BIRD ON A WIRE

geltzer Draft - Ravised
12/25/88



. ESTABLI HOT CEDERAL PRISON - MORNZ

The lock of MAXIMUM SECURITY; GUARDS, machin -guns at the rsady,
watching over yardbirds who mill slowly, shoulders hunched
against the cold.....CAMERA MOVING IN ON ONE who stands apart
from the rest —leaning up against a wall, smoking. He is mid-
forties, pock=marked, dead behind the syes; not the kinda guy
you'd like to ses coming to help you f£ix your flat tira in the
dead of night.

OVER THIS, WE HEAR INTERIOR VOICES: a parole hearing in prograess.

WARDEN (0.8.)
I'l1l adnit he's not the sweetest guy in
the world, but in my opinion he
represents no threat to society...

cuUT TO:

T. P D -
The WARDEN referring to one of many FILE FOLDERS stock-piled
beside him as he addresses an assembled group of four.

WARDEN (CONT'D)
His twenty-twe years hera have bean
unaventful, and that in itsale
qualifies him for "good bahavior",

OFFICIAL #1
(in disagreement) KEis peychiatric
avaluation says "surley,
uncommunicative and unrepentent®,
pretty much suggests ha rot in hell.

WARDEN
Unfortunately, thera's a demand for
bedspace in hell. (ra: the stack of
fila=folders) We're gonna have to dip
below the level of Sainthood.

Tossing the file on the table, he lcoks for a consensus.
WARDEN |
I recommend Eugenae Sorenscon's fifty-
years-to~life ba commuted.

CUT TO:

N - »y

L)

A stone-faced SORENSON, in the company of an ARMED GUARD, waiting
for his personal effects while a BLACK CONVICT digs through a
pile of paper-wrapped bundles.




BLACK convier
"Good Behavior"? What doas that mean?
You been fuckin' the wardan?

“  GUARD
Wateh your mouth,

BLACK CONVICT
Or, you still got friends in the
F.B.I.? You Fedaeral Agents stick
together, huh? In or 2ut of the can.

Finding the vight bundle, he DUMPS itsg contents - bell-bottomed
trousars, a fringed jacket, a rad acares and baret, and an address
book - on tha counter in front of him.

BLACK CONVICT
Batter get yoursalf gome naw duds,
Dude. You ain't gonna gcere ghlt in
that Sixties stuff.

Unamused, Sorenson takes it, and lsaves.

BLACK CONVICT
(calling aftar him) No kias goodbye. . ?!

CUT TO:

INI.. PRISON - MOMENTS LATER

A HUGE METAL DOOR "SLAMMING" SHUT bahind SORENSON who is now
dressad in his "civvies", looking like he's lost a lot of weight
in twenty-two years. In his hand he carries his only balongings
in a crumpled paper bag: he MOVES TOWARD US, down a long
corridor, his syes set on the final gate to freedon.

SUPER OPENING TITLE: "BIRD ON A WIRE"
cUT To:

pR -
Ag the GATE SLIDES OPEN, and SORENSON steps out, pausing to HEAR
the sweat music of the GATE SLIDING SHUT bshind him. Raising nis
arm, he gives the PRISON a virulent and lingering "one-fingered
salute”, then pulls his address book out of the paper bag, and
moves off down the road.
AS TITLES CONTINUE, WE HEAR the DISTANT RUMBLE of THUNDER.

CUT TO:

E HUA AXFPRONE s L L

It's RAINING NOW, the glass steamed. We are on the cutside
looking in, and can't hear what SORENSON is saying =-- but as W
MOVE IN ON HIS EYES, tha words "gurley, uncoemmunicative, and
unrepentent” coma to mind. The guy is positively murderous.




TITLES END.
ABRUPT CUT TO:

304

EXT, ER_LUNCH PARI EW_YORK CITX

As a teal-grean Mercades pulls to the curb and a WOMAN ateps out.
Not just a woman. A woman of the Eighties, She's mid-to-late
Thirties, carries an attache case and exudes confidence: the
woman that Madison Avenue c¢onjured up to sell everything from
perfume to running shoas. She is a woman accustomed to having
her way = which is what she is about to do.

INT _~ SAME

As she strlides in, spotting her quarry: TWO MEN, attorneys,
carrying attache cases just like hers. They stand; she quickly
glips into a chair opposite them. She's all business, and in a
hurry.

MARIANNE
Dex, Brad....sorry, I can't stay for
lunch, I've got to £1ill in for ons of
the partners at a board meeting in
Detroit. (a waiter hands her a nenu)
No thanks =« uh, maybs a San Peligrino =
no, just some mineral watesr. Evian.
{to the men) 8o, hers's the deal.
There's no deal. My client balked.

DEX
What de you mean your client balked?

MARIANNE
I tried to sell it to her, she wouldn't
go for it. &he thinks she can gat

morea.

BRAD
(emalling a rat) "She" thinks, or you
think?

MARIANNE

On sacond thought, that chicken salad
locks nice. (to waiter, rae: another
table) Im that amoked chicken?

BRAD
(fuming) We had a deal Marianns.

MARIANNE
The guy's worth forty million and he
was cheating on her, you want to go to
court with that?



DEX
Who gays ha cheated on har?!

- MARIANNE
Gimme a brsak. (getting up) I gotta
pee.
DEX
You have preoof he cheated on her?!
MARTANNE

You think he happened to meet that
ninatean year old model the day after
he laft his wife?

BRAD
I think you'ras late for your shrink
appeintmant, Marianne, you aren't

through beating up on your ex-husband
yet.

MARIANNE
You got that right, Pal.

BRAD
(to her departing form) You can't take

it out on every guy who wants a
divorce...!

He's half out of his seat, realizing all ayes in the restaurant
are on him. Lowering back down, he steams as he watches her go.

DEX
What do we do now?

BRAD
Fix her up with Mike Tyson. They'll
get along just swall.

CUT TO:

As MARIANNE credit-card dials on a pay phone.

MARIANNE
Paul Barnard, pleasa.
cuT TO:

. p ¥ -
As a speaker phone is punched, and PAUL BERNARD, MARIANNE'S

boyfriend, yaet another lawyer, in his fastidious office, replete
with exercise equipment, responds.



PAUL
Hay, PEpokilel

- MARIANNE
Get™Me off the spaaker box and don't
call ma "Pookie".

PAUL
(picks up phone fast) Sorry,
GCounselor, didn't mean to offend.

cUT TO:
MARIANNE = SAME

MARIANNE
Remember you had a fantasy about having
gex with me in some waird place? How
'bout Datroit? (beat) Aw, coms on,
I'1l do exotic things to you. I don't
know, semething with pesanut butter, and
glass coffee tables, come to Detroit
with me, you can wear your bunny
costume.

cuT TO:
I ' -

He's toseing a smurf basketball inte a basket as ha talks.

PAUL
Sorry Muffin Breath, they're installing
my big scresen this weakend. I've
waited two months for this appointment
-~ and anyway I've got major litigation
on Monday. 8Sony and Blaupunkt are
ganging up on Crazy Eddie. It's the
Japs and Krauts against the Yanks!
It's World War II again, and I'm Audis

Murphy!
CUT TO:
MARTANNE = SAME
MARIANNE
What am I going %o do in Datroit all
weak?
PAUL

Buy a ¢ar. Prove you're Amarican,

MARIANNE
I don't love you and I won't miss you.



PAUL
Sounds like false tastimony to na.

== MARIANNE
G'bye.

She hangs up. And in the momentary pause before she marshalls
her energy - We see her guard slip. But only for a sacond.
Pumping up, she heads back out the door.

cuT TO:
INT, RESTAURANT - SAME
Aa she raturns.
DEX
Wa'd like you to reconsider, Marianna.
MARIANNE
I have.
DEX
(hopeful)Really?
MARIANNE

I*11 have the lobster instead of the
smoked chickan.

CUT TO:

E

EXT. QVER . ;
One dark, d;rty and gloomy city, CAMERA SWINGING TO AN AUTOMOTIVE
COMPLEX as WE HEAR Janis Joplin belting out:

"oh, Lord, Won't you buy me, a Mercedes Benz . . .M

ANGLE ON
A aputtering Neon Bign hanging above a rundown service atatian,
flashing ;iw_ 8 ] VOYAGE GARAGE through the downpour.

"My friends all drive Porsches, I must make a-mends."

A mechanic's legs sticking out from beneath thes Lincoln Towncar
ha's working on, as Janis Joplin continues on his radioe.

"Worked hard all my lifetime, no help from my friends; Ch
Lerd won't you buy me a Mercades Benz."



MAN'S VOICE (EARL, ©.S.)
I'm shuttin' down, Billy Ray. Ain't no
one drivin' in this weather tonight. I
got _my daughter and her Xkids comin!
cver. You want to give up on that old
tank and come over have dinner with us
tonight?

EARL, lata fifties with a beer belly hanging south of a sweet

hound dog face, walks into the service bay, pulling on a jacket
that reads "1lth Annual Turkay Shoot," as he talks to the
mechanic under the car.

BEARL
No good your bein' alone so much, Billy
Ray. Since you'va come to town, I
don't think you've made one friend.
None I've meen, anyway. So, whyn't
you wash up and meet my Migsus tonight?
She made me promise to invite you.

Getting no anaswer, he moves closar te the car.

EARL
Turn down that radio! You hear ne,
Billy Ray?

8till no answaer; Earl kicks out tha plug frem the radio, then,
bracing a hand on the car fender, bends down to sea.

BARL
Billy Ray? You asleep under there?

CRASH! The Jack holding up the car suddenly ¢ollapses and Billy
Ray lets out a horrible scream as his LEGS THRASH WILDLY.

EARL
Oh my God! Billy Rayl

BILLY RAY
(screaming) HELP ME, EARL! GET IT OFF
ME!

Earl throws himsalf against the car, trying to 1ift.....

EARL
Hang on, Kidl . . .

But he can't budge it, Billy Ray SCREAMING LOUDER. Grabbing a
Jack, Earl jams it under the car and pumps nadly, DUMBFOUNDED
when the HANDLE SNAPS QFF in his hand.

BILLY RAY
(gasping) Oh, God, Earl! Help nmal
Pull me ocut'a herel



Panicking, Earl grabs Billy Ray's ankles and, heaving against

them, pulls Billy Ray's legs glear OFF, FLYING BACKWARDS ACROSS
THE ROOM,

BILLY RAY
Earl! My lag's come off!

ANGLE ON EARL crashing into a shelf which dumps a pile of tires
down on him - the pair of FAKE LEGS, now meen to ba stuffed with
rags, wrapped around his neck === ag =e=

BILLY RAY BOWERS stepas out Ifrom behind the collapsed car, GASPING
WITH LAUGHTER. LlKe Earl, he is a "good Ol' Boy'; mid=to-late
thirties, his faca grease-streaked and stubble bearded, unabla to
catch his breath for laughing. He points at Earl and wheezes,
elapping his body as he spins and shrieks.

EARL
Scmething wrong with your brain, Boy?

BILLY RAY
Aw, Earl, come on! You can take a
joke, cain't cha?

EARL
That'a "funny" to you?

BILLY RAY
(realizing he want too far) Earl. Hey.
I'm sorry. It's jumt I gotta do
somethin! to break the monotony around
here. (helping Earl to his faeat)
Workin' en rich people's cars all day,
without a littla levity, can seriously
fuck up an 0ld Southern Boy's outlook.

EARL
Ooh. You'rs "bored" are you?

BILLY RAY
Wall, don't take it personally, Earl.
I'm kind of a restless guy, like I told
you, that's why I move around so nuch.
I gat it from my Daddy, I gueas. He
was a travelin' banjo-man, did I tell
you? Wandarin' all through the hills
of Kentucky.

EARL
(susplcious) I thought your Daddy
raised hogs in Tanneases,



BILLY RAY
(without missing a beat} Ralsed hogs
and played tha banjo. And some of them
hoggkgould sing. One of 'm travelled

al¥ the way from Taenneasee with him.
EARL

(dubious) To Kentucky.
BILLY RAY

To Kentucky. My Daddy'd play, and that
old hog, would sing . . .

EARL
You can bullshit at the drop of a hat,
can't you, Boy.

BILLY RAY
The drop of a hat, Earl.

Something in the way Billy Ray said i%t, betrays sadness:
assesses hin,

BARL
Well, there's somethint' ain't right
about you, no doubt about that. That's
why I thought you could use a friend.

Billy Ray is touched.

EARL
Wanna come to dinner?

BILLY RAY
Gotta get this Lincoln done, Earl.
"Cause I love workin' on rich psocpla's
cars.

BEarl

The gas~pump ball sounds: It's a Black Mercedes, pulling in.

EARL
(re: tha car) BSpeakin' of rich
psople, hop to it.

Heading for the back door, Earl grabs his lunch pail.

EARL
(ovar his shoulder) You'll leck up?
(Billy Ray responds affirmative) Don't
forget the lights and the coffee
machine.

BILLY RAY
YO“ got it . And f ] Earl » . . ?



Earl turns.

BILLY RAY
(a little uncomfortable} Thanks for
the" invitation,

Earl smiles, the back door SLAMMING behind him. Glancing
outside, Billy Ray grabs a parka, pulling it over his haad as he

serambles into the rain.
cUT TO:

xT. -
As BILLY RAY rsaches the Mercedes, uncapping its gas tank,
reaching for the pump.

BILLY RAY
Suprema?

The steamad window rolls down a crack, and a VOICE WE'VE HEARD
BEFORE calls out '

MARIANNE
Unleadad!

ANGLE ON MARIANNE, inside the car. She looks unhappy. Her radio
is playing the same statien that BILLY RAY was playing insida.
It's another Janis Joplin.

BILLY RAY
(ovarhearing 1t as he passas hexr
windew) That 'KRZ'? On the radio?

MARIANNE
I don't knew.

BILLY RAY
(wiping windshield) That's what it is,
the "Sixties Station", I play it all
day. You know what they say about the
S8ixties, don't you? "If you can
remenbhay tham, you wasn't theral"

He BURSTS INTO LAUGHTER: It's a distinctive sound; wheezy and
rich.

CILOSE ON MARIANNE: Hearing the LAUGH, her BLOOD RUNS QOLD.

BILLY RAY
(rapping his knuckles on the hood)
Hood?

MARIANNE
Uh = XNo.

BILLY RAY

Y'sure? It's ne troubla . . .
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MARTANNE
No - ittg rented.
- BILLY RAY

(amazed) You rented a Mercedes? You
come to Detroit and rent a Marcedaes?
That's like goinyg to France and
drinkin' California winel

He comes around to get a look at what this rich bitch must lock

like -- and 1s STUNNED. Judging by the look on har faca, shs is
the same. He quickly disappears; WE HEAR GASOLINE SPILLING as

the pump disengagas.

CAMERA STAYS WITH HER: BSPEECHLESS,

BILLY RAY
¥' know, back in Tennessae, where I
grew up, wa didn't never sae cars like
this. I was twenty-two bafore I aven
knew that foreigners made cars...!

She aits, paralyzed; as though she's seen a ghost.

BILLY RAY
(approaching) That cash or card?

He's keaping his distance now, using the parka to conceal his
ayes.

BILLY RAY
(uneagy) Credit card, Ma'am . . .?
MARIANNE
(atruggling te f£ind her voice) VYou're
from Tennessea . . ,7 s
BILLY RAY
Yas, Ma'am. Southarn boy.
MARIANNE

May I know your name?

BILLY RAY
Billy Ray. Named after both the
scoundrels my Momma thought might'a
been my Daddy.

He laughs again - and stops short. It's the laugh that gives him
away. He seas it in her ayes.



BILLY RAY
You'rae thinkin' I ramind you of Roy
Akoff right? Tha Country~wWastern
singer? I got one of them faces, I
al ¢ remind somebody of momecns.
Julio Iglesias, Brant Nusburger, and I
don't even know who ha im! Woman once
comes up to me on tha straeet, slaps me
right in the face, then says, "Ch. I'm
Serry." fThan walks away! Now I don't
mind, but the little lady I was with
thought it was mighty peecyoclesyar!

MARTIANNE
(quietly)..."Rick?"

BILLY RAY
(not undarstanding) Ma'am?

CLOSE ON MARIANNE: stopped.

BILLY RAY
(re: tha card in her hand) Cradit
card...sea?

He takes it and disappsars --- CAMERA MOVING WITH HIM to the
service area where, with trembling hands, ha procaesses the card,
WE HEAR the "THUNK" of a car door; he lecoka up to mae har,
through the downpour, coming tentatively toward.

ANGLE ON HER: as she ENTERS

MARIANNE .
Excuse me, It's....not a country
western singar you remind me of. 1It's
a boy - a man -~ named Rick Jarnin,
whose memorial service I attended after
his plane was lost in the mountains
{her voice starts to go) in
Maexico....twenty years ago.

BILLY RAY
I never been to Mexico, Ma'am. Thought
about it a couple times, but ....

MARIANNE
He was a funny quy. Could do all kinds
of accents, playad all kinds of
jokesn....

ANGLE ON BCTH: silent,

BILLY RAY
He's dead, y'say?

12
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MARIANNE
You laugh like him.

BILLY RAY
DidiT't mean to.

MARIANNE
You loek like hinm.

BILLY RAY
(a long beat) I don't know what to
tall you, Ma'm. (re: tha craedit card
slip) You want to sign thia?

He sets it on the counter and quickly exits.
CLOSER ON HIM: locking the punps as she comes back ocut: she

averts her eyes as she returns to her car. Opening the door, ahe
stands a noment, gazing at him,

MARIANNE

Billy Ray. Do you have a tattoo?
BILLY RAY

Ma'am?
MARIANNE

Your upper right arm. A deva.
He doesn't mova.

MARIANNE
I swaar I'll come back if you don't
show me. When people ara here, I'll
anmbarrass you.

After a beat, hea starts to pull up his sleevas.

MARIANNE
(correcting him) Righf arm.

He complies......revealing, on his right arm, a mass of tortuous
scars, tapering into the visible remains of primitive surgical
stitches.

BILLY RAY
Viet Nam. I took shrapnel all over my
right side. You want to see more?

It's uneightly: she shakes her head.
MARIANNE

I'm sorry. My.....friend would have
naver bean in that war.
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BILLY RAY
(defaensive) Meaning what?

¥ MARTIANNE
He was....vary much against killing.

CLOSE ON Billy Ray: aeyes ablaze ag he gazea at her,

BILLY RAY
Do me a favor. (darkly} Don't never

coma back hare.

He FLICKS A SWITCH, plunging them into darkness . . . WE HEAR THE
"THUNK" OF HER CAR DOOR === and the Mercedes pulls out into the

night.
CuT TO:

INT, OFFICE - WASHINGION D.C,
Phones ringing, bodies moving at cross-purpoma, CAMERA MOVING

PAST A SIGN THAT READS:
"DEPARTMENT OF JUSTICE -~ WITNESS RELOCATION PROGRAM"

sattling on a RECEPTIONIST, attempting to diffusa tha tempar of
someona ON THE PHONE.
RECEPTIONIST
(into phona) I'd like to help you,
8ir, but all I know is that Officer

Baird ims retired, and his cases are
baeing raferraed to othar officers in the

department.
CUT TO:

EARL'S GARAGE = SAME
BILLY RAY, on tha phone, working to keep his voice hushed, He's
plenty upset, and his "Southern accent" is gone.

BILLY RAY
Lou would

That's just not possiblal
net have retired without felling me,

ha's been handling ma for tyenty yvears!

RECEPTIONIST
If youtll just give me your currant
name and I.D. numbar I can put you in

touch with your new case officer....



BILLY RAY

With all due raspect, I don't know who
the fuck you aral And if I give you my
current name and I.D. number, you know
ave ing from my "Rising S8ign" to the
color of my jockaey shorts! (angquishad)
I've baan "madae” out here, you
undaerstandl!?7?

Ha pauses to get a grip on himself,

BILLY RAY
Listen. Lou once gave me a phone
numbar of this place ha goes on
vacations. His aistaer's place in
Tenesgee, Is that where ha retired to?

RECEPTIONIST
I'm not at libarty to give out such
information, 8ir.

Hearing explaetives, sha distances the phons from har gar,

CUT TO1t

OE ' -
CAMERA POSITIONED at a SECRETARY'S DESK as she RINGS INTO A
MEETING in her hosses office. Sean through a plate glass window,
JOE WEYBURN, a greying 0llie North type, picks up the phona.

WEYBURN
Y‘ah. L] 0.?

BECRETARY
That number youive bean waiting for?
K-2397 He's calling in.

Evaen at this distance, we catch Weyburn's change of posturse.

_ SECRETARY

Ee won't give me his current nams or
location. He's damanding to talk to
Lou Baird.

WEYBURN instantly adjourns his meeting, huatling tha MEN cut.
cuT 1Ot

INT, WEYBURN'S OFFICE

as he locks his door and heads guickly to his dask, activating a

word processor and putting on a telephone 'headset', to Keep his
hands frea. When he's set, ha starts typing.

18



WEYBURN
(into phone) Rick! This is Joes
Weyburn, remember me? I set you up at
thae "one~hour photo-lab" in Clavaland,
1520t 1972 was it? (punching his word
rocessor: finds something) No, hers

t is, 1974.

ANGLE ON HIS DATA PROCESSING SBCREEN: showing a photo of tha man
wa know ag "BILLY RAY," the namaea RICHARD JARMIN under it.
Aleongside is a list of allases, datea and jobs in various citias
acrogs the country.

WEYBURN
Looks lika you've logged a lot of
mileaga since then. (a bheat) You
there, Rick?

CAMERA CUTS BACK & FORTH:

RICK
I don't remembaer you.

WEYBURN
(a laugh) You know us F.B.I. guys, we
all look alike. (no response) Where
are you, Rick?

RICK
Where's Lou? ¥Why didn't he tell e he
was retiring?

WEYBURN
Tall you the truth, Rick, ha lost you.
That's why he was put out to pasture.
His files are a maesa.

RICK
(incredulous) He 'lost' me? Lou Baird
'loat me'??

WEYBURN
That's why I'm on the case, Rick. He
lost "you,"™ he lost "it." I requested
you in particular becauss I remembered
you. And I liked you. You lived up to
your half of the bargain and I wanted
to make sure wa lived up to ocurs. (a
beat) Now, where are you, boy, and
what Xind of trouble you in?

RICK
Whare's Soranson?



WEYBURN
(punching his data processor) Still
safely in jail as far as I know....
yeah, here it is....

ANGLE ON THE DATA PROCESSING SCREEN, READING

. FELON CASE #D4.4783.PZ -~ declassified E. Serenson =
RELEASED ON PAROLE from Arizona State Penitantiary,

CLOSE ON WEYBURN: a subtle grimace.

WEYBURN

Ha's never getting outta thera, you got
nothing to worry about.

He types in: COMPREHENSIVE DELETE == UNIVERSAL ACCESS SYSTEM =
ENTER PASSWORD., He adds the word ~ "BOONDOX:" and hits a
button, tha FILE VANISHES.

RICK
What about his partner?

WEYBURN
(punching buttons) Unless he's made
another pass at you, we have ng idaa
where he is, Prekably took his drug
money and leading the good lifa
abroad....

ANGLE ON THE DATA SCREEN: showing anothar FAX-PHOTO of a
convict, beneath it the name DIGGINS, ALAN: alias LARRY DIGBY,
ALBERT DIGGS, ALPHONSO DE GENESE. LAST KNOWN RESIDENCE: Las
Brisas, Mexice

=traffic citation traced to rented car Phoenix, Arizona
J9BB*

WEYBURN ragisters the abova with another grimace of concern = and

once again punches in:
COMPREHENSIVE DELETE -~ UNIVERSAL ACCESS ~-= ENTER PASSWORD
He TYPES IN: "BOONDOX", and once again, it all goes away.
Hitting another button, he summoens up RICK'S FILE AGAIN.
WEYBURN
So, what is it, Pal? Relocation time?
You'rs ons rolling stcone, aren't you?

RICK
Where can you put me?

17
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WEYBURN
How 'bout Wailkiki? You like Bikinis?
We got a lifeguard spot in Honolulu,
You like dogs? You can be a dog
gredmer in Seattlea. Personally, I'd
take the Bikinis.

RICK
How fapst?

WEYBURN
Whare are you, Rick? Aand what's your
name? (no rasponsa) Coms on, Budady,
I'm trying to do my job, haera.

Rick qrits his teeth: takes a breath.

