealxly)
Tou can't get away with it. Don't you

realize that yet?

He bende down and picks up his hat, dusts it off and sets it
back oo his bsad.

SHOOTER (cont'd)
1 know what you 8id, and 7 ain‘'t
guitting £ill right gets pu: right.

On the ground, coughing up spit and bloed, Mort watchas as
B8hooter walks away across the yard.
' CUT TO:

INT CARIN - BATHROOM NIGET 55

The shattered chunks of mirror are still on the floor of the
bathrcom upstairs. Looking at twenty-aix shards, we see twenty-
2ix Mort Raineys coming at us. EHis hand grows buga as ha
reaches down and picks up the largest shard.
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CONTINUED: 55

Mort tucks the shard into s corper of ths door of the broken
medicine cabinet, shoves the whole thing backX inte its hols in

tha wall.
He leans forward, looking at his reflection In the ghard. He

touches his neck girgerly, runs his fingartips over the
distinctive red line left where the shovel handle nesarly cheked

nim to death.

¢ur TO:
IXT CABIN - BEDROGN RIGHE?T 13
Hort liss in bed, staring straight up at the ceiling. Right,
like he's gonna bs able to fall aslmep topight.
IN? CABIN - OFFICE KIGHYT ' 57

Btill night. MNort's computsr scresen comss to 1ifa. The cursor
#llieks on the NS Word joon, than picks a file callaead "Oatitled.”

Opans it.

The santire page is blank, it's tha story he deleted the other
day. Just a blinking cursor fn a big field of white.

Mort, wheo's sitting at bis desk, stares «t it ruefully.

NORT
What, yeu didn't write snything vhile I
was gone? Ko wonder you're not-

He turns and looks at the leathar chair Bump always =zits in, but
of course the chair's smpty tondght. rorgot for a secend.

Moxt stares st the empty chair for a lony moment. ¥han turns
bask to kis dask.

Ae bruaks down and scbs.
FADE TC BRLACK.

EXT AMY'E ROUSE HIGH?Y 58

Amy's heoose. Kighttime. Mostly dark, but there's a light on in
one corner of the housa, and as we creep clossr to that light,
wa sag a silhoustts woving in the window.

Jerking arcund, resally, and as ve get even closer we haar
CRASHING, breaking sounds. We draw closer and closar still, the
curtains in the room are parted, we can see batwsan them. The
room must be Mort's old offica, the walls are lined with bocks
and bound pexicdicals, like the lake house, but EBARY, BARY WOre.
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CONTINUED: 58

The 2igurs insides iy tha familiar form ¢f Shooter, cepped by
that creepy hat, whick throws & crazy shadow on the far well.
He upends the desk, then pioky something up off the floor, &
bottla, loocks like champagns, that's ZIunmny, apd heads for ths
door, stulfing something in the neck of the bottle, looks like a

&g,
Es pauses in the dooxway, SCRAPES a Zippo and touchas the rag,

which immedistely stazts on fize. Hs tosses the bottle right at
us, It iands on ths floor sand smashos.

The rocm EXPLODES into flame, that weren't fo champagns in ths
bottle, that was gascline, snd tha window we've crept up to

SHATTERS in our facs.

From the street, we sse the ball of fire rise wp from the porner
of the dyy old victorian, taking half the zoof with it., This
baby's gonna burn 1like cordwood.

€UT 20:

INT CABIN - LIVING ROCM DAY 59

Daytime now. The unplugged phona cord liss on the floer in
Mort's cabin, atill a few feat from the phone it should bs

attached o,

¢n the couth, the pillow is smpty, the indsntation is atill
thars, but no head, Wherae's Nort?

Moving leff, we Iind Mort sitting on the couch, staring straight
shasd, still in the clothes he fall amlesp in, bad hesd. ¥o
telling bow long he's bean awaks, it looks 1ike he swung his
laygs over the edge of the ¢ouch and just stoppsd ipn that
position. He looks awfnl. That red line is etil]l across his

thraat.

He notices the phone in fromt 'of him. Looks to the Ilcox, msen
the unplogged cord, Mustering all the ambition hs has at tha
moment, he bends over and picks up the cord.

Ee looks at the littls clip thing on its end, locks at the
phone, debating the merits of plugging it in,

Daciding what the hell, he rsachas over and jams the cord inte
the back of the phone --

-~ which RINGS immedlately. Kort twitches. He's jumpy anyway,
but you know, you hate it when that happens.
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NORY
Is that you, John Wayne?
{answery)
Hello.

AMY (0.8.)
Mort?!

He's relisved, at leazt it isp’'t Bhooter.

' ANY (0.8.] (COW?'D}
Kort, ars you theara?l Norctl

MORT .
Tesh, Amy, Jesus, not so loud. What is

ity

’ m {ﬁosv}
Where have gou bean?! I've baesn trying
to gat hold of you all night and this

morning!

EORT
I was agleap.

AMY (0.8.1
You unplugged the phone?l

' MOE'T
How mey T assist you, Amy?

AMY (0.8.)
ah %di * 4

HORT
{concernad now)
What happened?

ANY
Someona burned dows owr kouxs! That's

what happensd]
’ coT T0:

AMY'8 HOUSE - RUIN DAY 6D

Mort stands in froat of the smoking hulk that was cnoe the graen

Victorian he and Amy shared at 82 Kanszas Strset in Riverdals.

He just staraes at 1t, his face slack with shock and loss.
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CONRTINURD: &0

The site is cordoned off by police tapa, thers are thres or four
COP3 and two FIRY INSPECTORS plckisg earefully through the
remains, Mort locks at what used to be ths houss, we peer
closely at him, then when wa sss his point of view again --

HGRT 'S NBNTAL IMAGE - AMY'3 HOUSE (NEW) 61

~= the house is back the way it used to be, sama angle from the

sidewalk, but the houss is freshly painted and clsan on a
sumper’'s day. Any comas out of the house in = business suit,

puttiog shoes on as she hurries to her cazr, late for a maeting.
Mort comes to the door in his hoxars and SEQUTS after her.

MORT?
Bey lady, you cnly left & hundred bucks
cn the dresssr! You think I gire it

aWRYT
TR CLD WOMEN passing on the sidewalk overhear.

) ANY
{embarrassad but laughing}
shut wp/

EXT AMY'E ROUSE - RUIW DAY

Mort cbokas back the emotlions he feslz, He lovks up, to where
the third floor ¢f the houss used to be, aud ay he locks, it

diesclves into place -«
MORT'S MEBTAL IMAGE ~ AMY'E HOUSZ (NEW) €3

-~ snd ths houpe iz restorad onos more. Now we're locking more
clogaly at a certain window, & window in a cormer of the third

flocr.
INT AKY '8 EOUSE - THIRD FLOUR DAY 6d

§2

This room 1a ons of those strangely zhaped but cool corner rooms
you find in this kipd of bouss. It's being set up as an offics,
amy's office. Amy is excited, talking to us, showing us
somethling.

2AMY
It'» the best room in the houss, at
lesst Tor me. DIown hera, check it oput.

She bends down in a cormer, shoves some boxms out uf the way,
ravaaling & window in an odd place, down at floor lsvel. Tou
could aagily miass it if you didn't look for it.

She slidez down the wall next to it, peints down.
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CORTINUED: 8{

AMY [egent’d]
gas that little patch of dirt? The
only place you can #se¢ it is Irem up
bere. I want to put a garden thars.

gshe pulls her kpass up to har chast, staras happlly out the
vindoar.
ARY (cont’'d)

It's a secret window, and it looks down
on & sstret gardmp.

EXT AMY'S HOUSE - RUIN DAY &5

Baok outside, looking up at the third floor, and this tine we
can ses Smy in the windew, until she dissolves sway, along with

thke house.

Phe smoking hulk is zll that remains. Mort is moved, now
there's a wiatful smile on his face.

AMY {(0.8,}
Mort!

Hde turns, smile still on his lips —

v until he seas Ted striding toward him with Amy, bhelding her
hand,

Suddenly, another =-- -

MENTAL IKAGE - MOTEL ROOM

~- and this one isn't nearly so pleasant. It's Mort's point of
view of the ugly scens we saw in the opening. He storms inte
the botel room, Axmy and Ted struggle to cover thsir naked
todies, they all scresam st each other «-

111

zxT AMY'S HOUSE - RUIR DAY &7

=~ and the wistinl smile disappears from Moxrt's face, turning
into something hard and hurt by the tilme thay rsach kim,

HORT
Bi.

He hugs her, sha huys him back hard. Over har shouldsr, he
makes brief sye contact with Ted, who forces a semi-polite

qrimacs.
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CONTINUBD §7

NOR¥ [cont’'d)
{softly, in hazr sar}
I'm sorry sbout all of this, Amy. All
of it. Really sorry.

ANY
8c an I.
TED —
{slight Scutheru acosnt)
Mo too.
MORY

{fuck you, Tad)
Thank you, T=d.

Amy retreats to Ted's gide. WICXERSHAM, the fire chilef,
approachas tham with a pelice detestive, PRADLEY. Wicksrsham

addressas Tad and anmy.

NICKERSHAN
Mr. and Mrs. Rainey?

Yhree rospousss, sll at onge!
My NORTYT
Yua? Ho.

TER
m.l.

Wickershex looks back and forth, confuzed. JAny takes a step
towars Mort's alda.
AMY
¥Wa ars. ¥Wers. The ownars.
WICKERISHAM

[{now really confured)
¥are? 3You don’'t own it anymore?

Bradley gives Wickasrsham & look ~- figura it out, idiot. Mort
helps him.

MORT

Fere Mr. and Mrs., Rainey. .Ars the
oWnars.

WICKERBEAM
A, L
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CORTINUED: (2}

BRADLEY
I'w Steven Bradley, I'm a detective
with the Riverdsle 7.D., thiz ls Firs
Chief Wickersham. ¥We woun't Xesp you
lonyg, the inaurance lovestigator nesds
t¢ sea you in the ¢ity at three.

WICKERGUAN
You'rs daflnitely the victimas of arsop,
The fire was startsd by sn incendisry
device mads from a bottle of Moat
Chandor champagoe and & couple auarts
of plain old gasclina.

EEADLEY
Be let's ptart with snsmies. You got

any?

AMY
Ho. Ho one.

ED
Hot a soul.

Mort locks at Ted, really irritated.

MORY
Okay with you if I answar these, Tad?

Ted holds up his hands, ckay, okay. Mort turns to Bradley.

KORT {cont’d}
Yes. I have an enany.

Amy locks at him., BPradlsy pullse out his notabook.
CoT 10:

IRT TIHBURANCE OFFICR DXY §8

Back in the city, beck in another offica with a great view, this
time at a confersnce table. Bradlsy and FRAN EVANS, an
insurance investigator in her fifties, are on ope side, Amy,
Hort, and Ted ars on the other. Amy aits betwean ber two men.

Fhis muxt be fun,

EYANS
I'm sorry I wasu't thars to mest you
this morning, I spent most of last
night poking through the site with a
flashlight arnd a Polaroid,
{atops heorsalfl)
Sorry. Broke one of my own rules.
{MORE )}
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CONTIMUED: 68

EVAMS {cont‘d)
I don‘t like to call it "the sita.” It
wasn't a site, It was a housa. JYour
house, and I'm very sorry for your
loss.

MORT
Thank you...

e glances at her busipess card, which he's holding in his hand.

MORY {cont’d}
-»4“3"’. zvmai

EVANS

That wtill say Mrs.?
(tsks )

Fran is fins. Lock, these mastings are
difficult. Paopie ln your situation
aze xlrsady upset, understandably so,
and guite oftan thay take fhe presance
of an ilnvestigator as an accusation
that they torched their owan property.

ANY
T bava to admit, I did feel & little on

the spot. Thanks for Dringing it up.

Ted noda, so viclently that his head might have besn oz a |
Btring, Mort uctices, just staras at him. All Tad has to do is

brsathe teo irritats Hort.

EVANE

And in this case we certainly ssem to
fave a plausible wuspect in this Nr.
Ehooter, whom our pscople will
investigate aggrassively along with the
pelice, but in the meantine...

{pulls out a file folder)
Phe hard part.

She puts the f£ile on the tadle in front of them dslicately,

. EVANS {cont’'d}
It's a list of your ¢laimed insurable
proparty. - You losk it over, than sign
an affidavit ewearing that ths jitems
listed still belong to you, and that
they ware still in the houss when the
fire ocourred. Anything that wasn't
there, put s check, I'z told there was
R -
{tiny puuszs}
{MOR2

|
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68 COHTINUED: (3) 88

EVANS {cont-d)
-= peparation of reaideznce recently, »o

- —
.\ ' that last bit may bs particularly
: ixmportant. :
) MORY :
Wa'rs In a divorpe. It isan't final
yot.
AMY

Tha ssttlement agresmect is all done,

svarything's ready to go, we'se reslly

Just waiting for it to bs signed.
{with a guick glance at Moxrt)

BY both parties.

