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EXTERIOR - SIDE OF HOUSE - NIGHT 2.

A Hand-held, subjective?o/t establishing that this is
the poini of view of t} Eerson who is walking outsi

OV as it walks aro e side
hdows. We see

; . It reaches a trellis
running up the side o fle looks around carefully

gh-.a large
down a long empty hallway. The sounds ofﬁ?ﬁéhpaggy
are-fieard downstairs. The camera continues to climb.

INTERIORY- SECOND FLOOR HALL - NIGHT 3.

In a reverse angle, the camera looks from inside the upper
hall at the large window. The shot slowly tilts up @ fgrgm
the window to the ceiling.

INTERIOR - ATTIC ~ NIGHT 4.

Through a wide-angle lens, the subjective camera rummages
around the attic. There is the sound of heavy breathing.
Rags and half-rotted food and 0ld clothes form a bed in

one corner of the moonlit attic and it appears someone

has been living here. It bears an unnerving resemblance

to a spider's lair. There are dusty old toys in the attic
and as the camera passes, a rocking horse squeaks and swings
back and forth.

INTERIOR - UPPER HALL - Mo=mT 7 - Ntenr 5.

The camera moves along the ceiling of the upper hall,
almost as though it is following the subjective camera's
footsteps from below. It comes to rest on a trap door

in the ceiling. The camera moves in on the trap door and
with a creaking sound of long-~unoiled hinges, it slowly
begins to open.

BARB
(Voice only - heard far
off downstairs)
Hey! Keep it down, will you?
I can't hear a damn thing!

The camera tilts down from the attic trap door along the
wall to a set of stairs in an alcove off the second floor
hall that leads to the attic door.



5@

)

i

- e

INTERIOR - MAIN FLOOR HALL - Megws - RARMB S NIGHT

cAmeR A PANS LiTH BARG A5 SHE CARARIsS

° the telephone which is

on a long

extension cord out of the living room into the hall
and pulls.the large door shut. She returns to the
phone on the hall table and picks up her drank.

BARB

Yes, mother, I can hear you now...
yes, it's just a little Christmas
party ... ves, I've had a couple...
Oh, come on, mother, I'm not dyrnk.
Yes, I have been smoking a little

bit.
(she sighs and takes a
drink)

Yes, I remember my asthma, mother...
with you around, how could I ever

forget?

{(Barb looks into the mirror
over the hall table -- she
pushes her hair off her face
and pulls the skin around her
eyes -- she stands back and
looks at her figure 1in the
mirror and then takes another

drink)

...yeah, I have to do something

tomorrow afternoon, and then
taking the 7:20 train to the

I'm
city...

.4
6.

NCQHT

INTERIOR - UPPER AND LOWER HALLS - Mlwwd - BARG-Cipgs -CHE 1o~ @

LONG-
In avﬁ%ot through the heavy stair railing, from just
around the corner at the top of the stairs, we see
Barb on the phone. We hear a breathing sound from the

subjective camera.

BARB

Oh, come on msaw. You've got

to be kidding! ... Vs, why
couldn't I come with you? ...
Well, who the hell is he?+..
Oh, Christ Mother! You're a
real gold-plated whore, you
know that... Rude! I was

trying to be a bit more than rude

Mother.

The living rcom door opens and one of the girls comes

out into the hall with her boyfriend.

She is CLARE HARRISON




() #L», CONTINUED W’“

{ sShehgmpgmpreyriiiepmepminiejrjymmres; -—- she 15 from a small

town not far from the college andMless sophisticated Y
than the other girls). She is with CHRIS HAYDEN (21, 45
athletic, quiet, self-assured and from the town 1in which
the college is located). The camera watches them as

they cross the hall to the front door and dimmiy kiss

goodnight.

CHRIS
Goodnight... I'll see you
next week.

CLARE
Call before you come... I'll have
to get my parents used to the idea.

Chris tries to pull open the front door but it is stuck.

BARB
{(in the background)
Yeah, Jess and a couple of the
other girls are going skiing, maybe...
| sure...
@

!  INTERIOR - LOWER HALL - diie® BORE-T ESS - Ntlc-—HT

1, €V, amemgo Jess. GRS (N B.C-

We see Jess looking at Barb compassionately. Barb and
her mother are an old story. Camera follows Phil and
Patrick as they move past Jess toward the front door.

PATRICK
Hey, wait up Chris. I'll give you a
ride.

BARB

W1ill you keep it down! }
. gglaé

Patrick kisses Phil passionately and tries to o his iHAwQ QOWn

hapdeunder-heroskist. She pulis away in mock anger.

1 ER BRCK MW INTO el SLAChd
PHIL

Jesus, Patrick!

PATRICK
Why don't you ever take me

. seriously?

e /
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CONTINUED

PHIL
Cause you're an idiot.

PATRICK
Yeah, but I'm sexy.

PHIL
You're a sexy idiot. Now beat it.

PATRICK(M(&KWQ Fow O 141§ BA0 TPHE )
I guess I'll have to!

PHIL

troaning)
Ghmiged-, Patrick!
@oolbye,

Patrick and Chris leave.

. peofooM”
INTERIOR - UPPER HALL ¥ NIGHT 9.

Hand-held, turns away from the scene in the lower hall
and moves into one of the bedrooms upstairs.

10.

The room is dim. There is only one small bedside lamp
on. A cat on the bed looks up suddenly and runs away.
The room is frilly and obviously belongs to an older
lady. The camera shows a black and white photograph

of two young girls beside a vaudeville-type sign which
reads MacHENRY SISTERS - SONG AND DANCE. Camera passes
telephone on a table. The camera moves on. We hear
heavy breathing.

INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM —- HESWT BARG -TESS-PHYL-EXTRRI-ANIEHT 13,
N r e e ol §

The living room door opens and Barb enters and puts the

telephone back in its place on a table just inside the

door. The girls are chatting and starting to take dishes

and ashtrays out to the kitchen.CAmEA4 Foutow § BRRB

A 95MHE CRosses THue Rosan.

cee /
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Bars (1o Te€35)
Heprr-Semec—e you feel like going

skiing for a few days?
Ca Goods *Mwe@£ﬂ=§mAA.°vn~€FLAgiﬂQAmm&m\Jk&ﬂJh—aheﬁﬂwn Qq@qu&u%JGQt
JESS
(she and Phil look at one
another uncomfortably)
Sure, Barb!

BARB { OFF)
My mother's taking a place up at
Mount Holly. Anybeody else want to
come?

PHIL
(there is an awkward pause)
Sure, I will, Barb.
l0.C. é .
0.Cv bak BARB (ALMOST DEFIANT
Great. Who else? How about you
Clare?

CLARE (Pnss.n L IN FQonT OF CAMERA
fon her way out to the
. kitchen with dishes)
Thanks, Barb, but I've made other

plans,

BARB
(tossing back her drink
and gesturing at Clare
who disappears into the
kitchen)
There goes the only broad in the
whole school whose parents sent her
here because it's a religious college.
Ll Q-SheT Teos v OHIL
There is another long awkward moment. Everyone is
embarrassed. The moment is broken as the telephone )
rings. Jess goes to answer it. CAMERA PouLies WITHA HER OPevive
THE sHOT:
JESS
I'll get it.
(she picks up the receiver)
. Hello.
{(there is no sound on the
other end of the line)
Hello!...Helloc!
(she's about to hang up
. when suddenly she hears a
moaning sound on the other
‘ end of the line!)}
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11.  CONTINUED

JESS{ CONTINUED)
HEY,QUIET| It's him again. The moaner.
(she holds the phone up--
the other girls all guiet
down and crowd around to listen)

The sound is a low wai1ling moan like a wounded animal.
Yet, there is something 1nsanely sexual and human about
1t. It is really quite chilling. Suddenly, the moaning
stops and the caller launches into a series of strange
voices calling out as if in the throws of some ongoing
nightmare. The girls look at one another with an
apprehension they are not able to disguise. This is

a new twist on the series of sexual phone calls they

have been receiving. The voices are so stridently
psychotic that the girls are beginning to get genuinely

frightened. Camera moves in tight on phone.

12. CU. BARB

BARB
He's expanded his act.

Barb moves forward toward phone bringing Clare into the shot.

CLARE
Could that be one person!

Barb
{sarcastic)
No, Clare, that's the Mormon Tabernacle
Choir doing their Annual Obscene Phone
Call!

PHIL
Sssshh!

Camera pans slowly back to Jess and begins to move 1n tight on her as the girls
guiet down and Tisten to the continuing stream of invectives and madness. Some of the

girls start to urge Jess to hang up.Suddenly, the voices stop and the moaning comes
back on, intense and ugly

13. M.S. BARB
She steps 1n and grabs the phone. She 1s rather tight by now.

BARB
(forced anger)
Listen you perverti Why don't you call the Lamba Chi's... they could

tem o 13++1Aa A +heae
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CONTINUED

BARB
(some of the girls giggle--
there is silence on the other
end of the 1ine -- this seems
to provoke Barb}
You creep!
(s1lence)

Camera dollies around to include the other girls.



13. CONTINUED
BARB (CONTINUED)
You stinking 1ittle creep. You
get your rocks off scaring girls
on the phone. You'd probably run
the other way 1f you saw a real one!
(the silence on the other
end holds for a moment --
then is broken by a Tow
s1ckening voice which
says quietly...)
CALLER
I'm going to kill you!
14. C.U. JESS
L5. C.U. PHYL
There's a pause. The girls are silent. Finally,
Barb comes on strong, partially out of fear, we suspect.
16. C.U. BARB
BARB
Why don't you find a wall socket and
stick your tongue in it. That'1l
give you a charge.
{s1lence)
Fucking Creep!
The line goes dead! Barb looks at the phone a moment
then, slams it down. The girls are stunned.
17. C.U., THE PHONE,

)

Camera pans slowly up to the girls. They remain silent.

breaks the moment.

PHYL (REFERRING TO BARB)
Super Tongue strikes again!

BARB
(flippant)
Fastest tongue 1n the West.

The girls start to buzz.

JESS
That was really sick!

CLARE
Idon't think you should provoke
somebody 1ike that, Barb.

Phyl
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17. CONTINUED

BARB
Are you kidding? 1In the city, !
get about two of those a day. This
guy is strictly minor league.

..%9a
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17. CONTINUED

CLARE
Maybe. You know that Townie was
raped a couple of weeks ago!

BARB
Clare! You can't rape a Townie!

CLARE
You really are too much.

BARB (DEFENSIVE)
Listen kid, this 1s a sorority
house, not a convent!

CLARE
(mildly annoyed)
I'1T see ya later. I'm going to pack.
She crosses out of the shot. Jess gives Barb and angry look. CE)
18. 2-shot JESS - CLARE - LOOKING DOWN PAST CLARE TQ JESS
JESS
(stopping her on the
stairs)
Come on. She didn't mean
anything.
CLARE

No, it's okay. Really, I
have to finish packing!

She moves up the stairs. Camera singles on Jess then dollies with her
as she moves back to Barb

JESS
Hasn't she had enough trouble fitting
1n here without you getting at her
all the time?

BARB
I know a professional virgin when I
see one! And speaking of professionals.
Here comes the Queen of Vaudeville
Circa-1861. TA -DA°

19. C.U. MRS. MAC

The girls turn to see MRS. MAC({the house mother) enter
the front door, carrying packages. Mrs. Mac is a classic
character. Indeed, she is the latter day version of one
of the Vaudeville girls whose picture we saw on the dresser upstairs.

Mrs. Mac (late fifties) is one of those people who con-
tinually mutter to themselves, supposedly under their
breath, but actually for all the world to hear. Her
concern with nronrietyvy and nroner conduct 1< tnotallv



lb =

CONTINUED

surface. Actually, she doesn't give a damn what the garls
do as long as it doesn't make waves and jeopardize her
own comfortable existence. Of course, she makes a great
fuss and pretense about the rules. But above all, the
thing that characterizes Mrs. Mac is her habit of smiling
and fawning to one and all -- to their face -- and then
when their backs (or hers) are turned, launching into a
torrent of mutterings, berating the world for the way

it imposes upon poor Mrs. Mac. She can be very clever
and biting about it and the girls take great delight in
her. Adding to her reputation as a character, is her
continual subterfuge to hide her steady nips at the old
sauce. Her ingenpity in this regard is remarkable.

Cavmeta. ddablien P GM&%%W.

JESS
Mucwmiae! Where have you been!z,fnﬁs fy)nc,?

The party's nearly over.

MRS. MAC
Shopping! Oh my God, the people who
buy for these shops must take tacky
lessons. 1I've never seen such garbage
in all my life.

The girls take the packages out of her hand and usher
her into the parlour to receive her Christmas present.
One of the girls shoves a glass of eggnog into her hands.

195 gEgg!'EEB'/ 2‘

INTERIOR - CLARE'S ROOM - NJYGHT

Clare ®urns the light on #Zn her bedroom. She carriep
the cat We saw earlier. /She talks to it soothingly,
but the cat jumps out gf her arms and goes out into fthe
hall. Clar& shrugs.

The sound of th& gipfls downstairs is heard in the HJackground.

Clare sets her dridk on a night table and starts pfitting

things i1nto her sAisgase which lies open on the bgd. CAMERA
FOLLOWS her as sfie moxes to the closet and takes #ut a bunch

of dresses. CAMERA HOIRS on the closet. As the fklothes
are swept past/, we see a“glear plastic bag and tiYrough the
bag we think e see the disorted face of a man,fstaring
wide-eyed atf the girl. At 1dast we think we seq the face.
It is so diftorted and vague w3 are not sure. WYe cut back
to Clare. /She is continuing herNpacking. Suddgnly, she
stops andfstraightens up. A gquizzhgal look comes over her
face. SHe turns to lock at the clos®t. We hedr the sound
almost #t the same time she does; a 1low moaning; strange,
disturlfing. CAMERA TRACKS with Clare as\she moves slowly
toward the sound, "Who is it" she asks, "OQme fon now" --
"Is nat you Ives?". We cut to the hand-he}df subjective
shot” and through the bag we see Clare's distgxted shape

12.
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25.

26.

27.

28.

29.

30.

31

PN

INTERIOR ~ LIVING ROOM - MRS. MAC - THE GIRLS - NIGHT
M.S. MRS. MAC

Mrs. Mac as she holds up a rather daring negligee the
girls have bought for her.

MRS. MAC
Oh Girls, it's lovely.
(she holds it up as if to
model 1t -- then under her
breath)
I got about as much use for this as
[ do a chastity belt!

M-2-5 BARB, JESS

Of course, they heard Mrs. Mac. They surpress their laughter. The
girls begin to chant, "put 1t on, put it on!" Mrs. Mac demures,
but the girls persist.

M.S. MRS. MAC

Finally, she slips the gown on over her clothes. It's quite
a sight. She prances around mock sexy.

C.U. JESS

JESS
Do the opening for us, Mrs. Mac.

C.U. MRS. MAC

MRS, MAC
Oh, no!

M.S. THE GIRLS

The girls set up a clamour for Mrs. Mac to do the Intro
to the Vaudeville Act she and her sister, Myrtle, used
to do years ago. She loves to be coaxed.

PHYL
Come on, Mrs. Mac... You haven't done
it for us in months.

. MS. MRS. MAC

MRS. MAC,
No! No! No! I'm tep twred.
I'm an old lady.
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45%® CONTINUED

‘36 MRS. MAC
{(soft shoeing)

Hi there, America. We're here to
give you the facts. I'm Myrtle.
I'm Maude. We're known as the
Mac's. We sing, we dance, we set
a lively pace, a joke, a grind,
an occasional funny face.

2 M-AD BORG -TEST BARD

(sotto voce)
(sprawled across a couch
-— she is gquite drunk)
Now I know what killed Vaudeville.

JESS
It must have died in agony.

m L Wiﬁa'ﬁ’ fftuf;&{&r
1g® INTERIOR - CLARE'S ROOM ~ NIGHT 14.

d‘
‘957\ Clare's body bumps along as it is slowly dragged across
the floor upstairs.

1$5® INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 15.
48 M9 Pliil =W ys «BARS

Mrs. Mac is finishing up her number. The girls are

whooping it up.

PHIL
Get the hook.
{sotto voce)

BARB
Are you kidding ... you'd need a
bulldozer!
29, M5 MRS mag
Mrs. Mac finishes her number. The 3irls applaud

extravagantly. Mrs. Mac blusters. rergrudn, 0w Grngns LL, ?;v’f{ﬂ \
Clammri. EwLL Unll Lev
me————— MRS. MAC
Ck. Ok. Party's over. Let's get this
place cleaned up. If the Dean saw
this, I'd be back in Vaudeville.

BARB
(under her breath)
C'mon, Dean!



Y,
29
| @ . covrmuep

MRS. MAC .
What was that dear? .
BARB
Oh, uh, I said how is the Dean.
MRS. MAC
Oh! Well, I'm sure he's fine dear.

Up we go.

She helps Barb up and starts her off upstairs. This
leaves Mrs. Mac momentarily alone in the parlour. She
rushes to a bookshelf, pulls out some books and takes

a bottle of Sherry from behind them. She takes a quick
glug while she calls out to the kitchen.