RICK
Bowers. Billy Ray. I liva above
Earl's Bon Veyage Garage, 1840 Canoga
Street, Detroit. No phone, no car, no
bank account therae's somebody in tewn
who recognized me, and I don't know who
she might be in touch with. Sha's the
kind who used ¢o be in touch with
eavaryona. I want to get outta here
before sha comas back.

WEYBURN finishes punching Rick's address into the machina, and
breathes a sigh of relief. When the PRINTER STOPS, he TEARS OUT
THE PRINT=-QUT SHEET and PUNCHES ONE MORE ENTRY:

"DELETE ENTIRE FILE == FURTHER ACCESS UNNECESSARY"

He then TYPES IN THE WORD: YBOONDOX" =~ and tha Ecraen, except
for the blinking cursor, goes complataly black.

WEYBURN
(a snila) Two days, Rick. Hang on.
we'll have somecne coms get you,
He hangs ﬁp the phone - worried.

CuT TO:

EXT. CITY OF DETROIT « DA

The scot of this industrial city having turned to ccffas grounds
in a downpouring rain == CAMERA MOVING TOWARD A HIGH-RISE whers,
in an office window, va gse a Board Meeting in progress.

CUT TO:
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INT. ROARD MEETING - SAME
A group of Businessmen, some ¢f tham Japanase, gathersd around an
oval table....CAMERA MOVING TO MARIANNE, oblivious to what's
going on around her. Her attention is on her purse, which lies
on its side on the table in front of her; her hand is within it,
having removed a photc-relic from her wallet, scmathing that
bears the tatterad lock of a keepsake that's always travelled
with her. 1It's a geries of four shots, the kind taken with
photo-machines: Mariannes, and the boy she knew as "Rick" -
flower children both, with matching shoulder-length hair and
bandanas around their foraheads, young and in lova.

We HEAR a ROLL of THUNDER, and...

cuUT TO:
1968
Hazed with the soft-edgaes of racollaection, RICK and MARIANNE
bursting from the PHOTO-BOOTH into a downpour, Marianne tucking
the photo-strip into her denim jacket as thay run for cover. Ve
are on the grounds of a CARNIVAL, RICK pulling Marianna towards a
Ferris Wheel which, despite the rain, is still going round.

CUT T0:

=AY L 2t AL L GO

They are at the top of the Ferris Whaeel, she SQUEALING in FEAR as
he steps out of tha chair and onto the struts, hanging on with
just his hands. The wheel jaerks to a stop sand the Ferris Whesl
operator shouts up at him to get back into the chair. He does,
but not into his own, dropping between two surprisad CLERGYMEN,
whom he throws his arms around, giving one a KISS atop his bald
head, all for the amusenent of Marianns.

cuUT TO:

THE PRESENT
MARIANNE'S face softening as she dwells in this reveris.

CUT TO:

THE PAST

The Carnival setting; the two of them having found shalter, and
intimacy, beneath a set of outdoor bleachers. They are nmaking
love.

BUSINESSMAN'S VOICE
(barely audiblae)....if Miss Graves will
raspond....

CuUT TO:
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MARIANNE at an AIRSTRIP, holding her breath as she watches a

small airplas® do loop-de-loops, and go into a death-defying
DIVE: It is clearly RICK up thars.

BUSINESSMAN'S VQICE
(insistent).....Miss Craves...l?

CuT TO:

THE PRESENT:

MARIANNE suddenly realizing she's being addressed by the Chairman
of the Board. She looks around to sae that several hands are
raloed.

CHAIRMAN
You're abstaining from tha final vota?

MARIANNE
(emphatic) No.

She raises her hand - having ne idea what she's voting for.

CUT TO:

RICK (BILLY RAY) at work in the service bay, draining oil from a
car suspendad ovarhead on the hydraulic lift - his radio blaring
Jackson Brown as Earl works in tha background, putting tools
away, preparing to clese down for the night.

EARL
(droning en)....80 I says, “"with two
kids and a job, you'rs gonna nead a
man." Sha siys, "I had a man, and you
knew what I learned? I learned I
didn't pead ona." She's spunky, Billy
Rai, even if she is my own daughter. I
think you'd liks har.

RICK
Leave tha wrenches out, will you Earl?

EARL
Mind if T go upstairs to wash up?

RICK
8ince I owas you back rent, I don't
think I got much choice.

EARL
(hsading up) Think abeut dinner
t'nita.
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Tha music on the radio is the iuitar intre to "BIOWING IN THE
WIND", RICK unable to resist singing aloud with Dylan, in his
richeet Scuthern accent.

RICK
(singing) "How Many Roads must a Man
valk down === Baasafore wa call him a
Man.....And How many seas nmust the
White Dove Sall....beeaforas she slaeps
in the sand....."

CuUT TO:

BXI. THE STREET IN FRONT OF BARL'S GARAC

As a car we recognize appears. It's Marianna's rented Mercades,
creeping forward, parking directly across the street, whers she
can ses into the smarvice bay.

. THE
CLOSE ON MARIANNE: shutting down the motor, watching Rick frem
tha darkness. He's making some "moves" as he sings now, really
getting into it.

b
RICK (BILLY RAY) f
(full throated, singing) "And how many

times must the cannonballs Flieay...."
CAMERA STAYS TIGHT ON HER: Her eyes fixad on him.

A SOUND draws her attentlion and she turns to SER === a Pink
Mustang, slowly cruising, as though looking for an address. It
pauses a monment, then entars tha gas station.

MARIANNE rummages in her pursa - pulling ocut a small pair of
binoculars - bought just for the occasion.

CUT TO:

ANT. THE GARAGE - SAME
RICK (BILLY RAY) at work, his back to the pumps,

RICK (BILLY RAY)
(uiniinq) "The answer, mah friend, is
blowin' in the wind...."

He hears something and turns to see ths Mustang parking in the
shadows; two men get out. One remains with the car, the cther,
in a long coat, and a hat pulled down over his eyas, walking
sonewhat stiffly, haads toward.

RICK
I'm afraid the pumps are closed....!

The Man kseps coming.



RICX
Wa'ra shut down, Sir,....

The Man had stepped into tha shadows, and stops.

MAN
Billy Ray Bowars?

RICK
(2 beat: glances upstairs) You frem
Weyburn's office...?

MAN
Interesting accent you've get, Billy
Ray.

The man stsps into the light and removes his hat; rendering Rick
IMMOBILE., 1It's SORENSCN, smiling as his ovarcoat parts to REVEAL
the barrel of a shotgun pointing directly at "Billy Ray",

ANGLE ON MARIANNE: watching through har binoculars.

ANGLE from her POV; Unable to szsce tha gun, it Just looks like Ewo
men talking. f

CLOSE ON RICK AND SORENSON
S8ORENSON
But then, you were always quite an
acter, waren't you, "Billy Ray."
He steps closer, Rick tightening.

BORENSON
You pretended to be my friend...

RICK
I never did....

“ SORENSON
Then turned me in.

RICK
It was eithar that or do twenty years
for tha murder you committed.

SORENSON
Killing a border guard is not murder,
Rick,

RICX

It is to me. That's why I stayed with
him.

e2
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SORENSON
§till a "de-goeder,” Rick? My friaend,
Mister Diggs 18 a little concerned
abgut that. I've docne my time, but
he's still under indictment. 8easing as
how you'ra the only living witness....

Ha oocks his RIFLE, raising it to Rick's aya-lavel.

RICK
You still his flunky? Why isn't he
doing thim?

BORENSON
He's cutting me in on the money. 1It's
big money. This is a faver I'm happy
to do.

RICK
You're a coward, you know that?

BORENSON
What ara you? A Hero? Running and
hiding your whole life? I don't think
they'll be erecting any monuments to
you.

‘w‘u* -

CLOSE ON RICK: the words truly impacting on him.
ANGLE ON SORENSON: readying to fire.

SORENSON
Any last worda?

RICK ,
Yeah. "You've plssed me off."

In a SUDDEN EXPLOSION of S8OUND and MOVEMENT, RICK grabs the RIFLE
BARREL and YANKS FORWARD, a HERCULEAN PULL, that causes the GUN
to DISCHARGE and CATAPULTS SORENSON into thea GREASE-PIT.
Whirling, Rick grabs a pick and jams it into the car's belly,
SENDING a CASCADE of HOT OIL DOWN! BSORENSON cries out,
attempting to scramble up, but RICK hits a hydraulic LEVER,
ssnding the suspended CAR CRASHING DOWN, PINNING SORENSON in the
pit underneath.

CLOSE ON MARIANNE: dropping her binoculars = STUNNED.

ANGLE ON BARL, RUNNING DOWN THE STAIRS.

EARL
What the hell!
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RICK
Get out! Run for your fucking life!

SORENSON SHGETS from baneath tha car, Rick diving to aveid it -
EARL turns and runs back up the stairs. DODGING SHOTGUN BLASTS,
RICK dives and rolls, hitting a laver that drops ths GARAGE
DOORS, then he DASHES OUTSIDE.

ANGLE ON MARIANNE: Seeing RICK heading diraectly toward the
SECOND GUNMAN....

MARIANNE
(instinctively SHOUTING) Watoh out!

She HITS HER HORN, SWINGING INTO ACTION. Throwing her car into
gear, SHE SQUEALS QUT, but too late! Tha SECOND GUNMAN has fired
on RICK, apparently HITTING HIM! He HITS THE GROUND, hard,
slithering back insidsl

ANGLE ON MARIANNE bearing down on tha SECOND GUNMAN, causing him
to DIVE FOR COVER. .
'3

INSIDE THE GARAGE, RICK LEAPS INTO THE CAR that's pinning r
iORENSON. Hitting the ignition, He RACES the ENGINE, throwing it
nto GEAR.

ANOTHER ANGLE: THE CAR'S TIRES BURNING RUBBER as the CAR SQUEALS
FORWARD, RIGHT INTO THE GARAGE DOORS, SMASHING THROUGH!

EXTERIOR ANGLE: RICK'S CAR ALMOST CRASHING RIGHT INTO MARIANNE'S
as it spaeds in a TIGHT CIRCLE, chasing the SECOND GUNMAN AROUND.

ANGLE ON SORENSON able to take careful aim, FIRING.

DIRECT HIT! RICK'S CAR shudders and carsens out of control, one
of its tires blown clear off. Throwing Fourth of July sparks,
the car snags a gas pump == and "KA-BOOM!"™ The FUMPS GO UP in
FLAMES|

ANGLE ON RICK'S CAR, HURTLING out of centrol, but managing to
TAKE THE PINK MUSTANG with it as it JUMPS the opposite curb and
CRASHES DIRECTLY INTO A BRICK WALL ~-- RICK groggily staggering
out, holding his lewer thigh, attempting to run.

ANGLE ON MARIANNE, fighting her steering wheel which has becoma
locked, by its own momentum, into a tight circle, sguealing
'round like a toy car. 8aeeing RICK attempting to fles, she
nanages to straighten it, KEADING AFTER HIN.

BEHIND HER, the SECOND GUNMAN setands firm, taking aim, FIRING.



ANGLE ON MARIANNE =~ ducking, as "BLOOEY!" - har rear windacraan
is ahot out.

- MARIANNE
Avis is not gonna lika this...!

ANOTHER ANGLE: RICK - as her car catches up to him, he "limp-
running” alongside.

MARIANNE

(hystarical) Are you Rick?!
RICK

{running alongsides) lat me in!
MARIANNE

!Cause if you are, you'va got a lot of
explaining to dol

RICK
(furious) Maybe we should ordaer sonme
taa while we discuss this! i
Another SHOT RINGS OUT, knocking & nearby garbage can ten faet?
INTC THE AIR.

MARIANNE
(ducking as she drives) Jssus!

In tha moment of distraction RICK manages to grab her rear car
door, swings it open and VAULTS INSIDE, sprawling, on his back,
onto the floor of the back seat.

MARIANNE
Who said you could....l

RICK
For God's sake, Muffy! Floor this
fucking thing and drivel

His use of her nickname is not lost on her ~ as another GUNSHOT

convinces her to move. An overhead light shatters, raining glass

down, and her Mercedes equeals off, disappearing into the night.
CuUT TO:

EXT. DETROIT SHEKR
As har

out, and a pronounced dant in the front fandar, pulls up to the
uniforned garage attendant who hands her a ticket.

ATTENDANT
(spotting tha damage) Evenin' Miss.
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car, looking much the worse for wear with rear vindow shot



MARIANNE
(evar ao chipper) Evening. Lovely
waather.

- ATTENDANT
May I sea your key, pleoase?

She shows him -~ and as the car pulls away, tha ATTENDANT apots
RIC? lying on the back seat, helding his backside: clearly
ailing.

CUT TO:

NT -~ GARAGE vV, -
MARIANNE helping RICK out of the car to the alaevator. Ha's not
mortally injurad, but walking stiffly.

MARIANNE
I still say wa should go to a
hospital...
RICK ‘
That's where they'll look... i
MARIANNE g
Where whe'll look?
RICK

Just get me to a phone....

She has to usa a SECURITY CARD that sha digs from har purse, to
get the elevator open.

CUT TO:

As ehe helps him down the hall toward her room; ha stops,
indicating an alceve where there's a Coke Machine.

RICK
Icea. Geat plenty.

MARIANNE
(indicating door:; gives hinm Key)
That's the room. Presidential Buite.

Rick hobblas to the door and ENTERS === ghe ENTERS the ALCOVE,
grabbing a BUCKET and £illing it with ice.

ANOTHER ANGLE: @he is recognized by a passing JAPANESE MAN, on
the way out,

JAPANESE MAN
Misas Graves?



MARIANNE
("dear God") Oh. Mistar Takawaki,
Hello,

- JAPANESE MAN
(re: the ice) Do little "party"?

MARIANNE
(heading away) Do littla party...

JAPANESE MAN
We come to your party?

MARIANNE
No, no. Privata party. Just ma and ny
girlfriends,
JAPANESE MAN
How many? I bring same number men.
MARIANNE

Just for girls. Sorry. G'nite.

She makas it to her room, giving a little "wave" as she BACKS fN
THE DOOR.

cuT TO:

INT. THE ROOM = SAME

The word "room" doasn't do it Justice. 1It's a huge Suits, with a
working fireplace and a winding staircase whers Rick's clothas
are discarded, leaving a trail to the badroom upstairs, There is
a bouquet of newly-delivered Rosas (still wrapped in cellephans),
and a FAX MACHINE spitting out a communique as MARIANNE pasaas
through the living room and haads up the 8TAIRS.

CUT TO:

ANT, UPSTAIRS - SAME

MARIANNE ENTERING a sumptuous bedroom, picking up the last of
Rick's clothes - socks and underwear - at the foot of tha opened
bathroom door. WE HEAR HIS VOICE in there = on the bathroom
phone. 8he stops, EVESDROPPING.

RICK
(frustrated) I don't know how the
fuck you spell "Wayburn", and T gan's
wait until six A.M., I want to be put
through now! That's right, Billy Ray
Bowars. Well don't lome the fucking
call, all right?! (ne choice but to
give in) (408)666-7000, rresidaential
Suite. (a beat) Hello? Oparator? OH
FUCK!
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WE HEAR tha PHONE SLAM DOWN = and tha SHOWER TURN ON = followed
by a GROAN of AGONY.

MARIANNE
(Mocks at the half-openad door)
Ricki ’ e ?
RICK
(impatient) What,
MARIANNE
Ars you all right?
RICK
I'm shot in the butt, can yeu believe
it?
MARIANNE
Can I come {n?
RICK
I'm naked, can you handle it?
MARIANNE

et UL N

I "handled it" for a let of years, I
guess I can handle it now.

She ENTERS; ha's in the showsr, partially concsaled by the half-
closed shower door, leaning against the wall.

RICX
It's a shotgun pellet. I think it
passed right through, but I can't seas.
It's my lowear back and my butt,

But her attention is on the supposed "sear" on his right arm.
It's cominy unglued in the hot watar, peeling back to reveal the
Tattoo of the Dovae.

RICK
(re: tha scar) It's putty. You can
get it at any magic store. I stocked
up on Halloween, three years ago.

MARTANNE sits; DUMBFOUNDED.

MARIANNE
(intended as an 'understatement') You
know, I raally am "eager" to hear this
story.

RICK
I need some antibiotic, bandages, and
hydrogen paroxida.

<8
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MARIANNE
Gat shot oftan, do you, Rick?

- RICK
I™naed you to take a look at my butt.

a long moment to considar this. ‘Then:

MARIANNE
You lsave me at tha 'altar', right?

RICK
Look Marianne....

MARIANNE
-++1 mean, that was my state of mind,
right? You want off with Gine to meak
your fortune, and you wera coming back
to marry me. Am I remembering this
correctly? 'Cause I want you to atop
me 1f I've got it wrong. (he atteompts
to speak, sha cuts him off) You
disappear in your airplane, and are
presumed dead, and I attend your
memorial service, and cry the tears of
a grieving widow. You should have zeen
me, Rick, dresaad in black, with a veil

like a Portuguesa Flahwife...!
RICK

‘w“n* .

Muffy....

MARTIANNE
(not about to be stopped) I vow I'll
naver get cver it, and in fact, I never

dnll'l:
RICK

Can ycu Jjust...
HARIANNE

‘I carry, in nmy wallet, your photo, for

the rest of my life....!

RICK
Just let me,...
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MARIANNE
Until I f£ind you alive, with people
chasing you, and you ask me to look at
youyr butt. Now, that's perfectly okay,
Rtk I mean, it's kinda 'nest'! Rick's
alive and ha's shot in the butt! "Hay,
Mom, gquess who's alive and shot in the
butt?l®" Yeah, he's right hars! I'm
looking at his butt right ngw!

ANGLE ON RICK: almost withered by the force of har ayas.

MARIANNE
(slowly and mathodically) You
fucking...son...of a mothar-fucking,
shit eating, yvellow=snot-buggered, toe~
Yammed, hally-button-lint, I=can't =
think-of-ancugh-awfiul= things-to-call=
you... Baatardl

ANGLE ON BOTH: staring at each other over the hiss of the
steaming water.

RICK
8o, that's a "no" on examining my butt?

-

The PHONE RINGS8:; both grab for it - she gets to it first,
snatching it away.

MARIANNE
(covarini the nouthpiece) This is my
hotsl sulte, for God's sake, you c¢an't
pick up my phone. (into_ihunl: angry)
Hzllc. (% beat) Yes. Hi. Yes, I'm
fine.

While she talks, RICK maneuvers & shaving mirror, the kind
attached to the wall by an accerdion-type extendar, to whers hs
can sea his wounds. His thigh, in particular, is streaked and
badly abraded, the left buttock, too.

MARIANNE
Roses? No, I just walked in
(impatient) I $£0ld you, I'm gkav.
It's tha showver. No. Well - yes, I'm
getting in the showar. I did just
wvalk in - ¢an I - Look., No, tha deal
want fine. Right. (echoing him) "Seo
long as the deal want fina." Yea.
I'll be home tomorrow. No, I don't
vant to see the Superbowl. 1I'm glad
you'ra enjoying your Bigscreen. G'bys.

She hangs up, grabbing a Kleenex to wigc her nose - as she
exanines the abraslon, which is right in front of her facs,



RICK
What do you think?

- MARTANNE
Same butt.

RICKR
Sama guy?

MARIANNE
What guy?

RICK

Harper? Jonathan? The Third? Richboy
radneck asshole? Tha ons you married?

He staps out, wrapping himself in a towel.

MARIANNE
(in earnest) Whaere have you been,
Rick?

RICK
(exiting into the bedroom)} How could
you do that?

MARIANNE
Do what?

RICK
Marry that esshole. Didn't we used to
call him the 'Napalm King'?

MARIANNE
(following into bedroom) Where wera
you, Rick?

RICK
At your wedding, among other places.

CLOSE ON MARIANNE: flabbergasted.

RICKX (CONT!D)
Fair enough, isn't it? You wers at ny
sanorial service, I was at your
wedding...? (pleks up phons to make a
call) Didn't take you long, 4id it?

MARIANNE
{(amoldering) I beg your pardeon?



32

RICK
TO get married. To give up evarything
you avaer believed in, and becoms Mrs.
Rich Bitch. What do thay call thenm
new? "yupples"? I guess you 'tock' to
it, huh? Big hotal sultes, rented
Marcadas...!

MARIANNE
{fuming) How dare you put me on triall

RICK
(dialing phene) Hew long was it? FPour
nonths? I go down in flames for the
anti-war effort, and four months later
you marry the ioke of the campus,
Jearry-tha-Napalm~Ring?!

MARIANNE
§iX months, and they aid not make
Napalm.
RICK :
(incredulous) “Cornwall Chemicles®?l b
MARIANNE {
They made Laundxy detargent, we had {t
wIong.
RICK
Bull ghit. (into phone) Hello?
MARIANNE

Bullshit yourself., And what's this
crap about "tha antl-war" effort?

RICK
That's what happened to me, Babe.
(into phone) Recom? This is....(To
Marianne) What room?

' MARIANNE
Presidential Suita.

RICK
Naturally, Presidsantial Suite. I gquess
they didn't have anything more
expensive, huh?

MARIANNE
(to harself) What a plece of work.
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RICK
(into phone) Hello. (Buddenly slips
inte "Southern accent") Oh, Ms.
Larson? This here's Billly Ray...?
Yex'm, I know thera's a fira, Ma'm. 1
want to know if Earl's all right.
(relieved) Wall, that's good, Ma'm,
(beat) Ha said he's comin' homae?
Well, he'll tell you about it....and,
uh...you tell him I'm sorry, all right?
And...maybs, scmeday, I'll....ba able
to explain...

He hangs up...and hangs his head. 1It's finally getting to him.

MARIANNE
"Billy Ray"...?

He nods, fatigued. Emitting a sigh of hopelessnass, ha leans back
on the bed, wincing with pain.

RICK
Yeah...anothaer 'disappointer', Billy
Ray. I'm sure Earl thought he had him
a future son=in=law... partner in the
'Bon Voyage Garage'. I liked Billy
Ray. But, like all the rast of'm....in
the and, ha lat evaerybedy down.

bt WL N

CLOSE ON MARIANNE, studying him. His guard has lowered for a
ninutse....and she zenses, for the first time, his emotional
tormant. She PICKS UP THE PHONE.

MARIANNE
Pharmacy, please. (beat) Yas, I need
some gauze pads and Batadyne, some no-
stiack surgical tapa, and can you rafill
an out-of-gtate prescription for
Anphicillin? I lost my bottle and I
naad to.... (besat) My Name? (a
glance at Rick; she evades the
quastion) 1I'll coma down.

She hangs up) his ayss are closed.

RICK
(groggy) You have kids, Muffy?

MARIANNE
Why do yeu ask?

RICK
Got that "Mom" tona.



MARIANNE
Ne. I don't.
- RICK
Haw coma? You always wantad tham.
MARIANNE
8c did you.
RICK

Yeah., Yeah. 8ix kida, didn't we? oOr
was that Billy Ray?....0r Hanry Bixby.
(Just mumbling now) No.... That was
Rick. Rick and Muffy. That's who that
w..'..'

His breath evens cut - as he losas the battle to fatigua,

CILOSE ON MARIANNE: staring at him,

MARIANNE
(to harsmelf) Good Lord. Rick Jarmin
is aliva.

CUT TO:

EXT. EARL'S GARAGE

Firatrucks thers, firemen dousing the last of the FLAMES -~
CAMERA PICKING UP a middle~aged WOMAN, baing brought, by a
fireman, to a CcoP. It's MRS. LARSON; EARL'S WIFE.

MRS. LARSON
I know he waan't caught in the fire, he
called me right after he called tha
fire department. He said he'd ba
comin' homa !'cause he couldn't stand to
watch it,

FIREMAN
S'far as I know, the only psopla we'vae
saen ars a couple of eya-withasses....

MRS. LARSON
YEye-witnesces?"

FIREMAN
Twe gquys say they saw a man and a woman
spaedin' away in a black Mercedes that
had its back window broken cut. Least
it gives the police scmethin' to go en.

They've reached a COP, on his two=way car radio.
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FIREMAN
(To cop) This is the cwner's wife.
az:}l lookin' for har hushand.

- The COP takes the kind of interest in her that signals troubla.

COP
He's missing?

MRS. LARSON

(uneasy) Not 'missing', exactly, but I
can't find him.

COoP
¥Would you coms with me, Ma‘am?

He heads toward the back alley, she following, as WE BEGIN TO SEE
several squad cars gathered, thelr LIGHTS illuminating a crime
scena; radios crackling, a flash-bulb popping, an officer
stringing BARRICADE RIBBON,

CoP :
(as they walk) You know anyens called b
"Billy Ray"? 4
MRE. LARBON

I just spoke to Billy Ray. That's my
huaband's employas.

