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DEAD HEAT
FADE | N:
MONTAGE -- LOS ANGELES -- DAY

Choked with snpbg, but gradually we penetrate to sonme of the
city’'s best-known tourist spots.

EXT. PERSH NG SQUARE -- MORNI NG

Busi ness as usual. A BAG LADY pushes a shopping cart crammed
Wi th yesterday’s bargains; a KID with a phosphorescent
hai rcut zips around on a custom zed skat eboar d.

CAMERA PANS OVER to AN ELEGANT JEVELRY SHOP, nmoving in to
show us a storefront w ndow straight fromthe Wnderful Wrld
of QOz.

I NTERCUT -- JEWELRY SHOP, APPROACHI NG ROBBERS

Quick shots of jewelry on display, a NECKLACE, a TIARA, a
vel vet showcase of glittery DI AMOND RI NGS, etc.

I NT. CAR -- DAY

interspersed with quick shots of TWO ROBBERS, pulling
STOCKI NG MASKS over their heads, donning LEATHER G_.OVES
jamm ng ammo clips into UZI SUBMACHI NE GUNS, racing through
LA in a battered STATION WAGON, finally pulling up to the
curb.

I NT. JEWELRY SHOP

where a SALESWOVAN with incredible teeth offers a gold
bracelet to her |atest woul d-be CUSTOMER, a crone-ish woman
Wi th constipated features and bl ue-black hair.

SALESWOVAN
Here’s a nice item Ms. von Hei senberg.

MRS. VON HEI SENBERG
No, no, no. | want sonething a little
nore... suspenseful.

That’s when the door SLAMS OPEN and our robbers burst in,
brandi shing their weapons. Their nanes are SM TTY and BOB.

SMTTY
(1 oud)
Nobody nove! Purse on the counter, | ady.
You wanna be dead, here's the chance of a
lifetime.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:
MRS. VON HElI SENBERG
(conpl yi ng)
Please... | don't...
SM TTY

On the floor, grandma.
BOB
(to salesgirl)
You, hands on the counter!

Smtty grabs the purse, noses inside it with the nuzzle of
his Uzi. After a nmoment he THROAS | T ASI DE.

SM TTY
Cheap ol d bitch.

BOB
Quit dickin® around, Smtty.

ANGLE -- DI SPLAY CASE

As Bob |ifts his weapon and SMASHES I T butt-first into the
counter glass. It cracks, doesn’'t break. Bob hits it TWCE
MORE, usel essly.

Then Smtty el bows him aside and STRAFES I T on ful
automatic; the glass seens to SPLASH APART |ike water. The
sal eswoman SHRI EKS and di ves for cover

Both nen hel p thensel ves, stuffing the pill owases.

ANGLE -- STORE MANAGER

energing froma back room She's a nice-looking woman, early
forties, close-cropped hair, dressed for success.

STORE MANAGER
What are you doi ng?

ANGLE -- SM TTY

who OPENS FI RE.

ANGLE -- MANAGER

diving for the floor as bullets SHRED THE DOORWAY above her.
ANGLE -- ROBBERS

SM TTY
Just | ookin'.

( CONTI NUED)
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BOB
You asshol e.

SM TTY
Shut your nmouth and fill the bag. W're
on a tight schedul e.

Bob starts filling the bag with glittery doubl e handful s.

BOB
Goddammed bag’s got a hole in it.

SM TTY
Now who's t he asshol e?

BOB
You ar e.

CLOSE- UP -- COUNTER

as the toothy sal eswonman, unnoticed by the robbers, hits a
smal | RED BUTTON.

EXT. FORD GALAXIE -- DRI VING -- DAY

We hear a heavy rock song blasting on the car radio.

I NT. GALAXI E

FI NGERS drum out the beat on the dash.

ANGLE -- ROCGER MORTI S

Driving. He glances over at his partner and frowns.

Tough but quick-witted and fast on his feet, MORTIS is a
nodel cop. He believes that stuff about “to protect and
serve.” Seriously handsone, he doesn’t allow nmuch warnth or
fun to crack his stoic exterior.

