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CUT™TER & BONE
PADE IN:

SANTA BARBARA, NOW
EXT. PACIPIC OCEAN - NIGHT

The great shroud of the sea rolls on as it rolled five
ghousand years ago.

" EXT. SANTA BARBARA YACHT HARBOR - NIGHT

The L-shaped arm of the marina curves against the sea; a
flicker of mast and piler and cabin lights as the boats tug
gently in their slips. A fairyland.

EXT. THE SANTA BARBARA INN - NIGHT

A fine Spanish Inn by the shore. The lower floors are
brightly 1it; the upper [loors, scattered lights.

The light is on.

INT. INSIDE THE WINDOW

The sulte's bathroom. An exquisite overnight case on the
counter. The frosted glass bird on a vial of L'Air du gggg_
A clutter of Erno Laszlo cosmetics.

A Lady Remington shaver,

A HAND takes up the razor, flicks it on. 222222Z.

The shaver glides over a plain of golden skin, caresses a
valley of flesh.

The shaver pusheé oh. The skin sags. It's RICHARD BONE, his
cheek. Our fantasy dissolves.

INT. THE MIRROR

In the room behind him, past the chiseled planes of his face,
Bone sees a WOMAN on the rumpled bed. She watches him. Her
1ips are moving. All he hears is the shaver. _

He c¢licks 1# off. SILENCE.

A BELLHOP crosses intc the room, in the mirror. He's pushing
4 room service table, The Bellhop sees Bone and nods - too

. dngratiatingly. The woman signs the check.

: : "WOMAN (o0.8.)
~ Richard? Are you hungry?

* (CORTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

" She 'locks okay, noi: great, _Prdbably locked better when they

went to bed. About forty.

WOMAN (o.s.)
I ordered shrimp. I'm starving.
You want anything?

He shakes his head. The Bellhop leaves.
WOMAN (o.s.)

You sure, Richard? Something sweet?
Coffee?

Bone tums. Tries on a smi;e.

BONE
No, thanks, -

He comes into the bedroom in his slacks. Picks up a slightly
wrinkled white dress shirt and starts to put it on, but not
before spearing a shrimp and coating it with cocktall sauce.
Gone in one hite. ‘ ,

: WOMAN
You don't have to go.

Part statement, part question. Bone puts on a worn blazer.

‘T™his 1is his uniform. Slacéks, diress shirt, blazer, tie loose.

Everything is a little worn, but passable. On Bone 1t's all
a little better than passable.

BONE
I have to see a sick friend.

The Woman looks at her lap, hidden under the covers. Bone
steps closer and raises her chin with his thumb. :

' BONE
It's true, He is sick.

She looks up. Smiles softly. Then she nails him:

o WOMAN -
It wasn't that good anyway. .

Stares right through him.

BONE
Remind me not to get on your bad side.

He takes two shrimp at a tlime now.
The Woman watches him scarf two more.

He snaps his fingers, reaches into his back pocket for his
wallet. Makes a show of checking out the moager_contents._

( CONTINUED)
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BONE
Shit. I was supposed to pick up
some mgdicine. I don't 'suppose...

He looks to her for help. No help.

BONE
No, I dont' suppose...

He heads for the door.

L
T . oty

WOMAN
Bone. o

She takes a few bills from a small bag on the night table.
She holds them up. Not t¢ him, Just up.

Bone recrosses to her and reaches for them.

WOMAN
Buy -some vitamin E.

He considers not taking the money. Then he takes 1t. He
picks up a brochure lyins at the foot of the bed and shows
it to the Woman. It's a flyer for a yacht.

 sowe .
i I guess that means you won't be
interested in the boat...

WOMAN
No, I don't think I could. convince
my husband.

| BONE
' Yeah. Well, it's been better for
me ] to’o .
Bone leaves.
5 INT. HALLWAY - OUTSIDE THE ROOM

Bone walks down the corridor. He looks tired.

6 INT. THE LOBBY
A black felt announcement board with white plaster letters:

SANTA BARBARA "OLD SPANISH DAYS" FIESTA
. Crystal Room
. WESTERN PETROLEUM CONFERENCE DINNER
..... \ Cabrille Ballroom

(CONTINUED)
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~ CONTINUED:

Bone passes through the lobby. It's packed. T"0ld Spanish
Days" 1s quite a fiesta. The celebrants, many of them, are
dressed in Old California style. For the men, this means only
a string-tie and Mexican-style hat, thin, flat black brims and

" a round, flat crown. The women are more exotie, in flowered
. peasant blouses or yarda or fine black lace, nearly all with

s mantills. . _ \ ‘ Gy -

. Bone weaves through in h:l.a slacks, blanr and Iived-!.n white
shirt. And he_looks better_than.any_of them. . = -__ _ ..

T*

EXT. FRONT OF THE BOTEL - NIGHT 7.

! A BLONDE standing wii:h two dons and a redhead notices

how good he looks. They re waiting for their car under
the veranda in front. A light mist of rain is falling.

The Blonde catches his eye. His face says it: This
is a fucking curse.

She smiles. Bone shakes his hea.d..:;n‘_-". She mouths:
Puck you.

The ATTENDANT comes out. His pants are soaked. He pulls
the wet fabric from his ass. There's a flash of distant

lightning.

' . BONE
This top's had it., Gotta get it ' - ,_
£ixed... Sorry pal, there goes | )
' you::_tin : ' -
He slides in, drops it in gea: and pulls away. -

| .,.;,j

] Ho hears o. GLIP-GLOP of horses' HOGV‘ES m thc stmt befc.:n o
" he sees. e _ = , g 2

i YoUNG em 1n I.ev.l's ‘and western ahm': utrido one

- The usht chanses. Bone drives onm.iii ,.;.‘,s.'

m A STREET IN DOWNTOWN SANTA nmm NIGHT

_Boné stops at a traffic ught. 'rhe streets are mstly desert- °
ed. PBleachers set up for tomorrow's 0l1d Spanish Days Parade

.m empty..

. i B ! - a t“"@ -.

‘-‘ ; ‘ "'. 9‘.‘1. i

ltring of SII WHITE HOBSES, ) ;hastly preaence :Ln “the 1
NN 5. e g

Ve MR L . 5 A R
m CABRIU:.OHIEHH- ALONGMOCEAN llIGH‘.l' 2 e
'... e .,"‘,' 's,. :3"1"' .‘- * .. 3 ;
Bone noses’ around a cum His hoadl:lghta turn the dri.szle

"to a rine uilver uist. '.l'he engine COUGHS Ay &r 1**}’%‘_‘,} .- -s

Ry TR ots IR - 4

. BXT. Asmnsmm mm_ocm um“s,&’. g“‘&g

¥ SRR

.. The Kea.ley cou;hl Bone dow::"ah.‘-.rts around the comr. 'l‘hen 3.

it dles utogg.thoi'. Je tries to pop the clutch. The mm )
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CONTINUED:
He tpies the key. Nothing.

He gets out and looks around. The street's dead. It's mid-
night, or thersabout. Not a living soul but Bone.

The street is flanked on elther side by a faceless row of
ecarports under two identiczal strips of apartments.

Clusters of trashcans are pushed out toward the roadway.
Trash night. No street lights. It's outdoors, but it feels
closed in. Bone shivers, He starts walking, trying to get
wnat shelter he can from the shallow carparts.

Suddenly a light flashes behind him, throwing his shadow
ahead. Then, as abruptly, it shuts off. Only the HISS of
TIRES ON WET PAVEMENT. B8one turms,

Thirty yards back, a LARGE BLACK CAR hums quietly forward on
the other side of the roadway.

The car stops. -
The door swings copen. A LARGE MAN, lit only by the interior

light from the car, gets out. A SILHOUETTE, BIG BODY, BIG
HEAD. He walks to the other side of the car, opens the back

door. Drag: something ocut, hidden by the car, and dumps it .

into one of the trashcans. He slams the back door and gets
back in the driveris seat. . .

Bone takes a few steps toward the car, almost saying: hey,
but not quite, He railaes his hand instead.

The headlights flash on. Bone is blinded. The ENGINE GUNS;
the tires spin, catch, and the car jerks forward.

Bone looks away from the glaring byt raises his hand to wave
the car down.

The car lurches forward, picking up speed.

Bone Jumps for his 1life. The car screams past and‘down the
I'O&d. °

: BONE
Son of a bitcech! 1® et

Bone turns back toward the trashcan. A couple of golf clubs
stick up over the edge. :

He takes a.rew ateps in the direction of a trashcan. A DOG
SNARLS. Bone stops, lookas. Can't see anything. SILENCE.
He takes another step forward.

Sutdenly: A huge DOBERMAN SLAMS into a frail cyclone fence.
The fence RATTLES. The Doberman BARKS and GROWLS.

- " (CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2)

Bone jumps a mile. And tries to remember how to breathe.
The low, guttural SNARL is constant, scary as hell. Bone
steps auay. The SNARLING stops. 81lence. The rain starts
to pelt down a little harder. It's pouring.

Bone looks to the heavens. -

BONE
Oh yeah? Puck youl

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. OCEANiFRONT BAR - ESTABLISHING SHOT NIGHT
INT. OCEAN~FRONT BAR - NIGHT

Last call. The bar is hung with fishnet, cork, spenges , star-
fish and lobster; somebody's idea of atmosphero.

Two regulars at “the bar watching a George Rarft movie on the
tube with the barkeep. ,

Two BLACKS shoot eight-ball oft the worn, quarter-a-throw table.
INT. A BOOTH BY THE FRONT WINDOW, UNDER THE NEON COORS SIGN
ALEXANDER CUTTER holds court, He lacks an eye, sports a patch.

His left slesve is khotted at the shoulder. His hair 1is
crazed., His skin gleams white, a deathly shade.

"The Court: A YOUNG GIRL, collﬁgiate, romantic, intense, enjoy-

ing Cutter. Her YOUNG MAN, like her, interchangeable really,
save he doesn't like Cutter. A WORKING STIFF, a regular who
stops in after his night shift at a locel refinery. A BLACK
MAN walting to tag in at pool with his friends. Probably the
enly three blacks in ‘Santa Barbara. _ -

Enter: Richard Bone, looking like a used washrag.

- CUTTER
‘Ahoy, maties! Ishmael returnetht
How goes your search for that fiendish
leviathan of the deep, Moby Dick?

Bone mouths the next line in unison with Cutter. He's been
through this before.

CUTTER & BONE
Moby Dick? 1Isn't that a social disease?
BONE

It's only one-~thirty, Alex.

CUTTER
And already into the 'B' material.
(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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_ CUTTER (cont'd)
I admit 1t, Rich, but great art
demands a great audience...

Cutter gestures tc his companions, clearly not a great
audience. He shakes his head sadily.

he College Boy considers himself a great audience. The Girl
thinks 1t's charming. The Working Stiff is serious about his
boer._ The Black 1s watching his friends.

_ CUTTER
But, we do what we can. And your
presence tells me you didn't do much
- tonight. Hmmm? No, no, don't
embarrass yourself with explanations,
you're among friends. Permit me...

Bone eyes the table, spots a drink in front of the College
Boy, snakes in gracefully and rescues the unattended spirits.

CUTIER
: ‘ -+« to introduce Rosecrantz and
- : - Guildenstern... :

@ ‘The Collegians. She smiles, He doesn't.

‘ CUTTER (v.0.)
-+. Emisgsaries from the Danish Court
and tree surgeons to the King!

- BONE
They prune Danish, right?
' CUTTER y
That's my line, Rich, you irrepressible '
devil. And this is...

N . The Working sStifr,

' CUTTER (v.0.)

+ss 13, of course, Karl Marxz, former
dead guitar with the Boston Symphony
Orchestra.

The Working Stirr'ﬁons over his beer,

- CUTTER
seo And last, but certainly least,
is Rastus, the Court Nigger.

- - . The Court Nigger hasn'g-beon Paying attention. Until now.
o Zf S o CUTTER ' .

- ' Whoops! I can tell by the look in -
' your eye, I should have called you

Mater Nigger.
' { CONPTNITEDA
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CONTINUED: (2)

Now the two'pooluplaying Blacks coﬁa over. One brings his
cue. The other palms a ball. The menace is lost on no one.

CUTTER .
Do I detect some tension? Come now,
gentlemen, a simple matter of semantics.
What are we well-intenticned liberals
to call you these days? Negroes?
Blacks? Coloreds? Darkies! Gee, what
would you call -'em, Rich?

Right now Cutter is the only one who thinks this is funny.

‘The rest of the table eyes the door.

The bdartender and the two regulars give up the TV for this.
The bartender grabs a weighted bat under the bar,

_ BONE
I'd call him sir, if I were you.

CUTTER
But, Rich, that isn't¢ what you called
them when your car was stolen. Then, .
how were you to know it was a couple
of Joy-riding white teenagers? Just
what was 1t you called them...?

BONE
Alexi

CUTTER
Alex! Oh, I wouldn't stand for that
1f I were you fellows. You must be
crazy, Rich, insulting them like that.
The Blacks look around. A white bar. Seven to three.

FIRST BLACK
You're cragy. Motherfucker's crazy!

The assembled crowd agrees. And breathes easier.

_ BONE
T™he war. You know...

_Bone touches his forehead,

FIRST BLACK
I understand, dut...

_ _ CUTTER
Y wasn't in the war.

BONE
See.,

The Blacks agree. A sad case.
{ CONTINUED)
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Rev. 10/8/79 : — 9.
12 CONTINUED: (3)

(;9 BONE
But 1f he convinces you he isn't
crazy, don't send me the pleces.

Bone grabs Cutter's jacket and takes a set of keys from the
pocket. He tosses Cutter the coat.

CUTTER
m.oo
Bone waves byefpye.
' CUTTER
- - Friends! Don't miss this! You are

seeing a pro in action. Richard Bone
doing what he does best: walking away.

BONE
Jealous?

Cutter starts to get up but he's hemmed in.
He pulls his cane from under the table and flings it at Bone

: walking out the door. The cane shatters a neon bar-sign then
. clatters harmlessly to the floor. Cutter ignores it. :

. Where were we?

He eyes the College Girl.
CUTTER ' -
Ch, yes, the moral imperative in
. polymorphous perversity... Which
o ‘ means: Let's all head for the
E \ alley with Ophelia here and a : :
3 bottle of Mazola oil. . o
He's serious. She can think of worse things. '

. DISSOLVE TO:
13  EXT. SALSIPUEDES AVENUE - GVERLOOKING THE OCEAN ~ NIGHT

The neighborhood is called the Riviera by the natives.
Exclusive near the top, down here, smaller houses.

13A EXT. A SMALL WHITE CALIFORNIA BUNGALOW WITH A RICKETY WOOD
DECK -~ NIGHT ' : |

A stately '63 Bulck convertible pulls into the driveway.
(- 14  EXT. THE BACK PORCH - NIGHT ,
| Bone climbs up a short flight of steps. A cat rubs against

s ankle at the dack door, then scratches at it, Bone holds
the door and bows. The oat ignores the bow and scoots in.
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15  INT. THE HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT ’

: Q The cat is already on the kitchen table, sniffing among a
o welter of boxes, an homage to packaged foods: Fritos,
~ Twinkies, Spaghetti-0's, Hamburger Helper, Count Choc-u-la,
cﬂ:g‘n‘t:runch, Wonder Bread. The kitchen was cleaned in 1972.
be.,

- Bone checks out the fridge. Grim. Three bottles of vodka in
the freezer compartment; leftovers turned blue. Bone sniffs
o & milk carton. No good. He latches a vodka..

16  INT. THE LIVING ROOM - NIGHT | |
From the door, Bone sees MO. Maurene Stanton Cutter.

In the half-1ight of the darkened room, Mo is a ghostly
vision., Shs drifts across the room in a thin kimono like a
diver beneath the sea, slow, deliberate, unreal. She sinks
onto the couch and stares out the window.

BONE
You look beautiful, Mo.

MO
Considering?

b  BONE
, 4‘? : : I didn't say that.
.. . .. .

MO
It's a given. The way of the world.
' Things are okay... considering.

' BONE

That good, huh?

MO

Better. Any minute now, Prince

: Charming will ride by on his grand

. : white charger, take me in his arms
' and carry me off to live happlly

ever after. Fabulous! Simply

fabuious,.,. considering. -

BONE
My charger has a bad battery, but
will T do?

MO

No. You're teoo old.
Deadly. Bone has no response.

. . o | (CONTINUED)
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' MO .
Speaking of which, you're home awfully
early. Couldn't you find a lonely
matron with a taste for gutter squalor?
Or is this the battery trouble you

mentioned?
BONE
I den't like you when you're stoned.
MO
I don't like you when I'm straight.
BONE
How would you know?
MO
Oh, we did we have a bad night, didn't
wa?
. BONE
Not until now.
MO

Is this bad, Richard? I hadn't noticed.

"Is it so bad having a place to come to

- when you've got no place to go? -

Mo reaches her hand out to Bone. He starts to reach for it.

MO
The bottle.

He atands corrected, hands her the vodka. Mo smiles, a
- ravelation ecoming, .

. MO
Poor, Richard. The golden boy. They
never say no to Richard. But here you
ar2. playing second fiddle to 2 one-
eyel cripple. Oh, I do understand.

BONE
He's not your averags one-eyed
ceripple. He's Cutter... Hell, he's
not even Cutter. He's a ghost.

Mo nd.gs from the vodka bottle. ' ’

BONE
If I'm second-i1ddle to anythi
i1t's the Ghost of Cutter Past. I
suppose that's why you taks hils
shit. Waiting for the ressurrection?

{ CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2)
Bone looké around the roon.

" BONE
Well I never was a religious man.
It ain't gonna happen, Mo.

. MO
You’ll never find out, Richard.
You never stay in one place long

enough to.

BONE
What's that supposed to mean? If I
had been around at the right time...

MO
I would have married Alex anyway.

BONE
I don't think so.

‘ MO
Whatever you say. But I did. And
I'm happy with the way things are,

- BONE
Considering.

MO ' ’
Considering.

) CuT TO:
EXT. THE STREET WHERE BONE WAS ALMOST RUN DOWN - DAWN

Like some prehistoric beast shrouded inm fog, a municipal
trash collection truck lumbers and whines down the street.

EXT THE CARPORT WHERE THE BLACK CAR STOPPED - DAWN

The trash t=uck stops. A YOUNG HIPPIE in overalls suings of?
the back and grabs a can and slings it into the gruaher.

The Doberman behind the eyclone fence smashes against the
chain—-1ink SNARLING and BARKING. Then a low GROWL.

EXT. INSIDE THE CAB OF THE TRASE TRUCK - DAWN

The MEXICAN DRIVER is watching in the rear-view mirror. Then
he looks ahead. :

-

DRIVER
Kenny?

He looks in the mirror. No Kenny. He climbs out of the cab.
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21

Austin-Healey,

- EXT. BY THE TRASH CANS - DAWN

Kenmy is throwing up. He points to one of the cans, The
one with the golf clubs. The Driver takes a look. i

THE TRASH CAN

It's a GIRL. Her head is bent against her chest, staring
upward. Her face beaten. She is wearing a short skirt
fallen back and bobby~-socks. She' 's dead.

The Driver looks away, sick.

Thirty yards down the street, where he abandoned 1it, 1s Bone's

CUT TO:
EXT. OUTSIDE CUTTER'S HOUSE - MORNING

An ink-blue Jaguar XJ6 pulls up behind the Bulck. GEORGE
SWANSON, ruddy, round, middle-aged and looked that way since
he was twelve, gets out. He opens the back door and Cutter
almoat falls out. George catches hin.

GEORGE
Come on, Alex.

Cutter opens his eye, tries to focus. The morning sun almost
kills him, ’ '

CUTTER
Jesus George, you shoulda warned me.