Yed looks at Mort teo, not such a quiock glancm. Mort ignores
then.

KCRT
{ts Bvans)
I moved oot gix months age, but I
hado’t got arcund to hauling all my
stuff cut of the house yet.

BVARS
P Bssu down that rosd. Thase things just
: bave t¢ follow thelr aatural courss,
. Things wrap up vhen everybedy's ready
foxr that to happen.

HORT
(a returned guick glance at

Amy)
Yhat's besn my fesling.

EVAES
De the best you can with the liat.

Amy looks down at it, Mort lsans in ovar her left shoulder.

And Ted leane in over her right shoulder. Xmy notices and tipe
the £ile just a little bit in his dirsecticn s thay can all ass

it.

¥ort ia furicus, but holds it in, He rsaches out and tips the
fils back iz his cwn dirsctionm,
ANy
Mrtdt.

NORT

(\. {to Ted, softly livid)
- Do you actually intend to robberneck?
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CONTIRUED: (3} 68

The tension in the room is thick ss cake frosting., For a moment
no one says & word, Dstestive Bradley's eyss move alertly back

and forth between the threas of than.

Finally:

IED
{throagh clenchad tweth)
I hardly thigk- '

MCRT
I'm not going to freak out about this.
But this wvas our stuff, Amy. Ours.

oED
It fen't am if.

ANY
Eo, he's right, Ted.

BYANS
He is, Mr. Milner. The law says you
have no right to be locking at the
listed items &t all. We wink at
somathing liks that if nobody minde...
but I think Mr. Rainey does.

HORY?
Yes. Xr. Rainey ninds a lot.

Axy switches her unhappy leok of appeal from Mort to Ted. Tad
atares st Hort eveanly -~ .

-- and then turus to aspeak to Amy, ilgaoring everyone elae.

720
Would it help matters if X took a walk
arcund the blook®

MORT
Khy not make it two?

CUT T0:

IRY CORRIDOR DAY £y

The meeting over, Nort, Amy, Fran Evans, and Bradisy walk down
the hallway to the elevators, BEvans and Bradley are talking to
one another in the rear, Mort apnd Amy are in froaot.

Aoy puts & hand on Nort's arm and pulls clossr to him,
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CORTINUED: &5

AMY
I'zm worry sbout in there, about Ted.
You have no ides how hard it is to bs
ths ons in the middls,

Mort geas that ahe means it and musters up some kindness.

MORY
ghitty situation. 8o fucking sdult,

huh?
She laughs dryly and nods. They rasach the elevators.

ANY

Hexrt, ¥ want to &8X you...
{she puts & hand oan his arm}

I don't want to upsst you...

ghe looks ovar at Bvans and Bradley, who are right behind thenm,
bt Poans ostches the look and she and Bradley retreat a few
staps down the hallway and turn away politely.

Mort looks at Amy, warmg to her, is even concsrned about ber.

MORY
What is 17

Amy turne back to Mort, leans in cleser and lowers her voice
confidantially. He puts his hand on hers,

AR
Betwsen you aud oe, okay?

HORT
Absolutely.

- AMY
This guy Zhooter. His story, I mean,
Mort, i this situation... iz it like

the other timm?
YHort's warmth ooccls. He withdrawe his hand. He's furious.

NORT
Look. That was the oaly time I ever
did anything remotaly liks that, it
never happsaned baZore or zince. 1 was
just out of grad achool, wa wars broks,
we thought you ware pregpant, rsasmber
all vhat?

AMT
Okay, okay...
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63 CONTINUED: {2} 63

‘I!-\
' BORT
_ It was stupid and desperate and I've

paid tor it. I paid the guy sverythiag
he asked and I'we kapt paving, beslieve
me, avary singie night for abeut
£iftgsn ysars. You'rs the only person
who knows about it besides tha lawyars,
and even thougk we're not togsther I
axpsct you to keep it that way.

ANY
Fine.

A horrible thought strikes him. Be tries to0 catoh her eye.

MCRZ

You kaven't teld Ted, have yon?
AMY

{unconvincing)

Ro.
MORT

Hava you?

‘ \} The alevator BINGS, the doors open, and guess who staps off.

TED

Wall, do I have timing or what?

HORYT
Yeah, I'm sorry you had te misa that,
Ted. I know how muck you like =y
things.

Another avkvward siience, which Tad has had just about enough of.

TED

(to Mort}
Fe'rTe going to talk for a minute.

Ha starts to reach for Mort's arm, thinks better of 1t, and node
akarply over to a corner of the bhallway. Mort locks at the

othars.

HCET
Excuse ma, I'm in tzouble.

IR THE CORNIR,

£ Mort joims Ted, who is pisssd off, This is not a side of him be
‘ shows when bhe's with Amy,
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§9 CONTINUED: (3} 69

§ ! : TED 1
| I've had about snough of your bullshit.

; HORT
; Tou ‘ve had spough?

. =n

2 Marriages snd, I'm sorry. J dido't
) end yours, it was over whan I got

' thers.

MORT
Wow, you must hava thought her wedding

ring waz weird, than,

. IBD
Revartheless, I apologixzed to you.
Months ago. I know you don't want me
in your life -- gusss what, I don’'t
wapt you in mixe either. But uptil
your divorcvs is dops there's not much
wa can do absut it. I just want you to
know I decided a long time ago that I
will not lat yon upret Amy any more
= than you already have. I am Rot

Q J prepared to let that happen, Eo lat's
just wrap this up and get out of sach
othex‘'s lives permanent.

{a toothy, weird smile} .

Okay? Ase wa gettin’ ths zmzsage I'm
sendin'?

read's Southern accsnt is a bit stronger on that last lina. Mort
looks at him, noticing it,

MORT
Whars ars you from, Teddy?
TED
Tanresiss. Morty.
RORY ‘

Really. I thought maybe Mississippi
IED

Ko, leny way from thers. & little town

callad Shooter's Xnob, Tsnnesses.

Mort furrows his brow, Did he hear what he thought he henrd?

:’“} cuT TO:
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IN?T MORT'S CAR NIGHET 7¢

Mort drives back to Tasbmors Lake with his hands clamped to the
steering wvheal, his spine as straight as a ruler and kis esyes
fixed firwly on the road. He has the radic on, blasting, trying

to stave off thought.

Doasn‘t work., HRe SNAPS the radio off, highly agitated. For ths
first time, we hezr his thonghts. (A note sbout that -~ Mort's
thoughts doa't come through clearly, liks veice over. Thay
swirl and overlap, the way your thoughts do, some just whispers,
some louder than that, sod some fragments spoken out leud.)

KORT
{inner volca)
Well that's kind of a
{out loud)
focking coincidancs
(innsr voics)
isn't it?

He xubs his haad, thinking, thinking.

MORT {cont'd)}
{inner voice)
Naybs he kaows him
{out loud)
sending ms a2 nessage
~ finner volice)
gonna fucking figqure this out, Taddy.

HEe fliocks the radic batk on, sven louder.
COT 10!

EX? CARIN HIGET 71

Headlights splash down the drivevay of Mort’'s cabin as a car
pulls in. The headlights stop, shianing right on tha cabin frem

about twenty vards away.

IN MORT'8 CAR NIGE? 72

Mort sits in the car, engine idling, looking arcund the
Propexrty. XNo =ign of ancther car.

MCRT
{izner voics)
Come on, Kalsch...
{aloud)
Pive hundred a day and where the hell
are you when I need you?
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€3. 0271272003

CONZINUED: 72

He takes one more lock arcund, drops the car in gesar, and pulls
right uwp to the front porch, Jjust a faev faet from the first
step. He puts it io parXk, kills the lights, and gets out.

xr FRONT PORCH

He climbs the steps quickly, keys the fromt door, and goss
insids.

INT CABIN RIGET

Mort Zlicks on a light and hangs the keys on the hook by the
front door, SLAMMING and locking the door behind him.

WIGHT 73

74

fhe phose RINGS.

MORY
Caw, I bet it's good newa,

Es reaches for it,

INT CEEARP MOTEL NIGET 7%

Fen Eelsch iz sprawled out ou the bright orange badapread ig =
small town motel. A couple mini~bar bottles are open on the
bedside table naxt to him, he's drinking bourbon and water out
of a plastic bathroom onp. The Chestos look good too.

ERLECH

{into the phone)
¥hera the hell you bsan all day?

NIGHT 78

Hort's standing in the living room, phone in hand.

MOGRT
I aight ask you the sane guestion.

KELSCE (0.S.)
Belax, you're fina, I chacked your
cabin an houy ago.

MORT
Ee showed uwp right after you laft last
night,
Ine NOTTEL nIGggY 77

Kelsch sita up.
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54, 02/12/2003

- EZLECH
Really? Then be had a busy night., My
office called ae about your Riverdals
housa. I'm sorry.

INT CABIN - LIVING ROOK WIGHET

KORT
The worst part is I hadn't got the
nagezine frox ny atudy yet. The one
with the story he says I stole. Now it
want up in the fire.

KELSCH {0.B.)
You still want to go throughk with it?
Mapating him, showing him the mageazine?

NORT
Hell yes, I'vs spent the last half
year walking through & shitstorm, Kan,
having things happen to ma. This is
sometiing I want to handls myzelf. EHs
can go to jall or go away or go to
hall, it's all the same to ms. As long
as ha's gone,

INY MOTET NIsRr

Relseh turma, swings his legs ¢If ths bad.

KELSCH
Good. Bacauss I oglled your agsnt when
I beard abeout the house, I Ffigured ha'd
have a gopy of tha magazins. He sent
an original by overnight today, vou can
plck it up at your post office tomorrow
aftsr thrae.

HORT [0.8.)
1 knew thers was & reason I hired you.

. FELsCH
Theare's scmething elss, X caught up
with your Tem Gresnleaf today. Tha guy
that drove past you and Shooter on thea

Lake Road.

In> CABIN - LIVING ROOM HIgaT

HORT
Yoah?

?7

78

78

ad
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KELSCHE {0.5.)
You're not gonna like this.

MORT
He didn't ses anything?

a1 INT MOYEL ¥IGRT
Kelsch consults his notepad.
RELSCH

Worse, First he says he did go down
Laks Drive ox Tussday and he zmaw you
like you said, but then ha gets weizd,
#4¥s no no uo, cdome to think of it I

didn't. Didn't sse anybody.

svan oz Lake Drive on Tuesday.

EORT (0.B.)

Wall, Tom's saventy-five iI ha's a day.

Might've slipped his mind.
XBLSCH

Bullshit. He was way up on & scaffold
-, when I saw him, painting your Pariskh
; Rall. Looksd strong as an ox to ns.

82 IN? CABIN - LIVING ROQH RIGET
MORT

Doesn’t mean bis mewmory's good.

KRLECK (0.85.)

Dan't bas nalve. The guy was pCared
shitless. Somabody got to him,

MORT

Come on, why would Shooter posaibly
carea if Tom Greenleaf knows he's here?

KELSCE {0.8.)
That dsgends,

MNORT
on what?

KELSCH {0.8.)}

On what he plans to do to you.

ravising my cpinlon, Mort.

PN think shoctar's just soms nui,
Y intimidation of witoasases speaks to &

‘I.. thought-out plen.
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! ' 83  TIHT MOTEL NIGHT g3
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Xaleck spsaks carefnlly. Doean't weant to be too alarming --
which of courss be is.

XELSCH
e naed to consider the possibility
that he was Ahirsd to do this, Somsbody
with a grudge against you, hires 2
tough guy to rattls you, soara you to
death. 2But he hires the wroag guy.
Thingas get out of goatrel. They go
furthar than thay'ze supposed to...
dead dogs, burned-down houses. Now he

can't call him off.

Ine CABIN RIGET - Ba
Hort smags to the coffes tabls. He spsaks quistly.

NOoRr®
Ted.

EKELSCH {0.8.)
¥ho?

KGRT
Be's trying to gaslight me.

XELECH {D.85.)}
¥ho's Ted?

MORT
Amy's... the guy Amy lelt me for,
Maybe that's why the guy calls himself
Shootar, Ted wants me £o know it's him.
Trying to intimidata me, 28nd me a
maERRE. -

KEL2CH (0.8.}
%¥hy? What doss bhe want?