ANGLE -- DOUG BI GELOW

Drumm ng on the dash with one hand, a nessy chilidog in the
other. BIGELOWNis Roger’s off-the-wall alter ego. The kind of

cop who keeps a | ookout for hot wonen with expired tags -- so
he can pull them over and ask themto dinner.

MORTI S
Wiy didn't you tell ne we were going
undercover today? | feel like an FB

agent .

( CONTI NUED)
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Bl GELOW
Loosen up, Rog.

Mortis starts to | oosen his shirt, then thinks better of it.
ANGLE -- RADI O
Squawking to life. Mrtis turns down the nusic.
DI SPATCHER
(filter)
5 Adam 38, please respond.

Bi gel ow grabs it.

Bl GELOW
5 Adam 38, what?
DI SPATCHER
(filter)

We got a robbery in progress in Pershing
Square. Copycat of those hol dups you're
i nvestigating. Kol berg' s there already,
the Captain wants you to join him

Bl GELOW
You didn't say “May |...”

He hangs up the phone as Roger slaps the red |ight on the
hood of the car.

ANGLE -- GALAXI E
Squeal i ng around the corner at a terrifying angle.

I NT. CAR

Bigelowis rudely thrown to one side. H's chilidog goes
flying.

Bl GELOW
Al right, kick ass, Dirty Harry, YEAH

MORTI S
Hate to lose themthis tine.

Bi gel ow bounces hal f-out of his seat.
Bl GELOW
(cleaning of f the ness)

But Roger, Roger. You can’t get 'emif
you' re dead, man.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTINUED:

ANGLE -- POLICE CORDON

Two or three black-and-whites are parked at weird angles,
blocking the street; a PATROLMAN runs around, laying down
traffic cones.

In the foreground is a PLAINCLOTHESMAN, obviously in charge,
muttering into a WALKIE-TALKIE. He’s Lieutenant JOSEPH
KOLBERG, a bureaucrat who’s not big on the physical stuff.

KOLBERG
Good morning, detectives. We have a bit
of a situation here.

MORTIS
That being...?

KOLBERG
2-11, perps in the jewelry store with
automatic weapons. We’'re staying out of
sight, gonna take them when they exit the
premises.

BIGELOW
(patronizing)
Couldn’t have said it better myself.

MORTIS
Think it’s our Cash-and-Dash boys?

KOLBERG
I wouldn’t know.

BIGELOW
Who else would pull a clown-ass stunt
like this?
ANGLE -- STREET, STOREFRONT

as a PATROLMAN scuttles up to a place of concealment behind a
Buick, cradling a SHOTGUN.

INT. JEWELRY SHOP
Bob and Smitty are busily stuffing their pillowcase.

SMITTY
How much you figure’s here?

BOB
Too much. Leave it.

(CONTINUED)
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SM TTY
Damm shane.

They start outside.

KOLBERG
(into wal ki e-tal kie)
VWhat are those peopl e doing over there?
(shouting)
Cl ear those goddamm peopl e out of there.

EXT. STREET

Bob and Smtty head for the car. They're al nost there when
the cop stands up and rai ses his shotgun.

corP
Police! Drop your weapons --

But they don’t. Bob brings his gun up and the cop fires a
doubl e-barrel ed blast that hits him SQUARE | N THE CHEST.
Smtty hits the cop wwth a 3-round burst that sends him
SOVERSAULTI NG ACROSS THE STREET

And Pershi ng Square becones an urban battlefield.

Al the cops fire at the sane tine, tearing up the curb,
perforating the Buick, exploding the store wi ndow, slicing
open the pillowase. Genstones dance |ike raindrops. Smtty
bounces against the wall, reeling fromdozens of bull et
wounds -- but instead of dying he raises his Uzi and STRAFES
THE STREET.

Cops tunbl e from conceal nent, clutching thensel ves. Car
wi ndows EXPLCDE |i ke china. Tires burst and cars settle onto
their wheel-rins, |like weary dinosaurs.

ANGLE -- BYSTANDERS

as an assortnent of bystanders are MOAED DOMN around him The
bag | ady BUCKLES to the pavenent; her shopping cart careens
down the sidewal k. The kid with the phosphorescent hair has
hi s skateboard SHOT QUT from under him

ANGLE -- COPS UNDER COVER
Mortis and Bigelow in foreground, trading shots with the
robbers. Mortis’ gun is a .44 Automag, this big nean el ephant-
stoppi ng gun that’s OBVI QUSLY agai nst regul ati ons.