George helps him stand.

: GEORGE
"It'1l be nice and dark inside. The
shades aren't up. Come on, boy.

Cutter does his best but wlithout George he'd nevor make 1it..

George gets him to the door and then pounds.

GECRGE
Richie! Richie! You awzke? It's
George. - |
Cutter loses it and almost drags George back down the steps.

(CONTINUED) .
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Bone anawers the door in his slacks, shirtless. The sun Just
about kills him, too.

GEORGE - IR
Hi, Richie. Can you give me a hand
here? .

They caréy Cutter inside. His eye remains pressed shut.

INSIDE THE HOUSE = DAY

Cutter is Qumped on the sofa. -

CUTTER
Is it safe yet?

o GEORGE
Yeah. It's dark.

Cutter opens hils eyé. Bone pulls on a shade. It rips up with

a loud CLAP and sun floods in.

Cutter screams., Mo ccmes to the bedroom door and looks at the
domestic scene.

CUTTER
Jesus, Rich. You really know how to
‘hurt a guy.

BONE .

Had & good teacher, Alex.

Mo crosses to Cutter. He sees her and smiles. Shades his
eye with his hand.

' CUTTER
Lawsy, lawsy. I has died and gone
to hebben!
o MO
You okay?
GEORGE
Just a little drunk. He's fine, Mo,
MO
I'm sorry you had to...
GEORGE
Don't be silly.
CUTTER

Don't let him fool you. He's bucking
for sainthood and without me he hasn't
got a chance.

( CONTINUED)
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22

CONTINUED:
George laughs and shakes his head. He just loves the guy

‘with one eye.

MO
Would you like some coffee?
GEORGE

No thanks. I better get home.
Susie's probably worried. .

BONE
Must have known you were picking him up.
GEORGE

Nope. Completely by accident.

| George heads for the door, stbps, turns to Bone.

GEORGE
Hey, Richle. How'd we do with the
woman you took to dinner? She seemed
- pretty damned interested in the
forty-footer this afternoon.

Bone shakes his head.

Co © + BONE
I think she had something a lot
smaller in mind.

GEORGE
Too bad. Well, you take good care
of my boy, hear? And I'll see you
all at the parade!

George waves off any thunk-youa and leaves.

i : MO
Why'd you bother him?

CUTTER
Hell, it was no bother.

Mo looks put out at Alex. ,
CUTTER
Really. There I was crawling home
ninding my own business and he almost
ran over my fingers. Besides, the
guy's a glutton for punishment.

Must be, look who he hes selling
yachts for him.

. BONE
Cute, Look whose recommendation he
tdﬁk . . ’

{ CONTINUED)
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22 cowrmwump: (2) . - )
Be means Cutter. butsenthoeomhmxttomw " 'She
tenderly brushes some hair from his forehead.
| WMat'll it be? ‘oortu or sleep?
" . Any otber eholoces? B .
'c&ttcrhm. Mcatinsloumthﬂ.rdmico._
CUTTER
m;numr
BONE
Maybe I'll sleep o my boat.

CUTTER
Come on, Rich.

cu et i o el e g R aBna kA

n
If he wants to go...

CUTTER
Ee doesn’t want to go. Do you?

! e R IR _d__u_it...i.i'“'it.... g . . - —— -
CUTTER

o, it's very early. Mo doesn't.
want you to go. Do you? We'll
4o something together.

mmbmmucemm.amunu.

——--- - ———— -

- ~COPTER -
— T T Nave breskfast. Cup of soffes... Uniess — e
gou got something else in =ind. . T

Cutter, the master puppeteer. Mm.tmmlmo
Keep 'em off-balancea.

) i .
e et M TR, L
va . ; .
rn. Wnat 13 this? Just a 1ittle -
oks. Oh, I get 4t. You Gon't want

W R e Tl & - P L.
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CONTINUED:

PIRST COP
Iz there a_Richard Bone here?

Bone nods.'
Four COPS burst through the door. They grab him and wrestle
him to the ground. His arme are wrenched behind his back, ‘
handeuffs siapped on. In twelve seconds, he is trussed and
helpless. Cne Cop has a rifle aimed at_Cutter and Mo.

The Cops stand and 1ift Bone up.

. BONE
what th.. L I

CUTTER
You damn well better have a warranti!!
One of the Cops pulls one from his back pocket.

: coP
Who are you? ’

CUTTER

LS

Hhat'd he do?
But the other Cops are dragsing Bone outside._
Exr FRONT OF THE HOUSE - DAY . b

Four aquéd carst - Looks like g militia. Three officers
erouched with rifles behind the doors for shields.

INT. THE HOUSE - DAY
Cutter is up and limping toward the door. . .

_ cor
“Hold 1¢!

Cutter can see out the door now. Impressive! Bone is being

.shoved into cne of the ecars.

. CUTTER
Holy shit! He must have fucked
the Police Chilef's wile!

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. SANTA BARBARA POLICE HEADQUARTERS ~ DAY

Bone is being ushered through & phalsnx of newspapermen,

television cameras and photographers. This is the bdig time.
Bveryone is shoving and jostling to get closer.

- (CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

Blinded by a barrage of flashbulbs, hia GUARDS drag him down
the corridor, into an office. The door SLAMS.

COT TO:
THE PARADE
Four DANCING GIRLS in Spanish costume.
. | cUT T0:
EXT. POLICE STATION - THE MAIN ENTRANCE ~ LATER - DAY

The activity has slowed down. But there is still a battery
of media people na.iting.

Cutter and Mo exit from inside the buildins And the NEWSMEN
begin their clamor. , )

msm * . . A .r':.:'::.:..‘-...--..'....
- Mr, Cutter! Mr, Cuttert :
A microphone is shoved in his face.
- NEWSMAN -

_ What do you know about Richard Bone?
Cutter is like a p:lg-in shit with all this attention. Mo is
trying to tug him away.

' CUTTER ,

I tell you, Rich is a real la_tdy-killerl -

MO
Alex!
_ CUTTER
Hey, Just kidding, gang.

- NEWSMAN
Were you with him? Are you his alibi?
Wish I could be, but he never invites
me along for the good stuff.

The door cpens and the Bellhop from the hotel and the lLady on

the bed walk out., The Newsmen abandon Cutter and attack the
fresh recruits. Mo pulls him away. He's a little disappoint-
‘do ' : ’

CUT T0:
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28

INSIDE THE CAPTAIN'S OFFICE - DAY

It's been a long morming, but the POLICE CAPTAIN has lost
none of his geal. Bone has. He's slumped in his chair while
the Captain paces around the small office. They've been over
the story for six hours. The Captain has gotten nowhere and
he's frustrated and angry. - .

CAPTAIN
A large man in silhouette. Large
head. That's it? . '

BONE i
It's what I saw.

: CAPTAIN
Look, Bone, last thing I need is an
inventive witness, believe me. But
there's no reason you can't look at
the mig books. :

BONE
I dldn't-see his face! I didn't
see anything. 1 been telling you
that for five hours.

CAPTAIN
Six! TYou know why, Mr. Bone?

Bone'kﬁqws why, but the Captain’s gonna'tell him again. .

. CAPTAIN -
I'll tell you why! It's the goddamn
trashcan. He coulda dumped her in a
ditch, on the beach. Naw, he dumps
her in a goddamn trashcan! It's ugly,
Myr. Bone. Done in L.A., it's okay.
Happens all the time. But we don't
get the creeps up here,

Bone stares away into space, a show of boredom for the

-~ Captain's benefit. The Captain ignores it. He rummeges

through some papers on his desk.

- CAPTAIN
Look at this autopsy!

The Captain paces and reads it aloud. Bone has heard it
twenty times. He knows it by heart. He can mouth most of
the words along with the Captain.

. CAPTAIN ,
Crushed trachea. Fractured skull.
Semen in her throat. 0On her face.
Seventeen years old. A fuckiag
. cheerleader! A cheerlsader! 1
.. don't kmow. I just don't know.
And you daidn‘'t see anything!

(OONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2)
Bone scoots his chalir back.
BONE
That's right! And I didn't de iti
80 unless you have something else
to say...
Bone starts to get up.

. CAPTAIN
'S4t down!

Bone sits. The Captain plcks up his phone and stabs at a
button. '

CAPTAIN
One more thing, then you can go...
{into phone) -
Send in Miss Duran.
BONE
Her mother?
CAPTAIN
Sister.
= BONE
"What for?
CAPTAIN
You tell her what you saw. Or didn't
see.
BONE
You tell her, .
CAPTAIN
It's better coming from you.
' ' BONE
It's your job.
CAPTAIN

It's your story.

The door to the office opens. A secretary shows in VALERIE
DURAN, young, attractive, but severe. A tasteful dlouse and
skirt, utilitarian pumps. Her hair is drawn back tight.
Everything about her is tight.

Her eyes have worn out overnight. ‘She looks at the ground.
She looks up at Bone for a second, then the floor, then Bone.

- (CONTINUED)
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29

29A

30

CONTINUED: (3)

- VALERIE
Did you kill my sister?

Bone looks at the floor.
DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. OUTSIDE THE STATION - DAY -

Bone exits and the media barrage hits. noro'flasnbuibs, a
cacagg:ny of VOICES. Bone pushes through, refusing to say
anyt - '

EXT. THE CURB - DAY

Cutter's Bulck is waiting. OCutter HONKS. Bone makes for
the door. Mo pushes it open and Bone slides in.

x

But the car can't move. The street's closed for the parade,
INSIDE THE BUICK - DAY ) '
Bone sits back, exhausted. Cutter is manic with energy.

' CUTTER
fou made the big time, Rich! Show him.

Mo holds up the arteinoon edition of the papers. Sure énough,

Bone made the front page. "SUSPECT HELD IN SLAYING.”

CUTTER S
Of course, a witness is not nearly as -
exciting as & murderer. But I'm not _
one to dump my friends just because
thay 're not perfect. Who d4did 1t?

BONE
Later, Alex. I just played this game
for six hours, '

" CUTTER
Seven, Come on, it's me, your ole
buddy, Alex. What'd you see?

BONE
Nothing. I didn't see anything.

CUTTER
Come on! You saw a2 silhouette.
We heard that mueh outsids.

: BONE
T™hat's what I saw.

: . CUTTER
‘Nhat'd be look like?

(CONTINUED)
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30  CONTINUED: '
_ BONE ‘
Alex, I'm tired., I just want to go
home. _
‘CUTTER

And I'd love to oblige. But Georgle
will be deeply hurt if we don't L
see hin,

3l _gig. THE OLD BPlNISH DAYS PARADE - DOWNTOWN SANTA BARBARA -

A magisterial RANCHERO astiride his Palomino high-steps down
State 3treet. Studded, black, belled trousers, white pruffled
shirt, string tie and turquoise clasp, topped by & huge
Jeweled black sombrero. His horse, caparisoned in hammered
silver, Jingles like a chest of doubloons, hooves striking
sparks oh the pavement.

32 IN THE CROWD - DAY

Cutter is leading Bone and Mo along the front line of specta-

tors, limping more obviously than is necessary. Smiling to

gllh:he people he stops in front of to check out whether this
s his spot. _ _

33 = THE PARADE - DAY

Squealing carretas, old hay carts, carry old Spanish familles;
scores of superh horses carry distinguished ladies and gentle-

men of the town; floats pass in review, deplcting scenes from

0ld California; posses of charros; ranks of motorcycle patrol- -
men; dowagers riding buggles, wearing great lace mantillas;

city councilmen in Cadillac convertibles; gaily costumed
-serenaders singing Spanish corridas, hish school marching

bands and baton twirlers: descendants of pioneer families

dancing the folk dances of their forefathers.

3%  THE CROWD - DAY

Cutter has found his placs. He is ignoring the angry frowns
of the people he's in front of. Bone and Mo and Cutter sguat
dowrs. Mo opens the. newspaper she brausht and ignores the
parade altogether.

35 THE PARADE - DAY _
| A float 1s passing by them now. It depicts the local mission

and is mounted by the rriars and a few children dressed up as
Indians,.

CUTTER
What'd I tell you, Rich? Just the
B thing to get your n&nd off your Co
T trying ordeal. _ . T e

. (CﬁNTINUiﬁ) LT _i i



e e A w——— e =k o

I TR U e P R

Rev. 10/8/79 ' .23,
35 CONTINUED:

O . sone
- You mean you?

- . - CUTTER
Come on, enjoy the parade, Look at
that, Our glorious past! Mission
Santa Barbara, queen of the El1 Caminc
- Real., Happy padres! Happy Indians!

.- The blessings of the white man, Too

- . bad they were all wiped out. But!

. . They died with Christ's blessing.

i Happy corpses, every one! - '

BONE
You're right. I needed something fun
like this. ‘
36 THE PARADE ‘ -

A marching band is coming up, led by a:phalanx of nubile
baton twirlers. The girl nearest Cutter is 16 going on 23.

36A IN THE CROWD

. CUTTER
. Ah, the Baton Brigade!  And lock at
_ that cne! Jesus! They are maturing
- early, aren't they? We were borm too

soon, Rich. You know what they do
with those hard, smooth, polished

chrome batons these days? You bet
you dol

37 THE PARADE

Now comes the ranks of Santa Barbara's most illustrious, that
.18 to say wealthiest, citizens. All on matched rows of fine
horses, : o :

37A THE CROWD
Cutter muscles a iittle kid out of his way. Then pats her
head.

CUTTER
Christ, look at the silver on those
horses, Shit, that's worth more than
a year at Unemploymant. You think we
could mug a Palomino?

37B THE PARADE
,'2 X The first rows of the country club set ride by in stately
e , double=file on matched roans. All wear pearl-grey riding
outfits, mariachi-bdy-way~of-givenchy.

| | S (CONTINUED)
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They're followed by a float. Thia one is a map of California
with 2 large oll well where Santa Barbara would be, The oll.
well is not gushing oil, however, rather a cornucopla of
fruits spilling into the happy, walting hands of two chlldren
1gd§pani;2 costumes, All made of flowers, A legend on the

s re : s

CORD INDUSTRIES
Home Offices: Santa Barbara

THE CROWD = DAY
Now we're getting down to it. The
hard~core,

THE PARADE - DAY

The hardecore i1s what follows the Cord float. The Cord -
Family. Led off by grandchildren, twelve of them in a cart,
pulled by two pinto ponies. They all wave either o
California flags or American flags.

Then a flle of teenagers on black Tennessse Walkers, two rows
of six abreast, fllling the street. ' -

Next, the parents, five of them on Palominos.

The major family resemblance is size. They are, most of
them, big. As if the will to power was bred in the bone.

THE CROWD

CUTTER . ,
Pure sociology. Rich., For an honest- -
to=(od dynasty, you need family.
Whaddaya say, Mo?

Nb.ceramqniously'turns a page of the newspaper, keeps read-
ing. Bone 1s looking intently at the Cord family.
Fascinated.

THE PARADE « POV: BONE « BONE'S POV

The GRAND PATRON rides alone. His thick shock of silver

hair glints .like his horsa's silvery armor. He stares

;head with awesome self=certainty, looking neither right nor
aft,

He banaes foy an instant in front of the sun, He is sil-
houstted by a shining golden nimbus, for all the world an-
emperor. Only for a second, '

It's him! '
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CONTINUED$

CUTTER
Who?

Bone stares a second longer, then hears Cutter's questioht

. BONE
Iike him, It looked like the man.
trash CaI.

Cutter looks at the Grand Patron. Back at Bone.

CUTIER
You mean Cord?

BONE
No. That BUuy¥.

CUTTER
That's J, J. Cord

Cutter steps into the street and starts limping as fast as
he can to catch up with Cord. Then he stops and turns.

CUTTER
Rioh! Come on.

Bone reluctantly atarts walking to Cutter. Cutter hobbles
ahead until he 4s looking back at Cord. Bone catches up,

"Cutter looks back and forth between Bone and Cord.

CUTTER
. Well?
Bone dhrugs.

: CUTTER

Is 1t? -
BONE

Who knawg? They're both big, that's all,

‘ CUTTER |

But you said it was him. J. J. Cord.

BONE

Like him, Not even like him. Just big.

GEORGE (0.8.)
Alexi! Richie!

THE PARADE

Bringing up the ranks, mounted on a variety of horses, are
the files of attendants to the Cord Empire., And George is in
the van, He's waving and calling.

- GEORGE
How do I look?

(CONTINUED)
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: CUTTER ‘
Like a fat man on a horse, Georgie!

Cutter turns to Bone but Bone is watching Cord ride away.

. Cutter smiles,
e CUITER

A ’

You Just 4id 1t again, Rich. You said
jJiw, like they were the same guy.

BONE .
Then. I hardly saw them. Either time.
| CUPTER

Jou hear him, Mot -¥hat-he said.—He

T said: It's him. Wow all of a sudden,
. he tries to taks it back. Pretty
weird, wouldn'’t you say?

No looks up from her newspaper.
| . - nNo
Yoo, I bheard him, but OCord was busy .
last night. -7
CUTTER
What 4o you mean?

i ‘ o
e . You'te gonna have a field day with
- this one. Great raw material for

LT S AP

another Alex Cutter fantasy... Cord's  ....... .. .
4T wvas burned last might. . . e s oo
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mmamm' holdsitforbuthofmtom..'
hmuapacemuthlt J.J. Cord standing next to’

the ocharred hulk of his ¢ uncnhtpnudfaem:'.
Cutter takes the paper and d;-dﬁ

' cyrren .
- : 1at's eat. -

" Be turns wnay. nomumu atth-mtm Cutter sees
m.m,m paper and walks away.

. Gll!'!b:

.80, EXT. A TACO BELL NEAR THE OCEAN - DAY
Outm,mmbmutﬁncu eoncrete bench and
table. mrasunmamom:mmmrorn

to the tadle. He picks up the remains and wolfs them too.
He chases it with a tiny cup of hot sauce.

Exoiting day. , : o
No has the newspaper in front of her. Bone is nidbling ¢
at his hot dog. Cutter is Mcﬂmupmthincthnt't
__ Jeft on the tab:l.o,_ including Bone's fries. P —

. BONE
hmwfnonnstﬂ.udm.

CUTTER '
What was he doing out so late? And g
where was bhis chaffeur? - The man never
mm-m:mm% :

bmhuﬂmrmmmtonndmmr.

— | e i et A, 1t o

= e e e

Not true. Be just eity. ‘ .
hmnttbomc%'%m%m F
at the hotel and decided to go

driving by himself. Does it all d

the _ﬁ.ﬂ. m or mto
Bone snaps his fingers.

_ BONE b
Whoops! There goes your mtan. Alex.
- L) ’ | .
CREY M, Rich, don't spoil the fum.
- F BONE |
" lona.fcnu But that's where I ' o

saw
o ( CONTINUED)
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CUTTER
Where?
BONE
fast night at the hotel. That's where e
Em. 80 I must have made the eonnection
- I saw him at the parade.
Pretty good, Rich. But you'se not out . hd

of it yet. What th_o_ dida you leave?

. BONE

Who knows? A little before midnight.
Cutter looks at Mo. She checks the paper. Shrugs. WNo
answer,

CUTTER

Okay. Be's driving saround and around .

at midnight. Parks by the ocean. Takes

yacht, And while he's gone... Ka-plooie!

~ Somsbody Just happens to dlow up his
car. Vhat sige car‘d you see?

~Noté Yook o8 La#t Presich £ry hmm":m _']J.u_...._ ‘

’MM&%Mlﬂlbﬂu.

Burned, not 'blown-up'. It was a . L
bu SAar. ) o

m:uummnm.