]

I don't know,

MORT

KZLECH
Did you piss him off? Give hin &
reascn to hate you?

Moxt thinks about that, cloass his eyea. A flash of somsthing
cropsed the scrsen, vary fast, 1t could have bean the motel room
from the opening, probabkly was, it's bard to tell. HMort snaps
kis eyes open.
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CONTINUED: g4

HORY
night havs.

KX2L8CH
Ckay, hers's what wa do. What other
proof de you have that Shootar was
bers? Other than the manumscript.
Fhysical svidence, 1'm talking about.

Mort stxalnz to thiok, & hand to the side of his head,
razanbering the episcds with Shooter by tha lake. Images from

thalir ancounter flash past:

- BT BPATH BY TEE LAXE DAY 83

-« Bhooter gets in -Mort's face, GROWLE at him;

SHOOTER
Tou rie.

~= Bhooter's handes grab Mort by the bicaps and shove bim back
against the cax, hard.

~= 8hootsr's bands, holding Mort's arms, bard. Hisg fingszs and
thumbs pressing in se hard they're torning whita.

s o CABIN - LIVING ROOM MIGHT -1

MORT
Bold tha phong a sec,

Ee drops the recaiver and shovea bis slaevas up as far as
thay'll go. He hoelds out his arme. At first he zees nothing,
then he rotates them outward ap far as they'll go and there they
ars, two yallowing bruilses on the inaids of sach ars, just above
the albow -~ marke made by Shooter's thumbs.

BACK OM THE COUCH,
#ort picks up tha pheons again,

. MORY {cont’'d}
Brulses. On my arms, where he grabbed
ne.

IRT HOYTEL NIgHET . g7

KELSCH
¥ot very conczote, but it's emotional,
it might get to him. You and me azs
gonns go ses Gresenleaf together. Bring
the manuseript, brimng your bruisas.
{MORE)

Lo Ry
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CONTTRUED: 87

KELECH (cont’'d)
I‘m gonna push the guy hard, make it
Impossible for him to lie. If he'll
tall the police ke was Thrastened too,
than we've got something, it certainly
tiez him to the fire.

MORT {0.8.)
I°11 meet you at Bowle's for breakfast.

ERLSCH
% a.a. shaxzp.

T CABIN -~ LIVING ROCH RIANT g8

NOR?
Sae you thers.

RELECE {0.B8.)
And bring your six gun, Filgrim.

Mort, whe was about to hangy up, freazes at that last word.

KELBCH {0.5.) {CORT'D}
I'm kidding.
(Bo response)
You still there?

MORT
Yeah. I‘l]l ses you at nine.

He hangs up guickly. Sits there staring at the phona for 2 long
mozent, hunched over it.

cor o

INT CARIN -~ BZDROON RIGET 85

Port's in bed. Wide awvake. Hs looks up at the ceiling. Flips
¢vsr, Plops the cther way. He bolts out of bed, dragging the
Elankets with him and heads ~-

T CABIN - LIVING ROOH WIGHT 80

-~ into the darkeped living rocm, straight for the couch. .
Except this time we don't even see Mor:t, we ars Mert, drifting
toward the couch, gucked in dy it, down inte its pilleow, between

its cushions, ipto ita inky recesses.

PP P
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CORTINUED: ®g

We roll over, fagce np at the ceiling. The entire rocm recedes
from us, a8 if we're falling inte a desp desp hole, but we don't
sver mind that such, at lsast it's gquiet, &and we know wa'll see
aothing 1o that hole that frightens us because at ilts bottom

there is only :
BLACK,

INT CARIN DAY - 3

Just as we went into the hole, we rise slowly cut of it, out of
the black toward a pipprick of light in tha distence. We're
pulled toward the light the way we were sucked inte the black,

but this kurts mors, it's that bright.

Ws coma up out ¢f the couch inte the living room, wicksd bright
with morning sunlight.

Mort wincss from it, his hesd still deap in the pillow.

Ee sits up, swings his legy off the couch ~-

-~ and GROARS in pain, & groanh #0 loud it's almost a mutad
scream. His hands dart up, ke tries to hold his back, hix

koess, and his right arm all at the same timw.

MORT
ohw ch"'

He rubs his right shoulder, tries to massage some life into it.

HORT (cont’'d}
{inosr voice)
that door
{alend)
how hard did
{inney volce)
bathreom door :
{aloud)
hayd did T hit it?

He sguints across the room, to & clock on the far wall.

It's & guarter after ten.

MORT [cont’d)
oh anlt.

He geta to his feet, painfolly, and whips on & tee shirt, He's
still wearing his pants,

Paet stap into shoss and he besds for the door. He reschss up
to snatch his cer keys from the houk ww
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CONTINUED: 21

== but they'rs not thers. He locks. That's weizrd. Thought he

left thew there last night.
He pats bhis poockets. HNope. Turns and looks arcund the room.
Hubk uh.

inT EITCHEN DAY

Mort's ocar Xeys ars sitting on the countex in the kitchen. BEe
oomas through the swinging dooxr, looke arcund tie room, spots

them.

He copes over sud picks tham up, bounces them thoughtfully on
the palm of hiz hand,

92

HORT
{inner veice)
bon't liks ther.
jout leud)
Den't 1iks that at all.

IRT LIVING ROOM DAY 23
Eort cromaes the liviag roem, throws open the frent door -«
EXT PRON? PORUH DAY 84

-~ and stops in bis txacks.
Shootar's hat is lying on the porch Iin front of the dvor.

The distinotive black hat witk the round crown. Kost stands
thers locking at it, his heart beating iz his sars {and ours),

Mort steps down off the porch, cutting a wide sesmi-circle arsumpd
ths hat, and stands wherse hils car ought to be, right in froat of
the porch, whers he left it last night. He looks arcund, sesss
it parksd cver naxt to the garags, a bondred feat away.

He looks down at the keys in his hand, turans and looks back at
the bhat on the porch.

INT BUICK DAY s

Mort rips open the door of the var and slides behind the wheal.
Hls wye is canght by the ashtzay, which is hanging open, four
cigarette botts in it.

Es rsachss down and pulls one out, pinching it betwean his
fingernalls. He holds it up to look at it. Onfiltered Pall

Mall.
¥ort chucks it back into the ashtray as if it were radiocactive.
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4+ FRONY PORCH DAY 96
Mort picka up Shooter ‘s bat with the same digtaste he sbowed Lthe
cigarette butt, XHa flips it over, peers into it, HNothing out
of the ordinary, just a very old swest-stained inner band.

The band is dark and sliock, Mort catches a whiff of it and
turrows his brow. Recognizss that smell but can't place it.

EXT BUICK DAY $7

The hat salls into the trunk of the Buick and the I1id SLANS ghut
ovar it.

The car sprays gravel out of the driveway.
CUT T0:

wr BOWIK'E SYORE DAT 98

GERDA
Rert Rainey!

The door to Bowls's Stors BANGS ahunt bahind Mort, who winces at
the noire az kalf a dcxarn heads turn from ths tountay whare

GERDA BOWIE, tall and busty spd loud, is sarving hreakfast to a
buneh of LOCALS. Tha stora part of Bowis's is in the back, the

front is & coffes shop.

QERDA {cont’d)
Haven't sean you in a cocon'r agel
¥riting any good books lately?

HORT
Prying, Palling.

Be looks sround the place for Kelsch, who isn't there, Damn it,
missed him. Mort takes a weat at tha far and of the connter, »
faw zteols away from avarybody slse.

Ay Gerda finighes sarving the others, Hort calla out to hez.

NORY {(econt'd)
Garda, you wonldsn't make me ooe of your
bacon and cheess and whatevar-the-hell-
slse-you-got omelottes, would you?

GERDA,
Shit no! .

Sha laughs to show she’'s enly joking. Yhe other men at =2he
counter, Pyblic Works guys in grasz ooveralls, laugh along with

har.
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CONTINDED; 98

GERDA (cont'd)
Gipme 2 ninute.

Mort acds as the PW guys steal glances at him. They find him
odd, always hava, and they’ re not too shy to stare., HMort's
unocmfortabls, he looks awny.

To his laft, a BUSEQY is stocking the cigarette rack next to the
cash register. Es has » carton of Pall Malls and is taking tha
packa oot one at a time, loading thens inte the rack. Mort
pturas at the brand. %he Busboy notices and looks back at him.

BUenOY
Woxuld you like &« pack?

Bs holds cns 0f the red packs out to Mort satlicingly.

HOpY
I don't amoka.

GTRDA
Good for you, honay.

She 2lips Mort's coffes cup right side up and pours him szome,

UEBRDA (cont'd}
{lowars her volce}
Reard about ypur divorss, Mort., I'm

80rTy.

 MORT
'!.'bﬂnks N Gezrde,

GERDA
Are you taking care of yoursell?

MNORT
Workin' on i,

GERDA
Begause you lock a little psaky.

Hs looks np at her, tries to hide bhis annogyance.

KCRT
It's hard work getting +o slesp scas
nights. I gusss I'm not used to the
quiet yet.

GZRDA
Bullshit. It's slesping alone you'rs
not used to yet,

{MORE |

[P S V.
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CONTINUED: {2) 98
GERDA (cont'd)
put s man doesn’'t have to £laap alons
forever, Mort, just bacause some fool
womARD-
BORY
{eutting ber off}
Did & guy come in here this morning
looking for mse? Arocuand nine o'clock?
ARRDA
Ho.
KORT
Blg gquy, very Few York cop?
GEEDA
Ho. ¥o, doesn't ring a ball.
MORT
Rine o'clock? I was suppossad €O mast
him but I overslept.
CZERDA
Maybe he did too, 'cause hs sure as
bell warn't in hers.
cUT T
EXT PARIEH HALL DAY g3

Hort pulls up in front of the Parish Hell, one sids of which is
coversd in scaffolding, An old Ford Bronoe is parkad in frent
with a camper on the back and a sige reading SONNY TROTTS
FAIRTING ~ CARETAKING -~ CARPEMTRY oa sack of the doorp.

Mort gets out of his Pulck and walks over to the base of the
scaffolding., He calls up t¢ FONHY TROTYS, fortyish, slapping
paint onto the miding three stories up.

HORT
Sonoy! Hey, Sonnyl

Sonny goer on painting, can't hear ¥ort over the Roger Whittaker
zong playing on his boom box. .

MORT (cont’d)
SONNY! :

Souny jerks, White paint fliss from the end of his brush and
for & moswnt 1t looks like be might fall, but he grabs osnto one
of the ropas and steacdies himaelf. He looks down,
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9% COBTIRUBD: 39
BONNY
¥hy, ¥r. Rainey! You gave me & helluva
tuznl
) MORT
I'm sorry. I thought you were golng to
fall off,
SONNY
Mot ms., Tum might fall off, maybe, but
not me.
HORT
Yoo sean him today? [Tom?
BORNY
Never showed up. ‘Course that ain't
unuyual for Tom, if his sciatica’s at
it.
MORT
Anybody come arcund locking for him?
pORNY
w&lla LR
fthinks}
!w‘
CUT MO:

100 INT MORY'E CAR DAY 100
Mort drives out of town on the main road, headed back to hia
house. As he passss a ges station he doss a double take,
catoching sight of & car parked at the pumps=.

It's a purpla BN¥W.

A guy is standing near the rear of the aar, at thsa gas tank,
facing the road. He loocks awfully familiar., EHe should., It's
Ted.

A born BLAREZ, Mort snaps his hsad back toward the road to avodd
hitting ths onceming truck, then bs stomps op the brakas.
Amazamsnt (s replaced by apger. He SLAME the car into reverss
and baskz up -~

1] XXT GAS BTATIOH DAY igl

~= hauling it into the gas station perking lot right up bsside
Ted's car. Mort gsta out ©f the car occlly and saunterw over ¢o
Tad, who's screwing the gas ¢ap back on.
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CONTIRUED: 10l
MORT
{ice)
What ars you doing besre?
TED

Az » matter of fact, I was just on my
way over to your place.

MORT
{glsncing arcund)
Whara's your buddy? .

"o
I came alone.

¥ORT

Surs you did.
{looks bhizm in the syw)
I know what you'rs up to.

TED
Pair sncugh.

Ted stares at Mort. His tope is vague and threatening, he's
choosing his words very carefnlly.

TED {cont’d)
mokf I awt: L g

Ha awallows, snd we detect scmething olss in him. Ted is
nervous., Or is he scared? Ha's hard to rsad.

TED {¢ont’d)
Mort, & lot of what's going on right
now i’ my fault. Most of it, in fact.

NORT
S vou're admitting 1t?