They've reached the ALLEY, where Mrs. larscn slows, seeing the
focus of everyonae's attantion. It is a BODY, crumpled face down
in a pool of blood, beslide the brick wall at tha back of the
station. In its lifeless hand ia can of spray paint - and
scrawled on the wall above it are the words...."BILLY RAY",

CLOSE ON MRS. LARSON: satunned.

ANGLE FROM HER POV: The body. Gunshot wounds in the head. It
is EARL.

cuT TO:

29, J-YyiieN JAHRN
The eky is beginning to lighten with the first hint of sun-up ===
CAMERA MOVING IN ON THE DETROIT HILTON HOTEL.

CUTTING TO:

NT. MARTANNE HOTEL SULTE - SAME
Silanca --~ CAMERA PANNING to find MARIANNE, in a dressing gown,
acleep on a couch, the bag of Pharmaceuticals unopened on the
floor heside her. She begins to STIR, slowly becoming awars of
RICK'S VOICE, restrained, on the PHONE in the BEDROOM.
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RICK
«.+.I hava a parfact right to be "ruda"
I left a message with you and I
waited....(8topped) KHe did? what time
43 he pick it up....?

ANGLE ON RICK: geated half-off tha bed to favor his wounded
thigh, draped in the tovel he fall asleep in last night - his
eyes etched with confusion and concern.

RICK
Listan. I want to talk to someone
above him, this is an amergency. The
hesd of tha program, somebody right at
the top. who would that bae?

R EACA L LON
doing her bast to deal with this.

Nt HASHINGTQ! WL LN B
Tha night-duty receptionist

RECEPTIONIST
Can you idantify yoursalf as a member
of the progranm, 8ir? (a baat) K-22397
(she punches her word proccasor; gets
nothing in responsa) I'm sorry,
there's no file that rasponds to that
numbar.

‘v‘u* N

CUT TO:

INT,. THE HOTEL SUITE = SAME
RICK unawara that Marianne is at the door.

RICK
Try it by name. "Bowers, Billy Ray.
(a2 beat) You have no record of Billy
Ray Bowaers? (a beat) Try "Forette,
Jean~Plarre", and sea if anything cones
up. (no go) How 'bout "Turnbull,
Jodie?" (a gulp) "Carlson, Matthew."

He drops his head, rubbing his forehead; Ona last txy.
RICK
Try "Jarmin, Richard. Rick Jarmin."
Sae 1f anyone by that nama sexists.
He waits for the responea that he knows is coming - and when it
does, he accapts it quiatly; hangs up the phore. Ha EEARS
MARIANNE in the doorway, and turns.

She sees tha fear in his eves.



RICK
Semething's....gona wrong. I don't
seéam to exist anymore.

They ara STRRTLED by a KNOCK AT THE DOOR. She chaecks har watch.

RICK
You axpacting someone?

MARIANNE
I have a standing order for braskfast
at saven A.M.

RICK
wWhnat time is it?

MARIANNE
2ix twaenty=fivae.

Bolting from the bed, ha grabs his pants, his movements
restricted by PAIN as ha hurriedly dressas.

RICK .
(moving fast) You den't have a gun, de !
you? {
MARIANNE
No, Rick, I don't have a gun.
RICK
Any kind of waapon at all?
MARIANNE
Twenty-two caliber crimping iroen.
RICK
I'm serious, Marianne
MARIANNE
This is my breakfast, Rick.
RICK

(the "knock" comes again; he meves with
urgency) Get dressed! YFastl

MARIANNE
Look. I know you had a bad night, but
isn't this just a little parancid...?

RICK
(checking window for possible escape)
"Paranoid" keseps me aliva, Marianne.
Get your clothes on.
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Ha's located a fire escapa,

plenty high,up harae.

RICX
W& can nake it.

MARIANNE
(appallad) Are you cragy? I'm not
going out thare. (in respersa to
anothar knock: she calls) Just a

mninute...!

RICK
You open that door and you could wind
up dead.

MARIANNE
Well, I'll admit the breakfasts hare
aran't very good, but...

RICK
Did you sae me get ghot last night?!

MARIANNE
That was a gas-statien held-up! This
is the Presidential Suite of the Hilton
Hotall

RICK
Four attempts have bean made on my
life, Marianne.

MARIANNE
¥ny?

RICK
This is not the time for this
convérsation.

MARIANNE

. When jg the time for this

She heads

conversation?!

WAITER'S VOICE THRU DOOR
I've got your breakfast, Miss Graves...

MARIANNE
C.I.A.? K:.G:B.? Or could it be
Marianne's breakfast?

for the door, ha beats har to it.

RICK
{urgent) What'd you order?

and pulls opaen tha WINDOW.

Thay are
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HMARIANNE
Croiseant, grapefruit, and...(she stops
short)

d RICK
And what?

MARIANNE
(embarrassed) Prunes.

RICK
(ra: tha waiter) Ask him what he's
got.

MARIANNE
(with an eyeball roll: ghouts thru
closaed door} Uh = what's for
breakfast...?

VOICE
Uh, some kind 'a braads and fruits.

She gives Rick a leook like "that's good enough for me" and
REACHES FOR THE DOOR.

gy .

RICK y
(stopping her) Tell him to leave it
and go away.

MARIANNE
Rick. Wa ara at tha top of a veritable
fortress. Praesidents and 0il sheiks
stay here. In this very Suits. Tha
guests of Lee Iococca stay here,
Sinatrs has staysd hera. Because it
has the beat security monaey can buy.

He's baginning to feel a little foolish.
MARIANNE
80, if you'll stand back and pull up a
chalr, I'll let you share my prunas,
and wve'll hear all about this.
She REACHES FOR THE DOGR.
RICK
(reflexive) Laave the chain on, and
look first,

She looks at him with pity - realizing he can't help hinmself.
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RICK
But rattle the chain first so they'll
think you tock it off. Than cpen the
door just a millimater at a tinme.

He is 80 earnest: she declides to humor him.

MARIANNE
Okay, Rick.

She dutifully rattles the chain, but leavas it on -- then flips
the door-lock === and opens tha door just a crack.

SUDDENLY A HAND EXPLODES IN, GRABBING HER FACE! ALL HELL BREAKS
LOOSE., RICK HURTLES HIS BODY AGAINST THE DOOR with anough FORCE
to SMASH THE HAND, but it CLINGS FIRM, MARIANNE SCREAMING as a
GUN PROTRUDES into her S8KULL.

MARTANNE
(sacreaming) My Purss!
(pointing) Mace!

RICK
(diving for it) Why the hell didn't

you...?! f

MARIANNE
Esy chain!

He's FOUND IT: a tiny canister on her key-ring.

g -

RICK
Looks like it's for a fucking Barbie-
Doll.

MARIANNE
smlirt it. L l

He leaps to tha door and lets fly.

ANGLE THROUGH THE DOOR: SORENSON reeling back as he CATCHES IT
right in the X¥Y2S. RICK attempta to SLAM THE DOOR, but ANQTHER
HAND, a GLOVED ONE (belonging ¢o DIGGS) PUSHES THOUGE - and it
has WIRE CUTTERS IN IT, that wrap around the DOOR-CHAIN.

RICK
(screaning, 0.8.) Aaaaaahhhhhhi
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CAMERA SWISH~PANNING TO RICK who haa grabbad a POKER from the
FIREPLACE and is HURTLING TOWARD tha opened DOOR with the 3SPEED
of a HORSEBACKED JOUSTER, MARIANNE SPINNING out of the way just
in time. I& PLUNGES THROUGH the opening and HITS ITS MARK,
CATCHING DIGUS in the shoulder, the WIRE CUTTERS clattering to
thes floor. RICK lifts the fira-iron cverhead and brings it down
HARD, making eolid contact on DIGGS' HEAD, knoeking him to his
knaes. SLAMMING THE DOOR and IOCKING IT, RICK GRABS MARIANNE'S
FURSE in one hand and her arm in the other.

RICK
(heading toward the windew) let's gol
MARIANNE
(petrified) Oh God, I cantt do
th&tll'l
RICK
What are you talking about?! ‘This im
what Frank Sinatra doasl

She shrliaks as he THRUSTS HER OUT onte the fire-sscape, tha wind
whipping around them as she attempts to cling to the window li#a

a fly.
cUT TO: r

EXT. THE HALIWAY OUTSIDE MARIANNE'S HOTEL SUITE - SAME

SORENSON on his kneas, blinded by Mace - and DIGGS, staggering
about, semi-conscious --- as MARIANNE'S Japanesa associate,
Mister Takawaki, steps out of his room, a small suitcase in hand,
ready for travel. Pausing to observe the men, he grins.

TAXKAWAKI

Some nice party. huh? Next time, maybe
sha invita me.

Stepping over tham, he heads for the elevator.
CUT TO:

EXT. THE FIRE RSCAPE ~ SAME
RICK and MARIANNE climbing upward, the wind blowing her dressing
gown, RICK right beneath her.

MARIANNE
(horrified) Why ara we going up?!

RICK
Bacause they'll expact us to go 4dawn.

MARIANNE
I've vary scared, Rick....!



RICK
S8ince whan did you start slaeping with
undarpants on?

cuT TO:

= .0_ A S Iyl ) " b} .. o

A LONG SHOT OF THE TWO, having gone as high as thaey go, MARIANNE
STUCK, halfeon and half-off the lip of tha roof, her fget kicking
as she struggles to make it over. RICK prods from behind, a
SLIPPER takes flight, and she almost FALLS OFF THE ROOF before ne
grabs, and PULLS MER TO SAFETY.

Amsessing the rooftop, ha POINTS, DRAGGING HER BEHIND HIM.

MARIANNE
Do I get to know what's going on hers,
or do I just gat killed for 'old timas'
sake?

They traverse a pracarious catwalk, thae wind HOWLING AROUND THEM.

RICK
They'ra ax-Drug Enforcement Agents, . !
Marianne. One of them, I gent to jail, 4

the other knews I gan gsand him to jadil,
They want me dead, and thay'll take
anyons who's with mel

MARIANNE
Why?!

RICK .
I testified against them. Ever hear of
tha Witness Relocation Program?

MARIANNE
(unable to hear cver the wind)
Witness...."what"?1

They're descending a short leangth of FIRE-LADDER NOW, he below
her, trying to stabilize her by gripping her legs, her nightgown
blowing around his facs.

MARIANNE (CONT'D)
What did you say about "Witnesses",.,?!

RICK
Later, all right?! Could we pleases
discuss this later?!

MARIANNE
How am I going to get my glothea?!
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RICK
One step at a tima, okay?!

He helps her to a ledge that leads to the windcwa of a ROOFTOOP
RESTAURANT FPeopla eating poached aggs watch in amazement as,
pressed close to tha windows, Rick and Marianna adga by.

CUT TO:

il e LG RESIAUNANL = SAN

Elegant, in full breakfast service, as RICK and MARIANNE ENTER
the only way possible: through a ventilation window, diractly
onto scmaocne's tabla.

MARIANNE
(deathly embarrassed) Terribly
sorry....I'll pay for that herring.

Rick helps her step down, and togethar --- sha in her dreasing
gown, miesing one slipper, and he wearing just a T-shirt and

jeans with the backside all but blown out «--« make it to a door
marked YSTAIRS TO ELEVATOR" and disappear. :

CUT TO: !
~38 - L - v {

QFTQP RE RANT HOTE AME

As RICK and MARIANNE EXIT tha stairwell to tha landing BELOW:
MARIANNE instinctively heading for the ELEVATORS, RICK pulling
her, instead, to the STAIRS.

MARIANNE
(protasting) Wa're ten stories up...!

Ha YANKS her into the STAIRWELL just in the nick of time --- as

the ELEVATOR DOORB COPEN and SCRENSON STEPS OUT, his face taut
with RAGE.

MARIANNE
(starts to speak) I don't -

SLAFPING HIS HAND over her MOUTH, RICK PULLS her into the SHADOWS

=== a8 SORENSON takes tha ASCENDING STAIRWELL, to the rooftop
restaurant, disappearing from view. When it's safa, RICK
ralsases her.

MARIANNE
(gasping) Don't you ever, gver put
your hand on my meuth againl

RICK
(tense) COCna'sm hara, I'd gusss the
other's at the hotel. Probably got
into the room by now....

She ragisters the faar in his eyes.
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MARIANNE
I'm sorry. I have a phobia about not
baing able to breathe,
R

Ha chacks the STAIRWELL, spotting a sign that says "SERVICE
ELEVATOR"; he gestures her to follow,

CUT TO:

RANT_HQTELM =
RICK gesturing to stay

EXT. SIDE ENTRANCE O U LOR RESTAL
As they slip outsida, fantry-atylae,
"down" baeside him, against the wall.

MISTER TAKAWAKI (0.8.)
Halln, Mias Gravaes..!

ANGLE ON MARIANNE'S Japaness friend, Miater Takawaki, on the
street corner directly in front of them, waiting, with others,
for a bus,

MARIANNE
(fealing utterly stupid; a wave) Hi, :
Mister Takawakli. 2

ANOTHER ANGLE: thay scampar across the straet, into an alley
that acceeses thae underground parking structura of their hotsl.

CuT TO:

NT . v): R_EARKING STRU RE = _Sb]
RICK and MARIANNE crouch-running to her CAR, where, pressed up
against the door, SHE PAUSES, looking at him.

MARIANNE
Now what?

RICX
Drivel

MARIANNE
Whera?

RICK
Qut of haeral

MARIANNE
I'm in my nightgownl

RICK

We can't go to the room!

MARIANNE
Wa'll call gacurity.
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RICK
They'll shoot you, and thay'll ashoot
, do ¥ou not understand what's
going on here?!

MARIANNE
An I clairvoyant? Do I read pindm?!
Have I nissed something?!

RICK
Just get me out'a hare, Marianne. And

I'll tell you svarvthing.
Reluctantly, she REACHES INTO HER PURSE - suddenly STOPPED.

MARIANNE
No car kays.

CLOSE ON RICK: stricken.

MARIANNE
(a wink) Gotcha.

JINGLING THEM, she opens the door, RICK, unamused, LEAPS IN. Q
LONG ANGLE: with a "SCREECHY of TIRES = they're OUTI r
CUT TO:

? B PO &) i = 1)

MARIANNE'S beat-up Mercedes at a atreet meter =--- having
attracted the attantion of a COP who sits in his car acrcss the
street from it, summoning help on his 2-way radio.

CUT TO:

[MENT _STORE (2ND FIL - SAME
Where RICK, huddled in a corner whers he can maintain .
surveillance on the car through a small window ~ (but can SEE
NOTHING OF THE COP from this limited vantage point) « talks to
Marianna through the closed CURTAIN of a CHANGING ROOM.

RICK
++.1f I had the choice again, 1'd have
nsver done it.

MARIANNE (0.8.)
Done what?

RICK
Testified.

MARIANNE
To what?
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RICK
I'm gatting to that.

MARIANNE
(Poking her head out) You know what
this sounds like to me? A "Riek Jarmin
Story”. A typical bullshit Rieck Jarmin
story, just the same old kind of shit
you usad to pull all the tims.
(ratracts her head back bahind curtain}

RICK
(inflamad) This i{s not "shitw,
Marianne,

ANGLE INSIDE CHANGING ROOM: whars Marianns is pulling on the last
part of a new outfit,

MARIANNE
You're probably just some patty thiaf
Peing chased by the police, that's why
you're afraid to call "sacurity", or
you've got some qambling debts, and :
you're trying to dress it up with this 4
"Witnass Location" crap... 4

She STEPS OUT of the DRESSING ROOM, all CASHMERE and SUEDE, RICK
quick to her side, and pissed.

RICK
(corracting) "Witneas Ralocation
Program.*

MARIANNE

(waving oredit card at a salesman: re:

the outfit) I'll take this. (to Rick)

I remamber you once had me bslieving

you were an actual Russian spy. You

fakad Russian so good, you actually

8poke your bogus gobbledygook to a
~Russian cabdriver! Aand he spoke kack!

RICK
That was for fun, Marianne, thers are
people trying to kill me now.

MARIANNE
Do I gat to hear "why"?

RICK
If you'll etop giving ma such a bad
time ~

MARIANNE

I'm all ears.



Her cradit card is brought back to haer: ghe eigns and rips up he
carbon.

- RICK

How much was that?
MARIANNE

Why?
RICK

You didn't even look. You that rich?
MARIANNE

(heading away) 1It's not your businaesa.
She gats onto an escalator, he behind her.

RICK
Do you donata anything to the peor? Or
de you and the "Napalm King" just hoard
you nillions?

MARIANNE
(correcting) mnnw Yes,
wa do. Wa're very rich and wa hoard
our millions. Occasionally we taks a
poor parson in for Thankegiving and
feed him nothing. Wwa eat turkey in
front of him and don't give him a
crumb., We like to watch him starvs.

Did you want lunch er something? My
treat.

‘w‘n- .

CuT TO:

Thay'ra at a small table in the back, she eating compulsivaely,
Rick's eyes darting furtively at passing strangers, as he tries
to hide from view.

RICK
«+.I had the pilot's license, Gine had
Gome monay. The plan was to buy
marijuana in Mexico and fly it acrosa
the border at Mexicali,

MARIANNE
What a dumb thing to do.

RICK
Wall, at the tims....
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MARIANNE
D=U-M=B, DUMB.

RICK
(Tatensive) The proceeds of tha sale
wore to fund the canpus anti-war
affort.

MARIANNE
What a haro.

RICK
(challenging) You used te believe in
ie,

MARIANNE
Snuggling drugs?

RICK
The anti-war effort. The civil rights
movemant. Love, peaca and the simple
life. Whataver happanad to you?

MARIANNE
I grew up, Rick.

RICK
Is that what you call it? Baeing
corrupted?

MARIANNE
You know nething about ma.

RICK
I sce what I see. Cashmers and sueds.
Cradit cards and hotel suitas = (her
wrist) how much did that Cartier wateh
cost?

MARIANNE
(Had it, she calls out) Check! (opans
her wallet and flips ocut a big bill)
Fay for it and keap the change. Good
luck in your tes-pse, pal. (gsets up)

RICK
Marianne...

MARIANNE
I have a three o'clock planas,

RICK
I haven't finished the story...!

‘V‘-I .o .
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MARIANNE
I'l1l read your memoirs.

: RICK
(FTrm) Mariannae,

His tone stops her; she waits for him to catch up.

RICK
I want to tell you what happened.

MARIANNE
Why bother?

RICK
'Cause I nesd your halp.

CLOSE on har: waiting for more.

RICK
I'va get to find a gquy named Lou Baird,
and the only way I can do that is by
getting a phone number he cnce gave me.

MARIANNE
Did you try information?

‘F’"" -

RICK
I don't have the nama, it's his
sister's house in Mamphis. I wrote it
down in an address book that I had to
leava in Chicage. (hapless) I left
Chicage in a hurry, too. As I did
Clavaland Chio, Spokane Washington,
Muncie Indiana, {(Southern accent)
Valdosta Georgia, (Prench accent)
Panobscott Maine whare I was Franch-
Canadian, and (etrictly "Xennedy")
Boston where I did ha'hd work in a
bakary, bakin' pecan ple.

A LONG SILENCE PASSES: he gives her a GRIN and she melts a
little.

MARIANNE
Sounds like you naed a travel agent.

He shrugs: a very "continental" kind of ghrug. There is an
elagantly dressed mala manneguin beside him: he takes its hat
and puts it on his own head - cocked over cone sye. It's the old
Rick, clowning for her: he doss a little strut.

MARIANNE
You're still a fool.



RICK
(Franch accent) Mademoiselle, I am a
fool for love.

Ha grabs a Wtarf and camal-halr coat, draping it over his
shouldar.

RICK
(singing) Thank Heavan - for Little
Girls...

Grabs an umbreslla, cempleting his "Chevalier" thing . . .

RICK
{thick Prench accent; singing) For
little girls grow bigger every day.

She LAUGHS: 1It's the sound of the girl he used to know. It
stopa hin.

RICK
(sarious) Run away with msa. Leave
your husband.

'-v‘u- .

MARIANNE
Ha laft ne.

CLOSE ON RICK: stopped. It was not easy for her to say.

RICK
No.

MARIANNE
Yes. Broke my heart. Firat you, than
him,

RICX

You're better off without him.

MARIANNR
And you. My heart won't take it again.

Fesling emotional - she turns ---- heading down an escalator = he
follows.

CuT TO:

R -
As she exits and gets directly into her car. cCatching up to her,
ha knocks on the passenger window: it rolls down.

MARIANNE
I have a life. I can't get involved
with this.
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RICK
Can you take ma to tha airport?

He is SUDDENLY GRABBED FROM BEHIND and SPREAD EAGLED against the
car, COPS BWARMING DOWN ON THEM - threa PLAINCLOTHESMEN and
THREE UNIFORMED COPS = FROM BOTH SIDES!

cop
(en Marianne's side) Hands on the
dashboard, Ma'am, don't nove....!
MARIANNE

What tha hell is thia?! Get that gun
out'a my facel! What do you think...!

COP #2
{frisking Rick) You have the right to
remain silent, you have tha right to an
attorney...

MARIANNE
I ap an attornayl
PLAINCLOTHESMAN ¢
You Billy Ray Bovers? f
MARIANNE
I demand to know what wa'ra charged
withl!
PLAINCLOTHESMAN
Suspectad arson and honmicide.
RICK
What homicidae?
CoP#2

The killing of Earl tarson. You vers
both identlfied at the scane of the
¢crige.

CLOSE ON RICK: shocked.

MARIANNE
Rick. Tell then.

RICK
Tell them what?

MARIANNE
About the Witness Ralocation Progran.

coP #2
(grabbing his arms) Yocu'll have plenty
of time to tell us in jail.
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Hearing this, RICK SWINGS INTO ACTION. With cops on either side,
he ELBOWS BOTH IN THE GUT, sending tham deubling ovar, than takaes
threa step CK, CAMERA GOING INTO SLOW MOTION as he RACES
FORWARD and vES THE GROUND, like SUPERMAN about to take
flight, and DIVES INTO the OPENED PASSENGER WINDOW, landing RIGHT
ON TARGET: The ACCELERATOR! PRESSED BENEATH HIS HANDSI!

MARIANNE
(lurching back, shriasks) STOP!!

RICK
(from besneath her) STEER ITI

The Mercedass BASHES into the car in front of it, then SPINS oUT,
MARIANNE grabbing tha wheel as thay CAREEN INTO TRAFFIC, the
Marcedes zig-zagging, at LIGHTNING SPEED, through oncoming cars.
Behind them, the cops ara scrambling for their vehicles, whila
inside MARIANNE WHIMPERS as she struggles to dodge pedestrians at
a cross-walk, RICK crunched UPSBIDE DOWN against ths pedals,
UNABLE T0 GET OFF THE ACCELERATOR evan 1f he wanted tol

MARIANNE :
(screaming) Rick! Stop this! g

RICK 4
I can't...!

MARIANNE

{seaing a truck coming) Whooaaal

EXT. ANGLE: The Maercedes SWERVES to aveld the oncoming truck and
JUMPS a MEDIAN DIVIDER, its cantrifugal force sending it into a
SCREECHING U~-TURN, as the COP CARS go ascreaming down the strset
IN THE OPPOSITE DIRECTIONI

INT. THE CAR
The CAR "CHUGGING" as RICK struggles to right himself.

RICK
- Xaap it to the floor!

MARIANNE
Wa can't do this!

RICK
Eloor tha fucking thing!

MARIANNE
Why?! Did you kill the gquy?

RICK
I didn't kill him, I loved him! Thay
killed hin.
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MARIANNE
Then you can prove you'rs jinnecent...!

RICK
ITIl ba dead before I do! Thay get the
cops to put me in jail and they can get
any wine to kill me! And thae same for
youl

MARIANNE
What did I do?!l

RICK
Pulled into the wrong gas station!

Ha's scramblaed into the back seat; his legs draping over her
shouldaers.

MARIANNE
What are you doing?!

RICK
Taking your place. Move!

‘w‘u* .

HARIANNE

It'es a rented car, ve could gat in
trouble if yeu drive it!

RICK
I said MQVEI

MARIANNE
I'm liable for this car! I signed a
contract with Avisg...!

RICK
(screaming) You've got two vicious
murderers after you, half the police
force of Detroit, you're implicated in
arson and homicide, and you'rs worried
about FUCKING AVIS???!