—Like o Caddy? - ——— -

acez . .
Come on, thay‘all lock the same. -
_ | ‘ |

|

™e odds old J.J. deing your
" trashean killer: out of the qmt!.ou.
: 'Bone nods his agreemsnt. mttu'mm tmmcuon
...the table and gets up and limps to the trash. Stufls in
© . the Junk and turns.
S ' ~ CUTTER .
i . Except for two things. m.m
: said: 1it's hia. MIptthnt

~* Bone's resdy to protest. Cutter tt«u on,

e ) - .. " P e L -y .ty - . [ - e

_ (M)
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CUTTER
And secorid, Big Number Two: the fire bomb.
His car takes it in the shorts within
ninety minutes of when the pom-pom girl
g:cgumpcd. Not even a little intriguing,
? A .

BONE
You got one problem, Alex.

. CUTTER
What's that...?

BONE
Your imagination.

" Bone gets up, Cutter gives up. But just before they walk

away, Bone, almost absently, takes a last look at Cord's
picture in the paper. His face tenses, a flash. Cutter sees
it. He snmiles.

29

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. THE SANTA BARBARA YACHT HARBOR - DAY . - AL

A forest of masts keeping time to'the wind.

A BOAT - DAY o 41 -

This is "Ivre,™ a Cal 24, Bone's pride and joy, the one part
of his life that works. And he is working to keep it trim.

. Bvery rope flemished; brass fittings glean. He's working on

the engine.
- CUTTER
(sings a few bars of the Sailor's Hornpipe)
' How's my ole pal the Ancient Mariner? -

BONE
He was doing just fine until his albatross
showed up. I thought you were afraid to
get your foot wet!

CUTTER

If you had a cork leg that would turn -

you upside down and drown you in a bathtub
you might gpp:eciats terra-firma too.

BONE
What about Ahab? Peg-leg and all. Didn't
bother him. o
COUTTER :
Time was, pal, I could have run your ass
' . " . (Com.)
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. 41A.

41A. CONTINUED:
| CUTTER (CONT.)
...all over the waves. Beaten you in a barge.

And you know it. Know why?

_ BONE
1'11l bet you're gonna tell me.

CUTTER
Because you coast, Rich. You don't press.

Me, I press.
A Saturday yachtsman, his girl-friend and son pass Cutter
goingedown the gangwvay.

BONE ‘
But not on water anymore. Too bad. I could have

used you sailing to Tahiti.

Cutter moves a bit closer to the boat.

' CUTTER -
~I'don't expect I'll be around.
BONE
How come?
-CUTTER
. Been giving some serious thought to snuffing
- 0ld Number One. . -

Bone finally léoks up from his work. Cutter grins. But ha's
serious.

CUTTER (CONT.)
You don't think I'm serious. Guy talks about it,
he won't do it right?

N

You seriocus?

CUTTER '
my head, yeah. But doing it, well I couldn't say
'til afterwards, could I? And then I couldn't say
anything. So, yeah, far as I know I m serious.

Bone gets up, tidies the tool-box and closes the engine cover.
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41A. (CONTINUED)

31.
41A.

' BONE
wWanna drink?
CUTTER !
Not down there.

Bone jumps from the boat to the pier. They head up the gangway.

41B. ACROSS THE PARKING APRON. = R XT- DAY

They head across the parking apron toward the Yacht Club Bar.

.42, 43,
43A, 44,

4'5, 46.

" pried Di-Gel?

BONE '
How come?

. CUTTER
Pact is, you make me sick. Physically ill.

. Like the u. Like I have to puke.

BONE | .

CUTITER .

. And you know the bad part? You're the best.
‘The best and you make me sick. Hey, don't

let it go to your head. Probably just a

matter of style. A man smart enough to walk
around a pile of shit. Me? I gotta walk
straight through every time. You know

what I got to show for it? Shit on my shoes. _
Y'know, Rich, I don't even like to read anymore;
I can't,listen to music. Don't like the ocean.
Hate locking at faces, listening to voices.

I don't even like making love to Mo anymore,
because you have to say somathing afterwards.
I'd rather kiss her clit than her mouth.

PISSOLVE

T™0: '
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CUTTER'S SPEECH: T.V. VERSION ONLY

CUTTER

31 (T.V.)

And you know the bad part. You're the best.

The best and you make me sick.

't like

Hey don't let
it go to your head. Probably just a matter
of style. The low key. Nothing important.
Y'know, Rich, I don't even like to read
anymore. Can't listen to music. Don

the ocean. Bate locking at faces, listening

to voices. I don't even like making love
to Mo anymore, because you have to say 8

afterwards.

omething




!’ou know the bad. part.? !ou"re the best. N ’

“mevee- io . -The best, and you make me sick. -Hey, - - - e e
A - don't let it B° to your head. 1It's T e
T o Just your style. A man smart enough -

to walk around & pile of shit.. Me? L
Gotta walk through it every time. You
. ‘know what I got to show. for it? S8hit - ..
on my shoes. .1 can't stand talking:-
. -to anybody else, I domn't even lile -
. tuoking Mo anymore, because you hx
s -] say M afterwards. =i 7.

OMITTED
INSIDE THE RESTAURANT/BAR - DAY .

LT The nzsmuzon LADY comes up to them, au husine'i“fs‘:”f?ﬁi;“fﬁ;
v ' Very pregnant. e Kowat

RESERVA‘.'.‘ION LADY
I don't want any trouble from yuu,
Alcmdcr. ST ‘_::':: W eTULLLL

--_..n I- ; - - h I -ul-'..-m
f"‘"”"” o '""”Susie. methea're Th:.s 13 your o].e
TRt L L pgl, Alex. o

SUSIE (RESERVATION LADY) e e
" T ¥mow. "Richard, he gets one drink, LT A
: Just one. - -*:-‘v--“

CUTTER

_____ .. _Be n:.ce, Susle, or I'll tell Rich nhy.
o Gmge married you. What happened ... : : o
e T - George bet the fams would maks -~ . TR
N -_- it to m m BO'IJ..- l'h loato © :"-’-I,“"“ ¢ L e |
L .- SUSIE - pacvm
'". - !ou'd lcnow about. losers, nou.'ldn't you,

- Alexander, o

But before Cutter can respond, Susie turns and nlks oAy,

. They follow her out to the temce, away from the payins L
mtme:-s. . - |

Poor George. He doesn't get laid R e
- -fTor half the year while she's pregnant. ~ - = = -
+ . And the rest of the time he has to :
i tuek her.
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= C:) CUTTER

So you agree with me. Suicide is the
. ©T answer.

BONE
Sure, but what's your hurry?

- , CUTTER : . .
I'm killing you guys. You and Mo.
_ . BONE ‘
. y So what else is new?
RS ' CUTTER
' Time ror a change.
BONE

Can't you come up with something a
little lesa drastic?

- CUTTER
Sure. A little money would be nice.
But more than Georgle's gullt is good for.
I'd like to change the old bod around,
and then bid a not-ao-rond adieu to this

hole,
BONE
. To.e.? -
: ' _ - Cutter muses for & second. £ reflective, poetical thought .

- ' . CUTTER
: ' I don't know. An island. The Gauguin
thing.” Native girls. Ice ‘cream suilts.
Fans to push the damp air around.

BONE
We got a boat.

CUTTER
I was planning to fly. You still
aren't sure about Cord?

Naw. I really didn't see him. Not
~ his face.
CUTTER

That's one rich motherfucker, Cord 1is.

Bone sips his drink and then almost spits half of 1t out.
He's laughing. ‘
CUTTER .
Something funny? I'd love to laugh,
too. If I could remember how.

BONE
. You're beautiful. )
R Sorry, you're not my type.

(CONTINVED)
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. : BONE

j : Pirst: 'Rich. I done m de blues.'
: Then: *Rich, I need some coin.' And

finally & neat segue to, you gusssed

it: J.J. Cord. You're desutiful.

Cutter muses on the sequence.

— 1

. © CUTTER
v You flatter me. Blackmall, huh?
3 - BONE
Never en*sred Ay mind.

CUTTER
'~ Too much IV, pal. 7The old mind's
- turaing to Jelly.

BONE
No commection, huh?

CUTTER
Mone at all. Just suriosity... whisch
is all that keeps me alive.

BONE :
But Cord. Why him? | .

CUTTER
'Cause he makes me sick, too.
_ m«m:mcmmtmmmunm

5 ‘ cmtpt.mmmmms
hole?

lnryone inside -‘dooks. Cutter loocks at Bone shocked and ms

CUTTER
May I please have one too.
FADE OUT.

- .-_—_m n- s — s ep——
Brm———— - — - e e

e A A e - % wmemmm bt e oew E + e ——
- - o r—— ——

38 7. M'Sm NIGHET

Bone and Mo are sitting at the dining table. Three places are |
set. The room has been neatened up... & little. Bone is '

scarfing everything on his plate. No is in cuter space.
%0 .
mznmuumm.

Anybody I know?
Sie must have redar. The night I
o try to make a nice dinner, he doesn't

'hmmamolmurpuummw %o
mmuunrm:

S
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00 : .
Listen to ma. I sound like I own him.

You need an investmsnt counselor.

N0
3 I M_m.

Bone flashes his best collar-ad u:uo How 'bout me, badbe?

' no
I've m ﬂl_‘nll you, thanks.
Bone looks sadly at his plate. MNock sadness.

BONE
I'1l be leaving, soon as this is over.
Mo reaches for the newspaper. '

m .
It 1s over, Police think it was a
tranaient. Case closed. I wish Alex
would drop 1t too.

AT

M0
Has he said anything to you adbout 1it?

BONE
Matter-of- » he aid. But I wasn't -

T - —-gmeh help. —
" Mo walts for some resolution.

-SONE .
He wanted to borrow my lidrary card.
. o '
ho's the girl?
' DONE
Yalerie Duran. The dead u.r:l's sister.
Mom business.

_ no
Uh-buh.

ty

{(oowTINGED) - -
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BONE
It's a fantasy. But it's business.
Besides, when 414 you start worrying
about his extra~curricular activities?

o
. Be just isn't there any more.

BOME :
He ain't eoming back, No. I mean he
wont't. ever be the way he was. '

[ ]
He's always bDeen the Prince of Darkness.
Be's no different now.

"BORE
It's not the same and you know it.
Before he got bdlown up he was only

8 that everything was a bad
g:u'. Now he thinks he's pg proof.

Doesn't he?
BONE

r S —————— — - .
a. —————— — A ——— o= — —. v om o e e —

‘You deserve better.

a -

NG
¥e all do. Anyway, I think he's the
best. 8till fighting. lot of people
nulq have gquit. '

( CONTINUED)

e
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You deni't have to convinece me. But you
still need somecne to take care of you.

mmmsmmwmm tah aatrmd:ln .
She side of her mouth. »-eaked

-

no
Is that what I need? Someone 0 take C
care of me? = i

BONE
Sometimes.

' "0
I've alresdy got sometimes.

BONE
Yo, you don't. He doesn't even care
sometinmes.

no -
The nrohmd:l.u gets & little baﬁud
and I'm supposed to0 shop around. Choose
the :oro attractive, if somewhat used

e

!ouin".uppond to care enough about
1f to let somecne care for you.
Naybe not me, but somecne. _
Mo refuses to ory. But she is touched.
]
I'1l try to miss you.
r_—__... .-I- — - . - - . - ‘--‘"m . - ‘-- —

You do that, " T

He gets up and heads toward the kitchen, but ho's interrupted -
by the SOUND of Cutter's Bulok chugging up the street.

BONE
Swell.

o Ioulhtomuncu mwosmcm.tom ‘They
': z. look down on the strest. L

89 ' EXT. SALSIPIRDES AVENUE - NIGET
. e Butck lumbers toward the driveway, then mp- amoca
L ) hmmummdmm

sn INSIDE THE BUICK - - ‘WIGET -

mmnmm mummmmumo
per. .

LR T N dew 4k baaers
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52

53

54

55

FROM THE WINDOW - NIGHT

Cutter flcors it. The Buick SLAMS the Toyota, ramming the back
end up into the driveway.

INSIDE THE BUICK - NIGHT
Cutter drops the Buick into reverse.

FROM THE WINDOW

The Buick backs away. But just to get running room. Cutter
slams it into first again and floors it. SMASH! The Bulck
hits the front end of the Toyota, knoeking it over the curb -
and anto the lawn.

The driveway thus cleared, Cutter drives into his accustomed
space,

He climbs out, looks at his relatively unhurt Buick. The
Toyota looks like Dresden. BHe grins. -

Cutter resaches into the Buick and grabs up a atack of boeks
and magazines.

INSIDE, AT THE WINDOW - NIGHT

MO
He's drunk.

BONE
Hhat makes you say that?

Bone heads for the door.

EXT. ON THE STREET - NIGHT

Bone comes out of the house. The street is suddenly alive.
Everyone is waiting on his porch for the next performance of
the Alexander Cutter Memorial Street Theatre.

A middle-aged MAN runs across the lawn to the Toyota. He
looks at it as though it were bleeding to death.

|
CAR OWNER S

You rucking mnaniaci!! ' “
I

|

|

CUTTER
It was in the driveway. I didn't even
see the goddamn thing. It was an honest
mistake,

Bone trots over to stand by Cutter. Mo hangs out on the
porceh. ,
CAR OWNER
You lying bdastard! You crazy, crippled
son of & bitch!

CUTTER
Let's go have a drink. Talk it over.
My ole lady's got 2 vibrator your ass
is gonna love. Come on, let's be
neighdorly.
(CONTINURD)

-
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55

56

CONTINUED:

A WOMAN runs from the same house as the Man. She stops next
to him and tugs at his arm, Pear glazes her syes.

WOMAN
Come on back inside. He's crazy. '
Let's jJust go call the police. .

Bone takes Cutter's arm as well.

CUTTER
Ir it's the bugzing on the vibrater
that bothers you, I've got a silencer.

Bone drags him away. The Man stares, apoplectic.

INSIDE THE HOUSE -« NIQHT

Cutter dumps his load of books and stuff on the couch. BHe
sees the wine bottle on the table and swills what's lef:. .
He grins at Mo, happy as 2 clam.

(CONTINUED)



IR And a modest sociological o:pcrs.mt. o "

STA

m: . e e e

 Where the hell have you been? -
Cutter seems genuinely surprised she's 80 plased.

Pioked up some hitchhikers. An mtoruﬂns
ethnologicel mix. An Afro-American

homosexual and two Nestisas with a - .‘,_I'...;_ Foooa

domesticated simian. Now the faggot and
the Nex chicks were okay. But don't ever
orgy with a monkey. Iittle fucker's dite.

lot mt:lng the sympathy he feels hw deserves, mmm ‘
o the bathroom. ¥ follows. .

L4

. H . e e e T e
INT. THE BATHROOM - NIGHT D eeia T
S A At T T

Outter is suddenly sll business. He comds his ‘hair fist. - .
Takes a mighty pull from the Lavoris bottle, swirls, m].u.

swallows.

. m . - T S By A 7

That would be his problem.

o
Your driver's license?

"’eutm puhu mi o and pu o the clout'_ 1
exhsusted expression. .
IN?. HALL CLOSET - NIGHT

mummwcmtmumozmt.m
for something. BHe finds it in back k on
lloholdtzt:l.nmmtamdputa 8 good ars in the sleeve.

Is
S’
fE

- It's a Vietnam cosbat Jucht.

';-"'--:-'._blhiku the other arm over his shoulder.
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The Car Owner is talking animatedly to the COPS. The
neighdbors are coming in closer to hear everything. Cutter
1iwps out of the house, really using the cane.

- PR

™at's hin. C
2 . - et T
] i ( ) L -
CONTINUED :
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CONTINUED:
CUTTER
Evening, Officer. I'm Alexander

Cutter. That's my car. And I'm
very sorry about what happened,

CAR OWNER
Arrest him!

The Cop ignores the agitated Car Owner.

' OPFICER
Just what 414 happen, Mr. Cutter?

CUTTER
When I approached, a car flashed by
with his brights on. I know the
driveway by heart, so I turned. Crunch.

Cutter sounds genuinely bewlildered by the unfortunate turn
of events. ) i

- CUTTER
I tried to back up. Must have put it
in first gear by mistake. That was
the second hit. I take full responsibility.
I've called my insurance company. They're
coming out. They'll cover any damages.

OFFICER
Can I see your licenses?

Cutter has it waiting.

' OFFICER
What about some language you used?

CUTTER . )
What language? I simply invited the
man to come inside to call you. To
calm down, really. He seemed pretty
upset. Of course, I don't blame hinm
for that.

The Officer reads the license with his flashlight. The whole
scene constantly bathed in the sweeping red glow of the cop
car light, .

OFFICER
You know your license 1s expired?

: CUTTER -
Never rains but it pours. No, I didn't.
But T know you have to cite me for that,
You got to do your duty. And duty is
something I know & 1ittle bdit about.

g:tter slaps his proathesis with his cane, leat the Cop miss

( CONTINUED)
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=8 CONTINUED: o . ,
mmmmm-mmmm-mmummm

utat:lan.

: CUTTER
_ Thank you, 0fficer. And I'm sorry...

(2)

n-mntomm

OPFFICER
I've cited you for the license violation.
We'll turn in the report on the rest. You .
two oan settle it through your insurance. = .

CAR OWNER
Are you kiddaing? ‘This bastard 1s a
orasy senace! Aren't you .

goddamn
gonna o gomething?i!!

Cutter Just stands bdack now. m'ummmomordom

rest.

OFFICER
h'apingtotminmnmt

CAR OWNER
Fuck the report! What sbout him?

st about him?

" CAR OWNER
100k, you asshols... .
Sire? - .

You heard sel Goddann stora trooper!

~1'a°a taxpayer; goddamn 1t1 " e bt s

So am I. o |

CUTTER
Mo, too.

The Cop turns away and olimbs into the squad car. .

-

- CAR OWNER
Tou goddamn fascist pigs! !ou assholes!
from the curdb. Cutter waves bn-bn.

Mmmammunanmmmr'smmr.

Iu. rmu. m Mm’t & CoTorm e

mtwmm
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CONTINUED:

He ateps away.

to swing.

lucky his wrist 41dn't break.

(2)

But Cutter blocks it with his cane.

tlutches his hand. Cutter walks inside.
INSIDE THE HOUSE - NIGHT

couch next to him for Mo, She doesn't realize
looks to Bone first, then sits down.

‘Bone 13 looking at one of the books Cutter brought home.

Through the scene, Cutter gets ready for bed.
shirt. His prosthesis, his eye-patch.

- BONE ’
What kind of research were you &o
in "Who's Who?"

CUTTER
Nothing special. That was secondary.
The serious stull was checking up on
the younger generation. Where
cheerleaders spend the night. That
sort of thing. .

BONE
Where . do they spend the night?

CUTTER :
Wouldn't you like to know. You sly
devil. Well, you might try Group
Therapy. It's a new disco place
near the ocean.

BONE
And?

CUTTER
That's where she was. When last

- seen.

BONE
And J.J. Cord was there doogeying
the night away.

CUTTER
Nope... he was acroas the street.
At the Santa Barbara Inn. Where
yJou say you saw him.

82,

The Car Owner walts a second, then decides

The guy's

Helluva bruise tomorrow. He

" Cutter sits down on the couch. He's happy. He pats the

1¢, but she

Takes off his

{ CONTINUED)

L
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He stops.

BONE
Which you didn't bdbuy.

- CUTTER
Maybe I was wrong. But he was definitely
there. A little reception for some oil
ministers. J.J. left around eleven..
Drunk -as the Lord.

BONE
Sez who?

- CUTTER
P.R. man for the Inn. Always glad to
help out a reporter for Sunset Magacine,
always pleased to host such honored
guests. Even if they're a little sauced.