TED
I sort of got thizg ball rolling, and
the truth is sow I'wm afraid I won't be
able t= gtop it.

Mort stsres him down. A guist rage is brewing insids him.

HORT
Keat do you want?

TED
I want you to snd things. Once and for
all.
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101 CONTINUED: ({2) 101

Tad pulls something from hiz shouclder bag, & thick sheaZ of
lagal-locking papers.

TED {cont’'d)
You need to sign your papers, Mort.

¥ort dust stares at him, aghast,

TED (vont'd)
any and I caz’'t go on until gour stery
1s pnt o rast,

MORY
What the fuck ix... my diverce papezs?!
fall har t¢ sand ‘am to my lawvver.

e
She did. He said you-

MORY
That's what thiz pax all been about?
Gatting me to sign the God damn
sattlexant?

™D
Just cool down & minute...

MORT

(putting it all togsthex)
Ry Ged, it's because of the book daal,
isn‘t it? Beceuse 2y dsal's up in a
few months, and you twe want me to sign
aow sc I'm locked inte highar alimony
foxr the next ten yaors., That's what
this is, it's mesey, Jesus Christ, this
is all sbout meney! And you two think
you'rs gonna muscla me oy 17}

TED
I'd hate to see whars things could end
up 3f we let this go on. I think you
know what I mean,

MORT
Well Teddy, I thiank I de, but here's
the problem. I den’t respond well to
intimxidation. I nsver have. EBrings
ont my inner azskbols.

He givas Tad & hard skove in the shouldmr, halfway betwesn a
punch and a push.



®

101

i0z2

7. 02/12/2003

CONTINUED: (3} 101

MORT {cont'd)
£se what I mean?

He gives him anothsr hard shove, in ths other shouylder. Harder

than the last,

MORT {cont'd)
Just geta you all riled up, dosan't it?
Bo whatever alse you think you got for
me, bring it on. You staxrted this?
You're gozna finlsh it? ook you, it's
out of your sontrol and you koow it.
I'm going to fipish this., Do me &

favor and tell -~
{a bard Zinger in Ted's chest)

»w that to your little frimnd.

Suddenly sanraged, Ted lashes out, unleasbing a hard right oross
that's headed stralght at Mort's jaw. HNort bebs to the right,
fast reflaxes, just missing the punch, whichk landa -~

-~ on the driver's window ¢f Ted's car. Thara's a sharp CRACK,
but the glaks is intact, so it wasn't the window., It was two

bonea in Ted's band.
Ted CRIES OUT in pain and prunples to his kness. mort looks
down at him,

HORT {cont'd}
got yourself a temper, huh? So do I.

oUT PO:

ige CABIN - LIVING ROOM " DAY 162

Hack home. Mort sits on the Couch in his living room, awyma
Inrlded acxrosz his chest, staring at somsthing on the coflfas

tabls, ‘
Shooter‘s hat., Dead center on the tabletop.

Mort its forward, ipspects it pore cleosely. He'? just reaching
cut t& plek it up when —-

~= the phone RINGE at about four thousand dacibals. Mort fumps
& foot, as if suddenly awakeaed.

NoRY
About time, Kan.
{anawers it)
Hello?
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103 COQNTIKRULD:

103

SROUPER {0.5.)
Go to where we met the utbher day.

Mort frsezes, recognizing Shootax's voics.

SEQOTER {0.85.) (CQWT'D)
¥alk dewn the path a little way.

HORY
Why?

SHOOTER {0.8.}
¥You impress ma as a man who tbinks the
vay old folks chew their fcod, Nr.
Rainey, but I'm willing te give you all
the tims you need. I'l) catch up with
you this afternccn. Anyhody you eall
hetwaen now and then is your
responsibility.

ROET
What did you do?

Sut thars's only a dead line.

MOR? (cont’d)
{ax whispsr!
What in God‘'s name did you do?:

COUT TO:

EXT PATE BY THE LARE DAY 103

Mort scrambles up the hillside on the path by ths lake, through
tha baasten-down bushas on sither side. Ee's breathing hard,
sweating, stumbling, he must have run all the way Irom his

house.

He raacheaa the top of the hil), comes cut into the clearing at
the edge of Lakas Drive, and seas it.

Tom Gresnlaaf's Scout, the same cer that drove psast the othar
day when GOrsenlsaf sow Mort and Shootsr talking by ths side of
the rozd,

T™wo men are insids the car, one in tha driver's seat, the other
in back., ©THeithsr ones is moving.

Mort edyges clossr,; starting to byperventilata.

Pom Gresnleaf lp behind the wheal with his head thrown back --
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CONTINUED: 103

-« aund 8 screvdriver buriad to the hilt in his forehead, abova
bis right eye.

MORYT
Ok God... ok wmy God... oh Jesus,..

Mort's syss lock onto the screwdriver handle. It's distipetive,
a badly chippad red plastic handla, the same screwdriver Mort

pulled aut of Bump,

It's ¥ore's.,

Mort's head snaps to get the bad news fxum the back seat, Ren
Ralack is back thers, a hatchet planted ia the top of his head.
His eyes are open. EBralns have trivkled down around his wars

and drisd.

Written along the hatchet's handle in faded but still lagible
red letters iz one word -- RATMEY.

Mort stands completely still, not sven breathing., Ths world
swins around him, it slows to a nsay stop, most sound drains
away, and tha sounds that don‘t bacome unnaturally loud.

A CHICKADEE calls.
A WOODFECKER taps on a2 tres.
A freshening bresxe ralsaes whitecaps on the lake.

Theze is a rustling sound behind Mort. He wheela arocund sc fast
he almoest falls ~-~ would bave fallan, if he hadn't had the Hgout

to lean againet.

It's & squizrrel, It loocks down at Mort with bright hate from
where it's frozen halfway up the trunk of & maple tres, blazing

with red fall flars.

Mort stares at the squirrsl for & long momant. The sguirrsl
etares bagk, BSweat rung down Mort's cheek. He's still not
bresathing. He tries to GASP, nothing comes in, his lungs are

clenched snd supty.
FROM HORT'S POINT OF VIEW,

the worlid divides into dozens of nsat rectangular boxas, dozans
of ldentical images of the sguirrel on the tres, then the imagas
start to move, to tilt up, it's sky, then it's the SBoout, then
it's the ground, wa realize Mort is falling -~

BACK BY THE PATH,
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CONTINUED: {2) 103

-~ and bis face BMACKS lnto tha dirt a5 has losas consciousness.
' CUT TO:

X PATH BY THE LARE DAY 104

Mort opans hia eysa. He's still lying next to the Scout, bat
the sun has shifted ¢uite a hit. He =its up grogglly and turns
his wrist te lock at kir wateh. Bis eyes are top blarry from-
sleep, he aquints and pulls the wateh closer.

BHOCTER (0.8.)
A gquartar past two.

Hort locks up. Shootsr is standing over him, silhouettad by the
sun, which is directly behind his head.

SBOOTIR (eoot’d]
You besn out about three hour. Theught
you had a heat stroke, only it isn‘'t

SFUMRar .

Bort tries to get up, but his right leg iz dsad waight under
him, it buckles and he collspses again.

SHOOTER (cont’d)
You laid or the damn thing, Woulda
moved you, but I didn't want to wake

you.

Mort drags himself back against the Scout, lifts his right leg
over his left, and starts pounding an it with his fists, trying

te get some blood back into it.

SHQOTER {cont’'d)
Got tired of waltir and alwmost pinned a
pets on you. Decided not to. You
scara too easy,

NOBRYT
(s£il) pounding his lag)
I know what's going on! I know Tad
hired youl

SEOOTER
Hired me? Somebody Airsd ma? I ain‘t
nsver worked a day for ancther man in
my life., No sir, like I said right
off, this is betwesr you and ma.

¥ort iz frantically hammering oz his leg, trying to gat it to
funotion again.
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104 COWNTIRUED: 104

! SEOOTER. (comt'd)
Keep baatin’ op it like that and you'll
naver walk,

Mort starts dragging himself awey from Bhooter, across tha dirt
and to the head of ths path. Shooter follows lazily,

SECOTER {cont’'d)

¥ouldn't crawl toc far if I ware you.
Yon got youriasl? soma worX to do hare.
I hooked you to those two men in more
ways than you kuow. If you lsave ‘am
hers and I disappsar, Mr. Ralney, you
are going to find yourself standing
with your head in a noows and your faet

in Criscc.
MNCRY
You don't scars ue,
BHOOTER

Yeah, I do. ZThe only thing is, you're
startin o scars ms a littls, too. I
gan't guites figure you out.

Q Mort stops dragging himself, realizing its pointlessness. He
- turns, looks up at his tormesutor, at the end of hiz rope. .

NORT
What do you want from me?

Ehooter squats im front of Mort,

SHOOTER
{almost kindly)
d Why, I told you that slready, Hr.
Ralney. 7T want you to fix my story.
The ons you stole, Or ain't you raady
to admit it yet?

HORT
{for the thousandth time)
I did not... wteal.., your story.
SHOCTER
{aighs)

Ho, I sxpect you'll lst yourself go to
Gresnbaven for murder bafore you'll

admit it,
4’“} MORT
., - I dido'tl I didmp't] Tou're crazy, and
I can prove it!

{MORX }
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104 CONDIINUED: (3}

*

The rssponsa

HORT [cant’'d)
I have tha magazine, yon lupatic! Do
you hesr ma?! I have the goddam
magazinal

+o thls iz no responae.

MORT (copt'd)
Did you hear what I said?!

SBOOTER

{aoitly)
Tou have 1t? You havs this so-called

xagazine? Right now?

MoRT
Ko.

SEOOPER
¥asll, there...
NORT
It's coming Federal Express. I'll have

it at three, I can plek it up in towm
at thres o‘clock,

SHODTER
Piok what up? Scme fuzzy old thing
that's supposed to be & copy’?

MORT
He. The sagazine. The actoal
magazine, datead 1953, two full years
bafors you wrote your story.

SEOCTER
There can’'t be any magazine. Not with
thet story inm it. That story is xine/

Por the firast time, thc:s wes something like real anguish in
Bhooter'z voira.

MORT
Threwe o'clock. I'll mast you at four.

Somaplace public.

EEOOTER
Ho, Your houss,

MORT
You'll kill me,

/
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Ha stands up

Ee atarts to

BEOCTER

You? MNo, sir! Thase othars here weare
going to get in the wvay of ounr
business. I counldn’t bave that.., and
T figured I ¢ould uss them Lo make you
face up to your reaponsibllity. That's

{chacks his watch)
Your house ip two hours.

{jerks a thumb at the Scout)
You got somé heavy lifting heora firxst.
I'd get to it if I wers you.

to go.

SHOOTER {(cont’'d}
By ths way... if you talk to that
8Sherif? of yours again, or if you dom't
show up at four o’cleck... I will burn
your life and every perscn in it like a
cansfisld In a high wind, You’ll go to
jail for killing those twe man, but
thst'll be the least of your sorrows.
Understand?

MORT
And suppose, Just supposs, I show you
ths magazine, and it has my name on the
cootents psge and my story inside.
Woat then?

EHOOTER

{thinks)
Than I turn myself in. But 1'11 taks
cars of mysel? befores a trial, Mr.
Rzinsy. Bacausa if things turn out
that way, than I supposs I am corazy.
And that kind eof crazy man... that kind
of orazy man hae no axcuse or resson to

live,
valk away, then turns back with one last thought,

SHOOTER [cont’'d)
Listen, you got my hat. I'll want it,
one way or the othar.

ind he disappears down the lake path.

Mort turns, shaking, and looks at the Scout and the dead men in
‘[r“\ it. Prom dewn the road, he hears the HDM of a car engine, eser

’ sunlight glinting off the windshield of an approaching car.
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He slithexrs back ontco the incline, out of xight excapt for his
eyes.

The car ZIFS past, takes ne notics of the S¢out and its lifeless
ocoupants, Moxt takas a desp brmath.

A MOMENT LATER (PATH BY THE LAXE},

va're lecoking at the door hbandls of the Scout. Hort's trembling
hand, wrapped in his skict tall, reachss out arnd openz it
zlowly, revealing Tom Gresaleal's corpse in the front seat.

Nort staods there, breathipg bard. Firgt things first, that
serswdriver’'s gotta come out of his head,

105

Mort trisx to get himseif between Tom and the steering whesl,
but therse isn’'t room. He resachuas down, to the clnatric seat

adjustor, and pushas it toward ths back.
The seat HUMB back, sliding Tua along with it.
In back, Xsn Keleoh shifis, turning towsrd Mort abruptly.