MRS, MAC
Oh, Jess, you girls are just too good
to me.

She hurriedly replaces the Sherry.
JESS
. (coming back into room)
Nonsense, Mrs. Mac.

The telephone rings. %sgs stops and watches expectantly,

as do the others. A 1888 moment asses. naddys=phii= o
picks-up-the-phones— P PH-!Q mauC,%¢N?Q THE QHE.
Lo Cu, e Prione RISGrue .Cameﬂg f’\ws VE TO SEE PHIL L IET THE
PHIL Pion &
| Hello?...
| PETER

(we hear his voice only)
Hello, is Jess there please?

-""/.. IU?S
bl M, Feo> 0T PHIL (G, . }

Yes. It's for you, Jess. It's
Peter.

They are all relieved. CAMERA FOLLOW Y JESS ARG S$HE moves

o ANGWUN sl A ho
T : JESS
( GO G G PET
Thanks. .
(picking it up)
Hello.

. PETER !

Hi... how was the party?
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41. CONTINUED

JESS
It was good. Too bad you couldn't make it.

PETER
Yeah, well you know I've been
practising for four days straight.

JESS
Yeah, I know. But you've got to
find some time. 1I've got to talk
to you.

The other girls move past Jess and go upstairs.
Jess picks the phone up and moves out into the hall.
Mrs. Mac stops on her way up

MRS. MAC
Turn out the lights, dear!

42, C.U. JESS
She nods and turns back to the phone.

PETER
You sound funny. What's the matter?

JESS
Nothing's the matter. I just
want to talk to you.

PETER
Why don't you tell me now?

JESS
Because I want to talk to you
face to face.

PETER
Jess, I haven't been to bed in
three nights. I'm not in the mood
to be playing games.

JESS
Look, we'll talk about 1t
tomorrow.

PETER

A1l right. 1'11 be in Room 30 all day.

JESS
Okay, I'11 see you around 2.
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. i4¥. CONTINUED
\ 4 PETER
| Jass3 I didn't mean to sound
‘ short with you. I guess I'm
| just exhausted.
JESS
Yeah... it's ckay Peter.
PETER
I love you, Fese
JESS
I know Bake¥, I'll see you
tomorrow.
PETER
Yeah, goodnight.
Lue teans bnck 91$TA£<5<E:D)
Jess hangs up the phone. Z
upstalrsy Sadi@oies=—CHe - stalrs*puzzledﬂmbutcthen_,
S g .?- salks—back=into=the~living=room=and=puts<the_
phone Hha€k on the table.
. As Jedd disappears;—thé camera PANS STOWLY ISO degreeszand
tlltsjf-fthe e1aborﬁféﬁstalrway“wahenewaSWs&&encese ept

€ o e sound..of-the—girls - inglekitchen. Aw-shadew—meves

=t top=of—~the=stairs. VARMIKS
—— T O Na SR Y
LtQ{)&g 7&{{"'1_‘7_

. INTERIOR - KITCHEN ~ NIGHT
e aC AL T AL e s . .
' Mrs. Mac is alone, finishing cleaning up the~kitchen.
She mutters quietly to herself as she redaChes behind

the stack Of<dishes in a cupboard ap&pulls out yet

another bottlésof Sherry, gulps ddwn a drink and replaces
the bottle.

most frightening
ray - her apron
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44.

Lo

..L*
INTERIOR - MRS. MAC'S BATHROOM - MRS. MAC - NIGHT

We see Mrs. Mac brushing her teeth. Her hat and negligee
still on. She looks up with a mouthful of toothpaste

and stares at herself a moment then recalls her recent
moment in the limelight.

MRS. MAC
(softly, through the
toothpaste)
H1 there, America, we're here to give
you the facts. I'm Myrtle, I'm Maude.

We're known as the Mac's.

She stops looking at herself for a lTong moment. The rheumy

bleery-eyed old broad begins to break through her reverie. She

makes a face. Then throws open the medicine chest and takes out

st111 another bottle of Sherry. She tips it up using it to rinse out the
toothpaste. She looks down and sees her negligee.

MRS. MAC
Jesus, I wouldn't wear this to
have my liver out.

Then she caps that off with one slug for good measure. She turns and switches
off the 1ight, leaving us in darkness.

INTERIOR - ATTIC - CLARE - NIGHT

The screen is empty and dark. Suddenly, with a whompf

sound, Clare's face rocks into frame in a tight close-up.

Her head is swathed grotesquely in the clear, plastic bag

which is sucked hideously up into her mouth and nostrils.

Her eyes bulge out, staring vacantly. We hear a small child's
voi1ce murmuring softly. CLARE RoCkS (N BND QuUT QF THC CRANE

A COuPLE 0 € TIMES ., THE STRAMCE SOULDS ComTIMUE NS WE
Pans ACREOSS LR €S ZodY TO THE wWinmbow . A4 LI Snvow FALS

DIssOLUE
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2%7. CONTINUED

oo WES

That's okay. I'm sorry, I should
have been keeping a better watch
on them.

MR. HARRISON
{putting his glasses back on)

Yes, I should say—86+ “TH N K So,

WES
Lﬂ Yeah, well I said I was sorry.
l p\CULRsE “p"fa ',\"Q-{(‘ unl\’! - WL‘,:)
Wes walks away towards the house where the last of the
children are entering. Mr. Harrison recovers himself.

MR. HARRISON
Ch, excuse me.

Wes turns around.

WES
Yes?

MR. HARRISON

{walks over to him)
I hate to bother you. I can see
that you're busy... but I wonder
if you could help me.

{(Wes looks at him openly)
You see, I was supposed to meet my
daughter here at one o'clock. It's
half past now and she's still not
here. Her name's Clare Harrison.
Do you know her?

WES
Clare Harrison?... yeah, I think so!

MR. HARRISON
.+. well, I know she lives in a sorority
house. I think it's called Kappa Gamma.

WES
Oh, of course, “Gmwec> Kappa's our sister
sorority. : i

.. Some of the girls are over
here today. .
FEamspeiewisomrrimiards-.  But I haven't .
seen Clare. Their house isssmsgecwiwemesawrd 1S58y FAR.
the coxnexthewgh. L LL Tegle You (jew TO

GeT TRede,




48.

49.

AT

EXTERIOR - CAMPUS QUADRANGEL - JESS - DAY

In an extremely long shot, we see Jess sitting alone on

a bench 1n the campus quadrangle. It 1s obviously quite
cold but Jess sits very pensively. We begin a long slow
ZOOM TOWARD her. Inexplicabl¥, we hear the very prevalent
sound of a very lush Wagnerian piano piece thundering

all about us. As we near Jess, it gets louder and louder.
Finally, we reach a CLOSE-U® of Jess. She looks up off
camera.

INTERIOR - FRATERRITY HOUSE - BARB - PATRICK - KIDS - DAY

Camera starts tight on Santa's face as he booms out "HO, Ho, Ho!"

Camera pulls back to reveal the large pannelled living room of the fraternity
house where about 25 children are playing various games and shouting.

Several of the fraternity brothers are playing with the
children. In one corner of the room is a table with a
large punch bowl where Barb is serving a line of children.
An open bottle of champagne stands on the table and Barb
keeps a glass full beside her.

Patrick, stuffed and dressed in a Santa Claus costume,
stands beside the punch table.

PATRICK
What the hell do you mean, "she's
going away for a few days?"

BARB
(gesturing at the children)
Santa! Please®

PATRICK
{furious)
She's supposed to be going away with
me! Damn it!

BARB
(fi11ing a cup for a child
and taking a drink of champagne)
Some of us have just decided to go
skiting for a few days.

PATRICK
Look, she promised me! All term
['ve been Tooking forward to spending
a few days alone with her. What a bitch!



49,

50.

51.

30
CONTINUED

BARB
(Tooking wide-eyed at a
Tittle girl in front of her)
Isn't Santa naughty?
(she pours herself more
champagne and holds the bottle
up to Patrick)

When she looks back, Santa has stomped off across the
room, She turns to pour champagne for the next child 1n
line, realizes, sets the bottle down and moves to give
them punch.

INTERIOR - CLARE'S ROOM - MRS. MAC - MR, HARRISON - DAY

The screen is black. There is faint mumbling. It grows
louder and then 1ight breaks onto the screen as double
doors are opened to reveal that the camera is in the
closet viewing Clare's room. Mr. Harrison and Mrs . Mac
are lTooking into the closet.

MRS. MAC
Well, her clothes are all packed and
ready to go, so she couldn't have
gone far.
(she closes the closet door)

M-2-S MRS. MACE - MR. HARRISON
Camera pans with them around the room

MRS. MAC
I just don't know, Mr. Harriosn.
Maybe she went over to Delta Chi.
There's a party there today
for underprivileged children,

MR. HARRISON
Yes, I know.

Mr. Harrison picks up the glass that Clare left the
night before on the bedside table and sniffs it. He
shakes his head. Mrs. Mac watches him closely.

MR. HARRISON

Mrs. MacHenry, I never was in agreement
with Clare staying in a sorority house.
As house mother, isn't it your
responsibility to keep control of the
girls' activities?
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51. CONTINUED

MRS. MAC
(with an obsequious tone)
Well, 1 try to do my best, Mr. Harrison,
but they're all young women with minds
of their own and I don't like to restrict
them too much. I mean times are different
than when you and I were growing up.

MR. HARRIOQSN

Well, I'm very disappointed in the
atmosphere my daughter is living in, and
I intend to do something about it.

(Mr. Harrison pulls the

photograph of Chris out

of Clare's suitcase)
And who is this?

MRS. MAC
(on her way out of the room)
Oh, that's a friend of Clare's
Very nice young man from the town,
Chris Hayden.

Mr. Harrison looks at the picture, distressed, puts it

back in the suitcase and walks past Mrs. Mac out into the

hall. Camera holds on Mrs. Mac . She looks disdainfully after Mr.
Harrison, then follows him out.

52. INTERIOR _ UPPER HALL - MRS. MAC - MR. HARRIOSN - DAY
Camera dollies with them as they walk to the stairway and stop.

MR, HARRISON
I was under the impression that this
was a religious college and I didn't
send my daughter here to be drinking
and picking up boys.

MRS. MAC
Clare is a good girl, Mr. Harrison.
You should have no doubt about that.
She's a good girl...Uh!..I'm sure
you'll find her at the fraternity
party.
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2\2' CONTINUED A

| MRS. MAC

. Wedt', I have to go that way to the
store, so if you wouldn't mind :
giving me a 1lift, I could show you.

MR. JARRISON = T Kuow thers v S
Gﬁm.bﬁ'd be happy to/a.wg Yo n RinE ,

MRS. MAC

Wonderful. I'l11l just get my bag.\ v

MRS A X TS CAmik
but  Hsips 0N MK HAARISoW
to talk$ 8% HE LOGARS ARTER

my sister's . . ) ,
as and I have to et with A ;s 8RN THAT

get some fog for the girls who MATEHED |dLR oww,
are stayi a couple of FinfeLY "}tf. STARTS
extra go. DownsTRIRS,
ly,4@® INTERIOR - MRS. MAC'S ROOM - OWE MRS MAL- NAY 27.
CAMmERA PANS W iTit MRS MNC &y §ud
comes into the room muttering to herself. She walks

up to the mirror on her vanity and fusses with her hair.

. Mrs. Mac
|

(quietly -- imitating Mr.
Harrison'!s voice sarcastically
in a sing-song way)

I thought this was supposed to

be a religious college...

CamtRh Twis pPwulshe takes a bottle out
Nt TH HER K = from the drawer of her

vanity and takes a drink--
she pins a hat on her head
somewhat askew -- she
continues to mutter to
herself)

Am I supposed to be responsible

for the morality of every girl in

this Goddamn house?
(she shakes her head and looks
spitefully out at the hall
and has another drink)

Those broads would hump the Leaning

Tower of Pisa, if they could get

up there.,

ceo/
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£. CONTINUED

MRS. MAC (CONTINUED)
I do my best. I don't know
what people—ekpeeots THE BasTARIS ExpPeeT- .
(she finds her purse and
starts to put on her lipstick--
she gets the lipstick on
half of one lip when she
stops suddenly --we hear
the sound of the cat meowing)
Claude? Is that you Claudekins?
(she gathers up her purse
forgetting all about her
half-a-lipsticked lip --
5 she moves out into the hall) )
t, g INTERIOR - UPPER HALL il MRS MK - MR~ HARRS0W = OA'Y
CAmERAR DOokbIES WITH (2R A% SHE Mmopky Rown THE Mg
MRS. MAC
Claude! Here kitty, kitty, kitty.
Come say goodbye to mommykins!
(she stops--looks around puzzled,
trying to determine the source
of the sound -- she looks up,
shakes her head -- moves down
the hall)
Here, pretty Claude ... come to mommy...
Here kitty, kitty, kitty ...

She stops. The sound seems to be coming from below. She
bends over to listen and the contents of her purse spill
out onto the floor. She bends over awkwardly, gathering
up the articles.

MRS. MAC
Damn it, Claude! Where are you?
Kittyl?! Kitty ! Kitty! ... Come on
Claude! 7You little prick!

Just at that moment Mr. Harrison comes up the stairs, so

that on the word "prick" they ) partically nose to nose. .

He stares at her blankly. We éﬁg to Mrs. Mac feomMr . Eqcovoinv{
MR Harrison@~ag@h,Ndith her half-a-lip lipstick she makes

quite a picture. Mrs. Mac stares at him for a long

moment, then, never missing a beat, she breaks into a

toothy smile.

MRS. MAC
This is very kind of you Mr. Harrison.

CAMEQR TLTS ue Awnp PAnS T |INCLUBE MR Hnaess:oq)
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’?54{ .. 28R

CONTINUED
He stares at here. Finally,

MR. HARRISON
(slightly numb)
Think nothing of it.

He turns and moves out of frame. Mrs. Mac looks after
him. She makes a slightly obscene gesture and scrambles up.

INTERIOR -~ UPPER HALL - DAY

Shot of the alcove at the end of the upper hall, the camera
drifts slowly up towards the trap door and we hear the sound
of the cat, far in the distance, we hear the front door close.

L
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J6
. 2890, INTERTOR/EXTERIOR — ATTIC -l hE5MNAC «GeRRL Mt LARRIN -OAY 30,

Extreme high angle of shot from the attic window of the
snow-covered lawn of the house. Out from under the eaves
Mr. Harrison and Mrs. Mac walk out to his &ge car parked
at the curb in front of the house. Mr. Harrison opens

the door for Mrs. Mac and then he gets in. We hear the
sound of the cat very close now as the car starts and
begins to pull away. The camera pulls back and the corpse
appears in the side of the shot. '‘.

C A 9;.&.{:\.,.\‘; _\_,-“_..._. WLPY ¢ '; L

- Y EXTERLOR, -/ B4 s, ,'m!w
! » 5—55 E( L"’"fb‘b w )

Pk A Ak IR e Ak

of amguadsangle=FthHe Collcgere=ailcmbisaiom
OVEribho=saane .

“Wa

JESS
He's just become so dependefit on
me. It's ridiculous.

PHIL oMETHIm ¢
I ink he senses that—fhexe S
t : ir,

7 This course
is so cOppetitive,/it's just impossible
to give h§§ all thHe time he wants.

HIT,
ow—do—vour-fooPFalsu AT

He's seeing
don't know why.
going he's felt

things get worse.

JESS
ocu think he knows I want to ca
it off... huh?

4
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MR. HARRISON
Qh, well I really don't want to

inrude. - ’ij:/’)
WES {/ e
=—aBceIIT gome on#n.

MR.:HA:rI g
Oh, um... Wwells# THank vou.

Patrick, as Santa ClA !1 stands on the}l stairs in the
backgrpund throwip 2 to the childyen., He sees
Mr. Hafrison.

ou

) hrds Mr. HarriSpn who 1s just
ng“the house, taklng his p-llasmaaighes it
jes?" BT Gre 1) B M./ Harrison, shakeésWis head ggod
hunouredly. - -

Bhewfoor.olnoses . [Ppc P O |

™

35‘7 EXTERTOR - COLLEGE BUILDING - sme T £55- 0AY

The dramatic Wagnerian piano piece is playing as we FADE

UP on a severe geometrical wide shot of the elaborate
gothic building we saw earlier. Hold for several seconds
while the music plays and then Jess walks into the static
shot along the bottom of the screen. She is the only
colour against an otherwise monochromatic shot. She walks
to the front door and disappears into the building. The
music continues as the shot moves very slowly in tighter

on a window on the second floor. Several seconds go

by as the camera moves in and then the music stops abruptly.

Rec) TAL HAL PETER -TESS ~ pAY
a1 INTERIOR - RRACTICE STUDIO <l

C.v. PETER SMYTHE (30, a professional student of music,
handsome, but with a somewhat neurotic look about him)
is sitting at a grand piano with an incredulous look on
his face.
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59.
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CONTINUED
Jess is standing at the opposite end of the piano.

JESS (OFF)
(with 1ittle emotion in
her voice)
I'm pregnant.

PETER
Jess' That's fantastic...

Camera pans with him to include Jess as he moves toward her.

PETER
Well, that't great!

JESS
(quiet, but firm)
I don't want it.