MARIANNE
I have a lifetime card with them!

He uncaremoniously drops into the seat behind har, pushing her
close to the whaal, gattinq his feet on the pedals, his hands on
the wheal -~ but she is Lighting for controll

BOTH
(struggling) Get off,...you crazy..
going to get us killed....!

BOTH LOOK UP to HEEZ tha GROUND disappearing from bansath then:
They are SAILING off an embankment, through CLEAR SKY!



BOTH
Whooooooaaaaaaa, .../

She ROLLS IWTO tha PASSENGER SEAT, burying her face in the
upholstery.

EXT. ANGLE: THE CAR having sailed off the ROADWAY, MAKING A
CRASH~LANDING TWENTY FEET BENZATH, in a RAILROAD YARD. Hitting
the GRCUND with WHEELS SPINNING it's instantly off again, on a
train track, straight ahead into a RAILWAY TUNNEL.

ANGLE FROM THEIR POV: Sure enough --- the light at the end of
the tunnel is coming toward tham. And there's no room to pass!

INT. BNGLE = THE CAR

RICK ecreeching on the BRAKES, and THROWING IT INTO REVERSE, the
GEARS CATCHING at about one hundred revelutions per MINUTE - the
CAR SQUEALING, on the TRAIN TRACKS, BACKWARDS. MARIANNE SCREAMS
and buries her head again,

EXT, ANGLE - THE TUNNIL .
As the CAR ZOOMS OUT BACKWARDS, THE TRAIN ZOOMING RIGHT TOWARD.
ITS FRONT BUMPER ~--- but VEERING OFF, onto another track at the
last moment. 4

ANOTHER ANGLE: Tha Mercedas maneuvering with the non-stop speed
of a remote-controlled toy-car, zipping OFF the TRACKS, and onto
a ROADWAY, speeding up an incline, and OUT of tha RAILROAD YARD.

ANGLE ON MARIANNE: Her head still buried in the ssat,
WHIMPERING.

CLOSE ON RICK: Spotting something ahead = gritting his testh
with satisfaction.

ANGLE FROM HIS POV: A FREEWAY ON-RAMP, ITS SIGN READING:
"INTERSTATE #5 - CHICAGO AND PQINTS SOUTH".

It's pedal~to-the~floor-time =-«- ag the Mercedes zooms onto the
Freeway, and WE HEAR RICK'S8 VOICE SINGING!:

RICK
(french accent, "a la Chevalier") Ny
kind °£ toml Chi"ca"qn iz [ EERENEENN]

CUT TO:

il b $e 3626 PRE =LA
An overview of the City, its skyline bacoming vaguely visible
against the opagque glow of a pre-dawn sky.
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EXT, YREEWAY = SAME
An AERIAL SHOT looking down: CAMERA PICKING UP THE MERCEDES,
moving fast,

INT, THE CAR =- SAME
RICK, bleary=-aeyed, behind the whaal. The "high" of yeaterday's
ascape having faded, his jaw is get with grim determination.

ANGLE FROM HIS POV: a Freoeway Sign reading "OAK STREET < LINCOLN
PARK"®

ANGLE ON RICK: taking the EXIT, turning the wheel carefully, so
as not to awaken Marianne, who iz dead to the world, her head
resting on his thigh.

CUT TO:

Cruising through a Nerth Chicago commarcial district, turning
into the parking lot of a mini-mall; empty at this hour.

b
R InE CAR - SAM g
Rick's eyas telling us that this is familiar turf; one small shep
in particular, "RAUN'8", gats careful attention as he passes it,
thaen pulls inte a parking spot, beneath a straet light, nearby.

Shutting down tha motor, he checks his watch. 5:4%. Glancing
back through the broken rear window, he registers that McDonald's
is still hers, and open. Then he glances at Marianne, out cold,
her half-opened purse on the floor heside har.

He checks his pockets, withdrawing a few coins ~ then speculates
on the purse. Gingerly reaching for it, he extracts the wallet.

ANGLE FROM HIS POV: as he thumbs through the cash compartment =
her expanse money - & half=dozen c¢risp new hundred dollar bills.

RICK
(under his breath) Naturally, you
wouldn't have anything smaller.

ANOTHER ANGLE ~== as his eyes fall on something else in the
wallet, He withdraws it and stares, unmoving.

ANGLE FROM HIS POV: Tha photographic relic that ehe carrias with
har: the vending machine sequence of him and her - twenty years
ago.

CLOSE ON HIM: denpiy affected. Exploring further, he finds
ANOTHER PHOTO, gently ramoving it.

55



56

CLOSE ANGLE ON THE PHOTO: RICK'S THUMB moving affectionataly
across another face frozen in time; a handscme young man wearing
A baseball -sap and a sensitive smile, mat beneath dark, gentle,
eyes. He TURNS IT OVER revealing a handwritten inscription:

"To the other two muskateers - lova always, Gino"

As though picking up his distress, Mariannea stirs and whimpars -
he quisting her nightmare by stroking her hair.

RICK
(a whigpar) ...You up?
MARIANNE
(unmoving) Whera are we?
RICK
Chicage.
MARIANNE
Why?
RICK g
{(gently) Waiting for a store to open, f

go back to slaep.

But sha doasn't. shaking her head, she groggily pulling herself
into a near-sitting position.

RICK
(addressing her by nickname) M.J...7?
I didn't tell you....Ginc is dead.

Her eyas find his.

RICK
Killed the same two guys. (a long
besat) Like I said, they ware Drug
Enforcement Agants. Crooked ones.

- {with difficulty) It was our own fault
that thay got onte us. We ware real
iwpressed with ourselves...talking toe
much, Gino and mas....

As he CONTINUES, WE....
CUT TO:

9.4 A SHALL AIRSTIRIY ok Coafldtoh = w o8

RICK and GINO, two "Hippie" kids with backpacks, about to climb
into a single angine Piper Cub, when they are spproached by TWO
MEN -« who wa now know as SORENSON and DIGGS.



WE WATCH the SCENE PLAYED OUT SILENTLY - AND HEAR RICK'S ONGOING
NARRATION:

- RICK'S VOICE (OVER)

They stoppad us at the ailrport bhefore
va took off for Mexico...showsd us
thair badges, and told us we'd spend
tha next twenty years in prison unless
we brought tham along and cut tham in
on the taks.

CUT BACK TO:

INT, THE MERCEDES = PRESENT

RICK'S ayaes set into the far distance as he recounts the tragedy,
Marianne putting her head back down on his thigh, deeply
saddenaed, as she listens.

RICK
We thought, at least they'd guarantae
us safs passage back acroas tha
border...but it didn't work out that
way. On the way back we were forcad
down by a Boerder Patrol plane.

"F"l!' .

CUT TO:

IHE PAST:
EXT. THE PIPER~-CUB DESCENDING:!: a HELICOPTER HOVERING OVER IT.

INT. THE PIPER~-CUB: RICK exchanging a frightened look with
GINO....CAMERA MOVING BEHIND THEM, REVEALING SORENBON and DIGGS
readying their HANDGUNS.

CUT BACK TO:

ZNI. THE MERCEDES - PRESENT .
CLOSE ON MARIANNE, 1listening === PANNING UP TO RICK, his gaze
set inte the distant past.

: RICK

These two guys came out shooting.
Killed one of the bordar gquards,
injured the othaer ones, who latar died.
Gino tried to stop tham, got shot in
the face....

CUT BACK T0O:

EXT, MEXICAN DESERT =

The "haza" of memory, a kind of 'glare', ovarlaying the carnage:
Rick bent over the prostrate form of his friend, two other
bodies, both in uniform, strewn on the ground baside hinm.
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RICK'S VOICE (OVER)
They tried to make me fly the plans
again, I wouldn't, Thay got away on
iaax.;..x called ambulances and police
nl

CuUT T0:

VY,

A ()
douffs,

POLLICE LA
being dr

NROVER = 19

iven from the crime scane.

ICK, in han

RICK'S VOICE (OVER)
I spant two months in a Mexicall jail,
charged with murder....until thaey
offered me immunity in exchange for
:eutifying against the two guys who did
t.

CUT BACK TO:

RICK
One of them escaped bafore tha trial,
and called to tell me I was a dead man.
I want into the Witness Relocatioen
Pgogram... and was never heard from
since.

"‘“ -.w

His story told, he attempts to shake of? any hint of emotion, and

sinks back in his seat, gazing up at the gradually illuminating
sky.

MARIANNE
(In a whisper) You didn't contact
ne...?

RICK

You got marriad.

MARIANNE
Ha was very supportive. vVery adult.

RICK
That's why you married him?

MARIANNE
He was the opposite of you.

It hurts him; he closes his eyas.

MARIANNE
I'm sorry.



RICK
(without cpening hia eyas) wWho cares?

— MARIANNE '
Raal 'tough guy', aren't you?

RICK
You got it, Babe.

MARTANNE
It's unattractiva.

RICK
I gueas it is for a girl who married a
pansy lika Jonathan Harpar.

In the silence that follows, her ayes nova, surraeptitiously, to
the carkeys hanging in the ignition.

RICK
(from hehind closed eyes) You can't
drive it with me behind the whael, and
I'va got your wallet. You'd be smart
to walt 'til merning.

b W2 T

CLOSE ON MARIANNE: 8tuck. She silently mouths ths word
"agshole"... and grudgingly settles in for slaep.

cuT TO:

SXT, ANGLE ON THE CAR = SAME
Alone in the empty parking lot == CAMERA PULLING BACK as WE
BEGIN TO HEAR A VOICE on a TELEPHONE.

WEYBURN
The ¢car was rentad by one Marianne
Graves, a lady lawyer from Naw York.
How she got involved, I den't knew, but
I can tell you I don't like it.

CuT To:

INT. THE CAR - SAME
CAMERA EXPLORING the sleeping faces of RICK and MARIANNE, as WE
HEAR their EXECUTIONERS plotting their DEMISE.

DIgGs
Just call it "kidnapping", He'll kill
her, just like he killed his boass at
tha gas station. Then he'll turn the
gun on himself. If we ever f£ind him,
that is.
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WEYBURN
(tenze) I don't liks all this kxilling.
Erasing a 'ghost' was one thing....

pIcaGs
You wouldn't be 'backing out'. would
you, Joe....?

NT. A SLEAZY HOTEL RETRO - SAME
SORENSON pacing in the background, as DIGGS, on the PHONE,
CONTINUES:!

DIGGS
‘Cause I'd hate to have to go to the
Grand Jury, now that you'va got
yourself such a big career, and tell'm
that twenty yesars ago you were helpin'
me sell confiscated cocaine...l

WEYBURN
Belax, I'm doing everything I can. I :
avan usad the poasibility that he's ?
transportad a kidnap victim acroes 4

State Lines to bring in ths F.B.I.
cuT TO:

by Y 4 .-:
WEYBURN alone
drawn.

»

in

his deserted offices: his expression tense and

WEYBURN (CONT.)
They've got a "thres-state" out on tha
car, and they're plugged into the
woman's phone lines, c¢redit cards, hank
account, auto-club and, at the start of
business today, they'll even be
alerting the laundry and supermarket
where sha has check-cashing privileges.

CUT T0:

GRINNING.

DIGGS
Nothing like working with "the pro's.®

CUT TO:
WEYBURN = SAME
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WEYBURN
When she surfacas, local polica wiil
put Jarmin in jail, and once he's
thgre, he's & man without a past and
without a friand. This office has no
records of him. (a bsat) From then
on, he's yours.

DIGGE8 (0.8.)
I look forward to that, Jos.

WEYBURN hangs up: by no nmeans proud of himself, Gritting his

teeth, he swivels in his chair to look out ovaer the City;
Washington D.C. Dawn is breaking over the halls of JUSTICE.

CUT TO:

Al A0 o oA o oA it AAEASHY A

Morning sun reflecting off of cars pulling into the parking lot
&8 the shops bagin to open === CAMERA PANNING TO tha Marcedas,
the sleeaping bodies of Rick and Marianne ssen within --- ag the
FIGURE OF A MAN, his coat-collar pulled up around his face,
stealthily EDGES TOWARD, PEERING IN.

b
CuUT 10: f

-

it A5 CAR = SANME MOMENT
RICK and MARIANNE dead to the world == STARTLED AWAKE by a sharp
"KNOCK" at the WINDOW.

RICK
(Jumping) Whatl

Triggered by his alarm, SHE SHRIEKS - both turning to confront
the face of a HOMELESS MAN, staring at them, in the window.

HOMELESS MAN
++ +8pare change...?7?

Groggy, both dig for coins, Marianne fumbling in her purse, Rick
coming up with twenty cents from his jacket pockat. Sasing the
wallet in his lap, he rifles through the stack of hundreds ==«
realizing that the HOMELESS MAN is also surveying the fortune in
his lap, contrasted to the paltry pair of dimes in his hand.

Seized by a pang of conscience, ha glancas surreptitiously at
Marianne, then quickly snatches one of the hundreds, handing it
cut the window. The homalass man stares at it in amazement, Rick
trying to "shoo" him away.

RICK
(hissing) Thay'll break it over at the
bank. (gesturing to 'take off!') It's
tine. Gg.
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As the HOMELESS MAN shuffles away, Marianne spots her wallaet,
beginning to realize what just transpired.

- MARIANNE
What did you dg?

RICX
Gave him some money.

She takes it; impacted by what ha's done,

MARIANNE
(increduleus) You gave him a hundred
dollars?
RICK
(a shrug; slightly defsensiva) VYah.
MARIANNE
Why did you dg that?
RICK

I don't know. It seamad tha right
thing to do. Didn't you ever want to
do that? ,,.Just hand scmebody a
hundrad bucks and make thair day?

Bt GF 2

MARIANNE

Not with gomebody else's monevy, I

didn't,

RICK
Look. They qguy's broks...

MARIANNE

(dismayed) A hundrad dollars?!

RICK
Come on, you'va got a bunch of them in
tharas.

MARIANNE
I york for that money, Goddammit!

RICK
(re: the man) You think ha wouldn't
¥ork if he gould?!

MARTANNE
(throws up her hands) oOh, Jezusss...!

RICK
I'm serious!
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MARIANNE
How 'bout giving him scmething smaller!

-~ RICK
How 'bout garrving something emaller!
What are thosa, for 'gtatus! or

sonething?
MARIANNE
Thay'ra for 'emergency'.
RICK
This was an emergency.
MARIANNE
Not py emezgency.
RICK

Y'know, it's exactly that attltude that
keeps half the people atarving on this
planet!

MARIANNE
(exploding) Gimme a break! I don't
ese yoyu feading the poorl!

"ﬁ"u -.e - .

RICK
{(natching har) What did you just pew?!

'Had it', she grabs her purse, fumbling with the door-handla.

MARIANNE
You are totally unchanged, you know
that? You havan't baen 'dead', you've
bean frozan in a cryogsenic time-
capsule! (sliding out) I hava never
known anycne mors Holler-than-Thou...!

RICK
Because I didn't gell oui?!

MARIANNE
Bvaryona's a "sell~cut", everycna's a

"pansy", everybody's full of shit if
thay don't agree with youl

SLAMMING OUT, she heads fast across the parking lot -« RICK in hot
pursuit.

RICK
(trying to stop her) Marianne,
wvale....!|
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MARIANNE
Excuse ms. I have to pea vary badly,
and then I have to go honma.

- RICK

I need two thoupand dollars.
ghe STOPS: fealing the instant shift of power.

MARIANNE
(raveling in it) I seas.

His expression tells us he knews it's time to eat ghit.
MARIANNE

Isn't it nice that one of us hecame &
materialistic pig?

RICK
You want to rub my nose in it, go right
ahaad....

MARIANNE

What are wa buying, Rick?

g 1 B

RICK
My address book. I worked at a place
in this mall, and when I left ~ (astops
to rephrase) - when I had to lesave, I
ewad this guy twe thousand bucks. I
sent him a note saying he could keep my
parscnal balongings until I paid him

back.

MARIANNE
8o, this is an 'investment in your
future'?

RICK

The addrees bock's got the number whers

- I might ba able to find Lou Baird,
viho's tha gnly parson I trust to get nme
back into hiding.

MARIANNE
Why should @ do this?

RICK
If I can't get back underground,
Marianne, you're stuck with me.

MARIANNE
('sold’') Who do I pay?



Turning, she seta haer purse on a concretae trash cellector, using
it as a desk.

- RICK
Juat give 1t ¢to me, I'll takse it
Qvarn 4 8

HARIANNE

T don't have caah, will a chack do?

RICK
Make 1t out to Raun Winslow.

MAHITANNK

(Spotting the shop) "Raun's"?

ANGLE QN THE SHOP as a vary thun, very blonde young man comas out,
a Yorkshire Terrier in one hand, an awning pole in the other., BHe
proceads to lower the sun=shade,

MAKLANNE
(writing) Thoy have a toilet in thore?

RICK
Listen. Ha's gonna be very angry at me,
T left in a hrry, and ha really relisd
Ol MBaes

She tsars off tha check = it's her laast = and blows the ink dry.

MARIANNE
What 4id you do? For "“"Raun',

RICK
Worked for him.

MARIANNE

As a.....(hoping hae'll £ill in the
blank) .. .?

RICK
v« v A "Worker."

MARIANNE
(giving up) Well, surely ha'll let me
uge the ‘John'...

RICK
It's just for gliantele.

MARIANNE

Then, I'll huy something. What do thay
sell?
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Baehind her, the awning has come down, revealing the full name of
tha placa:

*  AHAIR CREATIONS BY MISTER RAUN®

CLOSE ON RICK: knewing the Jig is up,

RICK
(attenpts to 'cover it' with a cough)
Haircuts.

MARIANNE
Haircuts?

RICK
Yeh, I was...a "barbar",

MARIANNE
You cut nmen's hair?

RICK
Well, once in a whilae....

She TURNS, SPOTTING THE SHOP. 4

MARIANNE
You wara = hairdrassar?!

RICK
Well, I suppose you could call it....

MARIANNE .
(buzsting into laughter) You were a
.21 "Macho Rick Jarmin"
was a hairdresser?! (grabs her croteh)
Oh! Don't make me laugh! (but shae
can't halp it: bursting) A

hailrdresges!i!

RICK
(mortified) Look, you don't get a lot
of choiceas sometimes...

MAHLANNE
(shezt of breath from laughing) You
mean, like "Migter Rick" or somathing?!

RICK
My nama was not 'Rick", {t was -

GAY VOICE (B8COTT)
MATTHEW?! Is that YOU??!

A fellow hailrdressar. (SCOTTIE), has emergad from his car,
B8WOOPING DOWN ON RICK, out of his MIND with axcitement!
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i §CO§T hug) h od
(pulling him into a hug Oh, My God, I
Gen't halleave it! Mattie Carlmon!

Raun is going to shit! He is going to
shit anough to f£1il1l tha Carlasbad
Cavarns, he is going to die-dia-dig-I-
can't-believae-it, Mattie! (shouts
acrose the parking lot) Craig? Gat
Milton! Get Paul and Raun! Look wvho's
hore! 1It's Mattie Carlson! (To Rick)
What's the 'Miami Vice' shit, with the
short hair and stubble? Don't you say
"hi" to an old friend?! Come on, cat
got your tongue? Say sumething,
Mattial

Wishing the ground would open up and swallow him, Rick doas what
ha has to. Affacting his "hairdressar" parsona, he spaaks with a
new tone - decldedly 'lighter' - and a "ayballant 's'®,

RICK .
(dying) Hi, Scottile. i
8COTT f

(a big hug) Hi'ya, Babe! (re:
HMarianne) WwWho's this?!

RICK
Uh - my sister.

MARTANNE
(loving it, choosas a name with lots of
"s's".) Susannah Simpson.

CLOSE ON RICK: 1if looks could kill...

OTHER VOICES
(demcending all at once) Mattie...!
Oh, My God..! What are you
here...! (re: Marianne) Wwho's thig?

RICK
("s's™ galore) My sister, Susannsh
Simpson...

ALL
Hi Susanne...Susle.. +How Y'doin- —

MILTON
(gushing, to Marianne) Did you know
your brother's a geaniug? A
Michelangeleo of the hair, I'm not
exaggerating..!



PAUL
We loest half our clientele wWhan he
laft...

MARIANNE
Why, I had no idea...

PAUL
They'd call up, "Where's Mattia?
Where's Mattia? I'll go wharaver he
il!“ Bacause he was...how can I say
t'll?

MARIANNE
Tha Michelangale of hair,

PAUL
Exactly,

8COTT
(to Rick) 8¢, you coming back? Raun
is going to ba g9 axcited! (calls out)
Raun! (points at RieX) Look who's :
kack! }

4
ANGLE ON "RAUN" parting the crowd. Fat as a Pasha, with teased
hair, wearing a white coat and holding a hairdryer that danglas

from its cord, he is one Maan Quesan. And Rick 1s clearly not his
favorita person.

RICK
(apprehensive)} Raun...

When Raun raplies it's in an incredibly low voice = like one of
those Miami Beach matrons who's spent sixty years inhaling three
packs a day.

RAUN

{(ice) Hello, Matthew.
RICK

I'va got the money I borrowad from you.
RAUN

Little late, isn't it?
RICK

Marianne...? (catching himself) I
ne&n Sue...?

8he hands thae check forward. Raun doesn't reach for it.

RAUN
I'm supposed to believe that's "good?"
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MARIANNE
It'a good, I promise.
- ' RICK
Sha's plenty rich, Raun.
MARIANNE

I make Napalm.

RAUN
I want cash.

RICK
You still have my stuff? I need my
address book.

RAUN .
Wa'll discuss 1t when I saee cash.

RICK
{(spots tha bank) Okay. We'll juat go
to the bank...I can just do that.,..

RAUN
And than 1'l]l want an apelegy. And
then I'll want you to do my hair,

RICK exchanges & glance with Marianne: she is LOVING THIS.

RICK
Why should I do your hair?

RAUN
Call it 'penanca’.

MARIANNE
I think it's only fair, Rick.

RAUN
»Who's thie?

MILTON
His sistar.

RAUN
She called him 'Rick!'.

MARIANNE
I called him 'prick'.

RICK
I need my address book, Raun.

‘w‘u E
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RAUN
He im a prick. cash, apology, hair, in
that order. 1I'll ba waiting.

He turns, imperiously strutting back to the BHOP: Rick laft to
ba consoled By the others.

OTHERS
---He can ba s0 mean...don't worry
about him...So what's the big daal, do
his hair... ol

Grabbing the chack from Marianna, who is about to BURST OUT
LAUGHING, Rick strides across the parking lot to tha bank -- tha
others following.

OTHERS
(tc Marianne) 8o whera you from...I
didn't knew he had a gister...You from
Sarascta, too....?

CUT T0:

As Rick strides in - and to the counter -~ the OTHERS straggling
in behind him. ?

CLOSE ON RICK - at the teller's window - handing ovar tha chack
to an officious, male taller.

TELLER
(dismisaive) It's not andorsed.

RICK
(pissed; turns to Marianne and calls)
Can yocu make out a new one? To cash?

MARIANNB
My last chaeck.

RICK
Fuckin' great!

MILTON (ONE OF THE HAIRDRESSERS)
I'll get Raun.

MARIANNE
T can fix it.

One of the hairdressers (SCOTTIE) sees himsalf on the ovaerhead
T.V. monitor, and performs for it.

BCOTT
(hands in the air) Hi-KHi. I'm en T.V.
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MARIANNE has come to RICK'S aid.

MARIANNE
(T6 Teller) Let me changs it, and
initial it. It's my last check.

TELLER
(bored) Driver's licensa and three
I.D.'s...

MARTANNE

Cradit cards do?

TELLER
U -hmmm .

She alters the check, hands over her liscence and credit cards to
the TELLER, who disappears with them.

At the door, the bevy of four hairdressers are all clowning for
the T.V. monitor now, doing a little "kick line". Rick catches
Marianne's evya.

RICX
(a serious warning) Don't gay one
fucking thing.

MARIANNE
(all innocence) Did I say anything?

ANGLE ON THE TELLER, having punched Marianne's account nunber
into his computsr - getting a response that changes his antire
persona. Stiffening, he summons a VICE PRESIDENT whe, aftar
glancing at the computer screen, gces into a PANIC, wringing his
hands and turning in a tight circle, BUMPING INTO tha TELLER and
setting HIM off, as well.

The two look like whirling dervishes, the VICE PRESIDENT grabbing
hold of the TELLER and attempting to PUSH HIM back toward the
windoew =~ giving up and grabbing a phone.