Mort REOCUTE and jumps back, ha's stiil alivs!

But Felsch stops, and Mort takes another lcok. No way ha's
alive with 2 hatchet in his heazd. NMort pusbez the ssat lesver
back again and Kelsch shifts again -- the driver‘s seat is
pushing up against his dead lags.

¥ow there's room for Mort to get batwesn Greenleaf and the
atsering wheal. He wedges hlwmsslf in, leys a fevearm against
treenleaf’s chast, closss his frse hand around the screwdriver ==

MORT
I'm ssrry, Tom.

-= and givas it an almighty vank. Just as the sarewdrivaer
starts to slida out with a WEYT CRAUNCH --

CuUT TO:

riy QUARRY DAY 106
The blecdy screwdriver and the axs, both with driasd human mattar
dolling thalr blades, lie op the ground, rsmoved frem their

vigtims,

Mort atands beside the Bcout now, ita driver's doocr clossd.
We're in = differant location, also abandonad., Tha Scout is
Tunniag and Moyt is reaghing through the driver‘a wiadow,

putting his hands on tha wheel.



106

g5, 02/12/2003

CORTIRUBD: 108

gtyraining, he rsaches over and puts the thing in drive. Ths
car's parked on a zlight hillside and it starts to roll. 3Hort
wslks alengsida, kseping up with it, steering it straight ahead.

1t picks up spesd and Mort has to jog --

~= toward the esdge of & shsar rock face. The sparkling waters
of an abandoged quarry ars visible far bealow.

2he Scout moves faster still, it'll make it over the sdge on its

own and ¥ort is just sbout to pull himself out when the car goes
over a bazp and Tom Graenleaf's body pitches forward over the
wheel., Tom's a heavy guy, and his waight and awkward posture

pin Mort's arms vhere they &are.

The HORN begins to blars.

The Scout moves faster now, Nort iz running to keep up with the

rolling, bumping, HONZING thing. Mort yanks his arms as bBard as
he can and managess tc shove Greenleaf's body back off him, but
the open part of the cuff of Nort's overshirt slips ovar the

geay shift laver.
Mort is running as fast as he can, etruggling like hell to free
biz arm, now stuck by his shirt to the gear shift. The car's

booncing along fast, MHort's feet lift off the ground, he’s
running out of real estatse fast, he's going over with the God

damn thing.

He gives his arm ops vicious pull, half the threads in the
button at the end of his slesve RIF out, ths othsr hall stay
put, the Scout's fropt tires are just & lew feat awvay from the

edye of the roeck face --
~ Hort BRULS his arm back as haxﬁ as he Can ==
-~ the fipal threads RIP free, the button pops off -

-= but so doss Mort's wristwatch, which falls to the floor of
the Scout, ths angraved words *“Y LOVE YOU, AMY" glittering in

the sun ==

-~ and Mort stops abruptly, windmilling bhis arms st the very
sdge of the sarth aa the Bcout tipa over the edge and plummets
two hundred feat, SPLASHING into the watar,

¥ort watches as the Scout bubbles and bhobs and disappears into
the desp-bottomed black quarry watsrs below.

CUT TO:



.\ ~

-

®n

107

1o0¢g

86, 02/12/2003

INT CABIN - LIVING ROOM DAY 107

The clock on the wall in Mort's cabin -~ it's ten te three.

On the coffea table, the phons RINGS. It's in the foreground,
big. Xfter thres rings, Mort bursts through the door in the
background, dumps his shirt, grabs his wallet, his car keys from
the hook (they'ra thesrs this time)} and heads back for the deor.

But through it all, the phoue Xeeps RINUING. Ia the decrway in
the background, Mort stops, thinks.

RING. RING. RING., Somebedy sure is iasistent.

Mort turne, is it bim?

Es CURSES and edges over to ths phone.

BORY
Hallo?
My (D.5.)
Hort?
NORT
{mouths the word)
Shit.
{aloud)
Ei.
IKT TED'S APARTNERT DAY 108

Amy i8 witting on the sdge ¢f a bed in & man's badrocm, & room
we bavan't seen before. She's besn cryirg, still) is. She
speaks softly, casts the cocasional look to the beadreem door,

which iz closed.

Any
‘Mort, I... I've besn so worried about

you.
Mort rolls kia eyes, locks over at the vlock on the wall,

HORT
I'm ckay, Anmy.

ANY
Are you sure? Whes I seaw you
yastarday, I thought you locked..,.
strained. I mean, I kocow you ars
strainsd, bBut...
{& new thought]
Do you... Mort, do you...
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KORT
Khat?

AMY
Do you think things would have bsen
diffsrant if we'd bad ghildren?

BORT
Jesus, I don't kXnow, Amy. Look, can I
call you later? I gotta be someplacs.

He glances at hisz wrist toc check the timae, but his watceh iz

gous, He's puszled, dut doasn't havs tims to think about it, as
sterts te cry. Mort gighs and sits on the adge of the

oolfes table. Ploase God, lat ms out of thies convarsation,

MORT (cant’d)
What is it?
More erying.

NORT (cont’'d)
Taks & bresath.

8niffling.

MORT (cont’'d)
Are you &t Ted sy

AMY
Inm.
HORT
{knows ke shouldn't, can't help
it}
Bow do you feal abeut him, these days?
aANY
I love him.
HORY
Right.
AMY

I didn't go with othazr men. I've
always wanted to tell you that, I
didn't go with other men. Only Tsd.
And oniy the last few months, when you
and me ware,.. when 1t was over
already.
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MORT
If va wars “ovar™ whan we wers still
togethar, you might have menticmed it.
Bacoupre 1t was fuckin news Lo me.

ANY
That's bacause you wersen't thera
maymore, YOu wars gone so much,

HORY
What are you telking about? I workad
at rome, for Christ's sske.

AMY
That's pot what I msan. 3Bven when you
were with ma, you wers gome. Up in
your head. %¥You used to joke asbout it,
you'd tap the side of your head, “Golng
up to the attic, honay, =es you in a
few dayn.” That was 0o Joka. I don't
think I locked into your syes and saw
you looking back at as, really with ne,
for the last two years.

MORY
Taah, it'a all my faunlt.

AMY :
Ho, I was a cowerd, Ted wanted us to
go and tall you together. He kept
asking, and I kept putting bhim off,
I°'11 nevar forgst the lock on your facs
whapn you copensd the door of that motel
room. I'll carry that to my gravs.

Nort closes bls eyes to try to hold off the memory, but good
lJock with that -

IRT MOTEL ROOM DAWH - 1oy

Wa'rs back in that motsl room we saw at the beginning, bursting
through the door, firat psrson Mort, We ses Amy and Ted in bed,
fumbling for the shests, but this time we pes & littla bit more,
we spin arcund and ses Mort's face, and 1t's twisted and painad
and angry, rsally angry, but it’'s Jjust a Zlash and thean we're —-

e CABIN ~ LIVIRG ROOM DAY 210

-~ back in the liviag room, whare Mort forces his eyes open,
wiping cut the unpleasant memory-mevis playing on his ayelida.

MORY
I gotta go.
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110 CONTINUED: 110
ANY
Can't waw
HORT
No, I really gotta ge.
AMY
Will you call if you owed ma?
MORT
I doubt it.
AMT
Can I coms up there?
HORY
¥hy on earth would you do that?
ANY
{pavea, than blurts it out}
Tou still kaver't signad the papers,
Mort. I know you don't want to deal
with it, I didn't want to sithar, but
come on. Everything's bsen nsgotliatsd,
ws don't dizagras about a thing, I
don't undsrytand why you're refusing to
sign., Don’'t you want 1t over withy
Nort shakez hix haesd -~ 3¢ that's why the phone call.
NORT
You're "worried about me." And I
balisve you. ¥hat an idiot.
ANY
I am worrisd, You sound that way,
Mort, you sound like you did asix months
ago and it's my fault, I think it's my
fault and I wish I conld take it back
bat-
. MORT
I guess you shouldn‘t have fucked hinm,
then. ’
Ee BiHGS the phone down.
111 zIw? TED'S APARTMENT DAY 111

Amy sits wlth her hand on the phona, staring at it. Making a
decision, she gets up and goes to the dresser, Sha shoves the
shenl of diverse papers inte her purss and turns toward ths
door., Ted is standing in the doorway.
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CONTINUED:

TED
You're not going up thers?

ANY
I don't want to dance arcund it
anymors, once ho signs it'll be over
with and we won't have to have these
horrible conversations avary other day.

She 1lsmaves the room. EHe follows.

IRT LIVIEG ROOM DAT

Amy scoops her oar keys off a table near the Iroal door.

TED
I'll go with you.

He goas to get his jacket and we notice his right hand is
beavily bandaged. -

. A¥Y
I'd rather go by mysalf.

TED
Amy. ..

ANY
You threw a punch at him, Ted. You
went up to get a simple signaturs and
cams back with a broken hand. If you
walk threough bhis door with me, just the
2ight of you iz gonna send him off,

ii1

112

Ted can sse the truth in that. She puts a hand on his chesk.

MY {cont'd)
1 was married to'the guy for ten years.
I know how to talk to him. I just want
to geat this over with. That's all ha
wants. Bring things to an snd,

TED
Ba carsful.

AMY
{kimans him]
I'll be back tonight.

And sie's gone. Ted tosses his cont ovar & chalr and staree at

the closed door, thinking,

CUT TO:
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113 EXT POST OTPICE DAY _ 113

A Federal Bxpress truck ROARS past, revealing Moxt's car, parked
outside the post office. MNort is imside it, staring at the

departipg truck.

He looks at the post office. Doesn’'t want to go in. Is
desperats to geo im.

ON THE STREET,

Mort's car door sianmé. Af he starts across the strset toward
the buillding, & VOICE cvalls to him.

He turns. Down ths block, he sess Dave Rewsowme, the Sherif! ha
spoks to sarlier, gesturiamg tc him.

Mort looks around, not sow, Dave. Is Shootsr watching him?

Hs waves back to Hewsoms and kesps walking, pretending ha
doaen't hear the fhariff's "hold up & ssc.”™

He hurriss up the steps of the building.

INT POST OFFPICE DAY 114

The post offics iz nearly empty, bBut an innocusus government
building never sesmed s0 menacing. At the far end, there's a
single clark babiund the counter, JULIET STORKER, mid«thirties,

boxrn, bred and will dis in Tashmore Laka.

Bhe looks right at us, emiles as we flost up te her counter.
Bhe says something to ua, but we don't haax it, just ses har
lips move. BShe Iurrows hazr brow, worried about us. She speaks

again, this time we hear her:

JULIZY
Mr. Ralney? Are you all right?

Hort clears his throst, collects himsalf.
. MOR?
Sorry, Juliet. ¥y tircat kind of
doubis-clutched on me for & second,

wULIET
Tou're very pale,

Sbhe Irowns, not sure what to do Qith bim, ax if he's a slightly
lrritating child prodigy who nmeds apecial care and fesding,

Hort steadiss himself, gripping the countar.
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MORT
Somsthing I ate last night, I guess.
Did raderal Express leave anything for

me?

JOULIET
Ko, not & thing.

Mort's fingers sgueeze the counter ferociocusly, turnlng white.

MoRY
Pardon me?

JULIZY
{alraady turning sway)
Just the one thing, I maild,

She pulls a pasxage off the back rack and slidas it across the
vountar to him, its bright red and blua Fad Ex lettering liks a

lighthouse iz a storm.

HORT
(sighs in relisef)
Thank you.
JULIET

Welcoms., You know, the post office
would have & ¢ow 1f thay kneaw we handle
that Faderal Exprazs man's mail.

_ MORT
Wall, I certainly appreciate it.

He ploks up the package and reaists the urge to tear it open on
ths spot.

‘ JULIZT
You won't tall them, will you?

Mort forces a smile and a grisly wink.

HOR?
No way.

JULIET
Good.

Mort turns and heads for the door.

JULIET {cont*d}
Secause 1 saw what you d4id.
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HORT
- {stops)
Pardcn we?

JULIBT
I sald they'¢ shoot me if you did. You
cught to go boms and lie down, Mr,
Rainey. Yon reslly don’'t look well at

all.

MORY
That's not such a bad ldea.

il5 zIT POST OFFICE DAY 11%

116

117

ile

Mort comes out of the poxt office and stops. Hs flips the
packags over to cpen it but stapa, noticing TWO WOMEN staring at
him. One of them whispers something to the othar, the second

ons laaghs, the f£ivst ona SKEUSHES her.