\ BONE
Go on.
CUTTER
That ' 3 1t0
BONE
That !'s 2ll1?
CUTTER
What else do you want?
BONE

I'4 like to know what in the fuck you're
up to! :
' CUTTER .
The world lacks herces, Rich.
BONE
For sure I don't want to de one.

CUTTER
Got nothing to do with you. You never
wanted to be a hero.

| o]
Richard?
Mo removes Cutter's hand.
MO

Where are you going?

( CONTINUED)

Cutter drapes his arm around Mo's shoulder, his hand dangling
toward her breast. :

Bone decidss he's had enough, starts toward the door.
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CONTINUED: (2)

BONE
To sleep.

MO
You can sleep here,

The quletest pleading sver heard,
Absolutely! "Mi casa es su casa."
. And we'll keep it down in there.

(to Mo) _
Unless you want two strong arms

Cutter gets up and limps into the bedroom. Mo and Bone look
&t each othar for a moment. Then Mo follows Cutter.

PADE OU'I'
FADE IN:

OMTTTED -

GEORGE'S HOUSE - TENNIS coun-r' « DAY

Goorge thinks he's having & tennis match, but Bone 1s giving
him & lesson. How to lose badly. There is a sleek animal
grace to Bone on court. Bronzed against his tennis whites,
he moves with the certainty of instinct. George doesn't.
He's as good as five grand in lessons can make him, which

is no match for Bone. But he gamely returns Bono's volleys.

A decent lob turna Bone arcund. And something csatches his
eye. Two people are watching the match. :

Bone recovers and returns the lcb., George waits, flat-
footed; Bone goes to the net. George manages another lob.

This time Bone sees Cutter's companion. Valsrie Duran, the
surdered girls sister. He whiffs his return.

You don't press, m—.n. That's your

problem.

Bone turns back to Goorge and tosses him two balls in his
pocket. He flexes his arm a few tines.

BONE
I think I pulled something. Lot me
rest up & minute, ol:ay. s

(com‘ugm‘ )
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GEORGE .
If the competition's too stiff! I'll
get us something cool.

Bone jJoins Cuttey. George heads in the house.
BONE
Had to do 1it, huh?

CUTTER
Like I said, I press.
Bone inclines his head to Valerie. She offers hsr hand.

. BONE
How are you?
VALERIE )
Okay. Alex has been keeping me busy,
BONE

It's a gift he has. But I ecan't
imegine why you're hepe.

They sit at an awning picnic table near the court.

- ' VALERIE
I wanted to lmow if you've changed -
your mind.

Bone doesn't resbond at all.

. VALERIE
If you've declded Cord was the man
you saw., .

Bone is staring across the table at Cutter, who sports his
best “who, me?" expression.

Now where could you have gotten an
idea like that?

VALERIE
-!hiq isn't a joke for me, Mr. Bone.

George interrupts trotting out from the house. His face is
apologetic even before he speaks. .

. GEORGE :
Geez, Alex... um, Susie isn't feeling
all that great and... um. ..

Bighty-sizing, Georgle? |
o | | (CONTINUED)
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63
A63

. CONTINUED: (2) : ’ e

GEORGE
Come on, Alex. Let me buy you guys
dunach.

CUTTER

Hey, gang. Lunch at Michael's!
George's treat!

George looks a little surprised. Whatever Michasl's is this
won't be a chnp-o. _ .

CUTTER
Why don't you make the little mother
comfy, then join us for coffee and
the cheok.

Cutter waves Bone and Valerie after him. While George Jjust
shakes his head. He can always count on Cutter's outrageous-
neas to perk him up. Even at his owm expense. -

cur ‘1'0=
OMITTED
EXT. MICHAEL'S RESTAURANT -~ DAY
The patio is a palm-shaded jewel. The waiters: pure Calvin

‘Klein, pink-black-and-white. They have a corner tab:l.s.

Cutter pours the dregs from their third bottle of w:lne Damn
the torpedos; full speed ahead.

‘BONE
™his is a doa.d-end. Alex knows that.
VALERIE = * ;

He said you'd say that.

BONE
' I'11 Just btt he did.

Valerie takes a ro].ded copy of TIME from hoz- shoulder bag. -
ghe sticks it in rront of Bona. He shrugs and attends to hi:
unch. ,

BONE
I didn't see his face.

She takes back the magazine. She turms the page. Passages
have been circled in red.

As Valerie reads, Bone gets a look at a photo accompanying the
article: A BLACK LINCOLN stopped by the side of the road. A
kid with & knapuck is nmn:lng to gut .'m. ,'.'_'{," m’_;_'*_w_
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O T VALERIE

Quote: "I 1ike to pick up hitchhikers,

upec:la.lly young ones, I like their
‘input'.”

-Bone takes the magazine and reclls it up, holda it aloft.

. BONE
I'd take this straight to the D.A.
It's an open and shut case. You'll
pProdbably get a medal.

VALERIE
T™here's more,
BONE
Even more?!! let's string him up!

Valerie looks to Cutter for some assurance in the tace of
Bone's sarcasm. Cutter just nods "go ahead."

' VALERIE
Around mir.might. at & gas station on
the Coast Highway, some guy bought
_two gallons of gas: in cans. Wearing

| . R 'a funny hat and sunglasses.
- - She rests hor cue. Pleased. Not Bone.

) BONE
A funny hat! That sounds like 7. J.
ana'Eg e |

He shakes his head in disbelief at the absurdity of it all.
64  BXT. A TABLE NEARBY - DAY ‘

Four immaculate LADIES are enjoying dessert and tony gossip.
The one with silver hair is MRS. J.J. CORD, last seen pre-
ceding her husband in the 01d Spanish Days Parade. She turns
8lightly in her chair at the name "J.J. Cord." She tries to
listen and continue chatting,

65 BONE'S TABLE - DAY | .

Cutter dec.tdes to taks over rrom Valerie. And she's relisved.
Free to look at Bone.

. ' CUTTER

TIet me try. Okay, Rich, I'm Cord.

And I've got a pint of Chivas in me.

Weaving on home. Spot this scrumptious
CoY teenybopper Yum, Innocent that she
is, she's flying on angel dust, Thal
stick, God knows what. We gonna get
some tooo-night! . _
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67

THE WOMAN'S TABLE - DAY

Mrs. Cord 13 8t1ll trying to listen and yet not share
Cutter's story with her friends. ”

BONE'S TABLE - DAY
Cutter is into his story. He is Cord.

CUTTER
Only I'm drunk and having some trouble,
She atarts to laugh. And I'm old and
fat and sweaty. And she's laughing
and choking and she spits my puny cum .
in my face. The fucking cunt! Wham!!
And she ain't laughing, is she?
after her head snaps into the door

post.
Cutter slaps his hand like a pistol shot! She's dead.
CUTTER
{continuing)

But! I'm J.J. Cord. Turned a wildcat
well into a dynasty. I don't crack.
Just have to get rid of the bdody and
¢lean up & very measy car. A little
gesoline, a match, then: Help, Po~leece!
Some crazy sco-freak, Commie, nigger,
A:ggot burned down my Ameriean car.

who 18 gonna ask me any questions
at all? For mine is the Kingdom and
the Power and the Glory Forever! Amen!

_Cutter slumps back in his chair, spent.

He rests his case, Bone looks back and forth between Valerie
and Cutter. Then.he scoots his chalr back and looks bored.

BONE .
So.

Cutter offers the tloor.fo Valerie with a meek bow. She

delivers the coup de grace in a whiasper, not looking at Bene.

VALERIE
We let him know that we know.

B:ne starts to laugh, but George's arrival cuts everything
short.

GEORGE i -
What'd I miss? o
BONE
Not much. Alex was just making
a little joke abqut your boss.

{ CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

GEORGE
Cord?

Bone nods. George looks concerned.
GEORGE _
This isn't the dest place to make

Jokes about Mr. Cord, Alex. Do me
a favor,

Cutter nods that hetll be & good boy.

CUTTER
Georgie®s got a point. Let's walk.
- Thanks for lunch.

As they leave, Mra. Cord catches Goorsp's eye, He smiles
and trots over, -

i GEORGE
Hi. How are you, Mrs, Cord?

CUT TO:
OMITTED

EXT. ALONG THE BEACH TOWARD THE HARINA --DE!

Cutter, Bone and Valerie walk along the shore, Bone aiming .
for the boats and the marina in the distance. -

' VALERIE
We pretend bvlackmail. Then, if he
pays, we'lve got him, We go to the
police,

Bqne_turns to Cutter and smiles. But Valerie 1is ahead of

VALERIE
Or maybe we dontt go to the police,
Alex admitted he'd try and talk us
out of it. But 1t would be up to me,
She was sister, But either way,

Cord's to pay., He has to.
Bone stops and turns full on Valerie and Cutter.
BONE

Okayt! Let's say you're right. You're
not but let's say you are. Then you
shouldn't be worrying about blackmall.
- That's not the problem.
. (MORE)
(CONTINUED)
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'

.. That's wvhy you tell your story
at the top of your lungs at a
restaurant where everybody knows
him or works for him.

Cutter laughs softly to himself.

CUTTER
Actually, Rich, you'ro the one that's
1n trouhlc. You're the witness, not me.

~ |
That's right, aun:ltl Tour fantasy : *
and my ass! - : L _
ST P e, A i —_'----_ e e e e el =
‘ VALERIE '
Ve will be more careful. But he has
to pay.
BONE
of course. rcms of goodl Just

& little bhehﬁl-. A little perjury.
And we can all retire to'a tropic isle

"u 4s. Bverything's a total orock?*
0 48 41t the leg this tine? PFliease

mmm (CONTINUED)
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) Bone waits to make sure the storm i3 over.

BOXE
‘You win. But you don‘t need me. Do
4t on your own. And you'll only have
to split the aoney two ways.

@tumucmmmum-.
. :
It's 1ike trying to seduce & eunuch.

e VALERIE

mammmm'mf

Bone shakes his head 'no't

VALERIE

Im:utmlm;. Because if they
had, I think maybe you'd be with us.

BONE
Could be.

mmmdmdwdhmmtm

. su.

i

)_““"“‘ - R - “COTTER
. - BONE
Sailing, Alex. Vant to come?
: VALERIE
I'd 1ike to. .
. muswiudmdm cumrlmru

e rnd L e e s

m
mmcmm'tmm:mu
en:mm

m.r.‘l. Jult waits.

Come on.

DISSOLVE TO:
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B2.
EXT. THE OPEN SEA, ALONG THE COAST - BONE'S BOAT

Bone i3 steering with his feet., They're on & broad-reach
home with nothing to do but drink beer. The wind's doing the
wo:k. valerie is at the side, dragging her hand through the
water.

VALERIE
We aren't very much alike.
Bone looks surprised. Does she mesan the two of them?

VALERIE
weran't very much alike.
BONE ‘
How's that? - -
VALERIE

Can't you tell? I'm the good one.
Part-time registered nurse, caring-for
her alcohollc mother. Hair pulled
neatly back. Idittle tallored outfits
s+ Victoria, on the other hand...

BONE
Victoria? Your sister.
' VALERIE
Viki. VeI-E-I. No C.. Wouldn't you
Just know it. Anyway, she's the bad one.
"7 BONE '
Yeah?
VALERIE

An abortion Just last month. Three
hundred dollars worth.

. BONE
An abortion doesn't count for much
these days. _ _
VALERIE
Neither does hitchhiking or being a

one-man welcoming committee for rock
bands. How about drugs? They count.

A BONE
A little. |
VALERIE
thhing counts, does 1it?
BONE
Not much.
VALERIE

Not even nurder.
{ COIFPINUED)
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CONTINUED:
Valerie reaches into her hair., She withdraws a barretts apd

8 few pina. A lovely mane falls loose. She takes ocui her
blouse and ties the tails in front.

VALERIE
I love her,

She slides over next to Bone. She leans against him. Fis
arm slides over her shoulder, a reflex for him. But & crease
or doubt streaks his brow.

Valerie kisses his neck. She takes his hand, presses it to
he: bruast.
BONE
I dldn't see the guy's face.

VALERIE
That's not why I'm here.

Bone removes his hand from her bosom.

BONE
You don't want this.
VALERIE :
I think I do. Why don't you?
" BONE

Hasn't got anything to do with me.
That's part of the problem.

VALERIE
What do you mean?

BONRE
.I'm not sure. But soumething like,
maybe the good one wants to be the
bad one. That way, maybe she won't
miss the bad one so nuch. _

They! re entering the breakwater. Bone gets up and begins
to work the sail.

VALERIE
Amazing. Popeye the Sallor's an
outcall paychiatrist, too. There's
Just no end to you, is there?

BONE
Duck your head.

‘ She ducks. He Jibes.

_ BONE
I don't want you getting hurt.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2) 72

The turn completed, the boat heads down the channel home.
Bone begins to reef the sail.

VALERIE
"pon't flatter yourself, Bone.

Be finishes the sail and moves near her to turn on the engine.
The boat putters toward the slip. Then Bone kills the sngine.
He skips to the bow as the boat slides in. Makes the jump -
with a rope in hand and snags a docking cleat to slow her
down. Bone busies himself with the boat and ropes, sails,
docking, etec.

valerie stands at the side of the deck. Bone offers her his
hand. 5he disdains it. Jumps on her own. She heads up the
dock to the gangway. '

BONE
Where are you going? -

* VALERIE
- What do you care?
" BONE -
If you'll wait a sec, I'll tak
‘you back to the hotel.

‘ VALERIE
No, thanks. I'd rather hitchhike.

She lets herself out the gate, Bone watcheé her. He
starts up the gangway. -

EXT. AT THE TOP OF THE GANGWAY - DAY 73
Bone starts after Valerie but is interrupted by George.

. GRORGE
ggf Richie! Got a minute?

.George is calling to him from the Yacht Sales Office. Bone

hesitates, looks . after Valerie for a second then walks over
to join George. ‘ ) ce

INSIDE THE OFFICE -~ DAY e 74 *

GEORGE :
Bow o0ld are you, Richie? -

' - DONE

Pon't remember.

. GEORGE

You ever gonna grow up? Make a little
sense of yourlife? Or are you gonna
keep drifting until you wake up one
day and it's twenty years later .and

(MORE)
(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED

GEORGE (Cont'd)
nobody cares enough about you to
wash the pee stains out of your
underwear.

BONE
You don't seem in any rush to get /
back to the joys of married life
tonight.

GEORGE

- Oh, Susie's okay, but you get a

‘Not far enough.

little cranky toward the end. 1It's
still a damned sight better than
what you got.

BONE
I agree., That's why I‘'m planning
to leave.

-GEQORGE
You got no place to go. At least
here you can sail my yachts.

BONE

| GEORGE

Right. .So0 I got a plan for you.
Stick around. Give me four, five-
hours a day. Take the customers
out.: You lock good .on deck... You
get five per cant.

BONE
What do you get?

GEORGE .
A little less pressure. I will have
a kid to worry about. With you
here I won't have to worry about
Alex so much. Speaking of which,.
what's Alex up to?

BONE
I think he wants to be a hero when he

grows up.
GEORGE

If anybody can do it, he can. Look
at him, R@ghie.

-

INSERT PHOTOGRAPH

{ CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2)

GEORGE {cont‘'d)}
He's got it in him. -

BONE
That's what everybody seems to
think. Especially him.

GEORGE '
If it works out; Richie, I could use
both of you. You know Cord has some
irons in the fire that involve me ...

" he likes me ... and if it all comes

together, you and Alex could wind up
partners here. .

BONE
Yeah, partners.

GEORGE
Well I better get my ass in gear.
Would you lock up for me?

. BONE
Sure." .

- George gives him the key. . ... .-

GEORGE
See. Not so hax, taking some responsibility.
You just take it a step at a time.

BONE
You know, I remember in high school,
I was jogging around the track and
the coach say, "Hey, Bone, think you
could run the mile?" and I thought,
why not. Por the next three years
I found out why not, Pive miles a
day, clocked runs, trimming the .
seconds off, pure hell. 8o I don'‘t
take those first steps much anymore.

GEORGE
I hear you. But scmetime you're
gonna have to make a decision, one

. way or another, about something.

Think about it.

. Bone smiles, Geroge leaves.

PADE OUT

56-57
74
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FADE IN:
INT. CUTTER'S HOUSE - AFTERNOON 7

Bone is lying back on the couch, shuffling through a sheaf
-of elippings from newspapers and magazines,

Valerie types furiously on & battered old portable. Cutter's
at her shoulder, midwifing every letter. The PAGE READS:

CUTTER (v.o.)
"Dear Mr. Cord:

You may recall reading in the
newspaper that on the night your car
was fire-bombed, & man witnessed another
erime in another part of the city.' I
am that man. - »

I have vital information for you -
-- and you alone. At three o'clock
‘this afternocon (Monday, Sept. 7), I
will phone your office to arrange a
personal meeting between us. Time
is of the essence.

Richard Bone, witness."

Valerie finishes, rips the 1attcr from the carriage.

Bone is off the couch for a new world record. He reads it
over Cutter's shoulder. Then he picks up a photograph near -
the typewriter: THE POLAROID shows Bone, Cutter and Valerie
holding up copies of the newspaper headlining the girl's
death and the firebombing. Cutter's and Valerie's faces
have bdeen carefully cut out, .

Cutter looks to Bone for confirmation that everything is A-.
okay. Bone folds the letter in neat thirds and slides it
and the Polaroid into an envelope reading” "J.J. CORD.
PERSONAL. " ’ ,
CUTTER -

This is brilliant! I mean brilliant!

¥We have that fucker's dalls in a vise.

What a team! What a goddamn team!

Not since the Three Musketeers! One

for all and all for onel

' (CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

MO (o.s.)
You forgot D'Artagnan.

She comes from the kitchen carrying a bag of groceries. She
focuses on Valerie, raises a curious eyebrow.

‘ CUTTER '
It's my Main Squeeze, bringing home
the bacon. Didn't I tell you she
was swell. Mo, this i3 Valarie
Duran. Valerie, Mo. "

MO
Oh. I'm sorry about your sister. It
was a terrible thing to happen.

Valerie shifts from her slation of a moment .ago. She casts

her eyes to the carpet and looks appropriately sericus. Mo
lets the silence settle for a asecond.

MO
Can someone give me a hand with these?
. . CUTTER
That's all I got, but what's mine is

yours.

Mo carries the bag back to the kitchen. Cutter throws a
conapiratqrial glance at Bone,

BONE
{(sotto voes)
Tell her.

Cutter looks at him 1like he's crazy. Done shakes his head
"yes" emphatically. No question about 1t.

INT. IN THE KITCHEN - DAY

Mo is unpacking the groceries. Cutter makes no move to help.

~ CUTTER
What is this shit?

MO
Food. - Real food. This, for
instance, 1a a tomato.

CUTTER
Pood, huh?

{he becomes
: W.C. Plelds)

Ah, yes! I recall food. I believe
it was during Prohibition, we
occasionally had to live on the awful
stuff for days at & time,

.(CQNTINUED)
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(:) ' ’ Cutter starts éumnaging through a bﬁé.
ﬂiit A ninute: cggzgge serious.' Nhat...‘
MO

I lost my head. There I was, on my
way to the Liquor Locker as usual,
when all of a sudden I got this over-
whelming urge to eat. Food. A
vegetable even. I couldn'’t help myself.

{raves on like a

crazed Junkie)
It's this craving. It gets in your
blood,.  Just a bite. One bite. A
cucumber. A pilece of meat., I tried
to stop myself. I swear to God, I
tried. And then it happened: A
Seven-Eleven, ' :

CUTTER

You're now hearing the sound of one
hand clapppng. :

]
) Mo hangs her head, abject. Cutter applauds twice and splits
: for the living room. Bone smiles, good performance. Then
: _ he grabs an apple and takes a bite. -

BONE
It'll never catch on.