REVERSE 0.S. JESS - FAVOR PETER

We see Jess in profile with Peter behind her. She does
not look at him. (Scene 55 will play as master also)

PETER
You don't want it?

JESS
No.... I'm going to have it
terminated.

PETER
(getting angry)
How can you make a decision like
that? You haven't even asked me.

JESS
I wasn't going to tell you
about it.



59.

60.

2

PETER
(pause)
Jess, I want you to have the baby.

CONTINUED

JESS
I can"t...

PETER
For God's sake, Jess! Don't you
ever consider anyone but yourself?

JESS
I've thought this out very carefully
and I know what 1', going to do.

PETER
Do you know how important this
afternoon 1s to me?

JESS
Yes, I do...

PETER
Jess why don't you just get out of here.

Jess Tooks at him for a moment, then stands to put on her coat.

L.S. PETER - JESS

We see the whole recital hall. Jess crosses the hall to the door.

calls out to her

PETER  YOMIGHT
I want to talk to you tevessdy!

JESS

There's really nothing to discuss,
Peter.

Peter



60.

61.

Edl
CONTINUED

PETER
I think there is!

JESS
I'm not going to change my mind.

PETER
We'll see. Will you be there at
nine o'clock?

JESS
Yes....

PETER
Okay... I'11 see you then.

Jess walks out of the room

Peter turns slowly, walks back and sits at the piano
thoughtfully. He Tooks at his watch. He begins to play a
difficult passage. He plays beautifully for a minute

and then makes a mistake. Peter slams his hands down on
the p1ano. The discordant note reverberates.

INTERIOR -<FRATERNITY HOUSE - BARB - MR. HARRISON - DAY
M -2 _S BARB - MR. HARRISON

He looks tHoroughly uncomfortable and out of place 1n a smaller room off
the hall of the fraternity house. He is on the telephone and is forced
to shout as there is so much noise in the hall while the

children are putting their coats on and saying "good-bye".

Barb, who by thi1s time has had far too much champagne,
Teans against the doorpost watching him.

MR. HARRISON

(shouting)
Yes, dear. 1I"m sure there's nothing
to worry about... yes, I've just been
talking with a friend of hers, and
she's going to call around for me.

(he eyes Barb apprehensively

as she towers over him unsteadily)
...yes, well I don't think we'll be
home this evening. It's a bit late
to head out now.



Lo
62. INTERIOR - FRATERNITY HOUSE - PATRICK - PHYL - DAY
M-2 - S - PATRICK - PHYL
Phil leans against the wall with herg arms crossed and
Patrick kisses her_ reaching around behind to clasp her

bottom. Just then], in background, Barb comes by ushering
some children out. She stares at Patrick's hand placement.

63. C.U. BARB
BARB
Jesus, they ought to call you Santa Crotch,
instead of Santa Claus.
_Barb moves on. Camera begins dolly around Phyl and Patrick.

64, M -2 - S PHYL - PATRICK

PHYL
You're going to blow your 1mage, Santa.
PATRICK
Say you're not going away skiing.
PHYL
You're not going away skiing.
PATRICK
Oh, come on.
What's going on?
PHIL

Patrick, I can't take you seriously
with that beard on.

He pulls the beard down under his chin and he kisses
her and Tooks at her passionately.

PATRICK
['ve got a place in the hills not
far from here. Ski slopes, a fireplace.
You'll love it. I love you.

Phyl pulls down on Patrick"s Santa beard, stretching
1t on its elastic.

PHYL
I Tove you too...but it'11 have to
wait...

She kisses him. He becomes more passionate. She pulls
quickly away letting the beard go which snaps up against
his nose.

PATRICK
Ow!

PliL puckKs AwAY Aaues GoeS Tv HELr 5 ARG
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Patrick looks disgruntled and rubs his nose. The last
couple of children are on their way out the door and

look at him curiously. He looks at them with exaggerated
resentment. He growls...

C.U. CHILD
He stares

C.U. PATRICK
PATRICK
Beat it, kid!

C.U. CHILD

The boy's face puckers, and he starts to cry.

C.U. PATRICK

PATRIGK
Oh, Christ!

INTERIOR - HALL OF MUSIC SCHOOL - PETER - DAY

In a glass phone booth, in a long corridor, Peter is trying
to support the receiver with his shoulder, tie his tie

and fintah dialing the last few digits of a phone

number. He stops fidgeting and taps his foot impatiently
as it rings several times. There is no answer. He Tooks
at his watch, hangs up angrily and gets his dime back.

He steps out into the hall, preoccupied.

Another student passes him

STUDENT
Good luck, Peter.

PETER
{snapping back 1nto focus)
Oh, um, thanks Allan....

Camera pans with Peter as he walks back across the haill
to the practice studios, still fussing with his tie.

INTERIOS - SORORITY - BATHROOM - JESS - DAY

Camera pans up from the water running noisily into

the tub. Jess enters the room wearing a slip. She

pins up her hair in front of a large mirror which 1s steaming
up. She finishes and then looks curiously at herself in
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CONTINUED

the mirror. Her eyes wander down. She grabs a towell and
wipes the steam off the mirror. She pulls her slip off
over her head, takes off her bra and pants. We see only
her back and her face in the mirror. The water thunders
into the tub. She looks down and runs her hand over her
stomach. She starts suddenly and listens.

58S
INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM ¥ DAY

A shot of the telephone ringing insistently. In the
background, we hear the water upstairs being turned off.

Jess, now in a bathrobe, comes down the stairs, through

the hall and into thE living room. She picks up the phone.
Rhore anel Legpimido Amove A om Qear

JESS

Hello... Hello.

There is silence.

JESS
Hello! Oh, hell, not again!

Suddenly, a woman's voice breaks raspy and vile.

WOMAN
Billy!

JESS
Billy? I'm sorry there's no
Billy here.

WOMAN
I know you're there nasty Billy.
You answer me this minute.

JESS
Look, you've got the wrong number:

WOMAN
Don't lie to me, I know what you
did, nasty Billy.

JESS
{puzzled)
ILook, I'm telling you, you
have the wrong number.

Suddenly the voice changes from that of a woman's
to something that sounds almost sub-human. It wails.

40.
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b.

Jess slams the phone down almost involuntarily. She
looks down at it with a shudder, not sure exactly what
to do.

qﬁ\ Suddenly, Jess jumps as there is a loud banging sound.

i maomac-ge55° Brrom _
In a shot from the Eep of the dark panelled stairway,
we see down into the front hall where a figure, distorted
out of recognition by the elaborate cut-glass front door
stands banging on the door. C AMERA PoLiirs TOWARD THC pooR
A JESS Moves TOwARD 1T

The front door bell rings and Jess steps around and
struggles to open the door.

Mrs. Mac is standing there loaded down with groceries.

JESS
Oh, here, Mrs. Mac. Let me help.

Jess takes a couple of the bags.

MRS. MAC
Thank you, dear. We've got to get
. Mr. Reynolds over here to fix that door.

{and then under her breath)
I mast've called that son-of-a-bitch
a dozen times about it.
CAMERA PANG wiTH MRS MAC AS
She follows Jess through the house to the kitchen.

{ E’ INTERIOR - KITCHEN = <& M@5 MAC-TESS~ DAY 4a1.

fi-] , Mrs. Mac sets the bags down on the counter and Jess
starts to unpack the groceries and put them away. Mrs.
Mac heads back out to the hall to hang up her coat.

JESS
Oh, Mrs. Mac. There was another
one of those calls just now.

MRS. MAC
(voice only - from the hall)
Oh, was there, dear?

JESS
It was crazy ... Some woman, then
a man wailing...

mRS[“QC
,. g‘ INTERIOR - FRONT HALL\GY 42.

THewn
Mrs. Mac hangs up her coat™ andesshwee=the—closet—door.
&he reaches up on the shelf and grabs the endless bottle

- ¥
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CONTINUED
of Sherry, takes a swigq Emeryive 17
MRS. MAC
(shouting back to her)
It's probably just one of your
boyfriends trying to tease you.

Mrs. Mac glances towards the kitchen and starts to
sneak into the dining room.

INTERTOR - DINING ROOM — «® MES- MAC - DAY

MRS. MAC
(sneaking through the room
-- shouting to Jess)
Clare Harrison's father was here
today.

JESS
(voice only)
Oh, I'm sorry, I didn't get to say
good bye to her.

Mrs. Mac opens a cabinet door and peers in.

MRS . MAC
Well, you still might. Clare didn't
meet him where she was supposed to.
(then under her breath)
Goddamn it, I know I put that in here.

INTERIOR - KITCHEN - e JESS -0 BHY

Jess stops putting the groceries away.

JESS
(shouting)
Well, do you know where she 1s?

MRS. MAC
(voice only)
I thought she probably went over
to the fraternaity.

Jess resumes unpacking the groceries.
JESS

(not convinced)
Oh, yeah? Maybe she did.

e/

43.

44,

45,



U5

9. T} INTERIOR - DINING ROOM —=gBE MASMAC - LAY

MRS. MAC
(as she finds what she's
been looking for -- muttering
under her breath)
Oh... there you are.
{she pulls out a bottle of
Sherry and takes herself a
shot)
I knew you were in there.
(she tosses it back and
quickly replaces the bottle..
she closes the cabinet door
quietly and heads back out -
to the kltchenlﬁﬁmbq& PANS w'TH H‘@R'
The cat...
{she clears her throat -- the
Sherry has quite a bite)
... the cat is missing. I haven't
seen Claude all day.
{sweetly)
Here, Claude!

She disappears out of the room, clearing her throat again.

ne. "-‘": v 2l ~SARGEANT NNSH ~HYL - BaRt-MA, IARR 150N — oar.

INTERIOR ~ POLICE STATION - Mk .

CAMERN PEERS AT TRE CRouP Flom OUTSHO08 THEWiINGewDF A

W small local police station, s festooned with Christmas
decorations. A ruddy-faced police sergeant stands behind
a counter, trying to make sense out of what Phil, Mr.
Harrison and Barb are trying to tell him about Clare.

They are all talking at once. Barb is very drunk.

ATL
Well, I know she's not at the sorority
'house. We called there. What are you
going to do about this? What's the
procedure?

Reptregha—my ? Nobody's seen her

since last night.

It's obvious that nothing is being accomplished and the
sergeant is getting irritated.

._,-—-#
f.C.u nasy SERGEANT NASH

Please! ... could you just give it
to me one at a time?

THe CROVP e (oFF)

(rudely)
Well, what the hell are you going
to do about it?

0.0.5.VAsH Faved

46.
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SERGEANT
(staring at her
and pointing at her)
And you... just shut up!

BARB
For a public servant, your attitude
stinks. I think you should...

SERGEANT
(eyeing her sternly)
Shut up!

Barb turns away and stares angrily off into space. CAMERA Dowies
bu&q T EKCLUQE bARGD 2L ] INC,I.,\JQE mn ‘ﬂﬂﬂﬂlsoh)-
SERGEANT
(to Mr. Harrison)
Now... Mr., Harrison, if you're convinced
your daughter's missing, you can fill
out one of these forms.
(he pulls a sheaf of papers
out from a drawer and leafs
through until he finds the one
he wants and puts it on the
counter)
I don't know if it'll be any consolation
but 90% of the time girls from the college
have been reported missing, they've been
off somewhere at a cabin with their
boyfriends.

MR. HARRISON .
(1osktimg—over—the—tommd( TV AN ING T‘4C‘°\

Thanks, but that's not much

lation. .
Cﬁmznf:ogggui%%nncu YO 1N CLUPE bAAD WHo LEANS OUCE THE D

. LT Comic.
P\JCNBG-DU%}J. Tr s A neIr "
Yeah, just what are you insinuating?

esK

SERGEANT
(to Barb)
Look, why don't you just go to the -

counter over there andifill out the
'> *
form? 4;22717“"

BARB
No! I want to know what you mean
by that! Just what do you think we
are?

4
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A= CONTINUED
W P B-SueT PnsT Nagw FAver PHVL - BARD
H II I!‘ . i ] .
the—reom—to—~fidi~it=cdit. Phil looks at Barb with a

bored expression.

BARB
Well, I think he should take it back!
He's not talking to me like that!

A% . M-35 1teT FAveR NS H
3'3‘ m-3% SERGEANT

I take it back. I take it back.
I'm sure you girls aren't like
that at all.

gu"‘ 85, sk RSN 1 BARB

Yes, we are, but it's none of
your Goddamn business.

Phil takes Barb by the arm and tries to lead her away.

PHIL
Come on, Barb. You're not helping
things here at all.
CTANDS

But Barb pulls her arm away from her and e< :
o= by the counter, sulking. Phil shrugs and goes
over to the other side of the room to where Mr. Harrison
is filling out a form.

The police sergeant back at the counter is writing into
a book and leans over the counter to Barb who sits
stonily.

SERGEANT
Excuse me... could you tell me the i
number of the sorority houseg,=please.

Barb looks up at him and her attitude seems to change
to one of friendliness. The others are occupied across

the room,
BARB
Yeah, sure. It's Fellatio 2-0880.
G- C.u (VASH SERGEANT

(writes and then stops)

Roddeteraz  WHATT
%96 Cu GAAD BARB

(with an air of impatience)
It's a new exchange. Fellatio.
F-E.

e /
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87. CONTINUED
0.S. BARB FAVOR NASH

SERGEANT
That's a new one on me. How do
you spell 1t?

Desk Sergeant writes carefully.

BARB
(she turns her back on Nash,
facing camera, examining her
fingernails in feigned
boredon)
Capital F -g- i-7-a-t-i-o0...

SERGEANT
Thanks!

BARB
Don't mention it.
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. 4 CONTINUED

Peter stares down at the keyboard, biting his lip as the
door closes with a hollow boom and their footsteps fade
away down the outer hall.

There is silence. He pokes at a key thoughtfully and
looks out at the empty room. The note echoes around
the room.

He begins to play-but very soon makes a mistake. He
stops, composes himself, takes a deep breath and tries
again. He plays the passage where he made the mistake
earlier. CAMERA QJOLLIES SLOWLY IN N Him

It begins slowly and quietly but as he approaches the
difficult passage he plays with more passion. Tears come

into his eyes and run down his cheek.”? He plays perfectly
to the end and stops. . .
qy. Cu. e S CAME ANS VP T M s PAce

He laughs tterly. He looks disdainfully at the piano
and then around e empty room. YHe gets up slowly and
f,ﬂ“\t'm walks towardsthe door. As he passes a music stand in
FVM’BNS thg rgﬁdd]];e of the room with a heavy metal base, he stops
" an inks a moment.

[

. He turns, takes the top off it and walks with the base
2 > ~kack to the piano. 7)CUT TO BLACK. The camera is shooting
i'/ the raised top of the grand piano. It moves and is
qs rP\:TSER suddenly flipped roughly back. It teeters for a second

then noisily wrenches off its hinges and falls with a
huge clatter to the floor.

Peter can now be seen standing on the far side of the
piano with a malicious look on his face and the music
stand over his shoulder. He raises it and slams it
viciously into the works of the piano.

The sound booms around the room. He methodically slams

it violently with all his strength several times. Strings

snap and chips of wood fly. He stops as suddenly as he

began. He sets the base down and cooly surveys his handiwork.

LameRM Doltics ARouND T o BEER DOWN IvTe THE uiNEQ WORLs uF [HE PiAaNO . WE
HEPK PeTER 4 turng] away and calmly walk@# down the room and out the

door. It slams hollowly behind him.

@@ bINTERIOR - HOCKEY RINK - pmmw= {55 CHRIS Hoolgy PLATERS -NiCHT 45

The hollow booming sound carries over into a large bright
skating rink where a hockey practice is taking place. The
. players skate around passing the puck back and forth and
then line up on the blue line and fire shots at the goalie
who is well padded and wears a mask. CAMERA PANS To S¢€




5

cameRm QoLuEs BeHiva
WER AG SHE Y

&8:. CONTINUED

Jess enterp She glances around and”ese Galks amswnd e To THE
side of the rink, down to where the players are. She
stands behind the screen -~ directly behind the goalie,

trying to attract his attention. But there is too much
noise on the ice.

——— LA u-:t:',r-_-:-'—_—'--- W‘F"‘_-—- won T

Finally, she puts two fingers in her lips and whistles
loudly. The practice stops. The goalie turns to her.
1, Reners€e FRom BEHINDT W& GORLIE TE5S 1as BACkE Rounwd,
JESS
(gesturing at him)
Can I see you?

i
The goalie, still with his mask on, nods at\her, waves
at the other players and skates over to her They speak
through the wire screen.

cAmEa moves BEUNP

JESS
Have you seen Clare today?

CHRIS
No... she went home.

JESS
No. She didn't. No one knows
where she is.

Chris pushes the mask back onto his head.

CHRIS

49 .

JESS
{shouting over the sound
of the sleowsmmrJocrksr CRME -
I thought maybe she was with you
or at least you might have heard
from her.
L T, T

e sl . .
o@ CHEls
8, ReuLAsE 0§ TESS FVOG Be
No... not 51nce last night. It
sounds a bait alarmist, but maybe
we should go to the police.

e /
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JESS
Her father already did this aftexrnoonq
with Phil and Barb. The police didn't
take it seriously.