Mort hurries toward his car.
INT  MORT'S CAR DAY

Mort slides behind the wheel of his car, SLAMS the door. Onca
agaln he's about to cpen the pavkigs --

118

~- when there's a ENOCK at his passenger door. He lssps a foot,
locks ovar, saes Dave Newsooms amiling at him, bent down, looking

through the passanger window.

DAVE NEWOOMNE
Biys! Got & minute?

Mort tosses the still-unopaned Fed Ex package on the passenger
seat as 1f it ware communicabla.

MORT
Can't right now, Davel! Give you a call
in & bi%l

¥ort drops the car in gear and pulls away.
2y ZTREZT DAY 17

Dave HRewscme straightens, watching Mort's car drive away.

cuT TO:

INT TED'S APARTMERZ DAY 118

Tad is sitting in & chair in his apartment, anxious as hell.



118

1189

12¢

24. 0271272003

CONTIXUED: 11g

Making a dseision, ke bolts to his feat, grabs his Jacket off
the chalr and his car keys off a daesk, and rasces out the sams

deooy Amy want out.
CUT TO:

T CABIN ~ DRIVEWAI DAY 118

Mort's Bulck skids and CRURCMES to a stop in the gravel drivaway
s? his cabin.
IRT MORT'E CAR DAY 129

Fipally, a mcmant of peace. Mort picks up the Fad Ex package
and holds it irn bhis hands, determined to ¢psn it thie tims.

But as he starts to tura it over, a soft graynass comas over his
vision. Things dull, bend, darken. Ee tries to blink it axway,

his 1lids closs for juzt a second ~-

-=- and then it’'s gome. Whole thing only tock three or four
seconds. That's odd.

Okay, no more bullshit. Hort flips the Fed Ex envelope ovsr in
his hands, reaches for the tear strip --

-~ and £inds it balf pulled off.

The package has already bsen opened.

MORT
.+« the fuck... 7

He rips the taar strip the rest of the way off. BHe turns the
envelope upsids down and a magazina drops inte his lap. Xllery
Pruven ‘s Mystary Nagszine, the loge saays in bright red lettera.
Bensath that, in mueh smaller type, June, 1993,

MORT (comt'd)
1933,

Allowing himsgelf a grie smile, he flips it open, leocking for the
contanta page,

. MCR?T [cont’'d)
Contaents...

He flips back and forth, can't Iipd it. He goes back to the
Lhaglnning, whera the page ougbt to be, and finds a thin strip of
paper in the nmagazine's gutter. He thinks ha koows what that
means. With ¢rowing alarm, ha thumbs frantically through the
magazine, dropping it once and picking it up with a little cry

cf dssperation.
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120 CONTIRUEBD:

121

On tha ssoond page through be loocks mere carefully.

MORT (cont'd}
au§ 81' 82 -

He fiips to the next page, sess the number on it.
MORT {cont'd)
86,

He goes back & page. 82 again., And in the margio is the sliced
o1f svidance that pages 83 to $7 have basern cut out.

HORYT [cont’d)
you cur I or!
He BAMGS his fist down on the steering wheel, again and again
and again.
EORT {cont‘d)
You out it ont, you son of a bitoh)

How did you do that?] You cut it our,
you cat it out, yor out It outt

Mort hears a voice from ingide tha car, a familiar voice. Hise
oD volice,
INNER VOICE [0.8.)
How would he d¢ that?

MORY
I den't know, He did it though.

INNER VOICE (0.8.)

Qkay.
{pause)
How?
: MORT
I DON'T RNOW!
EXT CABIN - DRIVEWAY DAY 121

The car docr opens and Hort olimbe out, stepping on & bundle of
white printed pages Tight beneath the driver's window. Ea
stalks acrous the driveway toward the house. The volcs follows

Bim.

IRWER VOICE (0.8.}
It doasn't make senszs,

MORT
Z2hut up.
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CONTINUED: 121

Ha vinoss as an image £lickere through his aland:

MORT'S MENTAL IMAGE (MOTEL ROOH) iz2

is that saxe scana from the motel room, the one we've seen twice
before, his point of view as ks races in oz Anmy and Ted, then

the camera whips around, sees Mort's face, and it'a {lerce with
anger. We mes for the first tize be's heolding scmething in one

hand. But befors we can saa what it iz --

IR? CABINK - LIVING ROOM DAY 123

Mort BANGS through the door and drops onto ths couch, canter

oushion, arms foldad across his chast. Yet again, he finds
hingel® face to face with --

-- Shootszr's hat. $till sitting on his coffes table. Waiting
for him.

Mort xits forwsrd. This time he picke it up. He looks at it
carefully. - And thesn, for no reason whatsocaver and without &
noment's thought -

-= ha puts it on. He shuddars once, the way you do st a
mouthful of stremg liguor. But that passss. He smooths the

brim. It fits quite well, sctually.

ACROSS THE ROOK,

the mirror over the entry table £ills with Mort as he stands up,
hat ou his head, and walke forward. He positions himself in
front of the mirror. The hat completsly covexs his hair and
just tounches ths tops of his eaxs.

B
Mort’'s Inner Voloe speaks up again -- quiet, gently prodding.

INNEZR VOICE (0.8.)
why'd you put it on?

MORT
I don't know.

INRBR VOICE {C.B5.]
- . Maybe he wantsd you to.

At this mﬁmiut, we'ys loocking at Mort etraight on. We start to
Bnove, to creep around him to kia right mide,

' MORT
¥hy would he want me to put on his hat?

IBNER VOICE {0Q.5.)
Maybe hes wants you t5...
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122 CONTIRUED: 123

"l’tx MORT
Yeah?

Mo snsavar. Ws settls dnto & full profile. Mort turas and looks
directly at us for the first tioe.

MORT (cont’d)
Wante me to vhat?

A face noves in slowly from the gide of the frames and whispers
in Mort's ear ~~ it's Mort’s fadw., #Hort'a Inner Voice has baan

given body, Mort‘s body. Sams guy, eaxe ¢lothes. Two Morta,
! side by side. PTalk about talking toc yoursslf...

INRER VOICE
vv. o get confuped.

MORT
I'm already confused, Pilgrims,

" Wo socner is that last word out of his mouth than he wishaz he
eould snatch it back out of the air. He whisks Shooter's hat
off hia haad and tosses 1t iato & cornsr.

N INEER VOICE
. N Yeak. Yeah, what about that?
MORT
What akout what?
INBER VOICE

“Pilgrim.”

Rathex than answsr, Hort iurns and stalks out of tha room. We
go with him {wans shot] as be passss the stelrcasze, where his
Inpear Volce is now leaning against the railing.

INAER VOICE [zont’d)
"Shooter's Knob."

Mot reaches the kitchen door but stops, as bis Inner Voloe ia
alraady lsaning against it.

INNER VOICE (coant'd}
Half a doren other details you've baan

lgnoxing.

Hort just stares at him, brsathing hard. The Volcs takes a stap
forward., They are nose to nose, bhoth suddenly guite calm.

(\& INNIR VOICE {cont‘d)
Aze 8ll of these things coincidences?
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MCRT

[defsnsive )
I'm wearing bhis bruises, aren't I?

The Ioner Voice dossn’t anawer, just holds his eye.

MORT (comt’d)
Aren't IV

INRER VQICE
Are poul?

Mort rips his shirt off angrily, rotates hls asrmsz out, goes te
the exact spot whers the bruisas were yesterday.

But new they'rs not thers.

NORT
It dossn't...

Eas ssarchas, paws bis flesh.

NORT {cont’d]
It doasn 't make sense!

INNZR VOICKE
Would you liks to hear scmething that

doss make aanse?

Actually, no, Mort would yathar not. He turns and heads for thae
door, rsachss for the keys oo the hook —

~= but the Innar Voice is there ahead of him, leaning against
ths wall next to the hook,

INRER VOICE {vomt'd)
Call the polica.

Mort turns to tha front door but it BANGS shut ahead of him, his
Inner Voice is leaning against it.

] INNER VOICE [(cont’d)
Call Dave Hewsome and tell him to coxms
dovwn hers and lock you up.

MORT
If I could get a knifes and cut you out

of me...

He turns awsy, but ths Inner Voloe 1s right behind him,

IHRER VOICE
Belicre you can de aay mors damage.
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124

125

 MORT'H MENTAL IMACE (HOTEL ROOM}

93. n2/12/2003
123

RORT
I'm warning youl

e turns again -- Inner Voice i1s thers too. All arcund him now,
wheravar he turns bhefors he evea turns there.

IRKER VOICE
Before you kill anyone alss.

BORT
I'LL KILL You!

But suddenly the Inner Voics is gons, and Mort is standing alone
in the smpty living room, chbest heaving, sorsaming at the walls.
fa bBolds bis head ip pain, bacause here comss anothaer mental

imags, and this one's & doozy:
124

is that ahot in the motel room, the ztartled lovers, the anraged
husband, Mort bolding somatbing, and for the first time we see

what it {ia.

A gun.

Eeld in front of him in » shaking band, and now we understand
vhy Amy apd T2d wersn‘'t just shocked and ambaxrassad and upsst,
thay vare terrifisd, because Nort is SCREAMING at them, RAVING
lixe a lunatic, waving that gun arcund, shoving it betwaen Ted's
testh, snarling and spittiog and completely out of conmtrol.

IRT LIVING ROOM DAY 125
Nort shakes his head to chase away the memory.

MORT
It was unlioaded.

The Ianer Voloe is in his sar, it circles him now, walking
aronnd and around him in ever«tightening circles, always in his
ear, inchss away no matter where Mort turns.

INEZR VOICE
Was it?

HORT
Tanl

INNER VYOICE
Wax it, Mont?

MNORY

T told them!
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-~
‘I! ' INNER VOICE
Wae it really unloaded?

HORY
Any bslisved ms.

INNER VOICE
You almopt killed tham., You wanted to.

MORT
The gun was HOT loaded!

INRER VOICE
You #tXil went to.

MORT
Skut up!

: INNER VOICE
Listen to me. Bacauss this is how 1t
happens. This is bow it happens to

paopls.
¥ MORT
-— ghue np!
. ’ INNER VOICE
There is nc John Shooter.
BORT
¥ol
INNER VOQICE
There never hax bman.
HOET
I do not accapt that!
INNER VCIC
You invented him. :
MORT

I do not accapt that at alll

INNER VYOICE
Ligtan to =z&, not to him, Belore ic's
too late, bafors youe

MORY
SHIMT THE IUCX UP AND LEAVE ME ALUNE!
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Es picks up a heavy ashtray -~ & dog standing over a large
marble basin that's supposed to be for the cigarstte butts, go
figurs -~ and hurls it at the Inner Velcs as bard as he can.

But of courses ths Inner Volce ls gone before Mort aven releassas
and the ashtray SMASHES intc the wall just over the entry table.
It puts a large dent in the plaster and opens up a crack.

It's a smal) cragk that originates in the middle of the creass
made by the ashtray. But as Nort watches --

== ths oraok grows. It cresps all the way up the wall,

CRUNCHING tha plastar apart as it grows. Esfors Mort's
wondaring ayes, the crack creeps avress the cesiling ovar his

bead, zig-zagging ita lightaing bolt way right down tha center
of the room, directly abovs Next, and finslly crawling down the
fax wall, ending in ths corner where ha has thrown Shootar's

hat, now resting cock-eyed against the wall.

Mort stands very still i{x the middle of the room, staring ar the
hat.

MORT (comnt‘d}
What is bappaning to me’?

He turm# around, catches sight of himsalf in the mirror, and
GASPS in borror - .

-= bacausge Shooter's hat I» on hisx head poain.

Ee whips it off and hurls it acrogz the room. 7The hat skips
twice off the Iloor, and comes to a 3top in the dooxrway of tha

FEndy ~m

-- whare John Shooter iz leaninyg against the doorjam. He picks
up the hat and twirls it lightly on one finger, smoking a Pall
Mall with his frpe hand.

‘ MORT {cont'd)
{backing away}
You don't axist.

SHOOTER
Ch, I sxist, Mr. Raluney.

Mort backs right Inte tha wall., Shooter advances on him.

BHOOTER {vont‘d)
T exist bacauzxa you made me, You
thought me up. Gave mes =y pnaue. Told
ne avarvyihing you wanted ms to do.
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127

128

12%

13¢

¥ort ias borrified, holding his head as the truth pours into his
consciousnass. Wa sea flazhes of his thoughts as Shooter talks:

EXT AMT'E EQUEX NIGgar 12¢

(This image and all the flashback Imagas that follow fly Xy
rast, rrectured and jarrimg.}

We're locking through the window of Moxt's study again, the one
at ths houss in Riverdale, befors it burnad down. Wa ses
ghootar's shadow on the wall, that c¢rszy hat. BPut we'rs closer
this time, aod irp & flash of light we see Shooter's face balow
the hat, but of courss it isn't Bhooter's face xt all but Nortl's

facs, Mort burnad down the honss.