Bone follows Cutter.

"_ | : m (0.8.)
B Mo! |

'She puts a carton of milk in the fridge and obeys the summons.
77 INT. THE LIVING. ROOM - DAY
No cne looks at Mo.

MO .
I'1l preturn everything, Alex. I promise,

CUTTER
We have something to tell you.

Mo looks immediately at Valerie and her face clouds with
anger, Cutter spots it gnd smiles, '

X CUTTER
. - Weong! You remember a conversation
S | we had with Rich about s Mr. Cord?

¥o nods. .
{CONTINUED)
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bave ﬁvtﬂmud. We're, all of us,

ﬁ“' Rioh included, it was Cord
od Val's sister.,

: ~jie lets that sink in, ¥o reaction from Mo yet.

-

. ltulm_rumgurrGlo. m:mtotmcucuttcr.‘ “

86 we' ooly s 11682
we're gonna a pressurs.
If he pays, we ean bust him, '

Telling :gu vas m'idoi. I would
have waited.

no - _
You're going to dlackmail J.J. Cord?
And if he pays, you turn him over to
the cops. With the money?

Tou got it, keed.

RO

You've lost 1t, Alex. Around the bend.

I mean this 1s really insulting., This. )
is more bullshit than I expect even &
from you. What a total asshole. Total,
Alex! ' -
e - <
TIf you say so.
. »0 . )
o5, I do. You just bet I do.
VALERIR :
It could work. Just like he said.
™hat's what I wvant anyway. To get
Cord and turn in the money.
%0 | >
. Get fucked, sweetie. -
Forhr w0 ;

- g -

-
R R T T
Bkt -t e . e
LN

. CUTTER
Don't de adusive, Mo

et e e LR L

- %nl Now in bhell oould anyome . - -
. Jouﬂu'nf 4 pathetic little - --.



77 CONTINUED: (2)

Hold 1t! Just one minute, I better
refresh your dburnt-out little memory.
Valerie here did lose her sister, you
kmow. You with me so far? And if
Cord killed her -- very likely == it
seems 0 me whatever we do to nail the
bastard comes under the heading of
Justice. Justice, pure and simple.

MO
Simple. Hardly pure. Not to mention
dishonest. And dishonorable. And

gutless,
CUTTER

You know a lot about guts, do you?
MO

fou bet I do, Alex. You know what

guts 1s? Guts is sitting around this
Plgsty month after month, walting for
you to find the nerve to start living
again. And what does it get me? You
and yourstupid cronies are in the

playpfn planning some dumb fucking

' VALERIE
I don't see much point in this. I'm
leaving.
MO

Aren't you‘a little charmer, though.
Your sister is, what, two days in the
grounad and here you are, ready to cash in.

* VALERIE
We're not going to keep the money...

MO
Oh, shit, give me 2 break, will you?

VALERIE
Richard, I'm going.

CUTTER :
Wait a minute. This was Bone's idea
anyway. You wanted to tell Mama all
about 1t. Speak up!

BONE
Got nothing to say.

MO
Of course not.
' * (MORE)
{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (3)

MO (ccnt'd)
That's right in charscter for Richard
Bone. But you, Alex! Preten
you're scme goddamned saint avenging the
ills of the world. What a joke! 3I
don't know what I'm doing here. It's
like your leg, Alex. The nerve-endings
keep sending messaeges to the bralin, but
thers's nothing there anymore.

Cutter limps over to Mo. Stands a second, then SLAPS HER.
Bone is across the room in a2 second. He grabs Cutter's
wrist before he can hit her sgain.

BONE
I wouldn't,

_ ~ CUTTER
Gets to you, does 1t?

- Tou all right?
MO

Oh, go to hell, would you? You think
this is the first time? - :

'BONE
Make it the last, Alex.

Cutter tries to wrench his hand free. He can't,

CUTTER
Whatever you say, partner.

PADE OUT.
FADE IN: . ‘
EXT. ‘CUTTER'S HOUSE - MORNING.
INT. THE BEDROOM - DAY

Mo is in bed, watching Cutter. He's stuffing a pair of pants
and a turtle neck into an overnight case. He rummages through
four drawers and finally pulls something out from under a
year's '“ith1°§§§ﬁ§t§ clothe;;ingislnrny .ngablgbbtgio:u sgmg
things ou 0 or some else, pro ullets, bu
he can't find what he wants. He , hefts the pistol and
throws it in the bag. Smiles at Mo. She looks sad, by.
herself in bed. ' :

CUTTER
Someday in Tahiti we'll look dack on
all this and laugh,

{CONTINUED)
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79 CONTINUED:

Hls lightness i3 loat on her. She gets out of bed. He heads
into the living room. A HORN HONKS outside.

80 INT. THE LIVING ROOM « DAY

Cutter looks around to see if there's anything he's forgotten.
Spots the letter to Cord and grabs it up, Mo is in the
doorway. They look at each other for a moment, dbut neither
can cross the room to make a proper goodbye. All Cutter can
manage is & shrug. - o .

81 EXT. OUTSIDE, IN FRONT OF THE HOUSE - DAY

Bone and Valerie are driving the Bulck, waiting at the curb.
ggtt;r limps down to the car. He stops and looks dack at
e house,

Mo looks utterly isolated up on the front porch, arms folded
- across her bosom, in a thin kimono. Cutter looks up at her,
tries one last time: ' .

) CUTTER .
We'll put in a nice lawn. Couple of
palm trees over there. Maybe a garden
with a waterfall. 'It'll be nice.,
You'll see. .

He-waQea with his overnight bag and climds in the back of -
the car.. , .

Bone doesn't walt long, puts it in gear and pulls away.
Cutter watches the house as he pulls away, Mo by herself,
on the poreh, alone.

DISSOLVE TO:

82 EXT. PACIFIC COAST HIGHWAY TO L.A. - DAY

The Bulck slides through the traffic headed to L.A.
82A INT. BUICK - DAY | i |
. As Bone drives, a silent, seductive by-play begins between
Cutter and Valerie, as Valerie continues in her newfound role
as ner own sister. ,
" DISSOLVE 70:
83 = EXT. CENTURY CITY - DAY
After the sprawling Spanish provincialism of Santa Barbara

 .this collection of chrome, steel and brown glass monoliths,
is a harsh reminder of faceless nodern‘pquer-brukerase.
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INT. BUICK - DAY

Bone loocks at the towering slabs, a Stonehenge gones mad.
Cutter is directing him from a map. Bone pulls up in front
of the Cord Building. He turns in his seat to lo~k at Cutter,
t0 see if there's a way out.

CUTTER
Gonna be fine. Jes' fine.

. BONE
Easy for you to say. I'm the dne
out there all alone.

CUTTER
On point., That's where I was, Rich.
Only place to be. Purple Heartland.
We used to call this The Wet-ass Hour.

BONE
Swell. You know just how to give .
a guy confidence,

CUTTER
Piece a' cake, TYou're just delivering
the mail. And neither rain, nor sieet,
nor snow, nor gloom of night...

. Bone 1s out and slams the door.. He looks up at the huge

gless tower and heads for the door.:
Cutter watches fyrom the window. Valerie checks her watch.
EXT. THE FRONT OF THE BUILDING - DAY

Bone approaches as if the way were tricked with mines. He
pushes through a huge door, enters, and the door HISSES shut.

INT. BUICK - IN THE CAR - DAY

As Cutter and Valerie wait, Cutter talks though the plan he's
rehearsed with Bone. At the same time his mutual seduction
with Valerie continues. The UNDERLINED PASSAGES of dialogue
function as appropriate double-entendre. '

CUTTER :
Hi. My name is Richard Bone. I'm
here to see Mr. Cord... And you're

kinda sexy.
INT. THE CORD BUILDING - DAY

The foyer is cavernous. Dominating the entire back wall is

- & huge portrait of J.J. Cord, looming from a dark chiaroscuro,
-geated. His hand grasps the arm of his chair and the wsoden
-eurve glints like a knife. Bone can't tear his eyes away.

The portrait stares back, ruthless,
| ~ (cowTINUED)
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-86 CONTINUED:

The lobby is Spartan. A marble bench. A marble dosk with 2
SECURITY GUARD. An elevetor flanked by ANOTHER GUARD.

In the center of the lobby is a huge plastic case, I{ holds
an architect's model of Century City. Bons looks into the
‘case,

CUTTER (Voﬂc) .
No, I don't have an appointment, but I
bhave to see him, It's a very personal
: ar, of orucial concern to Mr. Cord.
It concerns the night his car was fire-
bombed. I think he'll be grateful to
hear from me. -

CUT BACK TO:

864 BUICK .

' CUTTER (v.o0.)
"But it has to be from me personally.

CUT BACK TO:

The duildings are labeled and multi-colored linas connect the
outposts of empire to the.center of power. A RED LINE starts
ot WESTERN PETROLEUM. A YELLOW LINE winds from CORD CONSTRUC-
TION. A GREEN LINE from C. & C. INVESTOR'S MUTUAL. A BLJE
LINE crosses to the center from a building marked CORD=0=-LITE
- PLASTICS. Other ribbons lead to the edge of the model labelec
RONOLULU, NEW YORK, LONDON, PARIS, TOKYO. ’

Bone's eye careens along the strips of color winding through
the miniature buildings, over the tiny manicured lawns, by
miniatures of massive sculptures until all the ribbons of
color converge at the door THE CORD BUILDING, CORD INLUSTRIES,
J.J. CORD, President. : '

VALERIE {v.o0.) _
I'm sorry, I have no authority. I'll
have to call my superior, Miss Iron-
Croteh. .

CUT BACK TO:

CUTTER (v.o.)

Well, do what you have to do, Miss,
But I guarantee WMr. Cord will be very
unhappy 1if too many people know about

this. I'd zo as high as you ean...'

* CUT BACK TO:
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'BUILDING

Bone looks over tne top of the model. A SECURITY GUARD is
watching him from behind the marble-top desk just beneath
the Cord portralt.

CUTIER (v.0.)
And she'll send for Mr. Step'n'Fetchit
featuring the dry look and a nifty,
checked double-knit ensemble. And that's

as far as zou're-gg&;% Eg . 80 Just give
envelope an ear of God in
his heart and about how important this
i3 and come to Alexander,
The Guard stands up.

. SECURITY GUARD
Can I help you?

Bone stares ix him for a second. Doesn't speak. Then:

BONE
Om, yes. I was supposed to meet a
friend here.
_ SECURITY GUARD
Name? .
. ' BONE
Alexander...

The Guard checks a clipbéard and appointement schedul..

) SECURITY GURAD
Nope. Don't see him here.

BONE
‘Well, I'm not surprised. He's a pretty
flakey character. If I had a nickel
for every time he didn't show...

Bone is backing toward'the door. As he turns and pushes
his way outside, the elevator door sliides open.

INT. BUICK - OUTSIDE IN THE CAR - DAY

Valeries is checking her watch. Cutter is mouthing "ecome on".
She has moved into the driver's seat and the motor's running.

EXT. CORD BUILDING - THE FRONT OF THE BUILDING - DAY
The door swings open and Bone skips down the steps, trying

not to run. He's smiling. He trots the last few steps to
the car dbefore Valerie sees him, .
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INT. BUICK - IN THE CAR - DAY
Bone jumps in and scares the shit out of Valsrie and Cutter.

BONE )
Let's go!

Valerie tries tc breathe, but manages to get the car moving.

EXT. CENTURY CITY - DAY

The Buiock takes the turmn ontc Santa Monica too fast and
Valerie almost takes the curb with her. She recovers and
settles down to a sedate fifty mph, checking the rearview
Birror every three seconds.

INT. BUICK - DAY

: CUTTER
Well? ’

(CONTLINUED)
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CONTINUED:
" Bone shrussf
CUTTER
What happened? What happened?
- mNE
Who lmows?
CUTTER

What the hell does that mean? Come
on, what happened? '

BONE
I gave the letter to some administrative
assistant named Alexander. Mr.
Alexander. Very swishy. Very bored.
ge reports to Mr. Price. Who reports
o..l

A street sign passes by: "Eudson Street.”

BONE
+«+s2 Mr. Hudson.
CUTTER

Shit. Two people before it gets to
Cord. T .

Bone lets Cutter stew for a second, then throws him a sersap.

BONE
We got lucky. Price and What's-hisz-~
name...

CUTTER
Hudson.

BONE

Yeah. Not in today. I pressed the
faggot., Tres personal, I said.’' Told
him Cord would have his ass 1if anybody

. @lse saw the letter. That's it. Up |
to him now.

Cutter mulls it over for a second. Then he slaps his leg.

CUTTER .
You did it, Rich! We got him! By the
fuckin' balls! We got him!

: BONE
Maybe., Let's wait untll I call hin
back at three.

DISSOLVE TO:
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EXT. SANTA MONICA PIER - DAY
Bone is aiming a fifle. He squeezes the trigger.
TLICK. | ﬁ
A teddy~bear that's mostly fuzz doesn't budge.
ACROSS THE PIER.

Cutter is stalking back and forth. He looks at Bone. His
watch. ‘The ocean. His wateh,

EXT. THE ARCADE SHOOTING GALLERY - DAY

as Bone continues trying to decimate the teddy bears, Valerie
is leaning backwards next to him.

" . VALERIE
What do you think? |

BONE
I try not to.

VALERIE
About me.

Qone elicks off three rounds.
' VALERIE — oo
I mean about what Mo said. Viki only
being dead a week and me trying to
cash in. -

- BONE
We 2ll have our reasons.

Click. Click. No teddy bears.-

Cutter paces, Looks at his watch.

VALERIE
Still, when I try and look at 1i¢,
I just don't feel that much. It's
like it happened to somabody else.
Somebody I didn't know.

BONE
Maybe you weren't too close.

VALERIE
We weren't. But that's what I mean.
And sometimes I think it's that way
for everybody. You know, you see
people all the time, families, like
that, and they're just people who
live together,
(MORE)

{ CONTINUED)
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. VALERIE (cont'd)
Iike it's an accident or something.
They don't give a damn about each
-other, Not really.

Cutter locks at his watch a last time and stalks toward Bene
and Valerie.

BONE
!2: world is ugly and the people are
sad.

CUTTER
Come on, Rich. It's almoat time,
Make the call. '

Bone {ires four shots. Nothing.

- BONE
Just & sec, Alex.
CUTTER
Comes on.
BONE

I'm gonna win & doll. It'll wait, -
Cutter looks crazed. He isn't gonna wait. He resches in
his coat. and pulls out his Army .45. He sights and fires.
He blows away a teddy bear and part of the wall behind.
The CONCESSIONAIRE, bored until now, looks for an exit. -

CUTTER
@Give him his goddamn doll.

The Concessicnalre grabs the largest furrisst creaturs he's
got: A GIANT WOOKIE DOLL. He hands i1t over, trembling.

The call, Rich.

Cutter puts his gun away and takes the doll. Then he turns
to Valerie., :

CUTTER
@Give this clown enough to cover the
damage. You'll have it back in a
couple of hours.

EXT. SANTA MONICA PIER - PHONE BOOTH - DAY

Bone walks across the pier to 2 pﬁono booth. Cutter drags
the huge Wookie behind hinm. -

{ CONTINUED)
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Bone gets in the booth and closes the door. Cutter pulls it

open and lodges the doll in the door.
Bone drops 1n a dime end dials. Weits. Then:

. BONE '
Hello. My name is Richard Bone. Mr.
Cord is expecting & call from me..., I
spoke with Mr, Price this morning. He
said... Yes, Mr. Price. He assured me

.he'd give Cord the message... Yes.
I'll wait. -

Bone covers the mouthpilece with his hand.

BONE
(to Cutter and Valeris)
Cord's secretary. Doesn't know auything
about it. Cord hasn't mentioned a thing.
She's checking with Price now.

Cutter pounds the phone booth frame. Bone turns baeclk o the
phona, _ ,

BONE
He did? He gave Cord -~ Mr. Cord my
. . massage? All right. Yeah. I see.
Yea. Thank you. o ‘

Bone looks at the phone and slams the receiver down. He lccics
at Cutter., Shakes his head “no",
" CUTTER
No what? ‘
. BONE
No dice. Cord got the massage. Price
gave it to him personally. And that's

it. All there is. Which is nothing.
No response. '

CUTTER '
Shit! The murdering bastard.

: BONE
Sorry, Alex. No sale.

Alex grabs the Wookie doll and slams it against the phone
booth., It falls limply. He slugs it in the face. RNothing.
He grabs the huge doll and slings it over the railing into
the ocean forty feet below. Then he takes out his pistol and
sims very carefully.

BLAM! !

T™he Wookie expiodes in & shower of wet feathers and cotton
batting. The Wookie drowns.

{ CONTINUED)
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Bone grabs Cutter's gun and flings it into the ses. OCutter
smashes his can through the phone booth glass.

BONE
What's your problem, Alex?

o

What isn't the prodlem? Bey, I was
deady to overlook the smell stuff. '
Had & nifty little business proposition = = .
all arrsnged, remember? I had g dreem! - -
M:g{mummw T

9%  XIT. SANTA NONICA PIER - DAY e

Gutter starts walking down the pler. Valerie outs asross

VALERIE

-t — i e ———— 4 s e - e

I'n used to loeing. Besides, this
.n.lwmugzl. ' hnd
95  KIT. SANTA NONICA PIER - JODNT - DAY .
&?m.mmunmutwaabmm_mm

a4 meuns a

- o emse—

B e m e  —

Bone trots to gatch up.
~ The bullding bears & buge sign:
RASSLE A REAL LIVE NAXED LADY®
Cutter heads in. Bone rushes to catech hism.

96  INSIDE THE JOINT - DAY
* Outter has already brushed past the PROPRIETOR, & ferret

-
-
re T areime Tae e Lwme m st s
AT
stmroc e -
o . ot e et e DR AT el e g S ST R Y e, SR TR T o g’ 3 S Py L o g S o s 4T o Fan .
- Y et e

% Shat walks liks & man, Bone ocmes in,
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CONTINUED:

The Proprietor is wilelding a bat. He nods toward a burlap
curtain.

BONE
I'll take care of 1t.

PROPRIETOR
It's forty bucks. And all he gets to
do is rassle.

Bone pushes aside the curtain.

INT., THE BASSLING-ROOM = DAY

A large, bare-wall room floored with tumbling mats. There's
a bench against one wall. A large CHICANA is sitting there

in a bathrobe. Bored. She stands up. Enormous. A head
taller than Cutter. She drops her robe, revealing a massive

‘body, huge swelling breaats and thighs.

Cutter smiles. As close to boyish as he gets., HEe drops his
cane and limps toward her. He offers his hand. To shake
before the bout. She accepts it. Her first mistake.

Cutter grabs her wrist, yanks her off-balance, trips her to
the mat face down and twists her arm behind her back. Then
he startslto press on his incredible hammerlock.

CUTTER
Say uncle' or I'll break your goddamn
arm.

Her second mistake is not saying 'uncle'. She jJuat screams.

Bone understands almost immediately. The Proprietor rushes
in with the bat. Bone grabs it from him. Then he runs over
to Cutter. He screams.

BONE |
T 41dn't give him the letter! I've - ‘ a
still got it! |

Cutter lets go of the girl 1mmediate1y. Bone reachesa into
his blazer and takes out the envelope addressed to J,J, CORD
PERSONAL.

Cutter takes it and looks at it. Then at Bone. He's
strangely calm. But curlous.
CUTTER
Why not, Rich? Why the hell not.