MORTI S

Wiy aren’t these guys dead? W hit "em
about ninety tinmes each!

( CONTI NUED)
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Bl GELOW
Maybe they’' re just flesh wounds.

Mortis glares at him then sighs.

MORTI S
Excuse ne.

Roger scanpers over to one of the unmarked cares and LETS
H MSELF I N, yelling over to Kol berg:

MORTI S
Can | borrow this?

KOLBERG
Absol utely not!

MORTI S
Thanks.

He SQUEALS AWAY. ..

ANGLE -- FAVORI NG ROBBERS

Still firing insanely, shrugging off police bullets. But as
soon as they stop to RELOAD, Roger roars by in his borrowed
cop car and BLASTS THEM wi th his Automag, two shots each.
ANGLE -- ROBBERS

But instead of killing themit just makes them REALLY MAD, so
mad that Smtty takes a HAND- GRENADE from his pocket and
pulls the pin --

ANGLE -- BI CELOW

-- but Bigel ow takes careful aimand FIRES --

ANGLE -- ROBBERS

Shooting the grenade out of Smtty' s hand. It falls to the
gr ound.

SM TTY
Ch, oh.

It explodes. He falls. Bob tries to retaliate but Roger’s car
conmes back and BLINDSI DES H M squashing hi m bet ween Roger’s
front end and the driver’s side of a station wagon.

ANGLE -- DEAD ROBBERS | N STREET

Morti s and Bi gel ow exam ne the bodi es. Bigelow taps Bob’s

( CONTI NUED)
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CRUMPLED REMAINS with his foot.

Bl GELOW
(sol emml y)
You' re under arrest; you have the right
to remai n disgusting..

MORTI S
Sure that’s necessary?

Bl GELOW
Can’t be too caref ul

Kol berg BREAKS IN, berating Mrtis |ike a coach confronting a
waywar d pl ayer

KOLBERG
Mortis! That was the craziest, stupidest,
nost dunbfuck stunt | ever saw --

MORTI S
Pl ease, don't thank ne, | get ny thanks
from hel pi ng ot hers.

KOLBERG
You better believe the Captain’s gonna
hear about this!

Mortis grabs the ticket off of the car windshield and tears
it up.

Bl GELOW
Cee, you think he’'ll want a word with us?

HARD CUT TO
I NT. CAPTAI N MAYBERRY

Crisp and tidy, papers neatly stacked in IN and OUT baskets.
MAYBERRY sits at his desk, a barrel-chested man with a skul
i ke the business end of a torpedo.

He SLAMS HI S HAND on the deskt op.

MAYBERRY
Unaut hori zed use of a city vehicle.
Reckl ess endangernment of property and
lives. Use of a non-regulation firearm

MORTI S
That was ne, not Bi gel ow.

( CONTI NUED)
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MAYBERRY
Di srespectful conduct, flippant and
t ast el ess verbal renmarks,
i nsubor di nati on.

Bl GELOW
That was ne.

MAYBERRY
And 18 parking tickets so far this nonth.

Mortis and Bi gel ow WNCE, Mayberry |aces his fingers.

MAYBERRY
Need | point out that you guys are
al ready on probation twice, and this
norni ng’s cowboy adventure puts both of
you on the endangered species |list? And
t hat your badges go into the shitter if
you screw up just one nore tine?

Bl GELOW
Whoa, whoa, whoa Captain. This man
deserves a nedal! And | deserve one for
saving his life!

Mayberry SI GHS HEAVI LY.

MAYBERRY
Look. | couldn’t help noticing that in
spite of Kol berg’s whining you did the
job, not him So |I'’mprepared to cut you
alittle slack.

MORTI S AND BI GELOW
Thank you, sir --

MAYBERRY
But -- it’'d be nice if you could earn it
by nailing the rest of these Cash-and-
Dash fuckers to the wall with a twel ve-
inch railroad spike.

MORTI S

W' re working on it, sir.
MAYBERRY

Wor k harder.