N CABIN - STUDY TAY 127
Shoeotar is drawiag clowsr.
BHOOYER
Tou had a iob of work nesded doing.
128

EXT BOKIE'S STORE DAY

A shot we havsa't sesn bafore, it's morsing op Main Street, and
Ken Kelsch iz walking toward the front door of Bowie's Store
whan Nort steps out from a doorway and intsrcepts him.

XELECE
Thought we saild nine?

KORT
1 called Tom. Hs said to plok him up.

IRT CABIN - STUDT DAY 123

Shootsr's aloser stilil.

SHOOTER
bidn't have the stomach to de it
yoursel?, But you knaw I did.

INT GREZHLEA®'S CAR DAy 139

Ton Gresnleaf, alive again, iz driving his Scount, Een Eelsch is
in back, Mort 1s in the passeager seat,

MORT
Filght up there, Tom! Ws wers standing
right thera.
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GREENLEAT

{sick about this}
I know, Mort, I saw you. I dida’'t wasnt
to say it in front of him --

{jexks a thumb back at Kelsch)
-- but you wars alaze.

IRT TOM'S CAR {PLASHBACK) DAY 131

FYrom Tom's point of view, we're driving down Lake Drive on that
sunny day. We see & figure up abead, standing by the side of

the road -~ it‘s Mort, standing thera by himsalf. Tom vaves to
kim, Mort tips a fingar back st him in that practiced, country

way.
T TOM'E CAR DAY
Mort laughs disarmingly at Tem'a nervousness.

MCET
T know, I can sxplain. Just pull over.

132

As Greenlesf turps the wheal, we drop down nmxt to Mort's ley
and see his fingers close around the handla af tha hatchet, the
one that will scon be buried in Ken Kelsch's lead.

INT CARIN ~ STUDY DAY 133

Shootar is right in cur Zace.

SHOOTER
T did them things =0 you wouldn't havs
to.
EXT LAKE DRIVE DAY 134

outside the Scout now, we ses Mort whip sround from the Iront
asat and BMACX the hatchet down in the middle of Ken Felsch's
skull, We hear Pom Sresanleaf's horrified SHRIEX, but it's
abruptly cut off as Mort turas to him & split-seccond later and
drives the screswdriver home in the middls of his forshead.

I¥T CARIN - BATHROOM RIGHT 135

In the ghower in hisg cabin, Mort cleans up, bleocod swirls down
the drein.

iNT CABIN - LIVING ROOX DAY 136

Mort awvakens, stretches, grabe hiz arme and back, can't belisvs
how unbeliavably sors he 1z, Now we kanow why.
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! ' 137 INT  CABIN - STUDY DAY 137

Shootsyr smilsa,

SECOTER
Ofthand, I'd say you'rs the one don't
axizt. Not anymore. HNot really.

MORT
What do you waat?

SHOOTER
You tell ma, Am I doue yet? Wa got
things all olesned up around here?
{no answer)
Do wa?

BORT
2 don‘t know!

SRODTER
ehink on it. What's ths real reason I

coma for?
- NGRT

‘ fix your story.

SHOOTER
That's right.

' HORT
rix the ending.

EBOOTER
and how sxaoily do you supposs you
caghta do that?

outaide, they hear the sound of tirss ou gravel. Thay both turn
in time - .

—~ to ses Amy‘s car drive past the frent deor.

They look at sach other.

SHOOTER (oont'd)
rrodd Dowpey thought that a woman who
vould rteal yeur love whsn your lova
vas really all you had wax not much of
A’ woman, ©

Mort takss & step straight forward, but that's whare Shooter in
standing, so wvhen he moves ahead --

®-
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137 CONTINUED:

138

-~ he passss right Zhrough Shaooter, whose image fallas all to

| placee, but they’'re sticky pisces, and they dissolvae and cling

te ¥ort at the same time, it's like welking through a spiderwsb.

Shooter is gone. Or maybe Fhooter wvas right, and Mori's the one
who's gons. Bscanse when Mort finishes Shootsr's guotation, he
is speaking with Bhootsr's volcs and moving with bis mapnerisms,

ﬁ! -i’ Shnbm.

BORY
*Ha thersfors decided te kill ber., ™

He turps and looks at the mirror again, and from this angle he
can sed the dxriveway, and Amy's car parksd in it. We move
toward ths miryror, fast, than we go tirocogh the mirror and zoom
in on Xmy and in that suma shot wa find cursslves ==

EXY CABIH DRY 138

=« out in the driveway a» Awmy SLAME tha deor of her car. She
takes one step and stops, her attention ceught by something in

the driveway.

It's a sovk, Part of it is a rusty red color. ©04d. 3he looks
up from it.

AMY
Morty

Ne aoswer. She starts walking toward the cabin. Up ahsad, some
white pagee are fluttering on the driveway next to Moxrt's car.

Shs stoopa down, pioks one up, It's page 83 of Flleary Queen’s
Mystasry Nagazine, lying right whers Mort dumped it after he cut
it out of his own magazina.

It's & shoart story:

Fowing Beason
ssort Liction by Morton Rainsy

That's weird. JAmy dossn’'t like it. She lets go of the page, it
flaps away in the light braeeze.

How she really takes in the viaw of the cabin, and there are s
faw move detally that aren’t quite the way we’ve been fesing
them. The scresn door, for ezample, which is henging from ons
broken hinge. And a singls shoe zitting on the frout step of
the cablan, must go with the sock in the driveway.

Any passes the garbage cabinet and hears flies BUZZING. Ghe
looks over at the spot whare Bump had bean pinped to the wood.



[ 8

106. 02/1272003
138

133 CONYINURD:
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He Bump, of coursa, Mort d4id bury ber, but tha wood is stainad,
big derk red chunks of dog stuck to it, flies feeding on it,

Wwith & growing senze of alarm, Rmy steps up to the screen door
and peers through.

ANMY {cont’d)
Mort? '
{no answar)
¥ou home?

Btill no answey. She puts a hand on the door -
InNT CABIN -~ LIVING RQOM DAY 139

-w &nd steps iupside. BShe stops, locking srcund the xoom in
shouk »

The outside of the house wor a mass, but irnside is a dixastar.
Half-eaten "teals® ars on platez sround the room, ths flies are
faaxting on thoss too. The ashtray with the dog on it is buried
in the wall, whers it has startsd & smsll crack, about a foot
long. The trash can is full and haz overflowed ontoc the floor.
Paper is littesred everywheure. It lcoks as if Mort has axhuned
svery copy of avery manuscript he had in the place and strewn

the pages around ths yoom,

In short, the recm looks nothing like it did two minutes ago,
wien wa ware looking at it through Mort's eyes. But &5 we novw
know, thoss ars very unrslisble syss indaed.

Worst of all, svarywhere, everywhers is ous word., The word iz
SHDOTER.

It's writtan on the walls in chelk and dnk, it's sprayed on the
window twioe ip what looks like dried whipped cream -~ and
thers's the Redi-Whip can on tha floor under the window to prove

it, ‘

"SBhootez” is written on the stalr railings in pancil, nsat
columny stecked on top of each other lika addition probiemw.
It's even carved intc ths cherry weod colfes table in great
Jagged latters threa fset high, like a grotesgua declaration of

love == SHOOTER.

Ths screwdrivar ha used te deo the carving is lying on the
tabletop. It's & familiar-looking screwdrivaer, with = red
ohipped handle, and driad red stuff on its stesl shaft, We've
fean thizx gscrewdrivar befors. Twice.

AMY
{a whispex)
Mort?
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She hears a scund. B8he turns, looks in the direction of Nort's
study. The door iz closed again.

She walkes toward it, kicking the issue of Fllery Quéer on the
floor op the way. §Shs doesza't zotice,

Ehe puts & band on the door to the study and pushes it open.

Ny CARIN - 37UDY DAY 140

The deor swings wide and Amy takes a ztep intc the study. The
first -thing ske notices im Mort's computer moniter, whick has
besn swept off the dask and is lying oz its side on the floox,

where it Imploded.

On the dask iz its place is an old Royal typswrliter. A typed
waguscript ix neatly stacksd on top of it, Amy takss a guick
look around the room and walks toward it «-

-= paxsing Mort, who is standing just bahind the docor, hands
folded primly behind his back, Shootar's hat psrched atop his

h‘aﬁu .

She dossn't motice. And he doesn’'t move. Amy crossss the room
to the desk and comes around behind it, peering down at the

naguseript. The title pege iz on top:

Sacrat Nindow, Sacrer warden
by Jobhn Shooter

Axy starer at 1lt, puzzled,

ANY
{a mutter}
John fhooctar... ¥

She looks up and pees “Shooter” is also written on the walls of
this room, scross the walls in a nearly straight line. &he
follows the lins, but as she nsars the end of it, the last one
doesn't say “Shooter" anymors, scoehow it has avolved into twoe
words, twoe words that are right over Mort's head:

SHEQOT HER
Amy GASPS, seeing Hort and the words at tha same tinme,
Ehe's scaraed as hall, tries to sound normal, feils.

AMY (cont‘qd)
Ei,

He dosan’t reply, just staras at her.



108, 0271272003

140 CONTINURD: 1490
~
8he locks at the hat.
AMY (cont'd}
Wherea'd you find that cold thing? The
attic?
He a2till doesn't answer, but his face twitches, and as it
twitochas, we ses a thought that flashes through his mind:
i41 EXT HUMMAGE SALE DAY 141
Mort, younger, is at a rummage sale in the country with Amy. He
puts the hat on, turns arcund to facs her, smiling. Hs afiscts
a4 Southern acosnt, sounds Just like Shootsy.
MNORT
rime to plant the north forty, ma'am,
142 INT CAEIN -~ 8STUDY DAY 1i2
He smilax, A

The Ilinoh goes away as Mort banighes the menory.
fhootesxr smile. He spaaks softly, as Shooter.

MORT
It's my hat, Wase't evar anybody

‘ slse’s.
| Ay
Mort? What's wrong? What's~

BORT
You got yotu » wrong number, woman.
Zin't no Hort bhere. Mort's dead. He
did a lot of squirmis around, but in
the end he vouldn’'t lia to himsel?
anymors, lst alone to me. I never put
a hand on him, Mre. Rainey. I awear.
He took the coward's way ouk.
Amy locks arcund the room. Oue door, and Mort's standing right
next to it,

ANY
Why are you talking that way?

MORT
This is just the way I talk. Evarybody
down in Miws'ippi telks this way.

AMY

r\ﬁ Mort, stop itl
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MORT
Don't you undsrstand what I sald? 7You
ain’'t dmaf, ara you? He's dead. He
killad himself,

AMY

fgtarting to ory)
Tou'xse gcaring ma...

MORT
Lon't matter.

He takss his hands out from bebind his bavk, In one of them he
holds a pair of acisaors.

NORT (comt’d)
{walking toward her)
You won't be scarad long.

£be stays still for s momaent, in total disbelief, but than snaps
cut of it. 3She bolts foxr the door.

Mort lungee toward hex, briaging the scissors down in a silver
arg ~=-

-- but his £oot slips on the locose papers on the floor and ha
falla, missing her by a few inches. The Plades stad into the

hardweod floor, right through page nine of "Secret Window,
Bacrst Gardan.”

Mort'z mouth BANMGS off the floor and sprays blood. A half-
suoked package of Pall Malls shoots cut of his shirt pocket and

slides acroas tha wooden floor.

Mort yanks the scissors from the flaor and gets up on hiz knses,
smiling and suarling threugh the blood ruonning over his lips and

tweath.

NORT [(cont’d}
¥on't de¢ you no help, Mrs. Rainey|

Be checks the scisscrs, sess thailr bluntsd tips, and topass them
impatiently aside a5 he gets to his faer, .

MORT {(cent’d)
I got & place for you! I got it all
picked out!

He wa;ks oat the door aftsr her.
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BIT CARYNY - DRIVEWAY DAY 142

Amy races dowzn the front steps of tha cabin and to her car. She
throws opsn the door and leaps lnside, SLAMMIRG down the locks.

Through the passenger window, we sse Hort walk calmly out of the
bouse after her. She fumbles for bar keys, pawing Ior the right

one .,

Mort walks toward the car, bending down when he gets naar it,
just out ¢f cur sight, below the window line.