BONE
You may be suicidal, bdbut I'm not.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
Cpttar smiles as 1if a light had dawned.
CUTTER
Of course not. It takes too much
commltment. _
Cutter. The envelope. Bone. Valerie. Cutter, The
. envelope. ' '
FADE OUT.
FADE IN:

EXT. CUTTER'S HOUSE - AFTERNOON
Bone KNOCKS lightly at the door. No answer. Lets himself in.

INT. THE HOUSE

He walks through the living room toward the bedroom when he
sees Mo, She's dozing, topless, out on the deck. He stops
and stares, not moving. Follows the line of her body, the
almost imperceptible breathing. He walks quietly to the door
to the deck. Waits, .

-ﬂb opens her eyes and sees him, She gets up, casually, and
"walks in past him. . He doesn't move and her breast brushes

his arm.
‘ MO
. I hope you enjoyed yourself.
BONE
I 4id.
MO
Yeah, they're pretty good, what there
is of them.
BONE
I'm aneyes man.
. o
Bloodshot?
BOKNE

Most of the time.

Mo picks up a shirt and puts it on, It's Cutter's, so she
has to unknot the sleeve first. Then she ties it at the

walst.

MO
Where's Alex?

(CONTINUED)
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/i) ' BONE
A Fighting the good fight.
| MO
And you?
BONE '

Me? I chickened out. Got through the
" door at Cord’'s office and folded. I
told Alex I did 4t. But I hadn't.

MO
Amazing. A moment of weakness or
sanity? Whyfd you pretend?

BONE
1 don't know. I guess I hoped that
when nothing happened, the scheme
would sort of dissoclve. Alex would
glve up, lose interest.

MO
Didn't heappen. .

BONE
~ | Nope. .
- I
Does he have a chance?

- BONE
.I hope so., For your sake.

Mo runs her hand through her hair. Cocks her head at Bone

for a second. Looks around, sees a wine bottle on the table.
Takes a pull. :

MO
YTou think I'll get something out of

all this?
BONE
Can't see why not.
MO
Can't you now?
BONE
No.
Mo smiles to herse;t. She knows why not.
C | MO :
P And Valerie? Did she chicken out,
R too? .

{ CONTINUED)
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T6.

(2)
BONE
No., Hanging in to the bitter end.
MO

Plucky 1ittle thing. But with you
gone, sort of throws them together,

doasn't it?
BONE
As dbusiness partners,
"
Not bed partners, of course.
BONE
Not while I was there.
MO

Of course not. Not with 0ld Blue Eyes
on the scene. Can't expect Alex to
compets with the Champ, can we?

BONE
Now that yocu mention it.

MO
Except with me.
o . BONE
Do you gare? -
MO
1 .guess not.
RINGS.

The phone

Mo thinks
go for it

Her volce

about not answering it. Four RINGS. Bone doesn't
either. Pinally she does.

MO

Hello? Hi. Yes. Wonderful.

is flat. Nothing wonderful,
M

_ Well, that's just fine. I wish you

all the luck in the world. No, we
won't expect you. Richard's here.
Yes. 1'l]l be sure to tell him, Bye.

Mo puts the phone back in its cradle as if it were covered

with lice,

BONE
Well?

{ CONTINUED)
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: Frankly, my dear, I don't give s damn,
m m. ‘ b )
(continuing) .
Gosh, Rich, senity is itive _' Lo
m, isn't ut pos h m‘ B e TR
. : SN C S

It's an off P mﬂh.
why don't n‘gke WQ&?
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100 INT, CUTTER'S HOUSE ~ RARLY EVENING

T The wine 1s gone. The loaf, half eaten and attended by a :
o . 'ber or Triscuits. The cheese mpa on the plate. A de -

' ,-.'luu cocasionally offers s chaste kiss to No's hair or fore-
,é- . m.u-nuthu-to : :
o ERR e iR SR R B
e e 888 o

SE w‘. ao m:l.c. Ion- elides his hand under her m.
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CONTINUED:

78.

She sinks into the sofa.

Mo

Tou'd just be Aisappointed. And
I'd lose a friend.

BONE

I QQn't thinikk so.

He sits near her.

MO

.I'm not in your league. Remember that
girl, funky, Jewish, curly hair. She

was heres one night. I thought you two
would never quit. God, was I jealous!
I hated her. :

-

BONE

That was.a gymastic exhibition. I
have something else in mind right now.

Like what?

MO

BONE

Let's find out.

MO

Poor,. Richard. You really are a slave
to 1t, aren't you?

BONE

If you don't want to, okay. But you
don't need to put down the feeling.

MO

Sorry. Bad habit.

Bone sits back, looks across the room to the sea.

Mos shifts closer and leans forward. Bone turns to her. She
searches his eyes for a sign. She gazes so deeply he would
look away if he could. But he can't. Slowly she leans
closer. 3She Kisses him. A butterfly kiss. .

MO

We haven't much left to lose, do we?

Bone doesn't answer.

but she pulls away.

He cradles her neck to return the kiss,

MO

Just a minute.

Bone sits back, feeling pretty skeptlcal.

- ( CONTINUED)
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A . : MO )
' O I want to look nice.

She smiles a tiny smile, sad, embarrassed. Then she leaves
for the bedroom. Bone is left in the living room, alone
for a moment, amid the detritus of their lives,.

Mo is standing in the doorway.

Her hair is vaguely brushed, s hint of color at her eyes and
cheeks, a nightgown.

Bone stands up. He tucks his shirt in, the shirt soon to
coms out, and he goes to_ her.

101 IN THE BEDROOM - BARLY BVENING

They make love. To touch the spirit and the heart. And once
or twice, they even laugh.

DISSOLVE 1T0:
102 THE BEDROOM - THAT NIGHT '
= Bone is lying dack on the bed, hands clasped dehind his head.

P Mo 1s sitting up, facing him, cross-legged, smoking. Pensive.
" é ' ' MO
Can I uk you a question? An unfalr
quution. .
BONE
- Sure.,
' - Mo
Did you mean any of what you said?
' BONE
I think so.
MO
But maybe not.
BONE
I meant it.
MO
Bow much of it?
- BONE
Come on. I'm no good &t math.
oo+ MO
> IR I'm serious.

P (comm)'
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BONE
And I said I love you.

His defliant tone overstates the case Just enough to leave
Plenty of doubt.

MO .

That's sweet. But it's not exactly
what I need, :
i | © BONE
What do you need?
MO *
A 1little serious caring, I think.
BONE
You got 1t.
MO

Wait. Let me say it. What that means
to me., I've had a lot of time to get
this one straight. Okay?

Bone nods.- But alréady 8 coldness starts in his gut. A
familiar coldness,

. MO
What I'm talking about is the day-to-
day stuff. You know? Some lousy job,
but a real one. Day-to-day stuff. '
And being there. Not all the time -
I don't suppose anybody can do that --
but a lot. And trust, Richard, I
don't think anything's more important.
Trust, s¢ that when I wake up in the
middle of the night and I'm frightened
and sick to death about being elone
angd getting old and nobody caring,
%‘11 know you're there. That's what
mean.

Bone manages a warm smile., But his silence is deadly.

And the message isn't lost on Mo. So she smiles, too. And
moves away.

MO
Relax, Richard. No more holdouts.
The Richard Bone Fan Club is complete.

BONE
Ho...

MO
Yes? Is there something else?

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2)

She slips on her kimono and walks out. Bone liss there star-
ing at the threads of smoke tralling from her cigarette. He
listens to the fridge OPEN and CLOSE. FOOTPADS to the living
room. Then quiet. He gets up and puts on his pants.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Bone sita next to Mo on the sofa. She bundles lightly under
his arm. She leaves one hand free to t1lt the vodka bottle.

MO
Did I scare you? I'm sorry if I did.

BONE
Shhh.
’ MO
Iamn. T don't expect anything from
+Jou. Really.

BONE
I know. ¥Why don't you close your eyes...

MO
No. Not until you go.

BONE
Soon.
MO
No. I think now would be better. I'm

tired. But I don't want to fall as leep
this way.

‘ BONE
Gaet comfortable.

MO
I mean with you here. And then wake
up alone,

BONE
I'll stay: '

MO
No, you won't., When I'm asleep,
you'll get up and leave. You'll
tiptoe out carrying your shoes,

She smiles at the image.

BONE
Relax, oksy? .

But Mo ian't listening. She's in her own thoughts., ILiks
& diver moving in slow motion, miles below the sea.

( CONTINUED)



she grounds of some kind of institution,
maybe » hospital, 2 home, And she's
as death, but not too old

Mo tires to laugh, dut the spasn looses an age of pain and
terror. &ccrh:andcﬂ.umdcuu. Bone holds her

- ——— AT o —— B - ——— e — - Ca o b o ek e e i =

.’ W1l you stay, Riohard? Will you be
here?
: BONE
Shhhhh,

N )
¥ill you? Put the eat out...

Shhh, ..
Apd she does, descending slowly, letting go.

Bone waits a few seconds. Looks down to be oertain she's

asleep.
Then he cradles her head gently down onto the arm ©f the
_sofa, takes up his shoes and tiptoes away.
| FADE OUT.
. -JADE IN3 _
108  I8T. BOME'S BOAT - THE NARINA ~ NOPING
T patamedoo, Bone i dressing for & polo matah.

AN o
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CONTINUED:

Riding trousers tucked 1nto high boots. A short=billed cap
with a high crown. He's trying to brush up the velvet nap.
The hat's seen better days. He plops 1t on his head and
checks himself out in the mirror. It’il have to do.

GEORGE (o, a.)
Richie! Richard!

BONE
Never knew a man 8¢ sager to make a
fool of himself on the field of combat.
Down here, Goopgel

George sticks his head into the hatch. He's dressed like
Bone. But he doesn't lock eager. He's terribly upaet.

BONE
What happened?

GEORGE
You haven't heard? I got down here.
as soon as I could. Where's Alex?

. BONE
’ In L.A., I think. With Valerie. Why?
I GEORGE
m.
BONE

What about hersq What happened?

Whatever 1t is, it's too awrul for George to say. He looks
horrified. '

CUT T0:

EXT. CUTTER'S HOUSE - AFTERNOON

Cutter is standing on the sidewalk, right where he stood to
wave goodbye when he left for L.A. He's staring at the
charred frame of where his house was., It's a disaster. Only
the husk of the home 1s left and that crumpled and blackened.
A few charred appliances stand sentry over the desolate scene.

Miremen are hosing down the smouldering embers.

‘_Copa ares picking over the detritus of the explosion and fire.

Some neighbors and curious passersby watch from their porches
or cars.

PULL BACK to INCLUDE Bone and Jeorge next to Cutter.
(cou¢zpuzn)
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| CONTINUED: | |
_ Behind them across the street, Valeris gets out of the Bulck.

She stares in disbelief for a moment, then sha-galks away.
DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. A MORTUARY - DAY

George's Jaguar.!ﬂéé pulls up around the curved drive.
Cutter and Bone get out and head insids.

INT. MORTUARY ~ DAY

The Captain who intervogated Bone is with MR. and MRS.
STANTON, Mo's parenta. Wealth and breeding. An uncticus
MORTUARY OWNER stands by. :

The wealth and breeding disappear when Cutter walks in.

MRS. STANTON
Toul It should have been you! You
«+. NOt Maureen. Not my Maureen.

Mr. Stanton pulls her under his arm.

MR. STANTON
Porget him. He doesn't matter anymore.
He's nothing, = : ,

Cutter controls any comsback. But the Captain steps between
him and the Stantons. . :

CAPTAIN
Maybe you ought to come back later,

CUTTER
I'm gonna see Mo,

- MRS. STANTON
You can’'t see her! You killed her!
You killed my babyﬂ

CAPTAIN '
He's leaving; Mrs. Stanton. Right
now, Aren't you?

CUTTER
When I've seen her.
- CAPTAIN
Uh~huh.

BONE

We can come bdack, Alex. _ .
(CONTINURD)
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CUTTER
Now. '

The Captain opens his stance, Cerberus at the Gates of Hell. -

Bone turns to the proprietor,

BONE :
Where's the phone? I have to call
my lawyer. The Captain seems to have
forgotten they were married. There's
Nno way you can keep Mr. Cutter from
seeing his wife's body. And Aif you
try, he'll sue both your asses from
here to next goddman Christmas! So
get out of the waytl

The Proprietor takes the Captain's arm and looks at him
imploringly. The Captain turns to Bone. _

CAPTAIN
Get around, gon't you, Bone?

He turns to the Stantons.
' CAPTAIN

This 1s Richard Bone., He was the
last one to see your daughter alivu.

The Captain suppresses the amile from his good turn for the

day.
But Bone accepts the challenge, but it isn't easy.

BONE
That's true. I dropped by last night
for supper. And I think you should
know she wasn't unhappy or despressed,
What happened was an accident.

Mrs. Stanton criq;'onto her husband’'s shoulder.. He nods to
Bone-uitn understanding, even gratitude.

Cutter looks at the mortician, who lesds him back to see the
body. Cutter stops at the door and turns back to look at
Bonie. Bone has ne choice but te follow.

INT. THE MORTDARY PREPARATION ROOM « DAY

The room is sterile. Technicians are embalming two bodies
on gurneys. The walls are lined with cabinets of chemicals

and equipment.

The Mortician leads them to the back of the room. Two
aluminum doors are cut into the wall. The Mortician pushes
4 button by one of the doors. It slides up with a WHOOSH.

{ CONTINUED)
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It's & refrigerator. The Nortician mns' out a #liding
muwmwm:m.oﬂumtatw.
. clear, plastic sack. '

That's muuummrormuc;sorcuem.mm.
Cutter impassive. Bone looks away.

H | | DISSOLVE 70:

109 EXT, JUST OUTSIDE THE NORTUARY - DAY B
decrge is waiting by the car. Cutter and Bone oome out and
Join him, Cutter is cala, almest serene. .

GBONGE
You okay.

I been better, -

. m . . e e o F— .
Susies wants you to use the guest house .
- for as long as you need it...

.Susie? Come on, Gecrge.

——
- [

- GEORGE .
Mo, no, She re does. Now why don't
n’-peomu:%?:'umm.m.

"No thanks. The daily grind drives me
to drink, Tragedy I take straight.

duttcrloohum. Nanages a weak smile and nods.

110 EXT, THE SANTA BARBARA POLOC GROUNDS-- DAY

4 light, white damboo dall salls lmnfhomnhm
= f1eld, Eight riders gallcp after. Three hundred yards of
':ff-‘-ﬂnolmmwmoakmnoumum. -

PR
.o B s
L e

e T Cltbter and Done and Orge Are &t & tadble under an umbrells,
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George's and Bone's attention is torn between the game and
Cutter. But Cutter is watching the 1d with rept fascl-
nation, ,

He

L
Then Bone notices. he isn't following the game. He looks to
find the track of Cutter’s aye. It leads across the field.

Three largs dlask cars are parked in the shade, Some chau-
tr.mm;tthclm.mmmmom&. Two
flank a gentleman astride a hrg.mco horse; J.J.
o« That's who Cutter's watching. guests are seated
&t a picnic table. Susie is with Cord, with a large bady
earriage. The chukker ends.

o A PLAYER
Hey llr:nnnl You in for the last

1124 EXT. THE TABLE
Mtumwm.

- e o

- — — e e SPNIRR -
U TR Wy don't you go play?

s GEORGE :
Naw, I'11 stay hers with you.
There's alwvays a gane,

: CUTTER
¥o, really. I think I'd like %o watch
you play. It's a favor for me. :

e em e ——— .

==":Gecrge can't very well refuse.—He sxcuses himesIr; STAFCE — —
sway then turns dack. ' .
I'm gonna soore cne for you, Alex.

CUTTER
You been watohing too many Babe Ruth

" ; ’ . -
Gmpnm.wtammmcwmmmtomnou.

BONB
W¥hat's on your mind, no:! ‘
" Oubter turns eway and lcoks st Bone. Calm. Be piocks up
Bone's polo hat. He puts it on. e

-
o

( D)




' . Xind of a funny hat, wouldn's ou say?
) Like the kind the gas staticn attendant
said the guy with jeep cans wore,

t

113 $HE oAX

Muutmumm:m but he's dressed for the game
"Bt the hat doesn't ook funny on him, not st all. -

You think 1t was Cord. N v

114 THE POLO PIELD

You mean because of the blacimail letter? = &

CUTTER
The Jletter. What a arock! And that
stupid Polaroid with the heads cut neatly
' ‘out, Jesus! We win the prise, Mch, I
e A0 _the prige, Nhat an asshole.- S
Alezander Cutter underestimates the rich!
Christ! I was onel |

Cre e il I8's g0 easy, Rich. Your pisture was
e oma 3% 4n the goddamn paper, Page one! Ne T
PRI SIBR AT S - - $he first day who you were, - -- o e e

PO B -

. P e e T T Y Rk C e s
. Sl e P . + - Cive - . . .
- - . .
il - . . fy—
& (coNTINGED) -
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117 THE POLO PIELD

118 THE OAK GROVE

’ Cord raises his mallet in salute.
119 THE TABLE
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CUTTER
Aln't & question of what I'm gonna
do. What the fuck are you gonna do...
with the time you got left. They
weren't after Mo, Rich. They werse
after you. They Just Aidn't see
you leavs. .

Bone oomiﬁera it all. fl'hcn he shakes his head "mo".

CUTTER
What do you mean, no?

BONE
That night I left... she was pretty
depressed. Things got kinda heavy...

Cutter shakes his head and smiles.

CUTTER ,
You're unbelievadble, Rich. Truly!
What a fucking monster ego. Jesus!
I mean you walk out on a girl, she's
got no choice. She'd head straight
for the ole gas-burner. After all
what's left for her. '

Bone has no answer for Cutter.

Nice try, Rich. But this is a tough
one to walk out on. I know you're
gonna try. You always d4o. Richard
Bone does his famous walk. Walk.
Walk! WwWelk! WALK!!

And Cutter disconnects. From the conversation. . From Bone.
He gets up and starts to walk himself. He heads toward the

- fleld.

THE POLO PIELD

The game races on. Cord overseeing 1t all from his horse.
An emblem of power,

BONE
Alex.,

-THE FIELD

The last chukker continues. The riders cirele toward each

~ other, And Cutter is walking onto the field, heading toward

. . . . -

R
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122

123

THE OAK GROVE

The Party is breaking up. The guests are climbing into their
limoes. Cord is preparing to ride back to the stable.

THE PIELD

Cutter is stumping along, oblivious to horses, riders, any-
thing. Bone is running to catch up. The game rages between
Cutter and Cord. .

- BONE
Alex, stop it,

CUTTER
He's gonna pay. You son of a bitch,
you're gomnna pay.

George sess Cutter and spurs his horse rorward, wavins him
away with his mallet.

Bone catches up and sraba Cutter.

Across the field, Cord watchna, surious, oblivious to this
gimpy threat against him
come on, Alex.

Cutter struggles against Bone's hold and brandishes his cane
against the fisure of Cord.

CUTTER
You mnrdcring'bastard, Cordl

Cord 1s out of ear-shot. But across the field by the oak .
grove, one member of the Cord party seos him: a woman with
silver hair, Mrs. Cord.

CUYTER
I'm gonna crueify you.

aeorga 18 close enough to get the drift of Cutter's rage.
Cutter stopa. He Just shakes, cracking his cane over and
over against his leg. CLACK-CLACK-CLACK~CLACK-CLACK!!
George reins up.

. GEORGE
Jesus Christ, what's geing on?

The Cutter is suddenly calm.
’ CUTTER

It's okay, George. I Just gat a
- 1ittle upset., It's okay.