S8WISH-PAN TO:
THE FRONT DOOR = AS "RAUN" SWAGGERS IN - heading toward RICK.

RAUN
(every inch tha Bitch) What's the
problem, it's ne good?

RICK
It's all under contrel. (he forget %o
speak in his fey volce.)

RAUN
(ra: his tone) Well, aren't wa butch.
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ANGLE ON THE VICE PRESIDENT = ¢rouched low behind his desk, on
the phone - hsaring scmethlng that isn't exactly easing his
hysteria. HANGING UP, he exchanges agitated worda with the
TELLER, agaim®™rying to PUSH HIM BACK to his post, the two nearly
coming to BLOWE befors the VICE PRESIDENT releases him and HEADS
for the SECURITY GUARD, an over-the-hill cedger who is in no way
preparad for this,

ANGLE ON "RAUN", having caught sight of his image in another of
the overhead T.V. monitors, fussing unhappily with his hair, as
RICK'S patience reaches an and.

RICK
(barking to the taller) Can you move a
littlae faster, please?

TELLER
(Tumping) Certainly! (trembling)
What did you want?

RICK
What do I want? What do you $hink I
want?!

TELLER

(hysterical) Right. (starts pulling
out stacks of money) Here. Taka what
you want,..!

ANGLE ON THE SECURITY GUARD: hearing the news that they got a
murderer/kidnapper/hold~up artist, who's wanted in three statas,
at their window, THRUSTING a WHISTLE INTO HIS MOUTH, and fumbling
to UNSTRAP his GUN.

ANGLE ON RICK: watching the TELLER heaping stacks of monay cut
cf his drawers.

RICK
What the hell are you deing, man?

TELLER
(dasparate) I'm going as fast as I
canl!

Puzzled, RICK TURNE TO SEE the SECURITY GUARD RUSHING FORWARD....

RICK
Ch, shit!

SECURITY GUARD
(pulling his qun) Don't nove!

RICK grabs MARIANNE, the TELLER STOMPS ON his ALARM BUTTON
triggering a SIREN that sends PATRONS screaming and DIVING FOR
COVER.
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ANGLE ON RAUN: having ducked bensath a counter.

B8y. Talk about a 'bad check'....
MARIANNE

(struggling againat RICK) ...Nel
RICK

Come On.. I!

MARIANNE
(trying to get back to the window) My
credit cards!

TELLER
(pushing huge stacks of money at her)
Here! Take it all!

ANGLE ON ANOTHER HAIRDRESSER (MILTON): hiding beneath a table,

MILTON
It's fucking Bonnie and Clvds! i

RICK hap YANKED MARIANNE, WHIPPING HER AROUND right into the &bn—
BARREL of the SECURITY GUARD, Covering her face, SHE SHRIEKS.

SECURITY GUARD
Put up your handsl

She does, har eyes clenched shut as RICK "PUNTS", KICKING THE
GUN, into an ascending spiral, right out of the guard's hands.
Grabbing it, he turns on TWO ONCOMING SECURITY GUARDS.

RICK
Hold it! (meaning business) Toss the
quns! 8lide'm over! (a beat) I'1l
fuckin' shoot you...!

They comply, sliding their guns across the floor --- as, in the
packground, WE detect ths SOUND of SIRENS coming toward.

RICK
(to Marianne) Get the guns. (she
hesitatses) Get them.

She does - picking them up, gingerly.

RICK
lat's go.

MARIANNE
As long as we have guns, can I pleass
get my credit capds?
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Grabbing her arm, he impatiently yanks her out the 4oor.
- CuUT TO:

EXT, THE BANK = SAME

SIRENS bearing down on RICK and MARIANNE as they RACE through the
PARKING LOT, heading toward their car --- STOFPED by tha eight of
a SQUAD CAR STREAKING TOWARD THENM. RICK YANKS MARIANNE, her
purse FLYING OFF as she SPINS, lts contants, lipsticka and a
SPRAY CAN, CLATTERING OUT AND ROLLING baneath a CAR.

MARIANNE
(pulling against him to go after it)
Please. Ny money...l

But ANOTHER SQUAD CAR has STREAKED IN, RICK pulling her by the
hand, BEHIND A TRASH BIN, dodging behind a hadgas and DASHING into
an ALLEY, thelr footsteps echoing as SIRENI sean to CONVERGE FROM
BOTH SIDES.

RICK STOPS, having spotted a MOTORCYCLE, CHAINED to a UTILITY
POLE. '

RICK
Duek!

"w‘u o -

He FIRES THE GUN at the CHAIN, sending it "snaking" through the
air; then he attacks the "works" of the cycle, fumbling with its
wires.

MARIANNE
T can't go with yeou,
RICK
(working fast) You've got no cheice,
Marianne.
NARIANNE
I do.
RICK

They'rs after you, too, now. Not just
the cops....

MARIANNE
So, I'm supposed to Keep running?
spand my life like ygu?!

He gats tha IGNITION TO WFIRE", hopping aboard and REVVING UP.

RICK
Up to you, Babe. I say you're dead if
they catch you. Now, hop aboard or say
goodbye.
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CLOSE ON MARIANNE: realizing this is it.

- MARIANNE
(s: her guns) Do you want these?

Registering her 'answer', he takes them, angrily shoving all
three guns into hie bslt, and REVS the ENGINE HIGHER.

MARIANNE
(choking back emotion) Will I evar see
yeu again?

RICK
(covering his hurt) What's the
difference?

CLOSE ON MARIANNEZ: saddened.

MARIANNE
Sa lnng, tough Quy.

Steeling MiNMA&LY, hE LULUWGL lL into gcar; LOPPENG A WHEELTF =4 ha
SPEEDS OFF === and out of her life, forever. b

LONG ANGLE: MARIANNE left standing in the middle of tha arlef.
Desartad.

CLOSE ON EER FACE; as she fights to pull hersalf together
emotionally, and begines walking, stiffly, toward the street - and
the sound of oncoming SIRENS.

AKOTHER ANGLE: as she staps out of the alley, onto the sldewalk,
and begins walking, her pace accelerating - until she BREAKS INTO
A RUN,

A POLICE CAR WHIZZES TOW , WITH SIREN SCREAMING, and she DUCKS
into a dcorway - pursly "reflexive" - until it WAILS PAST.

CLOSE ON HER FACE: fighting for calm.

MARIANNE
(to herself) Well, that was stupild.

As she steps out another SIREN is heard heading TOWARD, and she
REVERSES COURSE, headlng BACK toward the safety of the alley,
haraly makinag it as the POLICE CAR SCREECHES into viaw =
PLATTENING HERSELF against a WALL as 1T SrEEUs PAST.

CLOSE ON HER FACE: besded with perspiration) trying to get hold
of harself.

MARIANNE
What the hell am I deoing?
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And now, from BEHIND, she BEGINS TO HEAR ANOTHER SOUND. It is
the ROAR of a MOTORCYCLE BEARING DOWN ON HER - and she turns to
see RICK, ASTRIDE HIS SPEEDING CHOPPER, his arm outstretohed for
a "flying memnt"!

MARIANNE
What are you doing?!!

RICK
(shouting over tha chopper's roar) I
don't knew! I kinda nissed youl!

Overwnelmed by IMPULSE, she RIUACHES OUT and he GRABR HWR, PULLING
HER ABOARD and, with a ROAR of unbridled power, they Z00M out of
the ALLEY....BUT INSTEAD OF heading off, MAKE A U~TURN, coming
DIRECTLY BACKI

MARIANNE
(holding on for dear life) Why you
going RAGK.«s.. 7!

RICK
Forgoet something!

ANOTHER ANGLE: The MOTORCYCLE ZOOMS back inte thae PARKING
DIRECTLY for RAUN'S, whare RAUN, having exited the BANK, SEES MHIM
COMING and RUNS INSIDE, attempting to SHUT THE DOOR....l!

ANOTHER ANGLE: RICK, on tha MOTORCYCLE, BLASTS RIGHT THROUGH THE
DOOR, SMASHING INSIDK!

cUT TO:

INT, THE BHOP - SAMR
RAUN cowering, as RICK skids into a ‘180, PULLING ONE OF THE GUNS
from his belt, POINTING IT AT RAUN'S HEAD.

RICK
You want me to d¢ your halr, Raun?

MARIANNE
(pulling another) How'd you like your
sldeburns trimmed?!

RICK
The address hook. Nowl

MARIANNE
(loving it) You heard him!

Fumbling in a drawer, RAUN pulls out the ADDRESS BOOK and gives
it to RICK, RICK REVVING UP, until the CYCLE REARS like a HORSE,
befors taking off at a hundred plus «--=- right through the FRONT
WINDOW, glass and spray bottles raining down as ha KIT8 the
PARKING LOT and SPEEDS AWAY.



ANGLE ON RAUN and his CREW: gazing after him.

- ' MILTON
Whe was that masked man?

cur TO:

EXT, HIGHWAY -~ NIGHI
THE MOTORCYCLE STOPPED at a remots roadside PAYPHONE - MARIANNE
shivering out in the cold, RICK inside on the PHONE.

RICK
(Relieved) But he ism living there...?!
That's grest! That's fantastig! Just
tell him "Rick Jarmin® will call back
in the morning. (a beat) Eslieve ne,
he'll remamber me!

HANGING UP, he STEPS OUT - elated.

RICK
Found him. But he's working the
nightshift. At a placa he once got ne
a job. Gueas when you retire from the
Witnass Relocation Program, you'vs got
your pick of joks.

MARIANNE
(shivering) I'm tired, Rick.

‘1""' .o -

RICK
He doeen't get home 'til morning.

MARIANNE
Isn't there someplacae we can go? (as
ha speculates) I need a bath. And a
bed. (realizing) We'vae got no
BONGY .« o« «

RICX
(an idea) Can ydu held out a couple
hours?

MARIANNE
For what?

RICK
Got a friend, in Muncie Indlana.

CUT TO:
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'NT, THE OXFRICES OF THE L .5 Wi =7V, 4.

We ars WATCHING A VIDEO-TAPE REPLAY of the "BANK ROBBERY" = and
WE HEAR the WOICEES of TWO MEIN: PANT, BERNARD, Marianne's
boyfriend; the other is an F.B.I., GUY named DANNY NEFF,

NEFF (0.8.)
tooks like sha's thare of her own "“free
will®” to me.

PAUL
He could have had a gun on her...

NEFF
Eyewitnegses say he didn't. And the
Taller says she kept trying to go back
and grab the monsy, even when her
boyfriend wanted out.

PAUL
(upset) He's not her boyfriend, can we
get that strailght? I am her boyfriend,
and I can tell you, Lhils woman is pot a

grininal. ;

The SCREEN NOW SHOWS MARIANNE struggling to wrest herself from
RICK'S grip and get back to the Teller's window.

NEFF
(replying to Paul) Neithar was Fatty
Hearst, but she got gevan years in
Folsom for doing the same thing....

The TAPE STOPS, the LIGHTS SNAP ON, ravealing NEFF, PAUL, holding
his head in his hands =--- and ANOTHER FIGURE emerging from the
shadows. He's someonea we've geen befors. )

WEYBURN
(approaching) They struck again, huh?

NEFF
(turning) Hi, Joe. 'Fraid so.
(intreducing) This is Joe Weyburn,
used to work with us. Matter of fact,
it was Jos who put us onto this whole
thing. An "anonymous call", wasn't it,

Joa?

WEYBURN
That's right. Identifying Billy Ray
Bovars as the guy who pulled off a gas
station murder in Detroit.



NEFF
He usad the alias '"Matthew Carlson¥ (n
Chicago., Apparently worked at the
beButy parlor next door.

WEYBURN
Any ideas where thay might bs headed?

NEFF
{a shrug) Going back to a place of
enpleyment may be the start of a
pattern. When a felon's on the run he
usually goas where he knows thay'll let
him in the front door: either toc rip
th:g off, or hide from the police, or
both.

CLOSE ON PAUL: utterly distraught.
NEFF
But, with no employment record of any
kind....all we can do is wait and ses.

CLOSE ON WEYBURN: as it sinks in.

ol L

CUT TO:

[NT ., WITNESH RELOCAT] BUREAU - N7

AS a LIGHT ls SWITCHED ON, REVEALING the place, deserted; the
FIGURE of JOE WEYBURN steps INTO FRAME, taking a moment to meks
surea he is alone.

CLOSE ON KIS HANDS: as they unlock a drawer, removing a metal
box.

CAMERA FOLLOWS THE METAL BOX to a daesk-top where it is OPENED and
its contents, a folded DATA SHEET, taken out. It is RICK

JARMIN'S HISTORY, the one torn off the computar just befors
Weyburn obliterated it from the MEMORY BANK.

CLOSE ON HIS FACE: studying it; CAMERA MOVING TO HIS POV,
revealing the PHOTO of RICK and the liot of jebm, locations, and
aliases he's used over the last twenty years. At the top of the
list, WE BER the two identities that wa already know:

"Billy Ray Bowers - Detroit - Earl's Garage"
And:

"Matthew Carlson = Chicago - Hairstyles by Raun"

It'a what follows that interests WEYBURN: he grabas a pencil and
scratch pad, COPYING DOWN.....

"Todie Turnbull = Indiana - Muncie Parms"
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And, beneath that:
"Harvey Lighther - Tenessee - Memphis Zoo"

CLOSE ON WEYBURN, having copled it, sitting back to PONDER.
After a thoughtful pause, he picks up tha phone, punching in
numbers.

WEYBURN
(a pause; he connects) If you're
willing to follow a hunch, I might be
able to make good on this.

The CAMERA DRIFTS AWAY from him, TOWARD A MAP on the wall...
WEYBURN (0.8.)

You'll have to move fast, 'cause the
next stop's closs by.

CAMERA MOVES IN ON THE MAP =~~~ To INDIANA......
WEYBURN (0.S.)

He'll be known hera as "Jodie
Turnbull®. Got a pencil?

'F‘I! >

cuUT TO:

Y FARMAQUS = Laall Nilyh

Lights snapping on, one by one, within a large farmhouse, as its
occzpant haads toward the FRONT DOOR, whars RICK stands, MARIANNE
begide him.

CLOSE ANGLE: the DOOR ls OPENED revealing RACHEL VARNEY, D.V.M.:
Beautiful, thirty-five, raven-haired, strong-willed =--- and
clearly taken aback, in tha way Marianne first was, to see RICK.

RACHEL
(stunned) ....Jodle?

RICK
Ki, Rache.

RACHEL
(blown awaI) Jesus. Talk about
n"dropping in" ocut of the blue...

Sha's absolutely speschless.

RICK
Uh, this is Marlianne Graves...Doctor
Rachel Varney...{(they exchange "Hi's")
Mind {f ve....
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RACHEL

No, ny geosh. Come in....!

They do, stapping into a beautiful LODGE, RACHEL unable to do
anything but STARE at RICK in utter amazemant.

RACHEL
I'm sorry. I'm kind of speechlaas,
(To Marianne) This man built half this
place, then just...."disappeared®,

MARIANNE
(Te Rick) You worked herae?

RICK
Carpanter.

RACHEL
Carpenter, architect, designar =
(heartfalt) = you should s¢e the barn,
Jodie. It just...bloody ! ALl
your ideas. The whole Big Animal
Practice is back there, with your
horae-sling, and the "Murphy-Badh }
eperating table....I took your advice V
abeut growing corn..... b

Her volice breaks off as she looks into his eyes, MARIANNE clearly
getting the message that RICK and this WOMAN were lovers.

RACHEL
{trying to pull hersel? together) 1I'm
rambling. What are you doing herae?
You hungry?

RICK
I'm on the run.

RACHEL
(a beat) I figured. A nan cane
looking for you.

RICK
That's why I laeft.
RACHEL
Are you & criminal?
RICK
No., He is.
RACHEL

(spotting bloodstains on his backside)
What happened thaere?
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RICK
Buckshot. I think it passed through.

a—— RACHEL
Not if it's bleeding., Lemma msas.

Rick hasitatas.

RACHEL
What are you, shy? I'va saen it
before.

MARIANNE'S eyeballs almoat "roll".

RACHEL
(spotting it) I'm sorry. Are you
his....?

MARIANNE
Hell no. (hands up) No way. Not aven
close. You two go ‘head, and, listen,
I'11 just...call a cab...

RICK
Marianne would like a bath and
something to eat, maybae a bed....

RACHEL
She can stay in the guesthouss.

MARIANNE
(dying inside) Yeah, great. Sure.
Listen. Just peint the way and I'll
@ea you two lovebirds in the morning.

RICK
It's not like that, Marianne.

RACHEL
Yes, it is. It wasm, I mean. (To
Marianne) Me put me on my feet. Built
this whole place, helped me handle the
animals....(suddenly enthused) You
should see "Whizzer"” by the wayl ghe
walks like nothing ever happaned!

RICK

(alated) You're kidding.
RACHEL

No. Come. Coms gas.
RICK

(about to; turns) Marianne...?

""t’
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RACHEL
I'm sure she's @xhausted...
- MARIANNE
(nc such luck, bitch) No,

I could =
"gtay up" awhlle.

Exchanging a look with RACHEL, RICK reaches back for MARTANNE'S
HAN

CUT TO:
NT-

As the light is snapped on ~-- ravealing a MARE ("WHIZZER"), and
har WEEK-OLD, absolutely gorgeous FOAL.

RICK
Ch, My God...!

RACHEL
She had him last week.

RICK
(awad) How...about.,.that...!

)
]
Ha ENTERS the STALL, clearly expert with HORSES, handling the

MARE just right so she'll allow him to get to the foal.

ANGLE ON RACHEL and MARIANNE: watching.

RACHEL
He's got the touch.

MARIANNE
(ice) Doas he?

Thay exchange a long look with one anothar.

RICK

Marianna, c'mere. EREver hugged one of
thase? Just ease in, slow....

She doas ~ tentatively = RICK gantling the MARE so that Marianne
can gat to the soft, woolly, foal.

Her heart is in her throat;
sha 1s ovarvhelmed to be this closa to a big animal.

MARIANNE
0o softiiire

RICK

When they're born in Winter, they've

got evan twice as much fur. Is that
amazing?
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ANGLE ON BOTH: gazing &t each othar === ghe seaming to sas, in
him, someone shae's never sean bafore.

CLOSE ON RACHEL: taking it in.
RACHEL,

(bresaking the spell) Come on, cowboy.
Laet's sae your backsidas.

N HE BRI AN LMAT AHA AN A S e & ! i)

As the LIGHT snaps on revealing what could ba a hospital
cperating room, with a few notable exceptions. A HORSE, hangs
suspended from the celling on a giant SLING - and, at tha flick
of a switch, an OPERATING TABLE slides down, opsning out, like a
Murphy-Bed, from the wall,

RICK
{dazzled) Wow...

RACHEL
Let's let the inventor use his table.
(pats it) Drop trou', and hop up.
Taka everything off. (Re: his
hamitatian) Do you need har to laave?

g

MARIANNE
(quick) I'l)l stay. (competitiva)
I've saan it before, too.

RACHEL -
Great. You can assist. Get a sponge
from there, and the bottle labled
H3P...(pulling surgical gleves onj
barks an order to Rick) Den't be a
baby. Drop'm and get up.

Mors than a littla embarassed, Rick "drops trou'™ and slides onto
the table.

RICK
Ocooh. Cold.

RACHEL
The cows naver seem to mind. (an
ordar) Reoll.

Ha doas.

RICK
How is it?

RACHEL
Net awful, not great.
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She routinely breaks out a SCALPEL from plastic wrapping, and a
SYRINGE, loading it with novocaine =-- MARIANNE turning a shade
of green in-shear anticipation.

RICK
(catching Marlanne's loock) What are
you doing?

Without warning, she JABS the hypodermic in.

RACHEL
Just a local. (to Marianne) You okay?

MARIANNE
(dafinitely neot) S8ure.....

RACHEL

(to Marianne, re: hsr sponge and his
butt) Splash and scrub. (impatient)

Now.
MARIANNE does it - her eyes etched with disbelieaf - as though

she's suddenly been thrust intc gomeone elss's draam. 4
¥
RACHEL }
(smacks Rick's behind) Fasl that?
RICK
Feaasl what?

Without hesitation, she DIGS HER SCALPEL IN, plucking out a LEAD
PELLET which she uncerimoniously tosses ("CLINK") into a TRAY,
MARIANNE grabbing hold of a RAILING NEARBY.

RACHEL
(to Marianne} Splash it.

But MARIANNE is very slowly SINKING TO THE FLOOR - RACHEL
snoothly removing the bottle and sponge from har hands and
getting & shoulder under her to give her support as SKEE WALKS HER
TO A DOOR.

RACHEL
You need some fresh air.

MARYANNE
(vague) NO....reallY.....

RACHEL
I']ll send your cowboy right out....

Depositing MARIANNE outside, RACMEL slides the door shut behind
her and returns to her work, bandaging Rick with adhesive and
gauzae pads.



RACHEL
8o, whe is sha?
b
RICK
Just a friend. (re: har doubtful look)
Really.
RACHEL
You sure about that?
RICK
While you've 4ot a knifs up my aam, T

am,
ghe laughe: continues bandaging.

RACHEL
(a beat) How bad is it? This thing
you're running from?

RICK
Pratty had.

Rep——

RACHEL
Think you'll ever "beat it", and want
to come back this way?

Finished with the bandage, she releases him with a "fanny-pat":
he sits up, "favoring" the wounded 6ide --- she waiting for an
answer to her question.

RACHEL
I'm asking because I'm engaged to be
married.

RICK
(surprised) No kidding.

RACHEL
Vet from Blcocomington. Small animal
practice. Sweet guy.

RICK
8ounds graat.

RACHEL
I'd re-think it if I thought you might
soneday "swing back" this way.

CLOSE ON RICK: touchad.

RICK
You wars always direct, Rachel.
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RACHEL
Runy Waman.

o RICK
How long do I hava?

RACHEL
The wedding's on Sunday.

He LAUGHS, sha too., It diminishes inte a lingering smile of
affecticn: he takes her HKand.

RICK
Much happiness, Racha.

RACHEL
(a beat) Yah.

Inevitably, he pulls her in for a kiss, not a passlonate one,
just a congratulatory one === but ghe lingers, a moment, in his
arms.

RACHEIL
I really 4ildn't need the scalpal or the
hypodarnic. I just wanted to chase
har out for awhile.

'*‘u .=

His laugh is CUT OFF by the DOOR SLIDING OPEN: MARIANNE
APOPLECTIC at what she sees,

MARTANNE
You brought me here for this?!

RICK
Marianne, it's not what....

MARIANNE
You are a crude and rude agshola, Rick
Jarmint

Turning on her heel, she RUNS into the NIGHT, RICK hopping off
the table and HUSTLING to throw his clothes on.

RACHEL
(amused) You never hustlsd like that
when I was angry....

Pulling his pants on, he HOPS aftar her.

RACHEL
(following) But how come she doesn't
know your right name?

RICK
(heading outsidae) Marianne...!!



CUT TO:

MOONLIGHT ravealing the farm to ba surrounded by CORNFIELDS: a
HERD OF CATTLE in a CORRAL "MOO" restivaly as MARIANNE RUNE past
them.

RICK
{gaining on her) Marilanne...!|

BUDDENLY B8HE CRIES QUT! A MAN ls LOOMING OUFR HER in the
DARKNESS!

MARIANNE
(terrified) RICK..!|

RACHEL'S flashlight BEAM raveals the MAN to be nothing more than
a SCARECROW, a blg one, stuffed into a bala of hay.

RACHEL
It's just a scarecrow. Ona of four. I
call them the Mills Brothars.

)
She snaps off her flashlight: Rick unable to raaist chucklinq?

MARIANNE
You laughing at ma?

RICK
(sobering quick) No Ma'm,

Shae heads to the Corral, trying to calm herself by inhaling
deaply, her ayes focuaing ¢n thae incredible array of stars.
Giving her a long moment te ceel down, Rick approaches, Rachel
fallowing behind.

RICK
Some sky, huh? (no response) Cona on,
Marianne, che was...

MARIANNE
In your arms, and you ware naked.

RICK
I+ vas nothing.

MARIANNE
And my name 1s Dumbo. Who cAIres?

RICK
Look at the Big Dipper.

EBhe lecks up; even in her meed, unabla to be indifferent to lt.
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MARIANNE
«ss..Wow (& pause) Gosh, {(softaning)
I_haven't seen a sky like this
’ .I--.

RICK

Tha Rockies. 1968,
CLOSE ON HER: touched that ha remembered.