CHRIS
What? Why not?

JESS
I think they figured she was shacked
up somewhere.

#. INTERIOR - DINING ROOM - NIGHT 50.
qﬂ.L.‘a MRS TARC - Pl\L~ MK HARRISoN ~ BARD
In the dim light of the dining room, Mr. Harrison sits at
the table. Phil sits opposite him and Barb sits slouched
‘ in a big chair in a corner of the room with a drink.

. . MRS MAL T8 AT THE EvA.
MRS. MAC

Mr. Harrison, really I do wish you'd
eat something. Starving yourself isn't
N going to help the situation at all.
i atn 2o oy £l diisden
WON — MR. HARRISON
jovc.uMmA HedR No, thank you very much, Mrs. MacHenry.
I just have no appetite. I feel like
I should be doing something but I don't p
know what. . a 1l
f»unfkuHLAnavb»lﬂlqﬂ¢lJLA?v@&nnﬁdﬂ»34ﬂtbJﬂpxﬂ*”“JL“a' s
MRS. MAC
Well, just stop worrying. The best
thing you can do is wait here and I'm
sure she'll call or show up soon.

She goes back out to the kitchen.CRAmERA PANS Witk HER UNTI L
SHE CRoHDLES BAaAS THENn LeT? HER OUY HoLDimG OV BARS
MR. HARRISON (6FF)
I just wish I knew what to do.

ERA MovEsS (N 6N BARR.
) CamEAs O BARE

{she is even more drunk
than before)
Did you know?... and this is a
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101.

102.

103.

104.

105.

106.
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BARB (CONTINUED)

Little -known fact....

(pause)

There are some species of turtles...
(she stands for smphasis - camera
follows her)

or is 1t tortoises...no, it's

turtles. There are some species of

turtles... that screw for three

days without stopping...

M.S. MR. HARRISON - PHYL - MRS. MAC - WHO ENTERS THE SHOT

They all look up at her dumbfounded.

M.S. BARB

She falls back into the chair for dramatic emphasis.

BARB

(Oblivious)
Oh, yes,... you may not believe me
but I'm not making it up. They
screw for three days.

Mr. Harrison's mouth hangs open. Mrs. Mac tries to

intervene.

C.U. MRS.

M.S5. BARB

MAC

Barb, dear...

MRS. MAC

BARB

You don't believe me, do you? Well, 1t's
true... three days without stopping!

I'm lucky if I can get three minutes.
Three days, honest 1njun, I know, cause

I went to the zoo to watch 'em, It's

very boring.

I didn't stay for the whole three days

actually, I went over to watch the
Zzebras... they only take about 30 seconds.

She starts to giggle 1nsanely. She spins off in a
paroxysm of drunken laughter.

3-SHOT - PHYL- MR. HARRISON - MRS. MAC

The others stare embarrassed, not sure what to do.
Finally, Barb stops abruptly and stares at them.

€C.U. BARB

BARB

{aopearina almost sober)

0
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106. CONTINUED

BARB
You think it's my fault, don't
you?!
107. C.U. PHYL
PHYL

Barb, stop it.
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586

5 BA

BARB
Don't shit me! Why don't you just
come out and say it? Go ahead, say
it! Say it! You think I drove her
off ... If she's dead, you're
going to blame me!

10 Cu mr v ARk Som, -

They are stricken, there is a long silence. Mr. Harrison

sits back vYaksg..
10D -5 HoT MRy MAC

|g|| C.v BARR -

PRI

PHIL
Barb, for God's sake!

BARB

(she can't go back now)
That's what we're all thinking.
Why don't you just say it.

57 MR WARRISM N F.é.

She starts to sob. M e et Mw
¢ PHIL  Covrnsrn Lo
|“a\ n\.?-% MRS mnm WQM

Barb, you don't know what you're
saying. You've had too much to drink,
dear. Mr. Harrison is going to have
a very poor impression of this house.

BARB
I don't give a shit. I'm sick of
people insinuating things around
here and never coming out and saying
what they really mean.

She stands unsteadily.

\l I‘b CAU; PHVL PHIL

qbq M-

mti
PR erRe. MAD B

Barb, why don't you go up and lie down
for a while?

ARB
Oh, shut up!
(pulling away from
Mrs. Mac)
And leave me alone, Goddamn it!
I know you think it's my fault!
You've been implying it all afternoon!

VU9 M-25 MR MaRRSom deen 1o 8.0 Berivg o e

Phil rolls her eyes.

PHIL
Barbara, you're drunk: Go to bed!

i lLI c v &F\R@

Barb looks at them angrily and then storms out of the
room. - Ehe-mrm‘ﬁm eave
HT, Mma-5 A5 iv 108 Loman. Mmowen "} PLR vn ada Laprnn

N bar 6T Toor WRr + Comrmdog. (et Ao o Jove 02 A2
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INTERIOR - LIEUTENANT FULLER'S OFFICE - M9 QUICE «(gwr Fwwfl'”'gl.'
POLICE STATION - NIGHT

TIGHT CLOSE-UP on a thirty-five year old woman with rollers
in her hair. She is MRS. QUAIFE -- a womanh from the town.
T s Lt . T o0 . o D
MRS. QUAIFE
(fighting back tears)

She's out for Christmas holidays,

but you see there was a band practice

over at the high school today.

.. Janice plays Clarinet. : .
Cosrmtre, Otovrrned I M\MQWQ}M

Across a desk in an office lined with maps and files, Lieutenant
KEN FULLER watches her and listens sympathetically. He is
thirty-five, ambitious, a native of the town and bright.

0.5. Funer FAVDR MRS GuAIFE

MRS. QUAIFE
When she didn't come home, I called
Melady Greene's place, ... that's her
best friend, but they hadn't seen her
all day. She's only thirteen, Lieutenant,
and my husband's a trucker. He's on
the road. So, I cameover here.

LIEUTENANT FULLER (TvA®wG PRoFILE |
How long is it since anyone saw
her, Mrs. Quaife?

MRS. QUAIFE
Well, not since band practice, this
morning.

INTERIOR - POLICE STATION - NIGHT 52.
CameRA FouLowd

e, ‘. L] 1] 3
<Jess ana*thrrs—56;¢71nto the main section of the police

station and up to the counter. Sergeant Nash rises from
his desk.

SERGEANT NASH
Here's oqur star goalie! How's
the boy, Chris?

CHRIS
L:Lsten Nash you stupld son-of-a-bitch®*™Y0uy {orT A

BiG FulKinG MouTs

SERGEANT NASH (OvmQ poun0e0)
What the hell are you talking about?
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S#&. CONTINUED

Just then across the room a door opens and Lieutenant
Fuller steps out. He is surprised to see Chris.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Hi, Chris. How's your brother?
I haven't seen...

Chris raises the door in the counter and walks through
the main room towards Fuller. Jess follows him.CAMERA DeiLic S
&E1 N0
CHRIS
I've got to talk to you, Ken,

Fuller pulls his office door shut behind him.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Yeah? _What is it?
T\ REWERSE SHOW NG uRsk 1N B.Co
CHRIS
I want to know why nothing's been
done about Clare Harrison being missing
... and how this schmuck gets away with
saying the things he does?
. (gesturing at Sergeant Nash)

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Why? Do you know her?

CHRIS
Yeah, I've been taking her out.
(remembering Jess)
Oh. This is Jess Bradford. She
lives at the same sorority house
as Clare... Jess, this is Ken Fuller.

LIEUTENANT FULLER

{nods hello to Jess

~- he opens his office door

and gestures to them to enter)
Come on in for a minute.

(they disappear into the

office)

(then to Sergeant Nash)
Sergeant, get me the file on the
Harrison girl.

\:\qu C-v. Naﬁn&\-&, B : -RM Q 0 .

% _INTERIOR - FRONT HALL - M_u.,%m“_‘ £55=CHRIS - NIGHP  53.

o 1237

-m%&t Mwwamww
dooy %mm% ,
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Yes. Where's Mr. Harrison?

#9.  INTERFOR—= DINING RQOM - NIGHT * 54

-

-

B JEESJ Chris and Mrs. Mac enter the dining room. Mr(/,
Harrison and Phil rise from the table.

MRS. MAC
Mr. Harrison, I think you've met
Jessica Bradford and this is the
ung man I told you about this
ernoon... Christopher Hayder’.

MR. HARRISON
haking his head, bu
ing him warily)
How do you do?

. CHRIS

Hello, sir.

MR, %A, ISON
X&eand mamry, 1'm yery surprised to
hear that you'ye\been taking out
my daughter. /g'm disturbed that
Clare has hidden this from her
7
mother and

JESS
(interrupting)
Excuse me, I think it might b
little more to the point to tell
you why Chris is here, Mr. Harnison.

CHRIS
Jess and I just came from the police
station. Now, I'm sure there's nokhing
to get concerned about, but there's
another girl missing. A kid from th
high school. So, the police are formyng
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INTERIOR - BARB'S ROOM —BEEER MRS MAC -BRAG - NiGH T

STAY IN BLACK. Suddenly, the screen lights up as a lamp
comes on the frame. It is on a bedside table in Barb's

room.
comis 1N AMR
Mrs. Mac¥sits on the bed beside Barb who has passed out,

and takes a drink. She talks to the unconscious girl.
CWM/W‘L‘JL’U‘ A2 @l tumbron 2ot
MRS. MAC
God. You don't know how well off
you are.
(she puts her drink down
on the bedside table --
she is only slightly smashed
-- she pulls Barb's shoes off
and starts to undress her}
I'm telling you. I must be the best
Goddamn house mother on campus 4= Teede

- o

(she takes another drink
and struggles with the girl's
body to get her blouse off)
If they were to give out an award
for the best house mother, I'll bet
I'd get it.
(Barb's leg is wrapped
around Mrs. Mac's shoulder
awkwardly as the old lady
takes another sip of her
drink -- Mrs. Mac puts down
her drink and looks at Barb)
What a slob!... twelve yvears I've
been looking after girls like you.

And no gratitude at 311.-qulrsvovW)“THtNK T°0 AT LeAsT
(she roughly pulls off CET House Monitek 0F T YR

Barb's skirt and tosses it

across the room onto a chair

——- she grunts as she rolls

Barb over to take off her bra

-— she takes another drink and

glances around the room inquiringly)
Boy, I should've been smart like my
sister and married a man with money.

(she leans back, dreaming of

such a life, and rests her glass

with the ice cubeson Barb's bare

back)
Boy, what a 1life I'd have... Florida
every winter,

{(Barb stirs and moans and tries

to swat at the cold drink on

her back -- seeing what she's

done, Mrs. Mac quickly moves the

drink and puts i1t back on the table)
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a¥. CONTINUED

MRS. MAC (CONTINUED)
g, sorry honey.
(she rubs Barb's back --
Barb moans again)
It's okay, honey. Mrs. Mac is
here. She'll take care of you.
{she takes another drink)
It's okay. 22 5",

—— —]-\ﬂ- il

in the park. About flfty people, mostly from the toWn,
are in the Jpark being addressed by Lieutenant Fullegr on a
bullhor-n\. W SEE Two TEAMS O0F WunTING DOGS AND 5 vLRAL smournoaut,; .

l%a Through a window,\we see Mfs. Quaife sfitting afone in the
back of a pguad car. She pites her nafls, listening
nervously.

IEUTENANT FULLER

(from\the gteps of the

Mrs. Quajifel\and{Mr. Harrison
asked me to gxpress their th
you for coming put on such
night to help)
(shot of
standing
Jess, Chri
Now, Mrs. Quaifie\has pold ug that
Janice would very\}i

. Harriso

through this pdrk \o

from school thi So, the
first thing we o is comb
this park. I'd e to spread
out evenly acr¢ edge of the
park and we'll . Now make
sure those who iights with
ly and not

in one sec&tion!

various peogle

up)

the other sijde, we'll

on doors ar d the high
our way ov towards the
if anyone fihds anything,
t right awayl] to tell the
Let's go!

The group bregks up and beéﬁns to spread noisily across
the lower sec¢tion of the park.
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GONTINUED
The pdgfse ofi man FootstePs in thi€ snowgapdd cars,and
peef e shpﬂfinp'iéck aAd forth” gbnti uﬁi as camégg

ilg/fupf/the Froht of the mo ent /thrpu Bare
brafighe agg‘r14s,“ o tHe AMig y whe clelids race
acrgsg thie/mood .~
EXTERIOR ~ HOUSE - Jigieaes LeTeER~ NIWENRT 60.

Cu )
D&Qﬂﬂé&E to a new shot of the moon. There is silence.

Slowly the camera tilts down gradually revealling the
sorority house in a very long shot. The silence is

broken by the sound of footsteps in the snow and a

figure walks into frame. He squats on his heels against  _
a tree and looks at the big sorority house across the
street for a few seconds. As he turns his head, we see

that it is Peter.

He glances at his watch, rubs his forehead thoughtfully,
and then rises and walks out of the frame. The shot
stays on the house as his footsteps recede in the crisp
SNow.

INTERIOR -ATTIC - e CLALOE -~ NMGEGWT 61.

Dmgashot of the gloomy attic. Moonlight comes
in through the window and the cat wanders through the array
of trunks and boxes.

Suddenly, it leaps and lands on the lap of Clare's corpse
in the rocking chair which-begins to move back and forth.
The cat rubs lovingly against Clare. The camera moves up
to her face wrapped in plastic, staring emptily as it rocks
just slightly back and forth in the moonlight.

INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM ~RZ@EL~mMKFS mAL ~AiGHT 62.

At a desk in the living room, Mrs. Mac sits, now dressed
in a wool suit and matching hat for travelling, She sips
on a drink and writes a note. ©She signs it, takes another
gulp of her drink, picks up the note and begins reading it
in a low mumbling monotone.

As she reads in the big o0ld empty house, the camera shoots
her from odd angles, occasionally with foreground objects

and shows several shots of the dark empty dining room and

the long dark stairway leading to the second floor.
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138.

139.

140.

141.

142.
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CONTINUED

MRS. MAC

Dear Girls,....

(she stops and dots the "i")
Mrs. Mac 1s deeply sorry...

(she sips her drink)
but she has to go away tonight. I
know I am obligated to stay until
all of you girls have left the house
for the holidays, but...

(she stops and crosses the "t")

L.S. THE EMPTY HALLWAY

I"'m sure you will understand that this
is the only time I could get a ticket
to go for Christmas to my sister's.

L.S. THE STAIRWAY

I'm sure that Clare will show up. Please
say "good bye" to Mr. Harrison.

M.S. THE TRAP DOOR

Merry Christmas to all of you
Love, Mrs. Mac
0 (she sips her drink and thinks a moment)
h.
(she writes again)
P.S. I still cannot find Claude., Could
you keep an eye gut for him?

M.S. SHOT - MRS, MAC

MR. Reynolds said that he would feed him
over the holidays...

She pulls a piece of tape off a roll on the deak.

Camera follows here as she rises and tapes the note to the
front of the Christmas tree. She glances at her watch

and hurries out into the hall and up the stairs.

INTERIOR - ATTIC - NIGHT

There is the cound of heavy rasping, animal-1ike breathing
as a wide-angle lens on the subjective camera PANS AROUND
the filthy attic. Then there is the whispering sound of a
man shivering with fear.

CALLER
Oh G-God. No! Please! Stop me!
Please!

hen there is ominous silence and we hear the soft purring

of a cat and then the sound of it meaowing. The cat is nowhere in

sight.

...56
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143. INTERIOR - MRS. MAC'S ROOM - MRS. MAC - NIGHT

Camera pans with Mrws. Mac as she hurries into the room where one bag
stands packed and ready by the door and another lies open on the
bed. She scurries about the room, grabbing a couple of last things
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143. CONTINUED

ANDtossing them into the suitcase. She pulls the negligee
that the girls gave her out of the box and holds it up in
front of her. She 1ooks across the room into the mirror
and hums and does a couple of dance steps from the routine
that she did for the girls.

She stops as quickly as she started. Tosses the negligee
into the suitcase on the bed and closes it.

She is pushing the snaps shut when she hears the sound of
a car horn,

144, INTERIOR - EXTERIOR - L.S. - 0.S. MRS, MAC TO TAXI

She pulls back the curtain and sees a taxi
waiting for her down on the street.

MRS. MAC
(muttering)
A1l right, Goddamn, it. I hear you

Camera pans with her as she pulls the bag off the bed, turns
out the light, picks up the other bag and heads out the door.

145, INTERIOR - UPPER HALL - MRS. MAC - NIGHT

Camera dollies back as Mrs. Mac comes out of her room and is
about to go down the stairs when she sops and listens. She
hears the sound of the cat.

MRS. MAC
Claude!
(she sets her bags down
and listens)
Where are you? Now you stop hiding
11ke this!
(she heads dow n the hall)
?oddamn it , Clauds, you're going to make me
ate!
(she listens at all of
the doors to the rooms)
Come and say good bye to Mamma,
Claude!
{she eventually wends her way to the
stairs leading to the attic
trapdoor -- she listens)

146. C.U. TRAP DOOR
147. M.S. - MRS, MAC

How the hell did you get up there?
(she walks up the stairs
to the trapdoor and starts
to push it open -- the taxi
driver honks his horn .