Cutter starts away from the ‘field. Goorgp watches. Bone

walks next to Cutter.
(CONTINUED)
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123 CONTINUED: 123
O | CUTTER
d _ you're right, Rich. No dumd mistakes
e this time.
They leave the field as the polo match continues.
| | FADE OUT.
FADE IN: - ’
124 EXT. THE MARINA - NEXT DAY - DAY . 124
The masts tilt together and apart, a light rhythm in the
waves soothing the boats,
125 INT. GEORGE'S OFFICE - DAY © | 125
George is at his desk. Bone KNOCKS and enters.
BONE -
Permission to come aboard.
N ] GEORGE
- . Come on in, Richie. :
= .
t . BONE, .
;(é;~ You called? ,
’ GEORGE . -
I'm worried ahqut you... and Alex.
| " poNE
Me too. _
1 . 1ingGMGE 1'. ’l:h .1‘ al pudb is o | *
mean hass guys a e loc pudb is one '
thing. But J.J. Cord...that’'s crazy. Even
with Mo and all. He's way overboard...
He's practically darricaded himself in the
est house. Won't come out. Won't let me.
in. I don't know what he's doing 'for food.
And wpgt's this about Cord murdering somebody? -
... - I don®t know, Alex picked up on something ~ . ~.. - o
" ° and he won't let go. ‘ e »; .
o K . B g S TPPCUE AR
. ' - GEORGE ! y R
He better. . ' ' : : R A
, BONE -
fh That sounds pretty final. Somebody say

S something about yesterday?

* George 1snoies the qpestiani
1

(CONTINUED)
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125 CONTINUED:

“What do you mean?

BONE
It's & long story. I thought I saw
something. I don't even kmow 4f X
444. But Alex picked up on 1t. .He
won't lat B0.

_ " GBORGE
He'd better. ,
BONE

That m pretty fimal, George.
GEORGE

Not from ms, But I kmow Cord. You
Imow he's responsible for all this.

George gestures around his office. The marina.

{continuing)
I knovw him pretty well. And you guys
dontt want to,.. bDelieve me,

92,%

4

BORE
Somebody say something about yesterday?

George ignares the question. The snswer is yes.

GEORGE
Tou kmow I feel responsidle for Alex
in & ot of ways. Ny mom and his were
very close. Ihonny“dhd,lhom
»e in, like a second aon

I know.

' GEORGE
Cord's helped me out too. Set me
But he's in & whole mreunt le
They don't play games, They play
keeps. M'n got boet.r things
do than worry about morality. :

&

ggﬁ

BONE
I understand,

GBORGE
Thanks. I know you'll take ocare of him,
And if you need tunc...!:ult don't
mttoloum. - R

{ CONTINUED)
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125 CONTINUED: (2)
' That "lose hin" works two ways.

: BORE .
_Io neither, Sometimes.

e

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2)

Bone smiles and George nods his understanding. Maybe it is
Just an 0ld exasperating Cutter making everybody nervous.

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. GEORGE'S HOUSE - EVENING '

A large, sprawling ranch-style home in the hills. George's -
Jaguar is in the driveway. Cutter's Buick pulls into the
driveway. Bone geta out. He walks around the side. |

EXT. GUEST HOUSE IN BACK - EVENING

Bone passes the swimming pool and walks into the guest house.
INT. THE GUEST HOUSE - EVENING |

The inside looklbliko the War Room at the Pentagon.

This is not the Usual Cutter Mess., A little cluttered but
essentially everything is in place. Piles of c¢lippings.
Dozens of pictures. Maps of Santa Barbara, an architecural
rendering of an estate, like the Cord Estate. Pins in the
maps. A calender on the wall. Cutter is marking down svents
on the calendar from an article in his hand. He doesn't even
turn around when Bone enters. Bone is stunned for a second
by the absolute military precision of this room. He seeks
reruse from the seriousness. - ,

BONE
Private R. Bone reporting to Gen'l
George Armstrong Cutter. All quiet : .
on the Western front, ‘cept for a
few Injuns.

Cutter doesn't answer. He finishes writing in a last detall.
Then he turns. He is seriocus.

‘ CUTTER
I think tomorrow’'s our best bet.

Bone starts to look at the accretion of maps, papers, stc.

| BONE
I'1l bite. Por what?

CUTTER
For a meeting with Cord.

Cutter 1s all business. No banter, no dbullshit. Bone looks
at the calender.

BONE
He's having s party tomorrow.

( CONTINUED)
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128

CONTINUED:

CUTTER
That's right. I figure he's dangerocus.
I want as many people around as possible.

BONE
You been invited?

Cutter rummages through some papers on his table. He hands
Bone an envelope. -

INSERT: The envelope is addressed to George Swanson.

CUTTER
Yeah., We're invited, That is: I'm
invited. 1I'd understand 1f you want
nothing to 4o with it. 1I'd like you
there. But it's up to you.

Bone looks at the drawing of the Cord Estate,

BONE
George ia pretty frightened.

: CUTTER
So am I. PFool not to be. Like I
sald: It's up to you. )

_ _ BONE
He's real scared.
*
CUTTER

You know why? 1I'll tell you.

gone ilidea a pile 6r books aside from the couch and sits
own. ) : a

CUTTER
Cord_killed his dad.

Bone tries to control his face. But hia fear for Cutter's
sanity reglaters.

CUTTER

I know, I know. "Alex is really around
the bend this time."” But this yocu can
check out with George. 1In the Thirties
his dad owned all the Marina land.
Cord kept trying to buy it. But No Sale.
0ld man Swanson was one tough son=of-a- .
bitch. He was great... Anyway, somebody
offed his old lady. That broke him.
He went looking for Cord. Unfortunately,
he found him. Got bdeat up real bad, -
He was a vegetable. That's yhen George
moved in with us. ' , . :

(MORE) )
(CONTINUED)
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128

125

130

CONTINUED: (2)

CUTTER (cont'd) N
He -was just a kid. But he knew. Cord -
set him up in the marina after college.
Wanted to help the poor kid. And keep
real close tabs on him. - Yeah, George
1s scared shitless. Has been his whole
1life. _ :
Cutter pauses to watch all this register on Bone.
CUTTER
Either way, I'll understand, Rich.
Bone tries to decide.
DISSCLVE TO:
INT. THE GUEST HOUSE -'LATE THAT NIGHT
Bone is asleep on the couch. Cutter is working at a table,
poring over the diagram of the Cord Estate.
The phone RINGS. '
Cutter picks it up. Bone opens one eye.
"~ .. CUTTER o D)
Hello. Yeah. Maybe. We'll meet o
you there,
He hangs up. Bone sits up. . : | .
CUTTER

It's Valerie. 8She's onto something.

Bone looks at & clock.

BONE-
At three in the morning?

CUTTER
You can stay.

DISSOLVE T0:

INT. THE SANTA BRABARA INN - VALERIE'S ROOM - NIGHT

The same kind of 014 World comfort and plush as the room
where Bone was the night of the cheerleader's murder.

Valerie pours herself a drink from a bottle of Chivas.

Cutter shakes his head "no". Bone makes the sign for g small
one.

(CONTINUED)
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130  CONTINUED:

: CUTTER
SO. ST

Valerie breathes deeply and begins.

" VALERIE
I decided to start over... this time
with nothing to prove. S0 I went to
the gas station where somebody bought

gasoline that nighs. e | d14d
remsmber something. You know the
funny hat? .

.
Polo hat?

Valerie takes a drawing from her purse and hands it to Cutte:.
INSERT: A World War I campaign hat, like a forest rangers.

CUTTER
Okay, Smokey the Bear di1d 1it.

BONE
Keep goling.

VALERIE
I decided to read up on Cord... every-
thing. N@wapapers, magazines. _ 'i:>

CUTTER '
Did he serve in ¥World War I1?

VALERIE -
Navy
: CUTTER
You sure?

VALERLE
Check it yourself.

. CUTTER.
I will. Where?

VALERIE
Probably in Who's Who.

BONE
Anything else?

VALERIE
About Cord? Nothing that applies.
But I 41d learn some other things.
If you want to hear them.

( CONTINUED) o
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130

CONTINUED: (2)

PONE
Shoot.

VALERIE
Viki had an abortion, remember? I got
& clue to the father. Alsc the guy
she was with at the disco., He's a
forest ranger in the Sierras., The
other guy lives in Colorado.

' CUTTER '
Forest ranger... Smokey the Bear.

VALERIE
It’s a start. -

CUTTER
Nope. The kid was lying to you.

© VALERIE
_How do you know?
CUTTER
Because I know who killed your sister.

VALERIE
Cord. o _
CUTTER ' D
Wasn't Cord.

Bone and Valerie are startled that Cutter has dropped hls .
idee fixe. .

' VALERIE
Who killed her?

CUTTER '
Look, Val. I was wrong about Cord. But
me and Bone are still in trouble. If o
you could help us out, to get away from
here... |

Valerie gets the drift and she's disgusted.

VALERIE
Sure. If you can't blackmail Cord,
you'll try to gstlwhat'you can out of me.

She grabs her purse and pulls out two bills. She holds onte
them., Cutter doean't say a word, Just looks. She fishes
out two more bills.

VALERIE
Who killed my sister?

Cutter whirls on her, ignores the bills.
' (CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (3)

CUTTER
When did you make the deal with Cord?

VALERIE )
What do you mean? , .

Cutter's answer is to grab her by the throat. They tumble
onto the floor, sending the Chivas crashing sgainst the wall.
Bone leaps to her aid, trying to drag Cutter off. ‘

BONE
Alex! Let go!

Bone finally wraps his arm around Cutter's neck and yanks hin
off. Valerie collapses, sobbing for breath.

BONE
Vhat's the matter with you? You crazy?

CUTTER
Yeah. I'm crazy. What's that make her?

BONE
ﬂhat're you talking about?

Cutter pulls away from Bone and stares at Valerie,

CUTTER . .

One: 38he's throwing money around like .

& drunk sallor. Hotel suite like this. . o~

Serves Chivas like it was Kool-Aid. And 9
. four hundred bucks to me Just for the asking..
- This from a part-time nurse supporting an

glcoholic mother! Two: All of a sudden .

she knows all about Cord. But when I ask -

where I can cheek it, she says: 'Probably :

in Who's Who.' Probably! Not to mention

she gets a lead the gas station kid

that the cops didn't. And a free trip to

Colorade to look for Smokey the Bear!

Bullshit!

Cutter dares Bone to challenge him. Nope. Valerlie shivers.

. CUTTER : |
How much did you get, Val? You get a .
bonus 1f we run off to the Sierras? How |
much?  Five? Ten-grand? Or 4id you
really get to him? Twenty-five? Jesus,
-~ Jou scumbag.

VALERIE ' .
Nol! That isn't what happened. I didn’'t
even meet Cord.

CUTTER
Okay. He sent a flunky. Doesn't charge
a thing... How much did you get?

(CONTINUED)
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"f VALERIE .

;_ But he doesn't even care if we keep

\ trying to prove Cord did 1it! i
(CONTINUED)



Rev. 20/24/79 | T e,

CUTITER |
Mﬁmm.bum. Shit., You

Three grand.
And tickled to m i¢, ruhﬂ
After all, 's gone...

. VALERIE
It wvasn't a bride, He said we can do
whatever we want,

S ==nd 1T 01 need ifything mmut_uu

old J.J. & sall, He unders
Vuu-:l.e hasn't said a word., Her silence corroborates thc
" essential ruhtmu of euttor'l soenario. ‘

- CUTTER '
Don't feel bad, He's a m. And
Jou're a light-weight. | g

k

- :
;.,'_h':l.nleom. mmmuummorm

s s oo ALERIE . — ; ._.....-..-,..-_........._....._

8000 oonvincing., Sure. But don't give
him all the oredit, He Just told you
* what you wanted to hear. Ain't that how
4%t always works?

mmlnblhorpmo. He takes out & neatly !'om:m:ht
of money, But Bone shakes his head no. PFinal. He takes
mmmcnttumnomuoﬁuvumo...tmm
. Goesn't give it to her.

E*gm starts shaking. It's an awful schisophrents Mu. .
"g wants it, She doesn't want it. Nost of all she mto
30

to vant desperately. Bone dosan't move. .She

[ R e T AR

-,
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mmw-wcmmmuuammwm.
lutum to leave,

CUTTER
It's not a game anymcre, Rich, let's go.

m 'OUT,

-
. -

s :
and OMITTED
132

FADE IN: .
133 KXT. THE DRIVEWAY ~ GEOROE'S BOUSE - DAY

emoommmummm'-mummm'-
aguar usually is. lhm sce of paper flutters undsr
mumm- id wiper. pt _

mmemmmommmma-
reads the note. Sees Cutter's Buick and races to the guest
house. : '

" 333\ - INT, THE GUEST HOUSE - DAY e

wmmmmm-tmmmnm Room
for the first time. The maps and articles pinned to the
wall, OCutter's careful notes on all the evidence, lotuon
- the death of Viki Duran. Notes on Yo's death, Cord's
estate, It's orystal alear.

GEORGE .

Jesus Mt__;qs_-go_ _m I -~

e o ——— _.“ mm L — o — -
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4134 INSIDE GBORGE'S DEN R
George rushes into the room to his gun-case, There are

spaces for four matched Buntline Specials, Three of the .
npu-h Hutu-n molvm thers. But the case has been o

OBORGE
Tlease, God, don't lst 'em get killed,
CUT 0:
135 EXT. THE GATE OF THE GORD ESTATE = DAY R
George's Jaguar pulls up to the gate, Bone driving, Cutter

- 4dn the back seat, mnmd-mrmuumm. The
exanines it and then pushes 3 dutton, swinging the

ﬂt‘iﬂm _Bons @rives through. _The gate swings mt.“'_"""

136 EXT. INSDIE THE CORD ESTATE - DAY ' ‘ _ D
A meandering drive unoduthmmoro&mm
mm.mtontmm for miles. No house in sight A
,.tc

!othoﬂchtmstablu.nbm.tmm To the

~1eft tennis courts, gardens, mors trees. 4 waterfall, -

.
e
o
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136A INT. THE CAR ON DRIVE
Cutter checks himself in the rear-view mirror.

)

- _/'
BONE
You ckay? Or jJust overwhelmed your
own beauty. o
< ' CUTTER _
, .1 think No would have liked this. 8he
E Im. 1iked playing dress up,
Bone knows, Very well, )
{continuing) -
You imow, Rich, I really thought you'd
walk. But, by God, here you are,
owe you one, : _
. BONE
Such as.
CUTTER )
Boy sbout a little morsel of truth.
. .
Scunds _good., '
. : -
CUTTER .

You know when I called Mo from L.A.
Told you I'd talked to Cord and he .
sent .us & message. That was & lie.
BEe wouldnt't take my call. Just ocouldntt

_ . {continuing)
Of course it don't make any difference
ity L W
_ say, you press. You 1
tuth one or another, And that's
the truth, I.fdounnttonnm
I'11 understand. Bither way, Rich, I'1i
wnderstand, ’

~ (CONTINURD)
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_ 136A CONTINUED: |
) ) Cutter gets out. Bone ntohu his stump towards the house, —
. Then Bone parks the car and gets out, He tosses his ochau- Y,
ffeur's cap to ¢
to the party.

ﬁs
H
§
i
;
¥4
t

, MRS, CORD
Excuse me.,

Now Bone's face registers. Mmmmucemof
mstoem:.c sang-froid,

(mtigncsnm

.. loncmsmtom. o - _ Q

—======——_.__.._—-———-——..a=='.u.—_-'1ﬁ 'ua a m mm’ e
marvellously.
" RS, CORD |
Good, If there's anything you need..

Bone nods appreciatively, dows hpompt:lbl: and hustiles
past her through the house tos

136C THE VISTA

. %he mile-long lawn., The orchestra floating in the fountelo.
o he grandest party you ever saw, -



BRe shakes his head no.

¥hat he does see s half-dozen men, larger than most of the

guests in 1ll-fitting rented tuxes.

BOXE
But I see the goon squad,

’_ © pecple are chatting amiably or dancing.
Whare is that bastard?

BONE
Probably inside, It's his house.

Srowd, But not talking o anyone. “All the other clumps of

. : M,..morm-mmmm.

;
Exouse me, But I think we better mingle,

Bone claps Cutter on the back and immediately starts walke
ing toward a cluster of women. lotmmcnthg'm.'

She twrns, Bone smiles bis most winning, tanned bfachepoy

:v "" ) Hi, 8ylvia.
. J.:i't sees Bone'

:

g

'm & .Jthoul;tnnaﬂl!

[ d
lyuyz_ln.

S

ey )
|

P . -

m. But the Goon can't see M’
# saile and animated conversation, '’
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Ilo CONTINUED: .
hmmtmumm.mmwm atten~

It's bm pleasant ohitahatt:l.n; with
you. Exocuse me. e
e Woman :utuatehulomumat. Bs looks around for - -
-Quatter and mmnmmuwcsmwmm?_
door. He heads after him,
T 341 .
and OMITTED '
152
143 INSIDE THE NANSION « DAY
Cutter is wandering the halls, lookizg for Cord. BT
Bone is searching through the crowd for Cutter, =~ T
He decides he's not in the living room and heads backtothe
ballway. PBut he sees Nrs. Cord coming bacsk in with the Goon
. mewmdmmcsnm.uuwonmmm
| il ’“hﬂo‘én"jult ‘Stands W"%‘WW_W“WW
. _ Bone into the living room. | )

m-muummtumuammlmm
ror, but she isn't following him. &She goes over to chat
with & cluster of two men and s woman, &She skiles and _
whispers scmething. mmnmmmwwo -
back of the room which leads to another hall.

Cord nod

e trio of guests with Nrw, Cord nod and saile, Ren they .
Wamummmmtmmummm—:«_

M.Mmtothcm&m Phree men in Arsb gard
'mh“todomouatmuthaum.wm &he
interrupts and says scmsthing. !hnm.too.hmtor
the front lawm.

188 m.mw.mu-m

Cutter opens & door and sticks his head in. A bedroom,
_ Nobody thers. Hs shuts thodoormdmuqncmun.

1.5 :m.mumm DAY

ﬁl. Cord has oleared about haif the nuu. lutm 18 2
| ieisive.. .0 looger in the voom. v o
TN DR O WS - MY oo e e
,;.n-::, -..;:--*_ ) -P’“_ .-y ,_" . . . a-.me 1~ .. k . m _ : [ u —
sess him: &awyu-m‘, oo M hefors.
R { cowTINUED)
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: , 146 CONTINUED: . '

' Q ' BONE

o Alex!

Bone walks quickly to the bend of the hall, It's Cutter.
. Cutter jJust looks as if he's been interrupted. ,

BONE
Where did you go?

. CUTTER
I'm looking for Cord. .

BONE .
I know you're looking for Cord, goddamn
itl Wvalt for me.

. CUTTER
Come on.

BONE
Be careful. I got a look from Mrs.
Cord I didn't like.

CUTTER

She doesn't mow who the hell we are.
Let's check outside. I cen't find him

: Q!!: - - _in here.
BONE
This way. Let's keep with the crowd. I
don't like beins alone in these halls.
Bone leads Cutter back the way he came, from the living room.
147 INT. THE LIVING. ROOM - DAY ' '

Mrs. Cord is ushering the last five people out onto the lawn.
Another Guard is standing by the front door.

Cutter and Bone turn the corner from the hall to discover
their refuge of a crowd is gone. Bone juststares across the
room to the two Guards in terror. :

The Guards spot them and start across the room.

' BONE
Shiti Move your ass, Alex!

The Guards are separating, closing off the front hall.

Bone looks around. The fireplace. He shoves over a table and

. : lamp and makes for the fire ircns. One of the Guards leaps
Loy .. the crashed tables and grabs for Bone.