MARIANNE
(a wistful smile) Right. (a warm

recollection) Remembar, I saw a flying

saucer...?

RICK
We were smokin' soma pretty powerful
stuff back thaen.

MARIANNE
(curicus) I see one again,

RACHEL
(in amazement) Well, I'll he......

Sure enough. A STAR Basms t0 be MOVING TOWARD THEM === g BEAM

3
for

LIGHT suddenly "snapping on" and baginning to SWEEP THE GROUND as
the dlstant "WHUP-WRUP" gound of a HELICOPTER reachas our aears.

RACHEL
What the hell.....?

RICK

It's a chopper. Anyone got ons around

hare?

RACHEL
Not that I'va ever Bsen.

They STAND STILL for a MOMENT and it COMES ON THEM IN A RUSH, the
CATTLE GOING CRAZY as it SWOOPS OVER THEM, SPOTLIGHTING the
THREESOME in an island of WINDSWERT WHITE LIGHT.

RICK
Maval

As they LFAP, MACHINE-GUN FIRE UNZIPS THE GROUND vhere they
STOOD, THE SPOTLIGHT SWINGING in FITFUL Z1G-ZAGS, barely catching

8ight of them, BURSTS OF GUNFIRE PEPPERING the
LURCH and DIVE, blindly sesking the safety of
RICK
(to the women) Get inside!!

GROUND as they
DARKNESS .



ANGLE ON RACHEL: raoing for a SHED which &he FLINGS OPEN,
retrieving a CARBINE and AIMING SKYWARD === CAMERA BWISH=-PANNING
TO MARIANNE, rolling, inadvertently, under a FENCE, inte the
SURGING HE Rf CATTLE! Rtumhifng tn har faat, aha finda harreif
SURROUNDED BY THEM as they BOLT IN ALL DIRECTIONS, LURCHING in a
CHAOTIC STAMPEDE, their FACES, EYES IN PARTICULAR, illuminated by
the SWEEPING S8EARCHLIGHT from abovae,

RICK
(going after her) Marianna!

ANGLE ON RACHEL: FIRING HER RIPLE ~ and draving firet The
WOODEN BHED Delind her is RAKED to IPLINTLCRI as shs DIVEG for
COVER, rolling away.

ANGLE ON RICK! Atop thé CORRAL FENCE, leaking for Hariannas,
CATCHING SIGHT of HER FOR AN INSTANT, confused and trapped among
the SURGING HERD OF CATTLE. Plunging in, HE GOES AFTER HER, but
is SPOTTED FROM ABOVE: a BURST OF GUN-FIRE brings & STEER DOWN,
tha animal BELLOWING IN PAIN.

RACHEL
(shouting upward) i ‘
She FIRES AGAIN, and HITS THE SPOTLIGHT, the entire helicopter
REARING UPWARD to a GREATER HEIGHT, virtually "blinded" by the
asudden blackout.

ANGLE ON RICK: spotting MARIANNE through the BLUR of BOOVES)
she's on her knees, dedging blows;: he fights his way to HER.

ANGLE ON THE HELICOPTER, snapping on its "LANDING LIGHTS" for
illumination, DESCENDING to¢ whare it can saeae...,

ANGLE ON RICK, grabbing MARIANNE and PULLING HER FROM HARM'S WAY,
both ROLLING OUT FROM UNDER the FENCE and DASHING into the
CORNFIELD whars, "buried"” within head-high stalks, they RUN LIKE
HELL. )

OVERHEAD ANGLE: Their movement given away by the WAVING STALKS
that blaze their TRAIL; the HELICOPTER "BANKS" into a TURN,
following eloss behind then.

CLOSE ON THEIR FACES as thay RUN, the PURSUING HELICOPTER
beginning to S8PIT GUN-FIRE, causing them to HIT THE DIRT as it
Z00M8 OVER and AWAY.

ANGLE ON RACHEL: watching the HELICOPTER CIRCLING in an attempt
to PIND THEM: SHE GETS AN IDEA! Racing to a nearby fance, she
GRABS A LENGTH OF TWINE and TIES one and of it to the base of haer
"SCARECROW", then RACES TO THE CORRAL and reaches in, tying the
other end to the TAIL OF A S8TEER! OPENING the gate, she SHOO'S
THE STEER out, giving it a SMACK IN THE BUTT, watching it BOLT
straight into the CORNFIELDI .

20
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ANOTHER ANGLE: THE SCARECROW « suddenly TAKING OFF, pulled like
a water-skier behind a powerboat, right into the CORNFIELD!

ANGLE ON THE CHOPFPER, Bpotting tha SCARECROW "ehuggling® through
the cornstalks, banking into a TURN and GOING AFTER IT!

ANGLE ON RICK and MARIANNE: hearing tha gunfire moving AWAY FROM
THEM, parting tha stalks to saae:

IHE SCAREURUW: 2lpping along at a good twunty miluws an hour, Lue
HELICOPTER chasing its zig-zag pattern as it RACES AWAY.

ANGLE ON RACHEL: tying yet another STRING to the TAIL of a STRER
and letting it out =--~ the SAME THING HAPPENING.

WIDE ANGLE: Thaere are TWC SCARECROWS chugging through tha field
now, the CHOPPER chasing BOTH across a hill and into the next
field....

ANGLE ON RICK and MARIANNE, fighting their way through the

cornatalks toward the MOTORCYCLE... :
ANOTHER ANGLE: they EMERGE beside the HOUSE --- to SEE RACHELY
galleping toward on HORSEBACK. }

RACHEL
Boy! Whan you say you're on the run,
you pean it!

RICK

{hopping on the motorcycle) Go for
help! They'll come backl

RACHEL
Not for awhile! Those bulls are haadad
for Brown County, whers thay cama from!

RICK
G&t the Shariff!

RACHEL
I'll do better than that. We have a
neighborhood militia!

OVERVIEW: Two pick-up trucks already seen on the front ROAD,
throwing DUST as they HEAD TOWARD. RICK REVS THE CYCLE.

RACHEL
Don't pass those trucks, thay'll stop
youl
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RICK
(shouting over tha motorcycls) Taks
care, Rachell
-~

RACHEL
(To Marianne) Don't play hard to get!
Ha's nuts about youl!

WITH A BURST OF DIRT, HE'S OFF, CROSS~-COUNTRY, the DIKE BOUNCING
AND FLYING as it takes off across a DIRT FIELD to aveid the
ONCOMING TRUCKS conming to Rachal's aid.

CUT TO:

_-‘_ A “’ p \'_. -~ 1 »)

THE OVERHEAD SIGN reading "INDIANA STATE LINE", as RICK and
MARIANNE'S MOTORCYCLE ROARS BY US, taking "POINTS SOUTH" across
the STATE LINE into KENTUGCKY.

CLOBER ANGLE: Her face flattened against his back, her hair
tossed about eyas that are glazed and half-ghut; positively
CATATONIC with FATIGUE.

CUT TO:

'-‘.l [ )

T. H - - MID=-
MARIANNE leaned against a PAYPHONE, RICK inside.

RICK
(upset: inte phone) How could that
La?! You 4didn't tell nim Rick Jarmin
was going to ¢all?l Well - (utter
frustration) Yes, I'll call again.

He slama down the phone: beside himsalf with fruatration.

RICK
(catching Marianne's sye) Fishing! He
wvant fishing! Finished his shift at
the 200 and went fishing!

MARTANNE
(with ?uict resolve: her voice
trembling) I can't do this anymora. I
don't care if we die. I need food, I
naad a bath, I need a bed, I need a
nasaage. I need m¥ hair washed, and I
need a manicura. nNesd to see ny
therapist. I hava to pick up tickets
for a Broadway show tonight. The
curtain's at eight o'clock. FPFrank Rich
gave it a wonderful review....

RICK
Marianne....
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MARIANNE
I will not gat on that motorcycle.

RICK
You won't have to.

CLOSE ON HER: ayes lighting with hope.

RICK
Wa'ra cut'a gas.

Unable to help hersalf, she begins to CRY.
COT TO:

EXT, THE BIGHWAY - LATER

The sun high in the sky, the highway fairly desaerted, save for
the occasional BIG RIG that WHOOSHES by ~--= CAMERA PANNING to a
DITCH alongside the road, where RICK &nd MARIANNE slog through a
vaeritable MARSHLAND, trying to pull the notorcycle batwaen them.
From the quality of thelr ailance, and the grunts of exertioen,.we
sense an irritability that is about to exploda. ;

The CYCLE QBRTO OTVCK, RICK erdering MARIANNE %o pP9ll frem the ?
front - thaey bicker for a moment, but she finally doas it « then
loses her GRIP and SPLASH. Sha's up to her ass in mud.

MARIANNE
That's if. I'm hitch~hiking.

RICK
You can't hitch~hike...!

MARIANNE
I a8n hitt:h-hika- .

RICK
They'll bs looking for us, Mariannes.
They didn't just give up. They've got
- my file. They know whers I'm going!
Bvery damn move I paka...!

MARIANNE

You're going nowhere, Buddie. Mast.
That's where you've been going since
the day we mat! I don't know why the
hell T ever got invelved with you, did
you ever wonder about that?! Did you
ever pot annoy me?! Did wa aver agres
on anything?! WwWhat the hell were ve

deing togather?!

RICK
Bax.



MARIANNE
"Hat"?i

RICK
That'as what it was for ma, anyway.

With a veritable SNEER, she MUMDLES to HERSELF, tromping away.

Pushing the motorcycls, ha follows.

RICK
Not for you?

MARIANNE
"Not for me", what?

RICK
The sex wasn't good for you?

MARIANNE
I really don't remember.

RICX
(quick) Neither do I,

With a "CHORTLE", she MUMBLES TO HERSELF AGAIN: his
fapt.

RICK
Hhat?!
MARIANNE
Nothing.
RICK
Don't do that shit, okay?
MARIANNE
What 'ehit'?
RICK

« B0 I'll know you said
somathing namty, but I won't Xnow what
you gald! That shit has alwaye driven
Be orazy...!

MARIANNE
Than go back to your 'vet', okay? Go
back to somsone who thinks you'rs the
greatest thing since sliced cheese,
svan though she dcesn't know ghit about
you, including your Goddamn pams....!

RICK
80, that's it. You're "laalouam".

tenper rising
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MARIANNE
{sg;gul...??l

RICK
Clearly, you'rs -

MARIANNE
Why should I be jealoug?!

RICK
'Cause she's a hell of a woman.

MARTIANNE
Well, I've got a hell of a man. Di4d I

fail to pention that? 1I'm seriously
invelved.

RICK
(affacted by it) Yeah. You did.

MARTIANNE
Wall. 7T am,

'#‘u o

RICK
Good for you.

MARIANNE
Are you Jealous?

RICK
Why should I be?

MARIANNE
Your "friend", tha vaterinarian, said
you ware crazy about me.

RICK

(tuzing) she's a good judge of cows,
Marianne, and I'd appreciate it if
you'd shut up for awhile, 'causas I'm
not anjoying your company right now.
Hatter of fact, you can take of?
anytime yeu damn pleasas....!

MARIANNE
Where to? The next town?! What good
will that do me? 1I've got no monay, no
drivars license, no¢ cradit cards,

Ehanks %o you...!

RICK
Welcome to the yorld, Marianns. This
will be a very good lesson for youl
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Her look of inault knecks her chin into her neek, making her look
like an outgaged chicken., With a "SNORT" of disdain, sha MUMBLES
TO HERSELF AGAIN and TROMPS OFF through the Mup.

RICK
(really piassed) What?!
MARIANNE

You do not want te hear that. Ever.
That's why I mumble, I say things that
you do not aever want to hear.

CUT TO:

OADS -

MARIANNE, flat on her back, near passed-out benaath a stand of
traes --- RICK ON THE PAYPHONE.

RICK
(on phene; confused) He what...?!
Well, that's kind'a hard...I...(beat)
Yas, I'd like to see him, too, but I
nead to talk to him on the phons...
(giving up) No, go 'head, I'll
remember 1lt. (repsating) 432 Willow
Streat. 8Sure. I know, it's just twe
blocks from where he works., Thank you.
(a sigh) Tomorrow, I hope. G'bye.

"‘"Iw

Hanging up, he BXITS into the chilled air === looking around,
with worry, as the sun sets in a cloud-filled sky.

ANOTHER ANGLE: He approaches MARIANNE and stands over her. Her
arm is thrown acroas her eyes:; he's uncaertain if she's awaks.

MARIANNE
(a voica from the dead) I don't care
if I have to prostitute myself at the
next hamburger stand. I'm sleeping in
& bad tonight.

CuUT TO:

-
e

o RBLRE MO R, ME .= N

The MOTORCYCLE, much the worse for waear, CHAINED AND PADIOCKED to
a gas-pump in front of a place you'd accelerate past even when
they had the VACANCY sign lit and you wera falling aslesp behind
the whesl. It seems to be called "EATS": a grouping of
dishaveled wooden "oottages" strung out behind a DINER that

doubles as a one-~-pump gas-gtation.




CAMERA MOVES IN ON the DINER where, through the window, WE SEE
RICK inside, negotiating with the OWNER, a MAN whose toothless
face could win a "Gurning"” coentest. Concluding with a handshake,
RICK EXITS,~the slap of the screen door rousing a mangey hound
dog which he pauses to pet. Stretching, ha gazes at the stars,
then crosses to one of the "COTTAGES"; its shade is pullsd, the
SILHOUETTE of MARIANNE seen moving kbehinad it. Ha knocks at tha
door.

MARIANNE!S VOICE
Therae's no lock and no door-handlal!
And watch the door, it falls off tha
hinges!

CuUT TO:

co -
He enters, sinking, onto the bed, exhausted. Hearing water
running in the bathroom, he reaches for the bedside T.V. -
balanced so precariocusly on its stand that it FALLS OFF the
moment ha TOUCHES IT. The "crash'" summons MARIANNE, her head

poking out tha bathroom door. Mseting her eyas, ha shrugs, la}a
kack on thae bhed; too tired toc movae. y

MARIANNE
I've tuken a shower. I'm wearing a
towsl,

He makes no response - just looks, as she exits the bathroom
self-oonooiously, presoeding te hang up her clothes.

MARIANNE
I'm hanging up my clothas,

RICK
This is interesting narration,
Marianna.

MARIANNE
I'4d appraciate your not watching me.

RICK
can't help it - No T.V.

In fact the towel is a bit short < gshe's careful to keep a hand
on the back « and "dips" rather than "bends" to open a drawer.

RICK
They said we could work off the cost.
They need a waitress. If you work
tomorrow, we can get the motorcysle
back.
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MARIANNE
(atopped) "If I work?v
- RICK

Me, too. 7Told him I'd tune up his
truck and pump gas.

Slamning a drawer, sha MUMBLES something.

RICK
I'm warning you about that mumbling...!
MARIANNE
I said "good Jugk". You can pump
gas..,
RICK
We nead the moetorcycle, Mariannae...
MARIANNE

You need the motorcycle, I'm
hare. 1In the morning I'm finding a
telaphona and I'm gone.

S8he pulls back har side of tha covers. 4

MARIANNE

Ars you using the bathroom?
RICK

What's it to you?
MARIANNE

(re: the bathroom) There's a light on.
RICK

I washed in the Diner.

With a courtly nod she crosses to the bathroom and turns on tha
light, returning to, and pausing baside, the BED.

MARIANNE
(holding in place) We don't have to
'discuss' anything, do we? You are
perceptive enough to realize I'm not
sharing this bad by choica.

RICK
I am that perceptive.

MARTIANNE
Anyway, like I said, I have a
boyfriend.
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Sha catches RICK'S GLANCE as she FLICKS OUT THE LIGHT, plunging
them into darkness. Illuminated only by light spilling in from
outside, WE SEE HER slip into the bed:; ha's still dressed, and
atop the covwdrs. Both atare at tha ceiling.

RICK
80 who's this boyfre

MARIANNE
(cutting him off) Why did I know you'd
ask that?

RICK
Why ghouldn't I?

MARIANNE
'Cause you'll just balittle him.

RICK
(protesting) Wwha,..?!

MARIANNE
(pra-empting him) 'Cause I know you.

RICK
Have it your way.

et ul 4

Silence.

MARIANNE
Could you possibly stay abovae the
covers?

RICK
Why?

MARIANNE
This towel is wet.

RICK
I guess.

MARIANNE
Thank you.

She wriggles, pulling the towal out, dropping it on the flcor.
RICK

(after a long silenca) How is it with
him?

99



100

MARIANNE
"Ie"? I suppose I ¢ould ba coy and ask
what you mean, but I won't. It's clear
I Turt your feelings by saying I forgot
about our sex lifae, but this is clearly
not the time for us to be discussing
sax.

Silencs.

RICK
50, he's good at making love?

No anaver.

RICK
Marianne?
MARIANNE
Is gha?
RICK
¥ho?
b
MARIANNE 4
Who do you think? :
RICK
Spectacular,
MARIANNE

Sc's he. Fantagtic.
ANGLE ON BOTH: staewing.

RICK
¥Marianne =

MARTIANNE
(cuts him off) I won't discuss sex

with you, geoodnight.
She rolls away from him; settling in.

RICK
You know I havaen't had a girlfriend in
five years?

MARIANNE
(a beat; her words an expression of
di.b.ll.f’ Gat out, e

RICK
True. After Rachel, I didn't think
it'd be fair.
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MARIANNE
Yen maan...yeu haven't...,..?
RICK

Not for five years.
Sha absorbs this with amazemant.

MARIANNE
(quiatly) Wow,

The BED MOVES: he's waearily taking off hig clothes. His boots
hit the floor, the rest slidea off --- unei] he's completely
naked. Ha keeps his promise, by lying, complaetaly exposed, above
the covers.

CLOSE ON MARIANNE: having difficulty keeping her ayes straight
ahead. In the silence that passes, poth listen to the othar
braatha.

MARIANNE
Feels familiar, doesn't ie?

Kt T

RICK
I wouldn't knew, I don't remsmber

She takes 1t in silanca.

MARIANNE
You ¢o0ld?

RICK
It's all right.

MARIANNE

I feel very selfish under hera.

RICX

You are very selflish, and not just
under thare.

MARIANNE
(atung) Too bad you said that, I was
actually getting turned on.

RICK
I wagn't. Too bad for you.

She "snorts" and MUMBLES something,

RICK
(up on an elbow) You do that once
more, and I'm gonna do something about
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MARTANNE
(rising to it) I can't help it, and
daa't threaten nme,

RICK
Just don't de it again.

At laat they are looking at sach other === and it changes the
tone of things. Tha sexual tension is clear.

MARIANNE
Anyway....What would you "do" about it?
Add anothaer "falony" to your liat of
criman?

Laying back, she returns her gaze to the cailing: he, resting
his head on his hand, gtares at har.

RICK
8o who's the 'boyfriend'? cComa on,
I'll be nica.

MARIANNE
(giving in} His name is Paul.

RICK
Scunds liks a dipshit.

"‘" L

MARIANNE
You are ridiculous.

RICR
Trust me....

MARIANNE
(laughing) Go to sleap.

Catching his eye, she can't haelp but adors him. Relling back
into her "celling gazing" position, sha closes her ayes, awvare
that ha's still watching her.

MARIANNE

Is that the truth about five years?
RICK

Thought you didn't want to discuss sex.
MARIANNE

I don't.
RICK

Then shut up.



MARIANNE
(insulted) ‘'Shut up'?

- RICK
I mean it.

In response she MUMBLES - and he makes good his promise to "do
gsomathing about it", Baefore she can finish the MUMBLE, his MOUTH
IS ON HERS. And not for a moment dces she resiat, kigsing him as
hungrily as he kisses her, WHIMPERING as the COVERS LIFT and
thelr bodies slide togather; thae beginning of a love-making
sassion that will last, on and off, all night.

DISSOLVING TO:

™ -

RICK'S PACE above hers as they move, she gasping,

A,

LY E =M

AL )
ot atuff:

'S
clinging....

RICK

You raeally forgot...?
MARIANNE

Don't talk.... $

4

RICK

Just tell ne....
MARIANNE

I tried.

She EMITS a 80B, he PULLING HER CLOSE; the power of their sexual
connection plain.

DISSOLVING TO:

- T il -
A dopey-looking ROOSTER scratching arcund the gae-pump decides
that i{t's merning = and squeszaes out a strangled CRY.

CuUT TO:

N N =

o RIGE And MARTANNE'S QUARTER SAME MOME)
he ROOSTER'S CROW awakening RICK, whe turns to MARIANNE,
studying her face for a long moment before he strokes her brov.,

RICK
mftinl LR 4 .?

She responds with a moan, seductively stretching, nestling back
into the pillow to redouble her slsep,

RICK
It's time to start the corned heef
hash.
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ller eyes open to HALP-MAST,
o SHOCK cuT TO:

JAMMED with HUGE TRUCKS and EXHAUST FUMES, the tiny islet having
turned into a MAJOR TRUCK-STOP., Thers ars trucks hauling
produce, trucks hauling logs, trucks hauling back~hoes - and,
where there are TRUCKS, there are TRUCKERS.

CUT 1T0:

LA et a et ™ 8
MOBBED with TRUCKERS of all sizes and shapas: some toothless,
some long=haired, some ocbasa with their butt=cracks escaping from
the top of thair jsans, and all in ona hell 0f a HURRY wwwa
CAMERA PANNING to reveal MARIANNE as har girlhood drsams never
pPicturaed her. Squeszed into a TOO-TIGHT WAITRESSES' UNIFORM,
with her hair "netted" and tucked up beneath a littls cap, she is
a4 WAITRESS UNDER SEIGE, struggling to Juggle plates and ordars,
as VOICES call out from all sides. .

VOICES 4
(coming at Marianne from all sides) f
Hey, Honey...,Mary-Jane? Pick-up en ’
table six! Hey, Swset-Faca, more Maple
syrup...?!

OWNER
Mary Sus!

The OWNER, his toothless faca poking threugh the service window,
waves a check from the carousel at her.

OWNER
You didn't write nothin' en this
ticket?! How're we supposed to know
what to make?!

: MARIANNE
(frantie) Oh! Sorry....

Grabbing the ticket, she struggles to remember, while the OWNER'S
WIFE (who resembles a pumpkin covered with spandex) DISAPPROVES
from closa range.

OWNER'S WIFE
Told you she was stupid...,

MARIANNE
lat's sea, he had the....

ANOTHER WAITRESS: VERY YOUNG, with an INFANT hanging from her
back, WHISPERE to MARIANNE as she passas.
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YOUNG WAITRESS WITH INFANT
If it's in thae corner, that's Leroy, he
taias the short stack.

MARTANNE
(grateful) mhgnx_xgu...(scribbling it
down)

OWNER

You and your fella want that motorcycle
back, you'ra gonna have to do betterin
that...!

COOR
(banging insistantly on hisg bell) Hay,
Dummy! Pick up this shit before the
flies aat it alll

MARIANNE
(flips them the ticket) Right! Sorry!
BUBBOY
(trying to get by) Mova it! b

Squeszed betwean the servics window and the counter, she grabs’
her plates, holding them HIGH to let tha BUSBOY BY; in passing,
he uses two empty coffes cups to "CUP" HER TIT8! Helpless, she
GASPS WITH OUTRAGE, but inatead of desisting, he makes a
"SQUEAKING" sound, pretending to scraw them on.

MARIANNE
(positively apoplectic) You
CREEEEEEP! !
By the time people turn, he's innocently pouring coffee.
OWNER
(to Marianne) WwWho you falkin' to that
vay?!
CIOSE ON ﬁARIANNE: in open-mouthed DISMAY.

CUT TO:

AT . THE DT 8. BAME

RICK and one other ATTENDANT handling a similar crush of traftic,
but doing it with more aplomb - as a LIVESTOCK TRUCK pulls up,
filled with things that squirt shit through the slats, squeal and
noo.




TRUCKER
(climbing out) When you've f£illed it
up, pull it round back. (winks at Rick
ag a girl steps out) Got me a hitche
hi¥ar.

He heads toward the cottages with the GIRL in tow, RICK TURNING
TO SEE MARIANNE, EXITING the DINER, pPulling off her apron;
clearly, sha's had it.

HARIANNE
(like an oncoming machine-gqun) How far
are wa from this place you have to go
to, can we get thare without that
mnetorcycle, do you absolutely need to
go there, and is there no othar pgraon
whe can help you?!

OWNER
(at the door) Mary Sue! Get back in
haere!l

MARIANNE

{(shrieking back) Just a minute!!! (to
Rick; near tears) I hatae this place, I
hate these pgople...!