I NT. POLI CE STATI ON

Mortis and Bigel ow energe into a scene of bureaucratic

bedl am

( CONTI NUED)



10.
CONTI NUED:

SECRETARI ES scurry between file cabinets, hunchbacked from
decades of paperwork; PATROLMEN | ounge in the hall way,
trading horror stories; CRIMNAL SUSPECTS are booked and
fingerprinted, including a man in a werewol f costune and a
Roman Cat holic nun.

Bl GELOW
Fine man, Captain Mayberry. Make a really
good gym teacher.

MORTI S
Are you trying to get fired, is that it?
Bl GELOW
Hey, | love this job. | love the power. |
love the little badge. |I |ove being a

human target for everyone w th sniping
range of a donut shop.

MORTI S
Does the phrase “crappy attitude” nean
anything to you?

Bi gel ow gi ves an injured | ook.
I NT. OFFI CE

Mortis’ desk is neat, clean and perfectly organi zed;
Bigelow s desk is so cluttered with PAPERS, FILE FOLDERS,
CANDY WRAPPERS and CRUSHED BEER CANS t hat we’'re not even sure
there’s a desktop under there.

A color TV on Mrtis’ desk BROADCASTS THE NEW5. Above it is a
CORKBOARD with a STREET MAP of Los Angeles. In one part of
the map are ten multi-colored PUSH PINS, circunscribed by a
HAND- DRAWN Cl RCLE.

Bi gel ow | obs a DART at the circle; it THUNKS into the
corkboard. He frowns, holding his thunb up to gauge the w nd.

Bl GELOW
So... what have you learned fromthis
advent ure, Dorothy?

MORTI S
W’ ve had six robberies -- three banks,
two jewelry stores and a goldsmth’s shop
--all in the past three weeks, all

within the sane ni ne-bl ock radi us.

In the B.G we HEAR the TV:

( CONTI NUED)
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11.

ANNOUNCER
In recent nonths, the Los Angel es freeway
system has becone a virtual urban
battl eground during rush hour. Wth
freeway shootings on the rise, many
comrut ers have taken precautionary
nmeasures rangi ng fromwearing bull et proof
vests to brandishing |large caliber
firearms. But things really got out of
hand [ ast night on the CGolden State
Freeway when a retired arny captain
rolled along with rush hour traffic in
his newly restored World War |1 Sherman
Tank shouting “Follow ne! Follow nme!” No
one was hurt, but police had to arrest
the man and renoval of the vehicle caused
a four-hour jamin southbound | anes.

Bl GELOW
(phi | osophi cal |'y)
| guess when you gotta go, you gotta go.

ANNOUNCER
A Melrose Place jewelry store robbery
ended i n bl oodshed today, part of what
police say is the nost violent string of
robberies in city history.
(flips a page)
On Capitol H Il this norning --

Bl GELOW
Is that all?

MORTI S
What do you want, a docudrana?

Bi gel ow heaves another dart. It goes nowhere near the target.

Bl GELOW
How many in the gang, do you think?

MORTI S
Hard to say. Descriptions are al ways
different, so we know there’'s a bunch of
them Maybe they take turns.

Bl GELOW

(dart nunber three)
Sure it's the sane fol ks?

( CONTI NUED)
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MORTI S
MO s are the sane. Perpetrators are
heavily armed and work in pairs, often
striking in broad daylight with reckl ess
di sregard for their personal safety.

Bl GELOW
And if you shoot "emthey don't die.

MORTI S
Sonme drugs do that. PCP users can shrug
off all sorts of physical trauna.

Bl GELOW
Bul | ets, Rog?

MORTI S
It's possible.

Bl GELOW
Bull shit.

ANNOUNCER ( TV)

Finally, a surprise in the courthouse
today, as the last will and testanent of
deceased nega-mllionaire Arthur P.
Louderm | k was read in Superior Court.

Bl GELOW
(turning to TV)
Hey, Rog. Catch this.

ANGLE -- TV

Behi nd t he announcer, the haggard face of LOUDERM LK is rear-
proj ect ed.