Any jama ths Xxay in the ignition ~-
v« Mort stands up next to the passanger window --
w- Ay turns ths key and the engine RORRE to lite ==

«= and Mort BMASEES the boulder he picked up through the
passenger window,

fo Amy's credit, she doesn't scream, dcesn’t lat herself gst
distracted. She reaches over for the gear shift (it's a etick

shift] and starts to jam it into reversze.

But Mort lunges through the window and grabs hold of that hand,
gets har hard by the wriet. Amy fights him, shoves the car into

Ieverse anyway.

The car starts to move, but Mort's half in it, and he's got both
hands on her now.

Amy shoves & foot down on the gas, Mert pulls her with all his
strength --

-~ and hauls her right out through thes brcken passengayr window
as the car rolls away.

How Amy SCREAMS as her leags rake over tha jagged broken glass in

the window frams. She THUDS to the ground on the gravel
drivewasy as her car rolls in a hroad, backward pemi-circls,

SLANMING ass—and into & trse and coming to & stop.

IRT CABIN - LIVING ROON DAY 144
Mort BANGS through the scrasen door of the cabin, dragging Amy
behind him, a firm grip oz her hair. She’s half-crawling,
trying to stop bim or at least ksep up, it hurts likxe hell.

Mort reaches ths coffse table and grebs the scrswdriver, the one
he used on the dog and Tom Grssnlesi.
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MORT
{still Bhooter)
Ba still, will you.

Ee knouks har over onto her back, raipses the ecrewdriver, and
brings it down. Amy SERIZEE aund rolls away —-

-= but the screwdriver buries in her calf. Now she SCRERMS.

He pulls the blade cut and she rolls ovar, crawling away from
him fast.

MORT (cont’d}
o, ma'am.

Hs grabs her by ths ankle.

" MORT (cont’'d]
Fo, ma’nm.

Amy swings her other ley around hard and connects with hiz nose,
braaking it with a wat SHAR. '

Ha turns and looks back at har as blood runs down his iip,

. MORT {cont'd)
I1'm about done fussin with you.

Ehe drags hezself to her fest and races toward the back door.
Her right loafer, rilling with blood, SQUELCHEE and SMOOCHES on

har fooct, :

Eke hite ths serean door with beth hands --

EX? CARIN - LAKE 3IDE DRY 145

-- and staggars out into the back vard. MNort flies cut ths door
behind her and SLAMS inte her, & hard tackle, She hits ths
ground en her stomach, all his waeight on her, and the air

WHOCBERS out of har.

Mort climbs off of her and flips her over. She’s CASPING, the
wind koocked out of her, unable to breaths for the moment,

sprtainly unable to stand.
Mozt gets up, Iooks around «-

~= and grabs the shovel out of the pile of dirt ian the back
yazd,
MCRT

I am sorry, Mizsus. None of this was
wy idea. It wasz Mr. Rainey all along.
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ANY
{dexpsrate Ior &ir)
Boxt...

MCRT

‘Cagse right is right. And fair is
fair.,

Hs comes ovmr and stzaddlss her, halding the sghovel iz both
hands.

ANMY
You are...

MORT
And scmething has got te bs done.

Y 54
You ars Nort Rainey...

MORT
I got & place for you.

Be hefts the shovel.

AMY
You are Mort Rainpay.

¥ORT
I get it all picked out,

He raises the shovel ovar bis bead, about to bring it down on
ez,

ANY
YOU ARE NORYT RAINEZY!

Mort pauses. (1f we're listaening carefully at this point, we
might have just hesrd car tires on gravel.)

MY (cont’d)
YOU ARE MORT RAINEY! YOU ARE NORT
RAINEY!

Hort's brow furrows. The shovel lowars, alightly at first.
Amy's tone changes, becomes more soothing, she's trying like

hell.

AMY [aont'd)
You a&re Meort Relney. ¥Your name iz Mort
Rainey,
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The shovel lowers evan more, Mort's thinking like corazy now,
ever cocking his head like a dog.

AMY (cont'd}
Say it. Your naxms. Mort Rainey.

The shovel lowers even mora, he's holding it across Liz waist
sow. Is this it? Eas she done it? Heve her words raached bim?

At that very moment, we hear TEUNDERING FEET inside tha house,
wa see the outlins of a man racing through the house, hs calls

out a nams, we recognize the volcs --

TED (0.8.)}
AMY?!

-= sand the back sorean door BANUE opan and Ted comes barraling
putside, Jjust in tims to BmASL «.

m— NORT'S BHOVEL, which he brings across his chest in a two
mundred and ssventy degres bassball swing that catchss rad full

in the face.
¥o. Any’'s words did not reach Mort.

He was just listening.

rod flies off his fest and lande on hisz back on the stairs,
ENAPPING two vartakbTas.

Amy SCREAMES. She watches aa, in a flash, Nert iz standing over
Tad, raising the shovel again, this tinma like a long-handled axe
over his head, and he briags it down on Ted's haad,

FWa don't see the death blow, but Ted’'s haad scunds pretty much
az yeu'd think it would, like an coverripe watermalon.

Amy SCREAMS one more time, for good measurs. MNort turng to her,
in no mood to fack around any longsr, he walks toward her and
raises the shovel up cver his head and hesitates, just holding
it up thare, over his head, deciding whether or not to erd this
thing, and in that instant of indecision everytbing goes

BLACK.

BT BOWIE'S STCGRX DAY idb

Downtown Tashmore Laks on a lovely fall day., 7The lsaves havs
changed, sc 2 few months must have gone by. Mort's Buick parks

in front of Bowia's Store.
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CONTINUED: 146

Mort climbs out and heads into the stors, WHISTLING., %wo women,
the same two woman who watched him when he came cut of the post
offica with the Ted Ex package, stop whera they ars on the
aidewalk as he approaches.

NGRT
‘Morning, ladies!

The Women stare. The rirst Woman whispers scmathing to the
Eevend Woman. This time, the Seoond Woman doss not laugh. They

ars a?raid of hin, hs's O.J. in Brentwood.
INRT BOWIL'Z BTORE DAY . 147

Mort breszes inside.

MORT
Hiya, Gexrda!

Oerda doesn‘t look at him, doesn't answer. The sntire placs
tannos. ‘

Mort heads for the back counter, not the diner part, but tha
store part. As he passes the usual Department of Public Works

goys bavipg their breakfast at the counter, they turn their
haadz, one by one. After be passss. HNot befors., There iz no

eye contact this time.

AT TEE BALK,

Mort chearily picks & fov items off the shelves, brings them
cver to tha counter ag Gerda meets him reluctantly at ths
xegister.
HORY {cont’d)}
Yo time for breakfast today, I'm
afraid. :

Garda rings wp the itsms. Thers's butter. Mortom Salt. a
stack of napkins,

Gurda never locks st hia,

GERDA
§ix twanty-six,

Hort PLURRE dowp a ten.
MORT
How's busineas?

Gerda bhands bim bis change, finally locks him iz the eve.
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GEADR
Besen better.
HORT
Ak, it'll pick up. Always doss. "TO
averything there is a seascn.” Thanks,
Gerdal
He takes his bag and leaves. Gerds watches him go.
cUT 1Oy
148

148

145

EXT CABIR DAY

Nort's cabin, Mort's Bulck parked in front. The tress changing
celor. You knew, this place i# Just absolutsly besutiful.

A police car rolls zmlowly into the driveway, “Tashnore Lake
Sheriff s Department” on the side.

IRT CABIN - LIVING ROCM DAY 149

The back door opena and Mort comes into the cabin from ths back,
carrying & basket of something froa outsida.

DAVE HIWSOME
{through tha soreen)

Mort jumps, startled. HEs smiles when he recognizes Newsome.

HORT
Dave! You startled mae.
DAVE NEWECOM2
May I coma in?
HORY

bh... can you coms back? I'm a little
baey right now.

 DAVE NEWSOME
‘Fraid not, Mr. Rainey. Official
vizit.

But without another word, Mort just tuzims and welks into the
kitchen, carrying his basket.

Dave is surprised. He opsns the screan door and comes inside.
He hears a buoping and CLARGING from the kitchen and walks

slowly toward the swinging door.

Ha pushes it open.
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INT CABIN -~ EITCHEN DAY 150

One hand still on the door, Newsome gradually rsveala the view
into the kitchen. The place is a foul, fetid mess. There are
stacks of rotting corn husks sverywhers, a hngs pot boiling on

the stova,

Nort chucks the basket he was carrying loto a corumer of the
kXitehsn beside two otheazs. It's full of freshly picked ears of

CoIrn.

Kawscps looks arocund, shovksd., Mort's at the stove aow, putting
on hot pads to remove tha boiling pot.

MORT
7old you, Dave, I'm kinda swampad.

Ma carries the pot over to the aink and dumps it into a large
steainer thers. The boliling watar and bright yellow ears of
@orn tumbls out and stese billows up ovar Mort's head in a great

kot cioud.

MORT (cont’d)
Harvest time,

_ DAVE NEWSOHE
B0 1 see,

Mort pnlls off ths hot pads and pilucks the still-steaming sars
of corn from the strainer, placing them in a bowl cae by one.

Pause, than out with it:

DAVE NEWHOME {sont’d)
We finally found Tom Greenleafl's car.
Seemg it was at the bottom of Dunsmoor
Cuarry.

Nort dossn’'t answer, just carriss the bowl of corn to the table
asd has a sast.

. . DAVE KEWSDME {cont-d)
And old Tom was in i%t, along with
ancther body. Too decayed to ildantify
tight off, but I got & hunchk jit's gonna
turn oot to be that private
investigator you hired down in the
olty. But I expect you knew that

miready.

Mort #till doesp‘t anawsxr., He picks an ear of ¢orn and jabs two
o those prongy corn-sater things ilutoe the sads. Eaaisr to eat
that way, you don't gat your Ilngers messy.
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150 CONTINUED: 150

‘Ill‘h\ DAVE HEWSCOME (cont'd)
And we Iound a wristwatch in the car,
too. I don't think thera's & soul in
town has any doubt it‘s geonma turn out
te be yours. Not with that
insoription. TYsah, you had us running
in circles for a few months there, I'll
give you that. We may never find what
you did with the body of your wife and
Tad Milnar, but we got ancugh now.

Mort slathers soms butter over the hot sar of cornm, it melts and
drips onto the plats.

TAVE NEWSOME {cont'd)
Thera's a half dozen fellas from tha
BT on thair way up hera right now to
put you under arrast. EShonld be here
in thres or four minutez. 1 just
wantad to tall you myself.

Moxt sprinkles salt on the corm.

DAVE HEWSOMEZ (oont'd)
. Did yeu hear wbat I sald? You're going
_ ; to jail, Mr. Ralney, and you won't be
"I" ooming out.

NORT
oh, I'm not wvorried shout that. The
only thing that matters iz ths ending.
He was right to push ms oo it, It's
ths most important part of a atery, ths

anding,

He looks up at the fhexriff, his face full of the modest pride of
craftsmanship.

MORT (cont‘d)
I think I got it right this time. A
pearfsact anding.

He holds the sar of corn up in frout of him, studies the shiny
yallow kernels, the beautiful cozing buttar, the bright white
flakes of aslt, He recites from msmory, in Shootsr’s velce:

MORT (cont'd}
*I Xpow I can do lt, " Todd Downsy sald,
helping himsel! to apother ear of corm
from the steaming bowl. “I'm surs that
'r"ﬁ in time pvery bit of her will be gone
and har deatk will be s myatery. JEven

‘ll’ te me."”
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CONTINUED: {2) 150

He leans forward to take 2 bite, cleariny our linme of vision,
and we notice something waving outside his kitchen window.
Corn stalks.

We drift toward the waving green stalks, across the kitchen, out
the oper window --

Bxr HOUSE - LAKE E5IDE DAY

- #nd into the middle of the gardan, Once a bara pateh of
dirt, it's now full of seven foot corn gtalks, their tassels

CLICKING against ons aaothex in the light breeze.

1E1

Ws keep drifting, but down now, down the lengths of the stalks,
down whare the irrsgular shaftx of sunlight barely strike, past
tha base of tha stalks, down to tha dirt and then Into the dirt,
still moving, underground now, following the roots of the corn

stalks ints the molst black esarth.

Thay go desp, thasa roots, thisk at first, then thinner, thinnar
still, we're pix fast undarground now and atill following the
gpldery tandrils ol corh root down, past tha corpse of Bump the

deg, all the way down —-
-= Into the decomposing bodisr of Any Rainsy and her lover.

Inr EIPCHER DAY 52

HOBRT
Pertect,
CRUNBCH]

Horf sipks his teetk into the corn and tears the kernels fres,
buttar running down his chin.

FADE QUT.