RICK
Thesa are graat peoplae...!

MARIANNE
A man put coffes cups on ny breaats!

"‘“ -

RICKX
What do you mean?

MARIANNE
On nmy breasts! (dsmonstrating) Coffese
cups! Which of those terms don't you
understand?!

RICK
Was there coffes in it?

MARIANNE
(bursting) I can't take it anymore!
Not one more minute...!

A TONGUE SNAKES QUT from between the TRUCK-SLATS, swiping har
ear, she SHRIEKS, swatting her face ==~ RICK grabbing ahold of
har.
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RICK
(the voica of calm) It's at least half
a day's drive to Memphis, we need the
motoraycle, and Lou Baird is the gnly
parson I trust to get me back inte
hiding.

CWNER
Peggy Sue?! You want this dob or not?!

MARIANNE
Shove it!

RICK
(quick) She sald she LOVES IT! (to
Marlanne) Hang in 'til two o'clock,
wa'll have put in an eight hour day.
(a beat) Okay?

MARIANNE
(& baat) If I evar sse You on the
strest, twenty years from now? Would
you pleasa just walk on by?

RICK
(smiles: but it hurts a little) Sura.

MARIANNE
Thank you. Yary much.

Rl ST

Turning on her heel, she turns her ankla, but, fighting for
dignity, recovers and struts puposefully, in her tight dress,
back into the DINER. )

CLOSE ON RICK: gazing after her; an anticipated sense of loss
written in his eyes.

CUT TO:

INT. THE DINER = SAME
As she RE-ENTERS, passing the owner.

OWNER
(harasaing) What is this, 'love by the
gas punpst?

MARIANNE
Suck canal water. (he's about to
cbject) And tell that "cockroach" (the
busboy) if hs puts hie hands on me cne
more time you've got a sexual
harassmant suit on your hands.

YOUNG WAITRESS (WITH INFANT ON HER BACK)
You tell'nml
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MARIANNE
{("fired up" by her support} AaAnd I'm
talking "Loeb, Loab, Grasenstich and
Wasserman", the leading Women's Rights
defendars in this ocountry, are you
understanding me, Bud?!

OWNER
(rising to it) Get your ass back to
work, are you underatanding gg?!

MARIANNE
(chask~to~jowsl with him) Just so we
undarstand aach other.

Grabbing her note-pad she spins to a table whara TWO MEN have
just sat down. Still huffing with anger, Marianna doas not
immediately registar that they are of a diffsrent 'cut' from
avarybody alse in the place.

MARIANNE \
(tough) Wwhat d'ya want? ;
SORENSON ;t

What's the spacial?

It's SORENSON and DIGGB - locking tired and drawn. But they
don't know her, and she doesn't know thaem.

MARIANNE
(rattling it off) Soup'N'Sandwich,
$3.98, the soup's fresh pea, you get
your cholce of tuna-smalad, egg-salad,
meltsd chessa or B.L.T., fifty cents
axtra for a sida of slaw.

DIGGS
Just the soup.

_ BORENSON
Any strangers come through here
recantly?

MARIANNE
I wouldn't know. Soup for you, too?

SORENSON
Wa're looking for a man and a weman on

a motorcycle.

CLOSE ON MARIANNE: freezing --- GLANCING UP, ever her pad, as
SORENSON pulls a PHOTC from his jacket pocket: the one of RICK,
ve'va sean on his DATA SHEET,



S0ORENSON
He's a little older that this, might
have a stubble. The woman with him
18- .about your height and coloring.
Long hair, theugh.

She vielbly "qulps", glancing up to see RICK, outsida tha WINDOW,
having caught her attentien and WAVING chaerfully from the gas~

pump. Getting "raunchy" for a moment, he drops tha dripping
nozzle to a part of his anatomy where it looks funny.

SORENSON catches her focus and TURNS: she ABORTS HIS VIEW by
diving for a string that sends thes WINDOWSHADE CLATTERING DOWN.,

SORENSON eyes her suspiciously.

MARTANNE
(terrified) B8o....that's....two soups?

Raising the shada, SORENSON looks out,

ANGLE FROM HIS POV: RICK, bahind tha gas pump now, the OTHER
ATTENDANT having taken his placa.

Rt Wl

8S80RENSON
(to Marianne) You 83y you're from
around hare...?

MARIANNE
{frightenad; some sort of accant)
Tha's raht.

It soundad wrong and ehe Xnows it: she SUDDENLY CRINGES -
indicating PAIN in her satomach.

MARIANNE
Oh, God....I had me a taco with refried
beans last night. Shouldn't eat Tex-
Mex whan you're in Kentucky. gatgish
Iago, can you balieve that?! Prob'ly
not. 'Scuse me, will you? While I
turn you over to my associatae...?!

CuT TO!

] LGCHEN - B

H [ L el - 7.1,
AS MARIANNE BANGS8" in = RUNNING TO the YOUNG WAITRESS who's got
the INFANT on her back.

MARIANNE
(desperate) Can you help me?! My lifa
is in danger. (drags haer to the
service window) See those twe men?
You've gotta keep'm hers. Somehow.
Stall them. I don't know how...
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YOUNG WAITRESS

Ex=husband? I hate ax=husbands.

-l

MARIANNE

("Jumping' at it) UR, Right.

WAITRESS

Yanm,

Run away with your lovar, huh, I
thought you two was on the run.

MARIANNE

Yes. And my husband will ki1l nel

He'll kill both of ua.
WAITRESS

Not when I gat through with him, what'da

ha order?

MARIANNE
Two pea asoups.

WAITRESS

(digs into har purse) I got thim stuf?f
I car for tha baby, 'case ha swallows
somethin' ha shouldn't. (trying to
pronounce it) "Icky-pak"? Just half a
teaspoon makes you start pukin' raeal

fast.

MARIANNE
You're brilliarnt!

WAITRESS

Used it on this guy once whe wouldn't
keep his hands off me. Ha didn't fesl
80 saxy with puke shootin' through his

teeth.

MARIANNE
‘(heartfelt) Thank you.

Turning to grab her "eivilian clethes"
pauses to regard the YOUNG WAITRESS,

HARIANNE

off a hook, Marianne

(fumbling with her watch) Here., Take
this. 1It's worth a lot of money. Buy

sonething for yeur baby,

YOUNG WAITRESS
Noltll

MARTANNE

Pleasa, Put it to some good usa.

et o
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WAITRESS
My baby don't nead nothin'.

MARTIANNE
(embaraseed) Well. If you ever need a
lawyer - (realizes) T don't have my
‘card’,

YOUNG WAITRESS
Good Juck with your lovar.

MARIANNE
(deeply touched) Thank you.

She WHIRLS and BOLTS for the back door....the YOUNG WAITRESS
pulling a small bottle ocut of haer purse.

YOUNG WAITRESS
Two pea soups, comin' up....

CUT TO:
2, THE DINE SAME b
AN I E zounds the corner, racing toward RICK who's still f
FUMPING GAS into the LIVESTOCK TRUCK. ’

MARIANNE
Rick.l..l

He TURNS, seeing the URGENCY in har eyas.
CUT TO:
INT. THE DINER - SAMP
The YOUNG WAITRESS bringing their ORDER, steaning soup in TWO
MUGS, to tha tablas.
YOUNG WAITRESS

(all sveatness) Here y'go, gen'lemen.

-You'ra gonna love Lyle's "hot'n'hearty"

pea-soup. Anythin' else I can gstcha?

As she SERVES THEM, WE SEE RICK and MARIANNE ocutalide, craeeping,
infantry-style, toward tha WINDOW.

SORENSON
Just a check. We're in a hurry.

CUT TO:

X THE 1) = BNAME
Au RICK inches upward to where he can SEE.

ANGLE FROM HIS POV: Beth men, taking big swigs of their soup.

i1
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RICK
(ducking) 1It's tham!

Grabbing MarYanne, he RUNS LIKE HELL to tha MOTORCYCLE - STOPPING
in frustration: it's PADLOCKED to tha gas-pump with a half-inch
CHAIN| Hurriedly instructing Marianne to scour the surrounding
cars for any that have KEYS IN THE IGNITION, thay momentarily
SCUFFLE.

RICK AND MARIANNE
(urgently bickering)...I'm not going to
Atadl a ¢car.....4ust find one with
keys, I')l]1 steal it.....it's against
the law..... Do you want to gat your
fuckin! asg shot off?!

Convirnced, she splits off, both scurrying car-to-car, chacking
ignitions, RICK turning o SEE the TWO MEN GETTING UP, paying
thelr chaeck; tha stuff doesn't seam to havae workadl!

cuUT TO:

INT. THE DINER - SAME J
The YOUNG WAITRESS watching SORENSON and DIGGS, in amazament. ¥
Taking tha little bottlse out, she checks the expiration date on
it, thaen chacks tha WALL CALANDER hanging nearby.

WAITRESS
(a grimmace) Damn!

cur To:

EXT. THE DINER = SAME

RICK, seeing them heading toward the door, makes the only
decision he can., Jumping into the waiting LIVESTOCK TRUCK, he
gets behind the wheel, pushing the passenger door open... .

RICK
‘Marlanne...!

She SCURRIES TOWARD, having trouble in her tight skirt and heels,
RICK reaching out and literally YANKING HER OFF THE GROUND.

RICK
(turning the ignition) stay down!

But the ignition WON'!'T TURN OVER; the starter heaves, getting
slower as RICK PUMPS the ACCELERATOR, #illing the cab with FUMES.

CLOSE ON MARIANNE: DUCKING.

MARIANNE
Ea's sgen el
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CLOSE ON DIGGS: NOW SPOTTING BICK.

PIGGS
It's HIM!
L

GRABBING for their GUNSB, they SCRAMBLE toward tha TRUCK as =
"WHAM=-BAM|* =~ I7T BACKFIRES, it'sg IGNITION, in a CILOUD oF EXHADST,
TAKING HOLD!

CLOSE ON RICK: THROWING the TRUCK into GEAR aa they RUN
TOWARD...

RICK
(axcited) Yaeaa-hazaaaal]

And, with a LURCHING, GRAVEL~THROWING START, THEY'RE OFF, their
"CARGO" SQUEBALING with ALARM as the TRUCK nearly TIPS, SWERVING
ONTO THE ROAD.

ANGLE ON SORENSON ON FQOT, right behind it, actually GAINING on
the TRUCK as it GROANS and LURCHES in RICK'S inaxperienced hands.
Behind him, a CAR, driven by DIGGS, SQUEALS OUT OF THE DINER
PARKING 10T, stopping to pick up SORENSON, then TAKES OFF AGAIW:

eamily overtaking the TRUCK, SPEEDING ALONGSIDE. ;

}
ANGLE ON RICK, behind ths WHEEL, TURNING, helplessly, to SEE
SORENSON PFULLING HIS GUN. But instaead of SHOOTING, SORENSON'S
eéyas snap wide open, as dces his MOUTH - and LYLE'S HOT'N'HEARTY
PEA-BOUP SHOOTS ouT!

ANGLE ON DIGGS, behind the WHEEL - doing the game thing - PEA
SOUF hitting the WINDSHIELD, projectile-vomit fashion, as he
fumbles for tha WINDSHIELD WIPERS which, of coursa, doas no good,
BEFORE SWERVING THE CAR OFF THE ROAD and acreeching to a DUST-
CLOUDED BTOP on thae shouldar.

ANGLE ON THE TRUCK: picking Up SPEED as it PULLS AWAY from us;
disappearing down the road...

LONG ANGLE: SORENSON and DIGGS, staggering ocut of their car,
puking all over thanmelves, aach othar, the car, and the ground.
That “Ickay-pak" does sava livas.

cuUT TO:

EXT. PARM-FIRLID = DAY

THE TRUCK BACKED UP to an opened GATE, its motor still idling as
RICK and MARIANNE "SHOO" their cargo out, into soms lucky
farner's field, to lighten their load: RICK, energized from the
eéacape, triem to RIDE varicus of the livestock as thay LUMBER
away to FREEDOM.

ANGLE ON MARIANNE: laughing as he CLOWNS = slamming the tailgate
when the laat cow has gene,



ANOTHER ANGLE: RICK abandoning his chase - hopping into the
truck with har,
- RICK
Wa're light enocugh to taka tha back
roads, now.

A GROAN of GEARS SHIFTING ==~ and they're OFF, rattling down a
wide road, where the HIGHWAY TRAFFIC won't sce them,

DISSOLVE TO:

- PHIS - N

As RICK and MARIANNE'S TRUCK rounds & CORNER and stops, idiing
for a moment in eshadows. After a brief moment, the motoy shuts
down and Rick hops out - Marianne, too. Stealthy, and keaping a
wary eye out, they move down tha streat, checking tha addreszaes
of snall houses ==~ until they find the one they're looking for,
Inatead of going to the front door, Rick takes Harianne's hand,
sneaking along the sida of the housa,

ANOTHER ANGLE: they pser into thae KITCHEN WINDOW, "

RICK {
(reliaved) Thank God. 1It's hinmi

ANGLE FROM THEIR POV: a man of about seventy, with a beautirul
mane of silvery-gray hair, rosy cheeks; ha's working over the
sink and talking to asomeocna. He laughs eanily, and has a warm,
ocpen, smile.

ANGLE ON RICK and MARIANNE: having scampared to the back door.
RICKX rings the beall, then knocks. The old man doasn't seem to
hear.

RICK
Maybe the bell doesn't work.

MARIANNE
Ha's got the water running.

Moving back to the window, they knock on the pans - getting his

attention, RICX, with a BIG SMILE, WAVING. ©Lou Baird smilss and
WAVES BACK, then returns to what he's doing; apparently washing

some vagetables in the sink.

CLOSE ON RICK: puzzled. Ha knocks again, gettling his attention.

RICK
Lou?! (peinting) The door..!

BAIRD
In a pipute....!

114
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RICK and MARIANNE axchange a look.

MARIANNE
8Thbborn old guy, isn't he?

RICK
{unaasy} Yah.

Finishing the vegatables, LoU shakes them out and, wiping his
hands on his apron, goas to the back door === RICK and MARIANNE
hurrying to meet him.

ANOTRER ANGLE: as tha DOOR SWINGS OPEN, RICK wanting to, but
checking himself from, pulling Lou into hig ARMS,

RICX
Lou...1

BAIRD
Yos?

RICK

It's Me. Rick Jarmin,

"‘-u e

BAIRD
fuuddonly realizing) My lLord, so it
[}

RICX
{(naar follap-inq with relief) Jesus,
Lou..,.

BAIRD
Rick, come ini

Laughing with relief, RICK dags pull LoU INTO HIS ARMS NOW; Lou
is laughing, teco. -

RICK

I wvas afraid you'd forgotten ma!
BAIRD

I damn near d4id!
RICK

Man, I'd have been in big troubla!
'Cause you're tha only parson who can
help me!

BAIRD
Yes?
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RICK
I'm in deep shit, Lou. BSorenson's out.
He and Diggs are after me. I think
thay followed me right here to Meamphis.
They know I worked at tha zeco. They
know avarything about me. I think
someone at the bureau's doing me in.

CLOSE ON BAIRD: blankfaced.

BAIRD
(finally) I work at ha zoo.

RICK
I know that.

BAIRD
I've got connaections, there.

RICK
You placed ma thaers.

BAIRD ;
iIt's right down the block. I oan :
alvays find it. Even in the dark. f
Molly likea it that way, )

ANGLE ON RICK and MARIANNE: axchanging a look.

BAIRD
Did you folks come for dinner?

CLOSE ON RICK: losing axpression: the ¢ld man beginning to look
troubled, too.

RICK
Can you...get me back into hiding,
Lou....?

CLOSE ON THE OLD MAN: @& smile stuck on his face; but his eyes
reflect confusion.

BAIRD
RBiding?

RICK
(faltering) Like....you did in the old
days.

BAIRD

Don't gzee why not. Molly says I can do
anything I want.

CLOSE ON RICK: reallzing he's lost.



BAIRD
I can meke salad drasaing. Pram
muatard and......(angquished)...,are yeu
=ontyn?

CLOSE ON RICK: in despair, the sounp of oncoming FOOTSTEPS
Arawing hia 8Yes to & DOOR, where an ZLDERLY WOMAN ENTERS; she is
MOLLY, Lou's siatasyr.

i L HOLI,Y
I'm gorry, I didn't hear the bell,

The aiiannifin the room résonates with Deaspair.
MOLLY
(realizing) Ara You the young man who
was calling?
By the way Rick nods, she Xnows ha struck out.
MYRA
(sympathetic) I told you, I didan'¢ "
think ha'd remember, Sometimes it
helps him to see a facs, f

CLOSE ON MARIANNE: looking &t RICX, her heart going out to hinm.

. " Xou 8aid you Workad with Lou?
{sumening his voice: but just barely)

CUAfver u iék g.sioment, RICK holde his arms out to Lou, and pulls
himﬁintb*'%ggggg‘thn?h braars 1v. Ricxin eyes ara wet with .

tdara,

You WouTdnTe have
“borrew...,? ¢

11
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She shakes her head: Rick takes Marianna's hand, the screasn door
slapping shut bshind them.

- CUT TO:

RICK, his jaw set in GRIM DETERMINATION, noving doggedly down thae
Street, MARIANNE hustling alongside, wanting to conscle, but not
knowing how, Raaching into his Pocket, RICK pulls out the truck-
keys, THRUSTING THEM at KER.

RICK
Take off, M.J. (she doasn't take thaem)
Go onl Taka orf?, Goddammit! It's the
end of the line! You'd begt saparate
from me real fast!

MARIANNE
You can't go into hiding on your ewn?!

RICK
I'm tired of it. « {(his voica
crackling with amotion) Enough phonay
hanes, and funny accants, and running
away, and nothing to call my ownl Thay
did worsa than kill ma, they put me in
hall!

'w‘u g

MARIANNE
How can you step it?

RICK
Put thepm in hell! rinigh it, one way
or the other..!

MARIANNE
Let me help. 1I'm coming with,

RICK
. Forget ie.

MARIANNE
(Practically begging, as she runs
alengside) 1 can £alk to them.

them. If I can maka then
listen to ma, i can ucaﬁz the? off!l
Xnow people, Rick. In high places.
Thty'gu got just dealing with you
Anymore, they're dealing with ne, and
I'm soneone who'll be in the
world.

He GLANCES at her with WOUNDED EYES,



MARIANNE
I'n sorry., J'1]1 miss you. ({in
earnast) I'll miss you I

want to ses you get cut of thia: 80 I
€an be with you. 1t love you, Rick.

The words stop thap both: @ghe Jqulps back tearg of emotion,

RICK
I love you, too.

MARIANNE
(anguished) fThen lat me halp you. 7I1'm
& great nagotiator! I knew that
criminals do not want to he caught|
When I tell thenm that 1 o)

Al%, and that I've gant a latter
in the event anything
happens to You or me....|

RICK
They won't listen to you!

MARTIANNE
What have I got to lose?

RICK
Your lifel

MARIANNE
There's not some way I can falk to them
without being in tha line of fire?
CILOSE ON RICK: stoppaed.

RICK
(realizing) Actually....thare is.

CuUT 7o

SBilent nd deserted, its front gatuu locked, the "caws" and
"cacklas® of night birde signal

e

ng the hour when the "show" ig
Over, and the pramiges are claimed by the Jungle ersatures alonas.

WE HEAR the DISTANT sound of FOOTSTEPRS RUNNING TOWARD === CAMERA

PANNING to reveal RICK 4nd MARIANNE, glancing furtively up the

empty streets that surround them, as thay head fast for the FPRONT

CUT TO;

1l
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ANOTHER ANGLE: ag thay REACH THE GATES, finding thenm PADLOCKED:
RICR INDICATEX AN _INTERCOM positionad besida them, He PUESHES itg
BUTTON.
e =9
RICK
(into thae small Speaker box) Hella?
Anyone in the guard shack?

No answer: just a light "higas",

RICK
(re: the speaker box} That's how
You'll talk to them,

MARTIANNB
No gquardg?

RICK
Not 'til Lou gats on at midnight.

Hopping up onto a Rocx FORMATION, RICK LEAPS UP and GRABS HOLD oF
an overhanging trea-linmb, shimmying, upside down, to where iv
reaches ovar the other side of the fancs. As it tapers, the d
branch bands low, RICK latting go and dropping to the ground, i

RICK
(a whiaper) Xids used to get in this
way.

Reaching into another ROCK FORMATION on the other side, he
withdraws a METAL KEY-BOX.

RICK
Peocple are like animals. Creatures of
habi

Removing a KEY, he unlocks the PADLOCK, the gate emitting an eory
"SQUEAL" as he opens it just @nocugh for Marianne to 81ip in, then
LOCKS8 1T AGAIN, behind her.

ANOTHER ANGLE on BOTH: feeling safe, within,

RICK
80. You'll ba in the guard shack,
they'll be out hers,

MARIANNE
Where's the guard shack?

RICK
Comae.

He turns, she following; it'g strangely quiet ==- thg animals
restiva, gaening to know something's off about having visitors at
this hour.
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MARIANNE
Ehat'd you do here?

RICK
Aszigted the vet. Fixed a llama's jaw,
helped a wolf bitch have 4 litter of
PUPS, pulled a thern out of a lion's
pav....

MARIANNE
Hc kiddingl LI B ] ?

RICK
No kidding. (ra: the animals) Halr
these guys used to be ny friends.
She's dubious, ag always, about Rick's stories,

RICK
(gestures) C'mers.

cUT TO: ‘
A8T. b
RICK, clearly familiar with the place, on the insidae of the guarq
rail of the CHIMPANZE'S CAGE, making a slapping motion on the
pavement w«- the CHIMPANZEE doing somersaulte in response,

RICK

CLOSE ON MARIANNE - watching him, charmad,
CuT TO:

-

ks PQLAR BEAR EXHTBIT - 82 .
RICK atanding on a vall, gesturing "up" with the exaggarated
power of a symphony conductor w-- the POLAR BEARS, TWO OF THEM,
RESPONDING BY STANDING ON THEIR HIND LEGS,

RICK
(re: tha bears, to Marianne) fThat's
Peary, and that's Ahundson. They
ramenber me! (ancthaer big gesture to
them) Roll over and bark. (te
Marianne) Just kidding.

8he laughs: he hopping down and gasturing her to follow.
CuUT TO:

MARIANNE watching, as RICK Noves stealthily, grabbing a RIFLE and
a handful of TRANQUILIZER DARTS.



MARIANNE
Whatta that fopr?

RICK
Rhino's, Did {ou knew you can
withstand a Rhino's charga? Their eyes
are on either side of their head, o
they have to run toward you like
this...then, in the last ten faet, whan
they put their heada down to gore you,
they can't gae You, and you step aside.

MARIANNE
(impressed) Do tell,

RICK
And did you know, if an alligator can't
knock you off your fest, he can't get
his mouth around you? Thair nacks
don't turn. Gotta have you crosa~ways
to gaet you in their mouths.

MARIANNE
You loved it hare.

e

RICK
Best job I ever had,

MARIANNE
Maybe you'll be a vet, When this is
all over. fThat seans to ba your
“thing" .

CLOSE ON RICK: 8avoring the thought that it night scmeday
actually be "over® --- his MUSE BROKEN by the S0UND oF A CAR,
GRABBING HER - he MOVES HER OUT, FasT. ’

CUT TO:

EXT. 200 GROUNDS = SAME

MARIANNE AND RICK, S8CAMPERING, FAST, down & path to the GUARD'sS
SHACK., It's HEAVILY FORTIFIED with WIRE=MESH on the WINDOWS,
RICK quickly reaching atop an outside light-fixture and pulling
out a KBY =«o opaning it up.

CUT TO:

As THEY ENTER, RICK moving with ecold efficiencys he has slipped
into a kind of "CRISIS" GEAR,

12:
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RICK

(re: the intercom) Juge push this to
&g&k, Telease it for them to angwar.

n I leava here, boit this door andg
vhen you're through talking, hit the
floor ~ and den't make a gound =
they'll nevar kpew You'yre hare. (he
activates a T,V. Monitor)

MARIANNE
(fearful) where'll you bae?
RICKR

(ra: the rifle) Ready to naegotiate in
LY way. (pulling open drawvers) He
Used to keep & gqun in haere...!

MARIANNE
(rea: TV Monitor) rookl

ANGLE ON THE T.V. MONITOR flickering to 1ife - @hewing the front
gates. Thae reception is peor in the near darkness --- wve can

rake out the ocutline of TWO MEN baside a CAR. It looks, for 8y
instant, 1ike there might be a SECOND CAR - Just a puff of i

exhaust fumes from a tailpipe - as it Pulls away, 4

RICK
(confused) Two cars.,.?