Bono twists auay with the same instinctive animal grace he
shows on the tennis court.
. (CONTINUED)
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147

" 148

W9

CONTINUED:

' He stops, turms &nd, clasping both hands together, smashes

into the face of the off-balance Guard. The Goon srashes
into an hors d'oeurrgs table.

The other Guard rushes at Bone. At the last second he drops
his shoulder and drives atraisht into Bone s gut. The two
erash to the floor. o

Cutter watches only a second, then grabs his prosthesis, ex-
tends his leg and snaps as hard as he can.

CUTTER
Lock, you son of a bitch.

The artificial limb locks in place with a loud SNAP. Cutter
throws his leg out and down, landing with a slam on the floor.
Even as it hits, his trailing leg leaps forward. -

ge lopes in huge Jumpins utridea down the room toward the
oor,

Bone cracks his elbow into the Goon's chest. The Goon lets
go. . Bone scoots away across the room. But the other Goon
stands up right in front of him. :

EXT. ON THE LAWN - DAY

Cutter bursts through the front door and takes the three porch
steps in one jump, landing full force on the wooden leg. His
other .leg kicks and, miraculously, he keeps his balance. He
pushes through two people in his way and keeps running, his
crazy, staggered, leaping run across the lawn.

, CUTTER .
Don't break, you bastard! Don't break!

The ocrowd 1s startled, amused, unsure. Cutter is heading for
the nearest grove of trees.

A Guard looks to Mrs, Cord, who is on the lawn. She nods. Her
face 1s a grim mask of fury. She gestures for him to get the
guy but without any fuss. A few guests turn to her. She

Just smiles bravely and shakes her head that she doesn't
understand, but everything will be fine.

Cutter is almost to the trees. The Ouard is closing.
INT. THE LIVING ROOM -~ DAY

Bone is caught between the two guards, one wipes a amear of
blood from his nose with his white tuxedo sleeve,

Mrs. Cord enters. She stares at Bone.

' MRS. CORD
Mr. Bone? I hope you'rs not hurt,

{ CONTTNIRN Y

D,
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149

150

151

152

CONTINUED:
Bone nods.

‘ MRS. CORD
Please follow ne. '

‘Mrs. Cord turns and walks out of the room. The Guards muscle

Bone along behind her, _
EXT. THE OAK AND ECUALYPTUS GROVE = DAY

' Two Guards are searching through the trees. The trall 1s not

difficult to follow. The impress of Cutter's leg marks the
grass and dirt at regular intervals. But Cutter is not around.

The riding ring is a hundred yards ahead. Part hidden by a
pile of hay bales,

INT. THE BALLS - DAY
Mrs. Cord leads the procession of Bone and the Guards through

‘the corridors of power. She stops before the largest of many

massive oak deoors., She knocks.

VOICE INSIDE
Ummm.

Mrs. Cord opens the door, stands aside, The Guards usher Bone
past her and into: , o

INT. CORD'S DEN, THE INNER SANCTUM - DAY

Bone sees the rcom before he sees Cord, the trappings of enor-
mous wealth and someone's excellent taste. For all the lighte
ness of the rest of the house, this room is brooding darkness.
A den in theé 19th Century British atyle. Persian carpets of
wine dark purple. Teak library shelves with ribbons of iden-
tically bound books, likely never read and bought dby the yard
for the bdindings. Wing chairs in leathers stained to the
color of a bruise. An ancient, huge oak desk. Lamps with
dark shades. The only light comes from the French doors
opened to the yard along one wall. But the light falls only

‘a few feet into the room, stopped by Some unspoken interdic-

tion.

Cord sits behind the desk in shadow. A large man with a2
larger head, PERHAPS the same one Bone saw, we saw, that
night in the rain.

He stares across the room at Bone. Bone tries to make out the
features of his face in the shadow. Cord swivels away and
looks out across the lawn.

CORD
Leave us slone.

{CONTINUED)
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152 CONTINUED:

Bone hears this at first for him. But the Guards and the
Wife exit, leaving Bone with Cord.

CORD
What do you think you're doing here,
Mr. Bone?
The quiet, thoughtful guesfion requires a thoughtful answer.
Bone thinks. _ : :
- BONE
Right this second... I'm not sure.
' CORD
We're alone. You can say whatever
you want.
BONE
I'm really not sure.
CORD '

It doesn't matter, I don't like the

fact that you're here, but I'm not

geing to do anything about it. That

is, 1f we can reach some understanding.
fou must pursue your fantasies some

e . other way. .Do you understand, Mr.

Bone?

; BONE
Y think so...

CORD '
Look, Bone, 1 I were a killer, I
- eould kill you now with impunity!
Couldn't I? 1In fact, wouldn't I?

Bone chews on this self-evident truth.
CORD
I'm no killer. But I don't like being
pushed around. And people try all the

time., We get 2 couple of blackmail
schemes a week around here.

Cord swivels around to face Bone directly.
CORD
And, dammit, I'm not going to put up
with i¢t.

Bone cannot meet the power of Cord's eyes burning across the
room,

Cord swivels back to view the lawn through the Prench doors.‘
(CONTINUED) '
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CORD
But I don't want to have to repeat
hyself. Maybe we should wait... for
the eripple.

| cUT T0: |
153 EXT. THE RIDING RING - DAY '

The two guards circle the hay bales. No one is hiding there.
The only S80UND is the ORcHESTRA, vague and far away.

One of the guards spots another footprint in the soft dirt of
the ring. The print leads to another and another toward the
barn. They stalk the footprints carerully, up to the door.

154 . THE BARN

One guard stands to the side. The other reaches, from as far

away as possible, to pull the door chain. The first guard

goda. The second yanks the chain and awings half of the huge
~ docr open. _

Silence. The guard peers around the corner of the door. But
the barn is dark.

A HORSE WHINNIES! Cord's massive white stallion pounds from
. the black recesaes of the barn

. CUTTER
Hhhyaaagaah!!111!

The beast emerges like a nightmare, Cutter clinging to his
neck! He charges past the guard, who is knocked aside by
the stallion galloping to full speed.

155 EXT. THE GROUNDS _ -

Cutter is clutching the reins, the mane and his gun in hin
hand. He kicks the horse: throush tha grove. :

156  EXT. THE PARTY ON THE LANN

They hear the HOOVES before they see the horse. Then suddenly,
through the trees, the apparition of the huge charger ridden
by a marilac in black tuxedo and eye~-patech.

CUTTER
Hhhyaaaah!

A few or the guards left on the lawn take tentative steps ror-

ward, but there isn't a damn thing they can do as the stallion
pounds over the lawn toward the side of the house.

The guests have no idea what to make of this madness., Clearly
somebody 1s three sheets to the nind. o

COONTINUED)
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Cutter pulls the reina as sharply as he can and the eharger
responds, veering left away from the party.

EXT. THE PAR SIDE OF THE HOUSE
Cutter's juggernaut is making a wide arc around the house

~alone, He thunders over the lawn. Then Cutter sees Cord. B
. EXT. THE HOUSE | o

Behind a huge view window, French doors opening directly onto
the lawn, Cord is standing across from Bone..

EXT. THE LAWN

Cutter's instinct 4s instantanous. He yanks the &ne with
all his might to the right. The arc of the careening stallion
shifts and they are pounding headlong to the window.

N CUTTER . - L
Hhyaasasaht!! _ L e i
INT. THE DEN ’ '
Cord and Bone turn as one, hearing Cutter's battle cry.

The galloping stallion is no more than thirty yarda away. And

there 1is nothing to stop him..
EXT. THE LAWN

Except the retleption'bf himself in the glass. Ten yards
away, the stallion stalls. His forelegs splay and dig
through thellann. His head bows and he stops., .

Cutter is thrown straight forward over the neck, shattering
gheriggow and CRASHING in a rain of QLASS into the den of
- L ] rd'

INT. THE DEN

The guards rush into the room. Cutter is still on the floor.
Bone is pinned against the far wall by the two guards. Cord
i3 ducked behind a chair.

Cord stands up slowly. Looks at Cutter,

Cutter doesn't move. His hand is out. The gun atiil clutched

gg 1355 His eye opens. His finger moves over the trigger of
s L &

A shoe steps on his wrist. He looks up at J. J. Cord.

Cord reaches down and yanks the gun away. .“’ drops 1t into
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Cutter struggles to stand. He manages. He sees Bone.

CUTTER

Nobody said it was gonna be easy.

You okay?

1

Yeah, I'm okay.

Bone can hardly believe his ears.

CUTTER

I been better. Things don't look so
good for us right now.

Bone nods. Looks that

way.
CORD

They could be worse, Mr. Cutter. 3But
as I told Bone, I did not kill Viki

Duran.

Cutter looks to Bone ror nonfirnation.

the carpet.

I don't give

CUTTER _
a fuck about Viki Duran.

JIou_killed my wife.

I've already
Your partner.
what you are

fCourse not.
heard of Mo.
responsible,

Cutter smiles at Bone,

CORD _
been through this with

In fact, I have no idea
even talking about.

CUTTER '
Never heard of me., Never
I know. You're not

turns back to Cord.

(CONTINUED)
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CUTTER
Naw. 3You're not responsible. Iou
never hurt anybody. Somebody else
is responsible. Somebody else killed
.the EI%I Somebody else killed Mo,
Besides nobody cares,.. Nobody gives
a damn! Nobody... except me!

Cutter throws himself at Cord. But Cord is ready, even before
Cutter gets there. His huge arm is cocksd, He smashes his
forearm into Cutter's face, sends him crashing dack onto the
floor., One of the guards grabs Cutter and wrenches hia arm
behind his back. Cutter doesn't make a sound.

. CORD
We seem to have a more serious problem
than I thought.
‘ BONE -
No, sir., He's pretty upset. I'll...
CORD

He's not upset, He's crazy. And
that's a serious problem.

Cutter tries to move. Cord motions for the guard to let him
up, but hold on to him, The guard drags Cutter to his reet,
keeping the firm hammerlock.

BONE
Alex, he didn't do it. None of it.

CUTTIER
Come on, Rich., He's gonna burn our
ass, Don't beg. It's embarrassing.

BONE
He wasn't going to do anything.

CUTTER
Rich, you said: It's him. Remember.
Well, look at him. Right now. 1Is it
him? 1Is 1%?

Bone stares across to Cord. Cutter starts to slap his thigh
in rhythm to the question.

. CUTTER
Lookat him., Is it him? You saild:
Itt's him! ' o -

Cord gets up and‘walks toﬁard them. Bone looks, staring as
if the secret of creation lay that way.

CUTTER
Is it him? 1Is it, Rich? Is it him?

{CONTINUED)
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The slapping is louder, the only sound. Cord's face turns
purple with rage. He is right next to Cutter,.
‘ CUTTER
Is 1t? 1Is 1t? 1Is 1£77?

A OGuard smashes Cutter across the face, slamming him against
the guard behind him. Cutter doesn't even wince.

BONE
Yeah. It's him, Alex.

Bone says 1t so flatly, that no one is prepared for his next
wmove. He smashes his fist straight into Cord's ample gut;
Cord doudles over; Bone clasps his hands together between his
legs and smashes straight up sending Cord crashing back into
his desk. The gun drops. Bone grabs it and holds it next to
Cord's brain. The guards stop mid-motion.

CUTTER
Kill him, Rich! Blow him away.
Bone hesitates a second.
A flick of movement draws his attention.

 George steps just inside the French doors. The afternoon sun = |
. streams in bdehind him. George is silhouetted in a cascade of

sunlight.

BONE
It's hinm.

And for the first time since that night, Bone sees, AS WE SEE

the same silhoustte he saw. the night Viki Duran was killed.

Cutter looks up from the floor where he slumps against the
guard’s leg. PFirst to Bone, then to George.

George holds his gun on Bone, Bone's gun is st11l onICOrd.
Nobody moves. Except Alex. Cutter rolls slightly so he can
compare silhouettes, Pirst George, then Cord. Then George.

Cutter looks at Bone who is staring straight at George. The

look tells him that as similar as they are in silhouette,

Eg:e knows which one he saw. No question about it. Cutter's
ind races. ’ : -

CUTTER
Georgie? - Holy shit, It was you
wasn't 1t? You gave Valerie the
money! That's why she only got
three grand. That's all you had.
(MoRE) .

( CONTINUED)
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CUTTER (cont'd)

. And, .., walt a minute. What the hell
were you doing driving around at five
in the moring, old in-by-ten-asleep-
by-eleven, George? That was the night
you brought me home! And I'll bet I

. was the second drunk that you chauffeured
that night. J.J. here was the first.

- And you drove him home... in his car.

. No wonder you were so upset about us

being on the case...

George quivers sileutlé for a moment, like a large, soft

machine over~loaded, ready %0 quit or explode.

GEORGE ..
It.es I... 1t was an accident. 1 swear
to God. She hit her head... I dldn't...
daidn't inow what to do... I started to
go to the police... But it wouldn't have
helped anybody... and there was Susle
and I... I... Jesus, I thought...

- CORD
Why didn't you tell me, George? 1
could have helped you.

Cutter can't believe that one.

_ CUTTER
You? Wwhat a ocrock! You never helped
anybody in your whole lifs... Unless
there was something in it for you.

Cord ignores Cutter.

. CORD
I've always taken care of you, George.

Cutter rages bn.

CUTTER
Sure. To keep a close eye on him.
Would have been perfect if he had
told you. You eould have gotten
rid of him once and for all.

CORD
¥hy should I want to get rid of
George?
o

Why? Because you killed his father.
" You killed him and he knows it, TYou
eould never de sure what he would do.

( CONTINUED)
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Y . °
AN : CORD . .
Is that what you think, George That
I killed your father?

George atands still silent. His large head qQuivers not
quite a shake. ’ e ’
.
Yesah, that's what he thinks. Who do
you think told me?

CORD
I aldn't kill your father.

CUTITER :
Come on! He wouldn't sell you the
marina, sc you had his old lady offed
to break him. And then your goons
beat him senseless. It comes down to
the same thing.

CORD
George Swanson, senior, m not your
father, George. . .
Q | The reom is still. | | S

" CORD . e
I'm your father. .

. (beat)
When he found out, he killed your -
mother and then he t;riod to kill me. :

n George's gun and Bone's lower simuitanecusly, wilting in
Lo . their hands,
The father and son look at each other across the room. .
George asks "why" a thousand times with his eyés. Cord has ‘
no real answer whatever his rsasons were then, forty years . ‘
I

Bone reaches down and 1Ifts Cutter up. He helps him to the
door, past George who is stifling a lifetime of confusion in
tqm:l.l sobs. They head ocut the door- -and onto the lawn.

George takes a tentative step towirds his father, tears
streaming down his cheeks.

163 EXT. ON THE LAWN

= ‘ Cutter limps along supported by Bone.
et .. . . '‘aes poor bastard. L ‘ :

( CONTINUED)



.I’M\: -

e
A aE :
s S

Rev. 10/8/79

163

CONTINUED:
_ BONE
Yeah.
CUTTER
Paranocia'’s no match for reality, is
1t, Rlch?
BONE
Not so far.

Just one problem.

BONE
Vhat's that?

Who killed Mo?

As they round the corner of the house, the party is still in

Progress. Yellow umbrellas, the dest pecple, caviar...
Bone hesitates. But there's no other answer.

You did, -Alex. You did, You sucked
her d&ry, man. Took away anything that
made any difference, never gave her a
damn thing back. You left her hating
herself. Maybe 1t was an accident.
Maybe not. But she wanted to dle.

And you killed her.

Cutter begins to stiffen, pulling slightly away from Bone's
helping arm.

: CUTTER
What about you? I never walked out
en her. Never!

BONE
You werwe never there.

’ CUTTER _
But you were. That night. And you
walked, Like you always walk. You
killed her.

Bone pulls his arm completely free and starts tc walk away.

CUTTER
- Just like that. You walked. You've
got 1t down to a science. Cold -~ = ¢
sciencs. e .

~ (CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2)
Bone whirls,

CUTTER
You lousy bastard, you killed her!

Cutter attacks. And they try to kill each other. They crash
into 2 table in the midst of the party. Lobster and pate and
buckets of iced champagne orash arcund them. Locked in a
death grip, thrashing across the lawn, they try to kill each
other, Cutter's hand locked ocn Bone's throat. Bons's arm
locked around Cutter's neck, they try to squeesge ths life out
of their shared nightmare. .

They thrash on the lawn, locked in a mutual death-grip.
Suddenly Cutter's prosthesis catches on a table leg, and

even as the table crashes down, the prosthesis cracks and
splinters into two pleces. Cutter snaps his head to see

and Bons shoves him away. Bene stands, towering over the
panting, crippled form of Cutter, the splinter leg jagged .. ...
and worthless on the lawn. Cutter glares up at him through.
his one eye. Bone steps away. '

: - BONE
Maybe I did. Maybe I did., Sure would
explain why I went with you wouldn't
it. On this whole stupid charade..
Because the only way we aren't ‘

responsible is if someone else is. ”r’

If the rot isn't outside, 1%'s in
our guts. I wish to hell Cord had
killed us. At least we could have -
died knowing he was guilty. But he
didn't. And he isn't. And that | o
- doesn't leave us much choice, does Lo e =
. it, Alex? : _ s
Bone walks away, Cutter left to pound the unfeeling crua'.
' | DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. THE MARINA - BONE'S BOAT - THE NEXT MORNING

Bone on board, unfurling the main. The ENGINE WARMS UP.

Bone looks up from his work.
EXT. THE GANGWAY

L . ke D s =
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EXT. THE BOAT

Bone continues his work, aOGuring th. mainsheet. He Jumps to

the dock, casts off the forward tie-line. Cutter opens the
gate and begins to stump slowly down the gangway.

o7 CUTPER
They took Georgie away this morning.

Bone waits for Alex to ieach the bow.

: . BONE
I guess that Just leaves you.

Bone turns, walks to the rear tie-line, unfastens it, then
Juxps back on board.

_ CUTTER
Susie says I can watch the house.
:2:'3 going to Cleveland with the

{ CONTINUED)
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The boat begins to move backward in the alip, very slowly.

Cutter tries to move along with it., He automatically bends
down and locks his leg.

: ~ CUTTER
.How long you going for?

BONE .
I'm just going. You wanna come?

CUTTER .
Nobody else can forgive you, Rich.
NObOdy . ’

The boat continues backwards, Cutter is nearing the end of

. the dock.

BONE
So come on, if you're coming.

Cutter looks at the entire ocean. The fear rises. No way.

CUTTER
T can't, Rich. You know I can't.
You gotta stay with me.

Sone settles onto the seat next to the motor. He turms up the
accelsrator. The boat begins %o pick up speed.’

Cutter on the pler. The boat clears the slip. The path of
water between the boat and the dock widens. He can't make 1t
now, Too far.

Suddenly Cutter throws his prosthesis forward, hits the dock
full-force and catapults himself across the stretch of water,
He crashes onto the deck of the boat. His legs find no pur=-
chase on the deck and he slips backwards. He grabs the Jib-
sheet as_he slides over the side, His legs hit water. He
hangs onto the rope for dear llfe. ’

Bone rushes to the bow, grabs Cutterf's wrist and yanks him
aboard, and holds him as tight as he can. Neither of them
hears the AIR HORN BLAST from the yacht coming up the channel.

EXT., THE CHANNEL = DAY ’
Bone's boat smashes backwards into a magnificent 65=Ffo0t vawl.
EXT, BONE'S BOAT = DAY

The force throws them both to the deck. They twrn to realize
what happened. Bone stands and runs to the motor. Cutter
stands and faces the yacht. He raises his fist at the furious
captain of the yawl. And Cutter bellows at every god that
ever plagued any of us:

CUTTER
watch where you're going, assholel!tl!

FADE QUT,
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