G116

147. CONTINUED

again jmpatiently -- Mrs.
Mac. stops)
Oh shut up! You can wait.
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CONTINUED

DRIVER
Hey! 1Is anybody there?

There is silence. He shrugs, turns away and goes down
the stairs.

INTERIOR - UPPER HALL -~ NIGHT 69

There is the creak of rusty hinges as the attic trapdoor
is slowly lowered.

INTERIOR/EXTERIOR ~ ATTIC - 2wy WMgs MALOummY - N1 &HT 70
$u63hﬂ"Ub

Extreme hlgh—anglévgﬁot lﬁ the attic window as the cab

driver walks away from the front of the house. He opens

the car door and looks curiously up at the big silent

house, gets in the car and turns it around. His head-

lights flare in the lens.

There is the sound of heavy breathing which becomes louder
and heavier until it is almost deafening. The subjective
camera growls and shrieks and then rages through the attic
viclently.

Mrs. Mac's hanging body is smashed aside and swings in a
broad arc. The camera feels and sounds like a ferocious
trapped animal.

It slams up against a wall and turns careening through the
attic again with an agonized wail, knocking over a chair
and breaking the rocking horse with almost super-human
strength., It crashes viciously to a corner with the sound
of breaking glass and gags and hisses and growls. It
shakes about on the floor and whimpers until the sounds
become more human, like a man crying.

PARK - Tes DAL -CHATG - MA HARRISON * NJC'H
EXTERIOR — Rt — Lieee 1€ ROUCAT 71
Swowmoﬂlu; HE .
The beam of a powerful flares in the lens, THEN MOUL?
Several figures are silouetted against the snow as they
cross the park. Lights of houses can be seen beyond
them.

Jess runs up past the others to Chris.

JESS
Hey! 1I'm going to have to split.
(Phil comes over to them)
Peter's coming over to the house
and I can't miss him. I'm late
already.
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JGo ... 68
% CONTINUED
MR. HARRISON
(coming up, out of breath)
My God, it's cold.
QW
Detr™t werTy, JESET These TTT lobs
wE~peopde—0Ut.
PHIL
Yeah, I'll be coming home very soon too.
I'm freezing.
CHRIS
We'll let you know if anything happens.
JESS
Okay, thanks. See you later.
ALL
Yeah. Bye Jess.
Jess runs off down the park to the street. In the
background, we hear voices shouting "Janice!" and
"Clare!".
CHRIS -
Do ygu want to go back to the house
Mz, Harrison? - 4
MR. HARRISON
¢ Not! until wej¥e found
MR.
(his heart
The¥
#® INTERIOR/EXTERIOR — ATTIC - Nmew® MgsS MAC Pummy ~ NI1GH 72.

DTS2 OTV et T -siret—of-bho—pi-girb—ola.. The camera tilts

to show the curving spires and delicate ironwork lightening
rods on the gabled roof of the old Edwardian house. The
wind howls. The slate shingles gleam like silver in the
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CONTINUED
moonlight as the camera begins a languid crane down from
the rooftop, past the eaves to the attic window where the
warm glow from a candle burning casts a shadow against the
wall of Mrs. Mac's body swinging from the rafter.

A jarraing scream cuts in hard and loud.

EXTERIOR - PARK - Mg Sceamivé GifL- Bor~MeHT 73.

The scream carries over. TIGHT CLOSE-UP of a girl's face,
horrified, screaming. Two boys run into frame and are
equally aghast. One starts running through a wooded area
shouting hysterically for Lieutenant Fuller.

BOY
Hey! Get someone over here!

The other boy at the scene turns and wretches. Still
others arrive and stare down horrified and turn away.

EXTERIOR: - ROAD NEAR PARK - ety MA HAAR S N - N1 GHT 74.

Mr. Harrison is standing with a group of people in front
of his car drinking hot coffee. He hears the boy's voice.
He gives the others a hopeful look and runs off into the
park.

EXTE;(IDR m PARKﬂ NIGHT, 75.

/\ A/
//V Harrlso runs/é;rough th_,4ﬁ£§%_beg’§;E_,shows a

m}xgpre/bfuant;glpatlon,and dread.

A-EXTERIOR AYPARK +) NIGHT - 76.

e d/////ﬂ\u
éé/ &/;ohjf ég;le haVEJQZZLved at\>he scene and they

all Just stare at a spot out of the frame.

EXTERIOR - PARK - ssmr CHR1S @HvL - MH.GHT 77.

Phil and Chris hear the boy shouting for the police and
run towards the sound.

EXTERIOR - ROAD NEAR PARK -~i@pl’ MQK4 Qumcc.PoLchnmm N:&:H”-

Mrs. Quaife, still sitting in the.back -seat.of a squad. car,
sees people running past into the park. She looks around

1



166

167

16

... 4B
CONTINUED
in alarm hearing the shouting and gets out of the car. A
policeman takes her by the arm and tries to get her back
into the car.
POLICEMAN
It's all right, Mrs. Quaife. Wwhy
don't you just wait here?
MRS . QUAIFE
(becoming hysterical
and pulling away from him)
No! Ggﬁﬁﬁﬁi;@%! Leave me alone!
(she starts to run with
the people passing the car)
They found Janice! Didn't they?
They found my baby! I know it!
(pulling away from the
policeman again)
Let me go! DisGms=! Where is she?
(she grabs someone
running past)
Where is she? Tell me!
{she runs off into the
park)
? Tell me where she is!!!
p
EXTERIOR - PARK - swesr MR HARRISON - NIGHNT 79.

ME. HARRISON
(still running, he shouts)
Where are you?

Voices call out to him and he runs towards a group.

) ‘ ' : 4/,
EXTERIOR - PARK - maemr CHR14 PRYL-MA FMMISGN'MMGM/;{.A//%O_

Chris is there looking ill. Mr. Harrison rushes up.
His face registers shock and revulsion.

Mrs. Quaife runs to the scene, still crying out for
Janice. She reaches the group and is silent for a
second as the full impact of the scene hits her. Her
face contorts in agony and she is about to scream.

INTERIOR/EXTERIOR - Lawes - Naeue MRS MAcs DUMMY-M €147 1.

In a shot from outside the attic window we see Mrs. Mac's
body, no longer swinging, hanging in the attic. There

is silence.- She is lit harshly-from below. There is a
long, gquiet pause.
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CONTINUED

The jangling ringing of a very loud telephone cuts
harshly into the silence.

INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM - giass J 9% ~ N‘Gﬂ‘*'T—’.

TIGHT SHOT of a telephone. It is ringing very loudly.
HOLD on the telephone as there is a sound of a door being
opened and then slammed shut.

A hand wearing a mitt reaches into frame and picks up
the receiver. The camera follows it up to Jess's face.
She is breathing very hard and her cheeks are red from
running in the cold.

JESS
Hello...

She struggles with her coat, trying to get it off, but
she stops suddenly realizing that this is the obscene
caller again.

This call is as bizarre as it can possibly be made,
demonstrating very clearly the magnitude of the caller's
psychotic state. The sound of his voice is wvery loud.

He speaks in several widely varying voices, changing
fluently from one to another. Some of the sounds are not
at all human and punctuated with gagging growls and
wheezing. The caller never speaks directly to Jess
except in one rasping male voice pleading for help.

It is almost as if the other voices are acting out a
sequence having nothing at all to do with Jess.

JESS
Hello. Look, who is this?

CALLER

(there is gquiet moaning

which changes to the sound

of a little girl crying and

then which builds quickly

to where she is screaming 1n

agony, gasping for breath --

this changes abruptly to a

man's voice, pleading softly)
Help me! Stop me! Please! O©Oh, God:
Please! Stop me!

JESS
{confused and very
frightened by the call)
What do you want? Why are you doing

this? Shepeeist! Skepseiwers !

82
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CALLER

(there is a choking sound

from which the sounds of a

woman's voice, wvery similar

to the woman's voice in the

earlier call, emerges, crying)
Now look here! I know that he just
isn't capable of such a thing!

JESS
Who are you? For God's sake,
what are you doing?

CALLER
(the woman begins crying,
sobbing incoherently -- the
voice becomes a man, harsh
and ugly)
You bitch! 1I'll fix you!

JESS
{very frightened now)

Stop it! Stopdesme—tRre=te-mel VI+ Y AN VYo

FOlC TH3 70 e~ ?

. CALLER
(there is gasping and a
loud wheezing -- then the
little girl cries again
-- the effect is somehow
disqusting)

Jess hangs up the phone, looks at it nauseated, and very
confused.

JESS
(shaking her head angrily)
Jesus Christ!

gf,' INTERIOR - FRONT HALL - Npeue JtS5S “NIeNT 83.

Jess hurries out into the hall to the bottom of the stairs,
CAMERN LOOKS DOWN ON HER FRem Ty ToPOF THE S TAIRS
JESS
{shouting up the stairs)
Mrs. Mac? Hey, Mrs. Mac! Are
yvyou home? Hello?

There is only silence. SMPr—ob—Foggewiromr=—rohdind=g=dorom=

» She looks nervously around

. ’ the hall and walks away.
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|‘\5 (W.It is Peter.

{16 M-%:S OVE

Pe1ek

YEAH WelL you SCARED THE
Woll OuT ME T WHAT WASG

Aut THE YELL NG,
TARING 2 AP,

19

INTERIOR — ATTIC -~ MBI MR s Mnags Rymmy = NIGHT

Quick cut of Mrs. Mac's face, severely contorted ain
death, hanging in the attic.

INTERTOR - KITCHEN AND BACK HALL - <omewe J& GG NMVGRT

CAMEAR POl W TESS A9 9RY
deoome walks quickly through the kitchen pulling off her
coat and hangs it up in the dark back hall.

INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM - e T E£5S « NICHT

Shot of the telephone. Jess picks it up and dials.
The sound is very loud. She is very agltated.

-Je59

As she is dialing, cut to a shot from the top of the
stairs of Jess, with her back to the hall, down in the
living room. In a hand-held shot, the camera begins
to move slowly down the stairs towards her. We stay
on this shot and her voice becomes clearer as the
camera moves closer to her.

JESS
Hello... yes, I've been getting
obscene phone calls and I want to
know what can be done about it...
vyes... all-right, I'll hold. But
only for a minute...

Jess waits. The camera has moved into the room right
up behind her. She turns quickly and gasps.

peieRk TP JL3%
& JESS

Peter! My God! You nearly scared
the life out of me! Why didn't you
say SOmethlng" I thought Barb was
the ,only one in the izuse.

Cormaro_ Lgadbn ool

anmﬂquivvaqtc\

s USRI g e Ty
Qurmbeduanlmhepeamggkgggwg = mind,
T wag hut it got-mighty cold waitiny for you.

T MobE Yo

Don' T MminD But il GotT CoLd ,ﬁ

W TN FoR Yo v

TESS

. HEmsorey—Wim=Tate P eter,

!

< $oRRY T WS LATE,Putck.

85.

86.

and tosses hls cozt over a chair casually.Nelhquau&
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\-&2. CONTINUED PeTed
Ya’:ﬁ#
1 dLrabf
| G g
W Conchon hogame !
(firmly)

¥ . & G
Baduia, C:lare.Mmmmn,al"'..':&t:ﬂ:@e’d‘rﬂy}s nigein

I was out with a search party looklng
for her.

(into telephone)
Yes? Hello?

PETER
(smugly)
How nokle.

WMWMQW e@.ewmém Y apfw&

(into telephone)

Hello. What's going on down there?
I want to report something!... no,
I don't want to held!:

{(then shakes her head,
exasperated -~ she tries

changing her approach to
Peter)

How did the recital go?
o - Peverk
117 c.o- e PETER

(snapping}
How do you think it went? -

\ 4 Cvroarea W;%%‘SNV“”‘I&H;;H« (~ W\%fe('

Peter, what kind of a game are you
playing? I thought you wanted to talk?
So why don't you sit down and quit

attacking me and we'll try to have a
rational =dwdb conversation.

n}
: %E&$ehd®ne%a*lo%ﬂof

%’; 35 gf;‘SJ.ncewth:LS*af*teﬁnoon/ a?;'ad
)

- A
pveécome to “‘few~eonclﬁ$1onsa..

{(into the phone again)

Yes. Hello... _stay on the
line. Dl COO onh l'rt
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178. INTERIOR - POLICE STATION - NASH - NIGHT

There are numercus people in the small police station
and a Tot of activity. The Desk Sergeant 1s trying to
talk on the telephone.

SERGEANT NASH
(shouting over the noise
1n the station)
Okay, lady calm down now. Let's
have the story...oh, yes? What's
the address?
(he writes)
106 Belmont Street

179. M.S. - MR, HARRISON - PHYL - CHRIS

Across the room, Mr. Harrison, Phil and Chris perk up.
Camera pans with them as they come over to the counter -
the Sergeant doesn't notice them.

SERGEANT
Yes? How many calls?... well, did
you call the phone company?... oh,
yeah: Well, miss, we're very busy
here... there's been a child murdered
in the park.

180. INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM - JESS ~ NIGHT
She is stunned.
181. INTERIOR - POLICE STATION - NASH - NIGHT
SERGEANT

I don't know when we can get a man on
it. Were the calls threatening?...

oh, yes?... well, I see. 1It's probably
Just one of your boyfriends playing a
1ittle joke... yeah, well, I'11 report
it and we'll try to get a man on it as
soon as possible... I'm sorry, miss.

But that's the best we can do!...okay...
Good bye...

The Sergeant finishes writing on a small pad, takes out
another piece of paper from under the counter, staples

the two together and tosses them inteo a wire mail basket
on the desk behind the counter. Camera tilts down to look
in the basket.

182. INTERIQR - LIVING ROOM - JESS - PETER - NIGHT

Jess si1ts in a chair beside the phone with her hands covering
her face 1n frustration.

PETER
(crossing the frame in fromt of Jess)



182 .

ZIA

CONTINUED

Look, Jess. I’ve done a lot of thinking
and I've come to some conclusions.

..b7a
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8. CONTINUED

JESS
(looking skepticglly at
him from betwegh her fingers)

Mhhm?
PETEB
W, I'm leaying the conservatory.
\17 e.a] €8S Lo

What abouj all your...
|1h%.§-v PeTER PETI)SR
Angrily
ejxggfjkwlh‘ia Just/MHear me out...

W\ﬂ' Ve - —L i) PR ra e ey o P S B P PR
’) £ — ey - o i —— o - = T W . : . - !
) t R ‘ - L/ - » gr- g ;JU-YJ.IIg Ciie

ret / whele=protegtive~atmosphere™Dithe _

o oz e/ CORservatoryIvwas—rettingTthe~prace ' I

Lidgeps = ") become iy TTExe oots. -

sl X .ﬁﬂI:ve—&ivedﬂrn:m~bedgftter“fﬁr-fﬁﬁwﬁzﬁf?
a.t'w*?$w@ e kFght=years+-—I N sick—of=itre—Ttm N . '
:ﬂ‘g © A O N gG'ing*tO:getz =) mﬂ.\‘ s A A i = IO

O N » 00"?\ F°R =W ’.:'nv S. H“ ve' .
y ’. We To ‘ Q™ * an

s \Cie yeaks \Tﬁﬁ?\)g‘f JESS , ’MM Aria Rauasn 34:;@

< foron® ; etep L Polvbrenutn Loy
A facwe S (looks at him, stunmeg i Gos ’
¥ M - . WTTING 14, )

1 God R e 4 Conge vty

YO | . \ ’ \

moe? . (ALK 1O SCRIPT

JESS

Remember last year, ewbt-ads-Samis—Earmy

when you told me about wanting to be

a concert pianist, how it was your ‘

greatest dream, and I told you about

some of the things that I wanted to do?
(Peter nods) \

Well, I still want to do those things.

You can't ask me to drop everything I've

been working for and give up all my

ambitions just because your plans have

changed. Be realistic. I can't marry

you. -
. @ PETER
. -9 FRVY
Wﬂf‘\ -5 Prst IE PETER
Sure you could., What would it change?

We could be married and you could do
anything you wanted to.
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CONTINUED

JESS
With a baby? It just wouldn't work,
Reiexs I know it.

PETER (o F-)
Well, what are you going to do about
the baby?

JESS . ' -~
I'm going to have the pregnancy
terminated as soon as possible.

¢ & - '
| ¥4 <. 0, PereR MWL’EETER WW%MVMW

CJWnLﬂ~t&L&wm

198 M-7-5 (eTER- JHE'M#ER

\al
£8.

{bitterly)

That certainly makes it all sound very
tidy. But what I want to know is how
you can justify getting your degree and
working in the ghetto and all those
altruistic things you talked about at
the expense of a human life? At the
expense of killing my baby! 2
6 a JE;;nr iﬁ
Look, Bewer. I told you this afternoon
I didn't want to discuss it. I never

should even have told you about it.
Q/hﬂ#hepzﬁﬁkdegW“

e lsr - Ski#! I'm not going to let you do
this Jess!

FuLLER~ HagRisom = PH i <HRiS - WasH -k
INTERIOR - LIEUTENANT FULLER'S OFFICE - -hZmeamy 89.