But there is little time to 8peculate; one of the MEN noves
cloge anough to tha MONITOR to clearly reveal that it's SORENSON
=== While the other one opens the car trunk producing tire~iron
a¥gﬂcrowbar, which they inmediately SET TO WORK ON THE PADIOCGK

l

RICK
(leaping into action) Ge! Talki
(bounds for the door) rf they get in,
hit the floor! (he turns: pauses) Ana
_thanks,

He TARES OFP: she, thrust into the jaws of this berors sha‘'s
ready. 8She reaches for the INTERCONM.

MARIANNE .
Helleo...? (voice shaking) Thare's a
button outsida, bangath your speaksr.
Push it to talk to me.

cUT TO:

YN FRONT AALED = SAME

S80RENSON TURNS AND SMASHES the INTERCOM with a tire~iren, as
DIGGS TWISTS THER FADLOCK a FINAL TIME - and va haar a matallic
"POP". That's all it tock: they're dn.
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CUT TO:

e 3. R JITIACHK = SAM
MARIANNE watching in SHOCKED SILENCE, not knowing what to do.
Handm tn hav hexd, ene $risc e gat a hold of herself, 3IFOTTING
MORE T.V, MONITORS, hitting ¢the buttoens on aach; they FLICKER to
LIFE with survaeillance images from various locations on the
grounds of the 200. WE gpp THE dim IMAGE oy RICK, scamparing
4Cross & pathway, rifle in hand, heading toward the front gates -
== CAMERA PANNING to ANOTHER MONITOR whara SORENSON and DIGGS
move staalthily toward a BRIDGK = suddanly S8TOPPING. There iag no
way of knowing the distancg betwean RICK and the TWO MEN.

CLOSE ON MARIANNE: her ayes meving to a THIRD SCREEN ~ JoLTED.

ANGLE FROM HER DOV: the image of ANQTHER MAN DROPPING into the
200 from a BACK WALL. RICK is surrounded.

MARIANNE
th GOd. . QOh; Ged, . o!

RUNNING to the door, sha BOLTS I7T and, £nllow1n? RICK'g b
instructions hits the floor, her breath shudder ng:; but she
FREEZES, BPOTTING SOMETHING ahead of her. ?

ANGLE FROM HER POV: a SHOULDER HOLSTER with & REVOLVER in it,
hung, in concaalment, BENEATH A TABLE.

GALVANIZED into ACTION, she SCRAMBLES FOR 1T, managing, witnh
TREMBLING HANDS, to open the CHAMBER wwow then BEGINS PULLING OPEN
drawers, loocking for BULLETS.

ANOTHER ANGLE: 8HE FINDs THEM, har hands SHAKING SO BADLY tha
bullets spill cut and roll across tha floor, as she attenpts to
INSERT THEX into the REVOLVER. -

MARIANNE
(a shuddering whisper) oh, Mama, mama,
Bama

She GLANCES UP at THE SCREENS AGAIN, No one im Reen in any of
them. JUST ANIMALS, in thair exhibits, peacefully grasing.
noving aseut.

CUT TO:
E{I, THE ZQO - SAME
RICK, looking like an infantryman in the jungle = suddanly
STOPPED by a DISTANT, SHRILL, GRY OF ALARM.

CUT TO:
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Likewise STARTLED by the CRY: a PEacock they unwittingly
rousted, RACES AWAY FROM THEM, itg terrified VOICE echeing
through the swampy glade before them. When it is gone, thay
broceed, stepping ento a long woodan bridge marked "EVERGLADES
EXHIBIT"; WE SPE that SORENSON is toting the kind of RIFLE that
could blow off the side of a barn.

CuUT TO:

SPOTTING THEM COMING = uynablae to find adaquate COVER, Making a
quick decision, instead of Tunning away from tham, he $CRAMBLES

-

EXT.

As MARIANNE, with GUN-IN=-HAND and beads of aweat forming on her
uppar 1lip, SLIDES OUT THE DOOR, trying te get Rer bearings: HER
OBJECTIVE - to find the man whe slipped over the bhack wall.

CUT TO: ¥

RXT. THI ERGLADES BRID SAME
SORENSON and DIGGS proceedling across; SORENSON RAISES A
CAUTIONARY HAND - they STOP AND LISTEN..,CAMERA PANNING BENEATH

THE BRIDGE to raeveal RICK, chest nigh in water, his rifle held
high, walting for them to pass,

BUT ha MIGHT NOT BE ABLE TO, his EYES signaling ALARM. 2
SLITHERY SHAPE has slipped off the bank, MOVING TOWARD HIM in the
WATER --- and RICK bagins teo EDGE BACKWARDS, rustling the water
in his ATTEMPT TO GET OUT.

ANGLE ON SORENSON AND DIGGS: Their attaention drawn by tha SOUND,
8POTTING THE CROCODILE woving toward the BRIDGE baeneath thenm.
Pulling his pistol, DIGGE, for tha aport of it, SHOOTS, his
silencer MASKING the DEATH~DEALING BIOW, all save a "poof", as
the CROCODILE bagins to THRASH, the watar £illing with BLOOD.

ANGLE ON RICK: The NOISE of his MOVEMENTS masked by the
THRASHING CROC, as he BACKS OUT OF THE WATER cew crouching on the
BANK to SEE his ABSASSINS, moving off into the DARKNESS. KXnowing
he's in plain sight, he HOLDS until thay are gone.

CUT TO:

125
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Where, in ap EXPIOSION of "SCREECHES" and FLAPPING WINGS, = FLOCK
of roosting <BIRDS TAKES FLIGHT === QAMERA PANNING to the SOURCE
of their DISTURBANCE: MARIANNE, crouched besida the huge mesh
structure, her EYES DETECTING MOVEMENT on ths othser sidae of tha
CAGE. It i» a MAN, seen enly as a vague silhovette, as HE RISEs
and BEGINS TO MOVE} 8HE, bent low, nmovas parallel to him, but
LOSES HIM when he VEERS OFF into the darknesa on the othar slds.

CLOSE ON HER: making the decision to PURSUE, Sucking in har
breath, she ROUNDS the AVIARY and PLUNGES INTO THE FOLIAGE where
he dieappeared - bhut, to her disappointmant, emarges in an open,
concrete area where an "ExXIT B8IGN, RESTROOMS, and a HOT-DOG
STAND, create shadews in the now meonlit night,

Realizing she's lost him, she sinks ento & banch to catch her
breath « JOLTED BY A BULLET RIPPING A HOLE into the METAL
SHUTTERS of the HOT-DOG STAND DEIIIND HER! Oiving off the BENCH,
she hits the conoreta, hard, ANOTHER SHOT ripping a hole in a
REFUSE CAN as she scramblas by it.

CLOSE ON MER, regalning her footing and CRASHING BLINDLY THROUGH
FOLIAGE until she HITS a wire-mesh FENCE that runa the perimathr
of the zoe. HEARING her PURSUER BEARING DOWN ON HER, SHE WHIR '
RUNNING the length of the fence and finding herself in a cul-de-
sac vhere the fence joins a&nother, to create a DEAD END. With
the SOUND of YCRASHING FOLIAGE" GAINING ON HER, sha tuckas her
pistol into her belt and CLIMBS THE FENCE, SWINGING OVER and
LEAPING to the othar side where she HITS THE GROUND RUNNING,
STUMBLING across an cpen, dusty fiasld, presumably gutside of the
zoo.

Finally, out of gas, and out of breath, she falls t5 her Xnaag in
an attempt to renew her gtrength....AS DOZENS OF PAIRS OF bright
EYES assemble baehind her. Sensing them, SHE SLOWLY TURNS; IN AN
EXPIOSION of DUST and THUNDERING HOOVES, they DISAPPEAR into thae
darkness.

Paralyzed with FEAR, she forces her eyas to SEARCH the darkness
around her =--- and BEGINS TO KEAR the 8OUND of "HOOVES" again.
Just four, this time. But HEAVY. Heading toward har like a
RUNAWAY FREIGHT TRAIN.

MARIANNE
(spotting it) Oh My God....|

SWISH-PAN to her POV: as a BLACK "MASS" THUNDERE TOWARD HER,

surrounded by "puffs" of DUST, the GROUND TREMELING with the
impact of its HOOFS. It's a EHINQ. She's on the African Plains!
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STUMBLING t¢ her feet, she THROWS OFF HER SHOES and takes of?
likxe ZoLA BUDD going for GOLD. Thare's a CONCRETE WALL ahgad of
her with a TREE BESIDE IT - but a glanca ovar hgr SHOULDER TO SEF
the RHINO Faining on her, CAUSES A FALL. Sha's down ~ with
nothing left to do byt get to her feet...and watch it CoNMr!

CLOSE ON THE RHINO: fIta baady-eya disappearing from view as it
SWINGS ITS HEAD T0o BARE ITS HORN....!

ANGLE ON MARIANNE: REMEMBERING = and LURCHING to the SIDE, THE
RHINC THUNDERING RIGHT PAST HER!

ANGLE ON THE RKINO: SLOWING, in confusion, TURNING and SPOTTING
RER === COMING BACK FOR MORE.

CLOSE ON MARIANNE: WIDE~EYED as it AGAIN BARRELS DOWN ON HER,
SIDE-STEPPING AGAIN: this time MORE EXPERTLY, WHIRLING,
IMMEDIATELY, and taking eff for the TREE bagside the WALL.

ANGLE ON THE RHINO: repeating its BULL=FIGHT TURN, and HEADING
AFTER HER....

ANGLE ON MARIANNE, with the RHINO CLOSING IN o= MAXING IT to %he
TREE JUST AHEAD OF IT, emitting a SOB of RELIEF as ahe pulls ’P
herself upward, to SAFETY at the top of the narrow wall.

ANOTHER ANGLE: SHE sits there, looking back at the RHINO who's
WAITING FOR HER; then Bhe looks to the othar sida.

ANGLE FROM HER POV: & GRASSY KNOLL with large, shadowy, Rock
FORMATIONS - and God=only~knows-what = en the other sidae.

CUT TO:

EXT. THE PATH - SaMP

CLOSE ON RICK, crouched in a stand of BUSHES, hearing footsteps
come toward; he BRACES HIMSELP and PURPOSELY SCAMPERS acrecas the
path .

DIGGS
(points) There!

THEY TAKE OFF AFTER MINM, crashing through foliage, EMERGING ON A
WIDER WALKWAY, WHERE THEY SEE RICK DASHING for the GUARD RATL of
the POLAR BRAR EXHIBIT, vaulting over it - and OVER THE RETAINING
WALL.

DIGGS
He's ovaer that wall!

ANOTHER ANGLE: SORENSON and DIGES RUNNING to the WALL, DIGcGs
standing up on it in an attempt to ses....

ANGLE FROM HIS PoV: THE TWO POLAR BEARS GETTING UP ON THEIR PEET
in response to him.



- DIGGS
(to:gorenson) Hey. ILock at thin]

But he's HIT IN THE NECK from diractly below - a TRANQUILIZER
DART EMBEDDING IN HIS ADAM'S APPLE - Rick having fired from a
CROUCHED POSITION on a narrew 1ip directly beneath him.

DIGGS drops his GUN, RICK grappling for it, but missing it, as it
clatters down the wall, DIRECTLY INTO THE POLAR BEARS' POOL.
Aftar a brief moment, DIGGS' BODY FOLLOWS IT DOWN....THE POLAR
BEARS PLUNGING IN AFTER IT === RICK skittering along the ledge
above them, to a point of safety --- where HE TURNS to sae the
BEARS, tossing DIGGS' body like kids Playing with a rag doll in a
bathtub,

ANGLE ON SORENSON: HORRIFIED = SPINNING INTO CONCEALMENT.
SORENSON
(calling out) Jarmin! I'm not gonna
HURT YOU! Come out)
Silence: broken by a VOICE = but net RICK's.

WEYBURN (0.8.)
Soranson!

CLOSE ON RICK: wuprised to hear another VOICE.
SORENSON
(calling back) Weyburn?! He's nearby!
He just got Diggs! Split up! rind
himl
RICK fades into the DARKNESS - scuttling away.

CUT TO:

As she DROPS to thas OTHER SIDE of it, ontsc sorr GRASS.,...
STOPPED, almost inmediately, as sHE REALIZES that ths darkened
"ROCK FORMATIONS" weran't ROCK PORMATIONS, They are GORILIAS.
Silent as BUDDAHS in the moonlight, STARING at hexr as she stands
against the wall,

MARIANNE
(voice trembling) Hi,...I'm a friend
of Dian Fosssey's..,?

In response, a LARGE GORILLA CHARGES HER, WAILING with QUTRAGE as
it BEATS 1TS BREAST = CHASING HER right back up the WALL.

AERIAL VIEW: MARIANNE atop the wall - with a RHINO waiting on
ona side, a GORILLA on the OTHER.
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CLOSE ON HER, STIPLING a WHIMPER ag Bhe realizes that the NARROW
LEDGE sha's sitting on is the only avenue of escaps. Quivering
in every musdye, she manages to 8tand and, etriking a balance as
tenuous as a tightrope wvalker's, begins her Journay
out...flanked, on both sides, by the two animals who watch her,
every step of the way.

CUT TO:

H.¢ W ONYIULR PATHWAY - SAME

As a SHADOWY FIGURE EMERGES from the DARKNESS: JOE WEYBURN, his
cautious movement BTOPPED by SOUNDS coming from an ANIMAL HOUSE
nearby. It's the "shrieking" of MONKEYS, plenty excited by
sonething; Weyburn checks the landscape arcund hinm, HEADING
STEALTHILY TOWARD.

CUT TO:

+P,9 Wl ri®i8)5)2 i kg

"HOOTSY and "SCREAMS" achoing from WITHIN - as WEYBURN APPEARS,
flattening himeelf against the wall beaide the door. Moving like
the combat-trained Ccop he is, HE THROWS OPEN THE DOOR, and SPINS
IN, GUN OUTSTRETCHED IN FRONT OF HINM.

ANGLE FROM HIS POV: 1It's an ANTE~ROOM; a shert corridor between
the QUTER, and INNER, DOORS.

CuT To:

As WEYBURN CREEPS FORWARD to the INNER DQORS, pausing, somewhat
intimidated by the LEVEL of PANDEMONIUM {n thara. Taking a leng
nomant to marshall his courage, he COILS and SPRINGS INTO ACTION,
YANKING the DOORS OPEN and SPINNING IN, to find a RAGING MORASS
of WILD MONKEYS! They're cut of their cages! HUNDREDS OF THEM|
BOUNDING and SCREAMING, BOUNCING 0ff of every surface like a
million furry handballs gone WILD!

WEYBURN
(guarding his face with hig hand, like
a man beset by vampire batw; HE
SHOUTS)....JARMIN!?? vYou IN HERE...?!
I'VE COME TO HELP YOU.,.. 1}

HIS VOICE LOST in thae cacaphoney of ECHOING SHRIEKS, WEYBURN
MOVES tantatively FORWARD; but hig tresprss is CHALLENGED by a
LARGE CHIMPANZEE, the cne we saw sarlier, who BARES ITS PANGS,
trying to intimidate with short, incempleta CHARGES, RAISING HIS
GUN, WEYBURN takes a bead on him ---— and "TWANG", a DART smacka
into WEYBURN'S CHEEK, followed by ANOTHER for accuracy's sake,
INTO HIS NECK., Eyes widae with Bhock, WEYBURN TURNS —we CAMERA
SWISBH-PANNING to him POINT OF VIEW: REVEALING...

RICK: safely behind bars, tha lone occupant of a MONKEY'S CAGE,
& SMILE of BATISFACTION on his face,
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ANGLE ON WEYBURN: His gun DISCHARGING inte the GROUND as he
SINKS to his Rpees, the EXPLOSION shocking the monkeys inte
nomentary SILENCE, giving RICX an opening to ba HEARD.

RICK
Have I introduced myself? I'm Rick
Jarmin.

WEYBURN

(mumbles)...,How'd ya' do...

WEYBURN TOPPLES as the MONKEYS RESUME THEIR SHRIEKS, ths boldest
amnong them DESCENDING upon his unconscious FORM.

CUT TO:

AtAS & AT N B 1N 0 434

Where MARIANNE'S situation seems to have gone from “BAD" to
"WORSE", She's no longer on her feat, but crawling on har BELLY
along the NARRCW LEDGE, which now divides the compounds of
GIRAFFES and LIONS., On one side a thickly-maned LION repaatedly
CHARGES the WALL, but MARIANNE, clenching her eyes SHUT each time
he CHARGES, 18 safely out of rsach. On the other SIDE, tha
GIRAFFES ara aye-ball-to-aye=ball with HER, watching her so
clogely that she can smell their BREATHS as, with all the grace
of an INCHWORM, she crawls by,

ONE GIRAFFE, a bit more aggressive than the rest, dips his SWaN-
LIKE NECK DOWN and NIPS HER IN THE ASS, provoking a SHRIEX and a
REFLEXIVE Y“SWAT" which results in RISASTER., She's LOST HER
BALANCE, HER FEET SLIPPING OFF on the LION'S SIDE; SHE WINDS UP
CLINGING to the WALL by her ARMS, KICKING and squirning, trying
DESPERATELY to HOIST HERSELF BACK UP.

Beneath her, the LION CHARGES, DAMN NEAR grabbing a LEG: unable
to help herself she criss:

CUT TO!

s CALENA) . LIQNTE wrasMWUND =AME

Somecne HEARING her CRY and TURNING FAST. But it's not RICK.
It's SORENSON, RUNNING to the LION'S COMPOUND where he BEES
MARIANNE clinging to the sids wall, KICKING and LURCHING, as tha
LION makes repaatsd GRABS AT HER, SCREAMING as she TRIES to pull
herself back up.

CLOSE ON SORENSON: If a SHARK could SMILE when it smelled BLOOD,
that's the kind of GRIN. Wrapping his rifle-strap around his arm
for better aim, he STEPS UP ONTO THE WALL and FIXES HER IN HIS

SIGHTS. And "KA~BLAMY!

130



131

ANGLE ON MARIANNE: as a CHUNK of WALL "RIPS" away, sha TURNS, IN
HORROR, TO SEE HINM.

- SORENSON
(shouting) Tha next one's for the
llen, if you tell me whara your
boyfriend is! If not, it's for you!

CuT TO:

EXT, NEARBY = SAME
RICK, RACING TOWARD.

CUT TO:

! ) = SAMT

'« I 1Y ~7.1
CAREFUL AIM = AT MARIANNE - AND PIRING.

SORENSON taking

ANGLE ON MARIANNE: Helpless, as ANOTHER CHUNK of wall EXPLODES
INTO SBHARDS.

SORENSON
(demanding) Whers ig he!!

MARIANNE
(struggling) Screw you!

SORENECON EJECTS THE SPENT CARTRIDGE, READYING TO FIRE AGAIN.

RICK (0.8.)
I'm here, Soranson.

ANGLE ON RICK: right behind him, his tranquilizer RIFLE pointed
at hia baCk [

RICK
Turn around.

But SORENSON dossn't move, his oyes still fixed on the SIGHTS OF
HI8 RIFLE,

SORENSON
I'm shooting her down. You can use
your bullet for me or for the Lion.

RICK hesitates - and SORE

PKA-BLOOM!I "
ANGLE ON MARIANNE: SCREAMING as the WALL TEARS OUT FROM UNDER

HER and she FALLS into the LIONS COMPOUND, the LION CHARGING
toward....

SWISH-PAN to RICK, WHIRLING and FIRING INTO THE COMPOUND.
SWISH-PAN to SCRENSON WHIRLING TO RICK.
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SORENSON
Prop it!

Rick's RIFLE Rlatters to tha ground, but his EYES ARE ON THE
LION, HIT a glancing blow in the FLANK, BUT CONTINUING ITS
CHARGE, MARIANNE SHRIEKING as she RUNS.

RICK

(begging Sorenson) I'm out of dartsl
Shoot the Lionl

BUT SORENSON merely SMILES: COCKING his RIFLE to finish RICK
off.

RICX
(shouting at Marianne: URGENT] The
cther gida! Thers's a ladder....!

But it's TOO FAR for her to make i} Desparately geranbling
upward onto a ROCK "DEN" she STUMBLES - TURNING TO BEE that the
LION is running out of STEAM. He's not "eut", but he's slowed
down, the tranquilizar having worked enough so that he lacks the
snergy to PURSUE her onto the ROCKPILE, But ha's got har trapped
and he knows it. Lowering onto his haunches, the LION 1i¢s in
wait for her, like a cat in front of a mouse hola, his ayes
beginning to NARROW....

CLOBE ON SORENSON: A WICKED GRIN as he LEVELS THE GUN at RICK'S
FACE,

RICK
(in earnest) Shoot the Licn, so she
can get out! You have my word..,.|

SORENSON
Fuck your word, I had your word ence
befora.

RICX
(re: Marianne) Sha's dona nothing to
you,

SORENSON
But shs naans scmething to you, right?
8o, we'll sit here and watch vwhat
heppens. Both of us. Might bs fun to
sse what happens to her when that Lien
vakas up...,.!

RICK glances toward MARIANNE == CAMERA FOLLOWING HIS GAZE to
REVEAL ! s POINTING IT, with TREMBLING
hands, in the DIRECTION OF SORENSON and RICK,...!
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CIOSE ANGLE: as she CLENCHES HER EYES SHUT and "PULLS": but
nothing happens. THE TRIGGER WON'T PULL! Realizing she hasn't
2cna somathimy right, she FUMBLES WITH THE GUN, trying to figure
t out.... -

RICK
(SHOUTING) Take it off gafety!

SORENSON SNEERS at RICK'S pathetic attempt to distract him.

RICK
(shouting in anger) There's a gafety
baside the triggar!

BORENSON
You crack ne up,

CLOSE ANGLE ON MARIANNE: FINDING THE "SAFETY" AND FIRING!

CLOSE ON SORENSON ag ths EXPLOSION DRAWS HIS ATTENTION, RICK in a
SINGLE MOTION, GRABBING THE TRANQUILIZER RIFLE at his FEET and
SWINGING IT HARD, CATCHING SORENSON right in the NECK, SORENSON'S
RIFLE CLATTERING down the WALL into a "CATCH-BASIN" aa he rotates
his ARMS in an attempt to regain nips BALANCE,

But he TUMBLES off tha WALL inte the ' ! the LION
INSTANTLY AWARE that a NEW MORSEL has dropped in, this one on
leval ground, in plain sight.

ANGLE ON SORENSON: scrambling to his faet: Desparata.

SORENSON
Jarminl 1I'll let you effi]

ANGLE ON RICK: watching as tha LTON lumbers toward him.

ANGLE ON MARIANNE: seizing the moment to SCRAMBLE OFF THE
ROCKPILE and RACE TO a narrow, hand~over~hand &acape ladder on
the opposita wall from whare she fall in,

ANGLE ON SORENSON: Watching the Lion cons.

SO0RENSON
Jarmin! For the lovs of God.,..!

CLOSE ON RICK: in fact, helplass to help hin....as WE HEAR a
MUFFLED SCREAM that triggers a million excitad "cacklas", "caws®,
"hoots" and CRIES that echo throughout the zeo =~- RICK stepping
down, numbed -~=- am, evantually, all goas quiet around him.

MARIANNE
ll'lnickll..?

ANGLE ON MARIANNE appearing, a distance away, pausing for a
moenent to determine that ha's safe....then RUNNING INTO HIS ARMS.
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CLOSE ON THEM as THEY COME TOGETHER, she stifling a 80B and
CLINGING TIGHY with RELIEF and the knowladge that it's finally
OVER.

ANOTHER ANGLE as sha PULLS BACK, her ayes wat with tears, gazing
adoringly at his face, which spreads into a wide, TRRESISTABLE
GRIN.

ANGLE ON BOTH: beaming at each other.

RICK
You say I once procposed to you?

HARIANNE
Damn etralght you did.
RICK
Did you answer?
MARIANNE
You bet I dido
RICK
Still want to?
MARIANNE
can you get out of the Sixties?
RICK

I don't much like the Eighties.
CIOSE ON MARIANNE: gqulping back tears.
MARIANNE
What the hell. The Nineties are
coming. I'll meet you thers.

They XI85, hard, and passionately =-~-- then, after a long look
at one another, turn and walk, arm in &rm, away.

CAMERA BEGINS A PULL BACK as wea!

ROLL END CREDITS
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