Mr. Harrison, Phil and Chris and the Desk Sergeant stand
in front of a big old desk behind which is seated
Lieutenant Fuller. He holds the papers which the Sergeant

had just thrown in the mail basket. Cnnnafnuiduﬁnbyﬁﬁhn
t i t: SERGEANT

I dldn t want to bother you with it,
nersory PHY, M,ﬁ, i;ﬂ,o—z&&m Q‘J?'z “

-oms H
198 -5 {'_’t"““ _a,i.km PUTIE TENANTA;'ELLER

(sarcastically)
Oh you didn't. Hposetewdmferm,.,
SemTasTat

{to Mr. Harrison)
Isn't this where your daughter
lives, Mr. Harrison?



192.  CONTINUED

MR. HARRISON
Yes, 1t is.

193. M- 2 -S PAST NASH FAVORING FULLER

LIEUTENANT FULLER
A high school girl has been murdered in
the partk, Mr. Harrison's daughter is missing
and now at the house where she lives the other
girls are getting obscene phone calls. Don't
you think we'd better check it out, Sergeant?

194. M.S. NASH - HARRISON - PHYL- CHRIS - FULLER

SERGEANT
Well, Lieutenant, I guess, sure.
MR. HARRISON
(rising into shot)
Thank you, Lieutenant.

CHRIS
Yeah, thanks Ken

Camera pans with them as they turn to leave the office, the Sergeant holds
the door open for them and they go out.

195. M.S. FULLER

Looking at the papers -- he 1s about to dial the telephone--
He looks at the paper with astonishment. Camera pans
with him as he walks to the door.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Oh, Sergeant. Could I see you a moment, please?

SERGEANT
(at his desk)
Yeah... sure, Lieutenant.

He crosses to Fuller.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
(holding up a slip of paper)
Sergeant, what 1s this?

SERGEANT
UH, @, that's the number at the sorority house.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Fellatio?

SERGEANT
Yeah, it's a new exchange, F- E.
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B¢. CONTINUED

LIEUTENANT FULLER
New exchange, huh?

SERGEANT
Yeah... Fellatio. One of the

girls that was in this afternoon
gave it to me.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
She gave it to you, did she?

SERGEANT
{(puzzled)
Yeah...

LIEUTENANT FULLER
(ripping the paper back
, out of the Sergeant's hand)

(The Sergeant looks confused)
Nash, t5gme I'm going to have
you put in a home. W

HFuuceﬂuEXJt'f

8T INTERFOR=——LTVING ROOH =

Jess~comes into the room with-two cups of ee. Sh€

hands one.to Pg}er WwhO btagdshgggpln against the orframe
and she-walks down the rgom and sits\in a chair.

S
PETER’///,//

(quietly)

’/// b U. ..
//’/”/I'm sure™ou know what blﬁ%lng the

recital meaxnt today... T readly need
st now... I

JESS
{softly)

Peter, £/é%n t. Iddd= p¥==to=stay"
w;thzyouulf tlmes _are. rough=right=now,
bEE,I g can't have this Y. A

90.




146 TNT - LwinG Room - PeTeR-Jess — MIGHT  KF

S & (e 4t R2s Polp A "
® P et Bal D Lot ot Py T Socheqmned o
PeTer ; .

(

b . ] -
Yoo AE & S&LFOR BITCR, v down-on—a=table) :
o Tt Bt e e e R,

my bad LIKE YOU weflt
ApuiNv G B WART REmeVED: o

ERbout=ky 1T iy

\

JESS
Now can you see why I didn't want to
tell you?

PETER
What the hell are you trying to do to
me?

JESS
sz what are you trying to do to
yourself?

\q'\ M-2-5 OuERSHOVDER T €59 FAVOR Peren

PETER - 1

(furious) (WM%MM

. Let's get one thing straight. You
are not going to abort that baby!

JESS
Bet®r you are not going to tell me
what I cannetsds! CAv An O CannaT Do.

PETER
Jess, if you try getting an abortion, e
I
JESS
(-edorcinmey)

Peter, I think you'd better go.

In the background we hear several people come into the
front hall.
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-
Gerlmpepamier!
/
PETER “— N JesS, ¢ You Do
1 ; . rsE=REThe TH\Q,YD\I\U- &

o RRY!

JESS /
“Peter! I said get out!

He takes one last angry loock at her and storms out of

the room. Lonpme 4 gbel on (}&,a ,

koder  INTERIOR - FRONT HALL - NS@MT - FULLéR- PAhe ~ GRRHAM - PeTed - MigH? 91

Peter rages into the hall and stops when he sees Lieutenant
Fuller, Phil and another man. He turns angrily and goes
out the front door, slamming it shut. Lieutenant Fuller
watches him curiously.

Y
)

INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM - dagame ¥ YL-TESS - NiEpT 5 92

¢

Phil comes to the door and peeks in. Jess is curled up
in a chair looking angry.

PHIL
Jess? Are you okay?

JESS P’lﬁ‘ié
Yeah,.. I'm fine. Any'news, Ghmedme
Clerr®?

PHIL
No. But there are some people here
to see about the phone calls.

She goes out to the hall.

200 N
\&3. INTERIOR - HALL - WO J£$S - FULLLA - PRYC-GRAMAMN- NiGit] 93

Jess comes out into the hall.

PHIL
Jess, this is Lieutenant Fuller

and Melpmembremn- v T CoRev~ UH~

i b
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S CoNEIS

JESS
Hi.

. LIEUTENANT FULLER
IB%0. .. are you the one who called
the station?

JESS
Yes.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Wikl , Graham why don't you get
started down here. We're going to
put a tap on your phone. And if you
don't mind, I'4d like to take a look
at Clare Harprison's oom

WWM& ‘e B2 Ll S5t Asu, b 2L sl

PHIL
Sure.

GRAHAM
(taking off his coat)
Where's the telephone?

JESS
There's one in kese.113E LIU’W@ Room

Jess points him to the living room.

PHIL
Clare's room's up here.

Lieutenant Fyller and,Jess follow her up the stairs. Cornsren

T M,g-,g\ a2 Korctn,

LIEUTENANT FULLER
How many girls live in this house?

JESS
Usually ten, but there are only
three of us here tonight.

Theydisappear over the top of the stairs.

2oV -
g INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM - Ngeme CRNtlom .« NICAT

In the 11v1ng room, Graham, works on the telephone. He
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NoX ~
&%. INTERIOR - CLARE'S ROOM - Newma¥- PLiyL-&RRgAm -Te 5% MICIRT 95,
. Coameren Glbn ot At th fwn G

! Lieutenant Fuller picks up a hanger off the floor and
tosses it onto Clare's bed. Jess and Phik watch him.
/ anpip%%i
|
\

Comera follow Fulliw cvoumd Sds room
) . JESS
Qﬁbﬁmdbikﬂﬂ‘ They 've called several times before

but usually they don't say anything.

This afternoon there was a call from

a woman that I thought was a wrong
number. But then she started screaming
at me and she wouldn't listen to anything
I said.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Who was the last one here to see Clare?

JESS
I think I was.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Now I don't want you to misinterpret
this but is there any chance at all
that Clare was seeing anyone besides
Chris?

) gESS ( Lot at PM-)

No, I'm sure of that.

LIEUGTENANT FULLER
Clare have any emotional problems?
Anything like that?

PHIL
No.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Is this the way she left her room
as far as you know?

Fuller picks up the glass that Clare left there the
night before and sniffs.

JESS
Yes,

LIEUTENANT FULLER
What's this?

PHIL
. We were having a party last night.
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CONTINUED

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Did Clare drink a lot?

PHIL
No. Hardly at all.

LIEUTENANT FULLER (Wtﬁ. Conet)

Did anyone see her this morning?

JESS
No, I didn't and all the other
girls have gone for the holidays.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Can you give me a list of the
girls' home numbers?

PHIL
Yes. I think there's one in Mrs.
Mac's room.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Who's Mrs. Mac?

Fuller takes a last look around the room and they leave.
JESS

(on the way out)
She's the house mother.

INTERIOR - MRS. MAC'S ROOM - sy PwY(~Je5S > FULéR ~ NIGH]

Jess comes into Mrs. Mac's room and turns on the light.

JESS
I know she keeps a list somewhere
here. TS
MOVES ©OUT OF FRAMELAMERA (H0LRS onbucer RS HE ¢

She ruMMTreetmirolnd il NG Gl . m looks
around Mrs. Mac's room. CAMeRA PAnS Wit 141m ,

Jess (o¥fF)
Do you think there's any connection
between Clare and the girl they found
in the park?

LIEUTENANT FULLER
I don't know. Where is Mrs. Mac

anyway?

96.
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CONTINUED

PHIT
She went to her sister's for the
holidays.

JESS (¥ ¥)
( pradelbimgammrermrr o )

I found it.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
(looking at the phone -- he
picks it up)
This isn't the same line as downstairs?

PHIL
+ No, 1t's Mrs. Mac's private line.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
(Jess hands him the list)
Thanks. Did any of the threatening calls
come through on this line?

They leave the room. Jess turns the light out.

PHIL
No. They were all on the house phone.

R - enrl- NiGuT
INTERTOR ~ LIVING ROOM - semewr ER®Hm- Fullck -TEss ~P 0.

In the foreground Graham is finishing work on the phone
while in the background Jess and Phil are coming down
the stairs with Lieutenant Fuller.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Did you get any deliveries yesterday?
... or was there anybody working at
the house or anything like that?

JESS
I don't think so. Mrs. Mac would
know.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Is her number on here?

JESS

your phone line from now on.
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SF. CONTINUED

They walk through the hall to the living room.

5 ko, emeer bl ol o e g YT
= -t s T n '8 1 [ L
b ! A I et

They enter as Graham is finishing up.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Is there anyone else in the house?

JESS
Yes. Another girl who lives here,

Barbara Re<ddeek..._ She had a little C
bit too much to drink. She's FbLLﬁ%d)

sleeping upstairs.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Is she the one who was at the
station house today?

PHIL
Yes...

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Yeah... I heard about her. Let's
let her sleep.
(turning to Graham)
You just about finished, Graham?

169 M-S ~ReveksE GHRHAM -JESS -PRYL -FCocLeR

GRAHAM

Yeah.

(he does up a couple of

final screws)
What I've done is tapped this phone
so that when it rings, it'll ring
at the station house too. At the
same time, I'1l1l be at the phone
company checking the location of the
source of the call. Are there any
other phones in the house?

JESS

Yes, the house mother has a line in
her room.

LIEUTENANT FULLER

Yeah. It's a different number, Graham.
Py

There haven't been any calls on it.

98.

pre T ool

- To ,
GRAHAM (B enoine Oown @R mMERR TILIE Wi THH M)

You're going to have to keep this guy

on the phone as long as possible. We've
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CONTINUED

GRAHAM (CONTINUED)
got a mechanical system and it takes
a while. I know 1t's not very pleasant
but. ..

INTERIOR - EXTERIOR - HOUSE _ NIGHT
L.S. OVER SHOULDER - PHYL - JESS- FULLER - OUT TO CAR

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Come here I want to show you something (off)
We have a man watching the house.
(he points out the window
to a plain car)
You've got nothing to worry about.

The girls nod and Took at one another nervously. They
move towards the door.

JESS
Yeah...sure,

EXTERIOR- FRONT OF HOUSE- JENNINGS -FULLER - GRAHAM - JESS-
PHYL- NIGHT

Shot through the windshield of a plain car parked acroess
the street from the front of the house. A man, JENNINGS |,
is dozing. He wakes up suddenly and turns to look at the
house. The camera PANS across the street to where Fuller
and Graham are getting into their car. Lieutenant Fuller
gives Jennings a wave and their car drives off down the
Street.

The camera PANS to follow the car as it moves away from
in front of the house and follows it down the street. The
car turns a corner and disappears. There 15 silence.

The camera continues to PAN very slowly and then moves 1n
on a clump of trees across from the house. It ZOOMS IN
and we see Peter staring malevolently out.

INTERIOR - BACK HALL - PHYL - NIGHT
Phil is hanging up her coat.
INTERIOR - KITCHEN - JESS - PHYL - NIGHT
Phil comes 1nto the kitchen. They look at one another
and then Phil falls into Jess's arms and begins to cry.

Jess comforts her

JESS
D1d you see the Tittie giri?
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193, CONTINUED

Phil recovers and wipes at her eyes.

a1

PHIL
(crying)
No. They had her covered when I
got there. I saw the mother though.
That was enough.... God, Jess, I
know Clare is dead. I can just feel
it.

JESS
(patting Phil soothingly)
Oh, come on now, Phil. Dewdt o
tep-. We don't know that. MNlms

PHIL
Poor Mr. Harrison... I feel so
sorry for him...

JESS
How's Chris?

PHIL
Oh, he's great. You know Chris.

living room.

A0

396, INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM - e

Ckwmmdﬁquzana,£ﬂi)1~1jbwn.

PHIL
I'm sorry Jess. I'm exhausted.
I've been taking these pills for
my cold and they knock me out.
Will you be okay if I go up to
bed?

JESS
Yeah, of course.

PHIL
Are you sure?

JESS
Yeah... go on up and get some rest.

PHIL f
Call me if there's any news.7 Qi

L4

JESS
Yeuii, I will.

!

They move into the

Tess-PurL~- NIGHT

102

een /
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k5%, CONTINUED ... 81
PHIL
Thanks. Goodnight.
JESS
Goodnight, Phil.
Phil goes upstairs. Jess stands a moment looking curiously
around the living room. She sits down beside the telephone.

Al .

%:3. INTERIOR - PHONE COMPANY - saemr GSapfme NIGHT 103
Graham is working at a very complex-looking panel in a
switching station. The camera travels along a panel as
numerous mechanical actions happen and various lights
come on and off.

He puts a receiver to his ear and pushes several buttons.
GRAHAM
Yeah. 1Is it clear at your end Jeff?
... Okay... sure... yeah, I'll need
about ten more minutes... okay...
the only way it'll work is if they
both come through the same switching
station... yeah...
He moves to a new bank of switches and looks them over.
AKX FULWER = TeRf - NIGHT,
<gl". INTERIOR - LIEUTENANT FULLER'S OFFICE — <iieT 104

In Lieutenant Fuller's office a young man, Jeff, hangs
up a telephone. Fuller is on the other phone at his
desk.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
(into telephone)
No. I'm sorry we haven't... I
assure you we're doing everything we
can...
(he hangs up)
Jesus.

JEFF
Graham's almost ready at the switching
station. Now, when the phone rings in
that house, this phone will ring here.
The transmitter's been removed so they
won't be able to hear anything from this
end.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Great. Thanks.
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. CONTINUED
J:;TS C'Oﬂx-fmsf’ LookinG- PAgr Fuileh TO NAGH

‘ There is a knock and the door opens. Sergeant Nash sticks
his head in.

SERGEANT NASH
Lieutenant, the men are here from
Scarborough.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
(rising from his desk)
I'll brief them out there.

AU oxT -ENT Pouict CAR- LIVING Room —Te55-NIGKT
DO . NERREOR - FTYENCRReOM - NIGHT 105,

A police car tears past the house with lights flashing. AFTER IT

Fenowsalueulimgny SR F e PAHES WK
downethemobace t - e 5Et VLS AT
W TRE Wiroow ,
S 46 CLosis

S : the 3;; v/9lasses and ashttafls Erom-arcuiid Ti¢ CuaTANS
mg?/také BRI
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6. INTERIOR - UPPER HALL - NIGHT 106.
There is the low creaking sound of the trapdoor to the
attic slowly opened.

N .

B#%. INTERIOR - KITCHEN - MSEEr JE€SS-~ NICHT 107.
Jess looks up startled and guickly sets the dishes down.
In the background, we hear a loud moaning and then someone
shouting her name.

U1 .

J§B. INTERIOR - BARB'S ROOM ~ NE@#F W ARM -~ JESS~NIEGHT 108,

THE SCREEN IS BLACK except for a vertical streak on one
side which is completely closed off and the screen is dark.
We hear the sound of raspy, heavy breathing and painful
moaning.

The door is suddenly pushed open and light falls onto the
screen. In silouette, we see Jess run into the room.

JESS
Barh! What's the matter?
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8~ CONTINUED

She hurries over to Barb and switches on a small bedside
lamp. Barb is writhing violently on the bed. Her breathing
is very laboured. She is having an asthma attack. Jess
grabs her and holds her down. There is panic on Barb's face
and she struggles and gasps for air, choking.

A\B As510T BARG =JE%S Neir To Twe BED.
She points to an_inhaler on the dresser aeress +he reem.
Jess quickly bringe it to her and strokes her forehead as
she gasps on the inhaler. She takes several deep breathes
on it and coughs.

JESS
Take it easy. Don't talk, Barb.
It'1ll be okay.

Barb nods and drags several more times on the inhaler.
Her breathing slowly returns t¢ normal, and she relaxes.
Jess strokes her soothingly.

JESS
It's okay... it's ckay.

BARB
(still having difficulty)
Oh my God. I guess I had a nightmare,
I thought someone was coming into my
room. I guess it was the scare that
brought on the asthma attack.

JESS
Well, it's all right now. Just
realax' cavor AAARG
. . CHS( SH’W —A'\JO '
A9 - Rev ARD

I should be so lucky to have a
stranger come into my room.

JESS
{stroking her forehead)
Feel better?

BARB

(nods)
How did I get so drunk? I don't
know what I'm trying to do to myself.
Boy, I really wiped out tonight.

{(she begins to cry)
God, sometimes I really wonder what
I'm doing.

!OO e B
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JESS
Oh peConemba=Eaams . ,pom‘-r-‘ BNALS.,

BARB
I don't know why I act like that.
The girls here are the only family
I've ever really had and all I do
is drive them away.

JESS
Barb, don't do this to yourself.

BARB
You don't think I know why you said
you'd go skiing? You know I was
going to be alone for Christmas.
Just why do I always drive people
away? That's not what I want to do.

Silence for a few seconds.
BARB

What happened tonight? I thought
I heard somebody yelling.

INTERIOR - UPPER HALL - Ngs¥ B ARB -J)ESS ~NCHT

We hear the rest of Jess and Barb's conversation over a
subjective shot of the door to Barb's room. There is
breathing over the shot.

JESS
(voice only)
Peter was here. We had a fight.

BARB
What about?

JESS
Oh, it's not worth going into.
He was screamlng by the time he
left. Hi-p=aframrelioiidieies .

?-—;'-. - o i T ] BT o T -

_‘\

DesarinlI=thinik—~he-mitoiteitcpgapmepcmenys ?
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Barb is falling back to sleep.

BARB
(drowsily)
Well, maybe you should call him
just so things aren't left in such
an unfriendly state. Remember it's
Christmas...

Her voice trails off as she falls asleep. )Lthﬂnwﬁh,{u4r o
Chgrun ot Vot Luat s & Hrmroa Can:j“}pna'*vunaaaweazz~c~5e41£bdhn:i}ﬂaL
rubrecint Cormete retataln dowmn i Srall tuma Lo fana~ sk ok Jes O gwezéaﬁﬂ
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. CUT_TO-BLACK-,- T ewchiv
distance. Light begj

- see Barb's face sleep
moves across the room{ f

|

to co = tozthewscreen—gnd~we
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CONTINUED
\\ .
The camera HOLDS on Barb's face. She slowly begins té

stir.\The child's voice is waking her up.
CALLER

Thsre now. It's okay. That's
a good girl. Just go to sleep/mow.

Yes, at's right. Just be,duiet.
There nqw. What a good g¥Tl.
Barb's eyes slowly open. /9t of just the eyes of the

caller. They are very flerce and animal-like.

Terror comes onto Barb' A knife blade flashes in

the air. Barb's hand out to ward off the blow.

Small glass animals/0n the he dboard rattle and topple off
the shelf. Barb gasps. The knrfe flashes agaln She gags.
The camera Z0O all over the room from Barb's POV. The

caller makess/fTerocious growling sounds.

Barb's nd grips the blood-splattered sheet. There are
more hunk" sounds. Her hand Jjumps and then relaxes.
The f/ttle glass animals lie broken and bloody on the floor.
/pe ferocious sounds continue. \\\\

-_E'l_—;"ﬂ.—-—_-
ORCH - NIGHT

TheCﬁh;idxeﬁgvonﬁinne*ﬁe~51ng.» A-carpuldsrupTratTthe=eurb=
and™arn aggggggsggman comes=running -up- the walk and ~“ohto the
porcmheu51nglngscfaﬂ;ters= = BACK D CCR(P 7

(-~
WOMAN
Jean, get the children into the cars.

She is frightened.

JEAN
Why? What's up?

WOMAN
Please. Just get them into the cars.

Lawn/ ,
Jess comes out onto the perch and gives the woman a dollar.

JEAN
Thank you. Merry Christmas.

The children run down the front walk merrily to the waiting
cars.

114.
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CONTINUED

WOMAN
(to Jess)
There was a little girl found murdered
over in the park tonight.

In the background, the telephone rings very loud.

JESS
Yes. I heard.

WOMAN
Your phone is ringing.

JESS
Oh, yes. Excuse me. Goodnight.

WOMAN
Certainly... goodnight.

Jess goes into the house and shuts the door. -The womah

runs—~down—thgusbaihrs—oui-wbo~mbhaongar .

FULLLR ~ NG T
INTERIOR - LIEUTENANT FULLER'S OFFICE - el

Lieutenant Fuller rushes into his ocffice and waits by
the ringing phone, ready to grab it.

INTERIOR - SWITCHING STATION —wdses€ (GAAHAMN: NICHT

Graham stands in front of a large panel watching.

INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM ~-N@F Juos (N'GET

The telephone is ringing harshly.

The atmosphere of the house is changing and Jess is shot
from angles which accentuate her aloneness and vulnerability
in the big house.

During this scene, it becomes clearly evident that the
caller is talking from the telephone in Mrs. Mac's room at
the head of the stairs. There are shots from upstairs, down
through the dark stairwell and into the living room where
Jess is standing. Jess picks up the telephone.

JESS
(hesitantly)
Hello...
{(there is just breathing on
the line)

115.
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JESS (CONTINUED)
Hello... who's there?

24

Los@e. INTERIOR -~ LIEUTENANT FULLER'S OFFICE —ww@eis FULLER- NIGHT 118.

A TIGHT CLOSE-UP of Lieutenant Fuller listening on the
phone.

INTERIOR - PHONE COMPANY - Jusamg GRaHAM- NICUHT

Graham, at the switching station, scans a large panel.

He wears headphones and holds a long cable with a jack on
it. He quickly plugs it into a socket in the panel and
listens. He pulls it out and tries another.

4%

#28. INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM —lWE@W® TLOOG ~NIGHT

LS.MW%MW%@W.

ALLER
(we hear the sound of a baby
crying, very loud -—- a woman's

voice breaks in harshly)
Stop this! Nasty Billy! Nasty Billy!
What an evil child!

(she is losing control)
You filthy little beast!

. \
(}\5QINT‘T$5"‘HC" (§1:Ee screar(;lstl-r theie is
LN sllencejan en a low
@éoﬁzj:ﬁ- wheezing sound -- this
oI V. develops into the sound of
.S pav: v/ ) wregghing and vomitting)
L~ gég_gN-;.L;wm(-i?ofm'?wf'JlL....‘ ey
(Jess listens, very upset by

251

the call and looks around the
room)

252 -
2’ INTERIOR -~ PHONE COMPANY -simeuws- G fAnam - Mi¢HT

Graham runs from one bank of panels to another and pushes
the jack into sockets. We hear the phone conversation
over this.

32P.. INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM - [WES®RE J<5%= NG T

There is a shrill powerful scream. Then silence. A
man's voice comes on the line.

CALLER
Billy, now you must tell us the

119.

120.

121.

122.
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CALLER (CONTINUED)
truth, Billy. Your mother and I have
to know if ...
(there is a gagging and
then silence ~- a raspy
whispering voice comes on,
taunting her hatefully)
You never have had any consideration :

for me!
(hissing)
It was just like having a wart
removed.
(there is a gasp and then
silence)
JESS
(shocked)
Oh, my God!
There is a click and she hears the dial tone.
?‘Sl’l . L.
@S, INTERIOR - PHONE COMPANY -wemr (-RA)AN = NICHT 123, |
. There is a loud metallic bang sound as Graham pounds his :

fist against the end of a bank of panels and shakes his
head in frustration. He slips off his earphones and dials

a telephone.

AsS

134 INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM =sumenT ¢ 55~ MIGHT 124,
wi ARE SiHooTiNeE FRom OuTIIOE
Jess is standing at the window with her hand over her
mouth and an incredulous and frightened look on her face.
She-loocks—around-the—reomamazedr The telephone rings
loudly. ©She looks at it. She goes to answer it.
A8 C,u TJESS -~ THY witt e A MASTER sHeT cARRTINe Al THe W

AY THRuU THE (AL Wwirls Fute@

JESS
Hello... .
9\5? 1T~ Potice sTaToN = FULLLR - N FERT
thun o olao e [ TEUTENANT FULLER

I'm sorry Jess. We didn't get it.
There wasn't enough time. You'll just
have to keep him on longer.

JESS
Oh, I see.
LIEUTENANT FULLER
. Are you all right? You don't sound
too good.

e /
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136 CONTINUED

2

JESS
(making an effort)
No, I'm fine.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
You cried out there at one point.
I think you said "Oh, my God". Did

you recognize somethiq??
A LG, TESS ~ Sup IELTIVE HAND HELOSHoT Moves ALRESS Tig wPRee
O (= ALLWAY LoWPRING Dewn AT Ji345 ,
JESS
No. I guess it was just kind of

getting to me.

pach TO 154

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Did the call make any sense to you?
Did it sound like anybody you know?

JESS
Um... no.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Before when he called, did he use
more than one voice like this?

JESS
Yes. He used several different voices
before.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
(into telephone)
I don't know what to think. Jess,
do you think it may be possible that
it's somebody you know putting you on?

JESS
No. I don't think so.

LIEUTENANT FULLER

Jess, *~forgot. I meant to ask you
before. Who was that guy who was leaving
the house when we arrived tonight?

JESS

Olte=thad=a—Feter, my boyfriend.,Pet¢ R

AT @R gereNI-GH B 125.
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LIEUTENANT FULLER
Were you having a fight?

There is a lot of noise in the outer office,-em&jFuller's
9\59 door is pushed open and an old farmer, YJAC LLER, is
- \ pulled in struggling by two uniformed policemen. In the
L., Loerive outer office we see another policeman in uniform with his
Pnor FuLlek /7 pants down and several men looking at his behind which is
T THE 5LLNE covered with red spots and bleeding.

WELLER
(he hollers in a high-pitched
voice)
I'm not lettin’ no son-of-a-bitch
trespass on my land in the middle
of the night .. no matter what kind
of uniform he's wearing.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
{rolls his eyes)
Oh shit...
(then to Jess)
Jess, I1'l1l have to call you back.

. You okay?

JESS
(voice only)
Yes.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
I'1l call you back in a while,
We'll get him on the next one.

He hangs up. !QLF%L pM MELE«MM

W
LIEUTENANT FULLER

“ZEasmeea s what the hell is going onN
e Te? | |

POLICEMAN
He fired on a police officer when
we were trying to search his barn.

WELLER
Goddamn right I did. Do it again too.
Bastard was trespassin' !

POLICEMAN
. Cogan got an assful of buckshot.

cotan(NeL ing)
YEA I+, AN 'm Commn MAKE THE SON-OF- 8 (ch
QR EVE\WONE OF Em OUT WItH v 6 TeEgTH
eee /
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SUBJUCTIUE HAND HELD CAMERA PECRS DOWN THE HALWAY Wi HEAR THE RASPY RRCATAIY

Light streams out of an open door at the end of the dark
hall. Phil comes out of her room tying her bathrobe,
followed by Jess. THEY Move TOowARe CAMERTY

PHIL
(whispering impatiently)
Look, if you think it was Peter,
why didn't you just tell the police?

JESS
Well I'm not really sure!

PHIL
He should be stopped. Whoever
it is they should be stopped. I
haven't had a minute's sleep ...
there's been so much noise in this
house. What the hell was all that
yelling about?

JESS
Barb had an asthma attack ...she
was having anightmare.

They=aro=shotméromn-—beirtnéwih gep anelyopemeod=oor—ro—Mes .
Masadeoe=rowwems Fhey head down the stairs to the living room.

PHIL
Is she all right?
JESS
Yeah. ©She's okay. She's sleeping
now.
A(/ 8. INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM - (g - Jes§ - PHYL- MieuT 127.

CAMEAN CRONE S DOWN WITH THEM AT Thegr PesScand Tie Sihits

JESS
He repeated almost word for word

what Peter said to me tonight.
f

can /
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8. CONTINUED

. PHIL

Couldn't it just be a coincidence?

JESS
God, Phil. I don't know. I'm so
confused.
AR INT Livive.Roem - Pigye -J€ss = MIGHT
- PHIT,

. A

Look, I really don't think it could
be Peter. You know I don't like
Peter t much, but I don't think

he's that sick.
e
Cdfwybra,6o£&m4n,aa93héglﬁh~ad%n*ﬂ\ ti R JL@F faﬁi-ﬁgzb l
I can't believe Peter would do this.

He's so gentle most of the time...
Phil, you know I'm really getting

scared.

PHIL
Are you sure that cop's still out
there?

AG3 INr-'EXT- lewc— me p"‘-“-ﬁ cAk — P"H" ‘Tf“’u'“’cs -WieHT

Yeah... he's there.
Jkﬁﬁl 344‘4_xu1AU%4_at~3'03-13L\4L44F*.
A%, EXTERIOR - STREET -seagmemr TENNING § =NVIGHT 128.

From far in front of the police car outside on the street,
the camera begins a very slow dolly in on the car.

The only sound is the eerie howl of the wind. The sky is
cold and grey. The scene is surrealistic. The street
lights glint harshly off the windshield.

The camera continues to move in closer and closer until

we can see that the man in the car appears to be dosing

again. As the camera moves closer, we see that he isn't
Sleeping.

His throat has been cut.

The harsh sound of a telephone ringing breaks in. !

PS LGS ¥®. INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM —ypmmer TE5S- PHYL~ MEWT 129,

The telephone rings again loudly. The girls look at
one another nervously and Jess goes to answer it.
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CONTINUED

JESS
Hello..

INTERIOR - PHONE COMPANY - hgmmr GRAWRAM < NIGHT

Shot of Graham at the switching station. He puts down his
coffee and slips on the earphones. He dials the phone.

INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM -~ NIGHT

PETER
(voice only on telephone)
Jess?

JESS
Yeah?

PETER
(he is obviously very
emotionally upset -- he
begins crying)
Oh, God Jess, help me. m/
YRR il E .

FULLER- N1 GHT
INTERIOR - LIEUTENANT FULLER'S OFFICE --3iieT

Fuller listens to the phone and holds the other phone to
his chest. He quickly changes phones.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Yeah... see if you can get it...

He listens again to the other phone curiously.
INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM - paidls PHYL- JesS-NIGHT

TVCHT PROFILE OF TESS WITH PHY. SEEN Full PACE (A BALKGRIVAD
Phil watches Jess curiously.

JESS
Oh look, Peter, don't cry. We can
straighten things out. There's
nothing to get so upset about.

PETER
Jess, we can't kill the baby...
please Jess. We can't kill the baby.
(he cries)

130.

131.

132,

133.
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4. INTERIOR - PHONE COMPANY - Mgz GRavAM- MICHT

Graham scrambles through the panels trying to find the
source of the call.

iq‘. 4
Jdg@s. INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM —-amalg Pi4+vi-TE5S- NiguT

Q50T MOouINE PIAST T/iS+SYL Te AswnverLy Onv JE55
JE

Peter, where are you?

PETER
Please Jess ... please, ek mx

s

(he cries)
You know how I feel about the
baby.

JESS
Raber, please don't do this to
yourself.

PETER
(still crying)
Please Jess ... don't hurt the baby.

XS INT- PolLiCE 2TGT|C:]{’EVSE FULLER= NI ¢ (4§
Ao Stop this Peter!

PETER .
That's what they always do. We
can't be like them, Feee.
273 TNT ~Liviue Rosm~TE55 ~Prve - MicHT
JESS
Peter tell me where you are?

There is a click and Jess hears the dial tone. She
looks at Phil, puzzled.

A7 .
ueZ INTERIOR - PHONE COMPANY - 4@ GRAWAM ~NIGHT

GRAHAM
(speaking into telephone}
I'm sorry Ken... yeah... the
calls just aren't long enough.

205 .
M- INTERIOR -~ LIVING ROOM -~ Py ~-TESS— NIGHT

Shot through a partly-opened door at the top of the stairs,
down through the dark wooden railing, of the phone on the
table in the living room. There is breathing over the shot.

135.

136.

137.
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The phone rings very loud and still from the top of the
stairs, in a long shot, Jess walks into frame and picks
it up warily.
JESS
Hello,
Phil walks inteo frame and sits down.
S58;: TNTERIOR - LIEUTENANT FULLER'S OFFICE -.SiStss 138.
MBVES AROUNO PVLLER 0 A SLiw VoL’ THE Wikl Kb .
Cameae LIEUTENANT FULLER T A masrea For
(into phone) The fowe Secnc
Jess, it's Lieutenant Fuller. Do
vyou want tc tell me what that was
all about?
JESS

You listened to that?

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Yes... Jess, what did he mean about
. killing the baby?

(long pause)
Jess... I think it's important that
yvyou tell me.

27 : NC- Room = PH7L- TESS—NIGHT ‘
i%r. IN'S}_@::(O* W :_'?,E, Reeis LEBLIN G PRET- PrivC Who 15 SSATE0 VP TO TS5 STaworm g (re puay
7.5 .

I'm pregnant. I told him I didn't ~3 nesTe ()
want to have the baby. i

LIEUTENANT FULLER *

When did you tell him this?

JESS
Today.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
"We can't kill the baby". That's
a strange way to put it.

,95;81 Cu Je55(PMASTER)
C JESS

Peter is an artist. He's a composer.
He's very high strung.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
NepEaEio, woud-dnrlt—you—cays

¢ Neuromic , hAyge?
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. CONTINUED
JESS (DL‘ FENSIUE)

M No more than a lot of people.
- ; oA - FULLER ~NVGHT
3o -V - fou (‘EN :(;%LIEUTENANT FULLER
fuLL SHOT WITH B 0y oo, are you sure you're telling me
lmthéﬁﬁﬁﬂw??//the whole truth? I've got a strong
feeling that you're holding something
back from me. I don't want it to be
Peter, Jess. But I've got a strong
feeling that it "98"% ook, think back.
Was Peter with you at any time when you
got any of the calls?

&5 INFEREER—— ] SAETReOM —— NPT

JESS

(she thinks for a moment

and then excitedly)
Yes! Yes! He was here! He
was at the house tonight when the
first call came. That's right!
It couldn't be Peter!

(turning to Phil

happily)
Phil, it couldn't be Peter! He
was here!

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Look, Jess. He's obviously very upset.
I think I might like to talk to him
anyway. Could you tell me where he is?

JESS S - T
(voice over on telephone) HE& LiveES A
(but - When he gets like this, he goes to
the Recital Hall at the Music Conservatory
and plays.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Thanks. If you get anymore calls,
you've got to keep them on the phone
longer. You're not giving our man
enough time to get a trace.

.. @
139.
140.
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J&. INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM - Negmiar PHYL~ TE55- NIGHT

A%/

The shot,

She hangs

again, is from the top of the stairs.

JESS
I'm trying. It's not easy. It
really upsets me.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
(voice only)
Yeah... okay. Right. You're doing
a good job. I'll talk to you in a
while.

JESS
Yeah. Sure.

up. She looks at Phil.

JESS
Thank God! e g—rrerie Pesbe,

PHII,
Yok, I knew it couldn't have
been him. PETER

FuLLER - Nﬂ sH

T80 INTERIOR - LIEUTENANT FULLER'S OFFICE -

C.u. NAMAP OF THE AREA. LAMERA PANS Down FlanThi MAP ToseE
Lieutenant Fuller igr standing at™& map and Sergeant Nash
W with him describing the progress of the search.

SERGEANT NASH
Yeah, they've covered the entire campus
area and now they're moving over
towards the lake. I don't know where
we're going to go from there.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Just let me that out, Nash.
1GuA
SERGEANT NASH
There are more men coming in from
Willowdale.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
, I think they should start at
the south end of the town and just
work their way through on a house
to house search.

SERGEANT NASH
Okay, Sis.

142.
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. Nash turns and leaves the office. -
CAmERA- PANS W ITH FULLER (A5 HE
hogitomoaeertaider returns to his desk and sits. He
looks puzzled. He thinks a moment and then rises.
He goes and opens the door. He sticks his head out
and speaks to Nash.
NQ 6% LIEUTENANT FULLER
Sergmant; I want you to get the Dean
of Admissions on the phone. I want
to see the records on Peter Smythe,
a student at the Music College. And
have a car sent around right away.
gL T :
e EXTERIOR - HOUSE - seawws 1695~ CROWD -NieHT 143,

Shot of the front of the house. There is silence except

for the sound of the wind. A figure stands silouetted

in one of the dining room windows. W& HERR NLiIseS DQowwn

THE STREET . Cameka PAanS TO Loo Towh g STRECT » A (Rowd APRTCRWIES

I o= gyt 2 i Tl - peigaiel 1) e Gt DT AT Dt =3 d.
a7}
. &>, INTERIOR - KITCHEN - NIGHT 144,
" CUT IN on the loud sound of water running in the
kitchen sink.
Phil stands at the sink letting the water run. She
walks across the room to a cupboard and opens it.
As she passes the back door, through the window, we see
the haggard and windblown face of an o0ld man. Phil doesn't
notice.
PHIL 4
{shouting over the sound
of the running tap)
Hey, Jess! Do you want one or two.
aRRulciins-?
at/ U
k. INTERIOR - DINING ROOM - usmmmer— JE5S -CRowp ~ VIGH 145,

Jess is standing at the window in the dining room. JHegh
oveR HeR S 1409\ 07 \houemim® we see a large crowd of people coming down the
street with flashlights.

JESS
. (shouting)

Two please! You should see...
there's a big crowd coming down
}



PN

264
287, CONTINUED

JESS (CONTINUED)
the street.
{she stands and watches - suddenly
we hear a blood curdling scream from
the kitchen. Jess rushes out of the
shot.)
267
—-288. INTERIOR - KITCHEN - PHYL - JESS - TWO MEN - NIGHT

Jess rushes into the kitchen. Phyl stands against the wall.
Camera pans to the window to see the man standing there. He is
speaking, but we can't hear him. He knocks on the pane. The
girls stare transfixed. Finally a second man appears with a
rifle. Jess gets the idea. She goes to the door and slips

the safety chain lock on and opens the door as far as the chain
will permit. We see him now and he is quite harmless-looking.

MAN
Hello. Sorry to scare you like that,
mss. We're with the search party.

PHIL
(from out of sight)
What do you want?

MAN
We just wanted to ask you if you've
seen anything peculiar around here
tonight?

PHYL
(moving into shot
Not until you got here!

JESS
(amused)
Phyl!
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PHY
(& me LAVGHS)

WoELL THEY SCARED THE SHiT 0Vl of me ... ka¥p
25

la#. CONTINUED

MAN NO. TWO. \M_qb SORRY m.ss BoT
You Khow ——— A girl was found murdered in the
park tonight, min-a

wE€ JESS
Yes, P know.

MAN NO. TWO
Well, we're helping the police look

for the killer. o OV

rsi0g THE Tood
1?(7 m-< - '3‘\‘»6 P'-H‘L W"MEN RI:‘W:R'DL rﬂvgss

el ade=Phe 1 raoves to
open the back door.

JESS
Do you want to come in and rest a
few minutes?

MAN NOC. ONE
@k, no. Thanks. We don't want
to trouble you. We just wanted to
see if you'd seen anything suspicious
around here tonight.

JESS
No, sorry.

MAN NO. ONE
Well, you just keep your doors and
windows locked up tight and you'll be
safe.

GIRLS
Thanks. We will. Goodnight.

MAN NO. ONE
Thank you. There might be other people
coming to the door, on the search, but
be careful. Goodnight.

[ MEN LEAVE
The girls nod. TT . SAPPCa

house. Jess closes the door.anéd—eerefuitiy—pobi—ihohain
loek—an-—agatn .

087, Msuor Tesow PHYE oo
(turning to Phil)
You know, I think this is the only door
or window in this whole house that is
locked.
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CONTINUED

PHIL
You do down here. I'll get upstairs.

They leave and turn the kitchen light off. SéRENOEPRNCK .

INTERIOR - HALL - MOGHT OWvi-TESS- NIGHT

Phil is on her way up the stairs.

PHIL
Jess, make sure that cop is still
there.

JESS

Yeah, Phil, relax. I'm sure he's

still there.
Cﬁ”WUera'ﬂﬁqﬁb*Vb P ‘ .

INTERIOR/EXTERIOR - DINING ROOM - -aame T&55~ N IGHT

MR a2 tight CLOSE-UP of a hand twisting a lock on
a window., From outside the house, we see Jess look out
of the dining room window and then pull the drapes.

INTERIOR - UPPER HALL - Nmmmm Pivi=- NIGWT

NHanw O Meth SYBTIECTIVE §HoT

Through a partly-opened door, e see Phil walk past and
lock the window at the end of the hall. The door silently
opens wider. Phil walks away from the window towards a
bedroom. The camera tilts up to show the attic trapdoor
now open wide.

INTERIOR/EXTERIOR - FRONT PORCH - wmemsr JE$%- NI(GHT

From the front walk we see Jess come to the glass front
door and push it with her shoulder until the lock snaps
with an ominous click.

INTERIOR - UPPER HALL - =Sl PHYL - Ni6HT

CLOSE-UP on Phil as she comes out of one room and moves
down the hall into another door. She pushes it open.

PHIL
(whispering)
Barb... hey, Barb? Are you awake?
{ SHe—eRe¥Amilya————ram)
Hey, Barb. Turn on the light.
Will you?

AL puadin ihy, Lo open ot odorbs won

147.

148.

149,

150.

151.
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24 .
INTERIOR - MUSIC BUILDING --pmmmr FulLBR <N IGRT 152,

The screen remains BLACK and then with a mechanical sound
of large switches, banks of light come on in the Recital
Hall.

Lieutenant Fuller stands at the far end of the hall by the
switches. He glances around the room and is about to switch
out the lights and leave when he notices something. His
footsteps echo as he walks down the long empty hall.

153.

Jess comes back into the Living‘ﬁoom and sits down. Her
arm thgs dowq/beside the low chair and the camera follows
1t down to whére it is almost/touching/the mangled form
of Mrs. Mac¥é cat.

M. INTERIOR - FRONT HALL - tewessr TESS— NIGHT 154.
Jee walks through thehall to the bottom of the stairs
and listens.

JESS
{(whispering up the stairs)
Phil. Hey, Phil? Are you up
there?

The house is silent. She thinks a second, looks around
the hall nervously and then starts to go up the stairs.

1 = _15e phone rings loudly.
She looks back down at the phone and then up the stairs
again. She turns and goes back down.

296 .
Wi, INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM -<3em& 3°CSS ~ NIGHT 155.

TIGHT CLOSE-UP on Jess as she walks back to the telephone.
. She looks at it and then very hesitantly she lifts the
receiver.
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CONTINUED

JESS
Hello.

CALLER
(this call is the most
electrifyingly bizarre
~- he screams and speaks
in several voices again
and the sounds he makes
are disgusting -- little
girl, screaming)
Mommy! Help!
{(she gags)
Billy! Don't do that! Ow...
you're hurting!
(she cries —-- older
woman's voice, furious)
I saw that! He put his hand
between her legs! For Christ's
sake! You filthy little animal.
(then as a little boy)
Don't tell Agnes... please.
{then the little girl's
voice again)
Nasty Billy! Nasty Billy!

g o i
INTERIOR - RECITAL HALL - ey FuLlEn-Pelictman 1- N ichi 156,

Lieutenant Fuller is looking at the smashed piano when
a uniformed policeman runs into the hall.

POLICEMAN
Lieutenant Fuller. That guy's
on the phone again back at the
sorority house.

Fuller turns and runs down the Recital Hall and out the
door.

INTERIOR - PHONE COMPANY - %@ CRAMAM = (V f'G-HT

Graham runs from one panel to another, desperately
trying to get the call this time. We continue to hear
the call from the house over this as he pushes the jack
into sockets.

CALLER
(he makes meowing sounds
like a cat and then giggles

e /

157.
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CALLER (CONTINUED)
madly -- then the voice changes
to a whispering, pleading man)
Oh, God! Stop me! Please!... Stop me!
(then he roars and growls
and moans)

EXTERIOR - MUSIC COLLEGE -SiSTags lﬁULLEK-poU(.EMAMaI*’M 1G6HI

Lieutenant Fuller dashes into the squad car and listens
to the call through the car radio. He looks at the other
policeman quizzically.

CALLER

(woman's voice, hysterical)
Damn it! I know what you did!

(little boy)
No, Mommy. I didn't!

(woman again)
You put your hand down between
her legs and then you killed her!
You smothered my baby!

(animal screams)

INTERIOR - PHONE COMPANY - <Ng@te® GRAIam- NICHT

CLOSE-UP on Graham as he pushes the jack into a hole
and then his whole expression changes completely. He
listens for a second, writes a number down, and then
runs across the room and starts rapidly leafing through
a book. The sound of the call carries over.

INTERIOR - LIVING ROOM -.ikdi#® Je65- NIGHT

Jess stands all alone in a pool of light in the big rocom.
She listens to the call with a look of distaste on her
face. Occasionally, she looks out into the hall wondering
what happened to Phil.

CALLER

(there is silence -- then

the soothing voice of an

older man)
Now, dear, don't worry. We'll
find Agnes. She's probably with
Billy. Yes, that must be it.
She's probably in Billy's room.
Just calm down dear.

(there is silence and

158.

159,

160.
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|
. CALLER (CONTINUED)
then a low growling sound
- the little girl screams
again)

Ow! It hurts! Mommy:! Mommy:
(then her voice becomes
muffled and she screams
more desperately)

¢
)
302 : et BT = NICH T
U EXTERIOR - MUSIC BUILDING --MW‘*WR’P“‘"W“) 1-N 161

Lieutenant Fuller is listening in the squad car when a
new voice comes on the radio.

SERGEANT NASH
(voice over)
Lieutenant Fuller?

Fuller pushes a button on the microphone.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Yeah, Nash. What is it?

SERGEANT NASH
. (voice over)
Graham's on the other line, sair.
He says he got a trace on this one.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
Yeah? Let's have it.

SERGEANT NASH
(voice only)
He says the calls are coming from
106 Belmont Street.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
(angrily)
Nash, you got it wrong! For Christ's
sake! That's where the calls are
going into.

SERGEANT NASH
(voice over)
That's where they're coming from too,
sir.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
(it hits Fuller)

@ Shit!
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léi, CONTINUED
Lieutenant Fuller pushes the button on the microphone again.
LIEUTENANT FULLER
{(into microphone)
Jennings.
30__3 . ~
. EXTERIOR ~ STREET — -N&E@#®-— JENWMNES =N GH T 162.

CLOSE SHOT of the police radio in the plain car in front
of the sorority house. Lieutenant Fuller's voice sounds
tinny in the static as it comes through the speaker.

LIEUTENANT FULLER
(voice only -- on radio)
Jennings! Goddamn it Jennings!
Answer me! Jennings! Jennings,
where the hell are you?

The camera PANS slowly from the radio across to Jenning's
knee and then tilts up to show Jenning's dead face staring
vacantly out into space with his throat cut.

P—NoTE Bsel 107

deleB 163.

: Look
I want you %o call that girl. And
irst, be calm. Tell
Tell her that the
gdy is in the hobsg Nash, tell

her not to panic. “ust tell her to
keep calm and get out\of the house.
Nash, if you blow this™Qne, I'll

kill you! Tell her I'llNge there

in five minutes and try JeMyings
again.

The car speeds away.
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still out
1l find her,

4@ and drive Off
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CALLER

(voice only - woman's voice)
Bruce, where's the baby? Where's
Agnes?

(panic coming into her voice)
I can't find my baby!

(little boy's voice)
I can find her mommy! You wait
here. 1I'll go get her.

(woman's voice, relieved)
Oh, what a good boy you are, Billy.
You're such a good boy to your
mother. Such a nice boy.

The trapdoor moves, at first almost imperceptibly and then
it creaks on rusty hinges as it slowly begins to open.

INTERIOR ~ ATTIC - sy LLRAc - icu T

The screen is murky and empty. The camera PANS to Clare's
dead face. It becomes even more grotesque as a shaft of
light comes onto it from below as the trapdoor creaks all
the way open.

The camera begins to pull back very slowly from Clare's face,

e /

. S

175.
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CONTINUED

gradually revealing Mrs. Mac's body hanging from the rafter
in the background.

EXTERIOR - HOUSE - DEEemaa: C cAke ~Cofs ~Nicn 176.

The camera PULLS OUT through the attic window and slowly
cranes back away from the house.

Gradually more and _more of the front of the house comes
into frame. = ;

The camera pulls farther back and we see two policemen on
the front porch. One of the policemen lights a cigarette,
walks down the steps to the snow-covered front lawn.

The camera pulls back even farther away until the house
is seen nestled among the evergreens and spidery oaks.

Far off in the distance, barely discernable, a telephone
begins to ring.

The policemen look up at the house curiously.

BRING ON THE CREDITS, 8s the ringing of the telephone floats

fadnbdy out to us, & the picture fades to BLACK.
STROMVGLY

- END -




\“

L D gutiasl d‘.wwo@.m den € % YT 4&«,&::;,@.9%?:
V,;h Mewfo&égﬁ%&ﬁm

XY at 280 +& LD copa MMM;.WG&DM
V4 di e T dmuw'tﬁbk‘wm%m% %,Jma
© %) i <o res o) deouvrt wdle M
P ol T s gy desr b
7 6) & dowC W theks Seon Mosl dee . (S wrth, Mevren a(fm.
2 ’é"“‘“"“jjﬁrﬁﬁ
v d Bmckothat 1o smndtie ofowtd go oo ts B
g mﬁtﬂboﬁl&;&-@ﬂ? Cnaraads

V 2y dak, Wane Lot b a Lot Lose dobicaZl,
v?a ‘t‘e.uc-&pe M%%M&C&Dr&@m a Lt

=3 W%m
YART A)Miﬂbww% oyl e Wﬂl’m‘,
V) e autgeekives coiinon apprpaciing B polies, can_ bl
s pas o Gl Lpaudil. L Ami%. Gt aand
f{)d’ '0‘{,6\'- R ke .

V) @ diwds Pave o ottt idvican as g, an wntllel)
N toutd Lo omadi. nore mucpinows Gud) Ly,
bt gaa

Vo ale 4 copa CLManm.M%L&

Gutnatl . a oy ool wg&

ot Ml