ANNOUNCER
Arthur Louderm | k, head of a petro-
chem cal enpire spanning three
continents, left a fortune valued in the
hundreds of mllions to a little-known
foundation called the “Parcaean Society”.
No other details are avail able...

BACK TO SCENE
Mortis whistles.
MORTI S

What woul d you do with a hundred mllion,
Doug?

( CONTI NUED)
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CONTI NUED:
Bl GELOW
(musi ng)
First 1'd open a hone for wayward
nynphos. ..
The PHONE RI NGS
MORTI S

Mortis.

SMWTHERS VO CE
(filter)
It’s Snythers. Have | got news for you!
CGet down to the norgue, as fast as you
can.

I NT. MORGUE

A MANGLED BQODY |ies under a bl oodstai ned sheet. Bigelow pulls
t he sheet partway back, WH STLI NG

Bl GELOW

Ever wonder about your death day, Roger?
MORTI S

My what ?
Bl GELOW

Your death day. Think about it. Everyone
has a birthday, right? You bake a cake
and have a good tinme. But everyone also
has a death day, the day you're going to
di e.

CAMERA PULLS BACK to show a little nore of the norgue. Two
FI BERGLASS GURNEYS hold Bob and Smtty’ s shrouded renuins;
suction hoses and recorder m kes dangle fromthe ceiling;
vacuum pak contai ners show VWEIRD THI NGS fl oati ng i nsi de.

Bl GELOW
Say your death day was April 23rd, okay?
And suppose sonehow you knew t hat ?

Roger doesn’t want to encourage another of Bigelow s strange
tangents by granting hima reply.

Bl GELOW
(excited)
You coul d have a Death Day party! Invite
all of your friends, pig out, get ripped -
- then you find yourself a beautiful
| ady, right, then in the heat of
passi on. .



14.

ANGLE -- DOORWAY

The door swi ngs open to reveal DR REBECCA SMYTHERS.

Under neat h her professional exterior, she's quite attractive.
But she’s obviously down played her |ooks, in order to be
taken seriously by the nedical comunity.

SMYTHERS
Sorry, did | interrupt last night’s
conquest ?

MORTI S
Har dl y.

SMYTHERS

(tight)
Hi , Roger.

Roger smles, a bit regretfully.

MORTI S
Hel | o, Rebecca.

Suddenly a wal | - nount ed PCOLI CE BAND RADI O squawks to life.

RADI O
(filter)
That’s right, Bill, we got a car fire
in Lane One of the Harbor Freeway,
traffic’'s backed up for miles...

Bl GELOW
What’s with the police radio? Afraid the
world will end and you'll mss it?
SMYTHERS

That’s MacNab’s idea, he likes to stay on
top of things. You never know what you're
gonna hear.

MORTI S
How have you been, Becky?

SMYTHERS
I have a hone phone, Roger. Using the
mutil ated remains of street scum as an
excuse to ask after ny health is not
exactly what 1'd call... thoughtful.

Bl GELOW
And you call ne a degenerate.

Roger | ooks away. He pokes one of the bodies.

( CONTI NUED)
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MORTI S
So what’s the story on these John Does
anyway? What’'s so unbelievabl e?

SMYTHERS

(si ghi ng)
"Il show you.

Snyt hers whi ps the sheet off Bob’s chest, showi ng his
battered torso.

Bl GELOW
Ni ce shot, Rog.

MORTI S
Thank you. Is there enough here to
identify?

SMYTHERS
Wondered that myself. The fingerprints
and teeth are so disfigured they're
worthl ess. But | noticed one thing.

MORTI S
VWhat' s that?

SMYTHERS
Stitches.

CLOSE-UP -- DEAD MAN' S CHEST

Snythers’ finger traces a |long, vertical cut down the
breast bone, carefully sewn together again.

SMYTHERS
You can see where the cut was made,
traversing the sternum Incised with an
el ectric saw.

ANGLE -- EVERYONE

MORTI S
They had surgery?

SMYTHERS
Nope. They had aut opsies. They’ ve been
here before, fellas.
Mortis DOUBLE TAKES. Even Bigelow is startled.

MORTI S
You want to el aborate on that, Becky?

( CONTI NUED)



16.
CONTI NUED:

SMYTHERS
Certainly. These are the bodies of Robert
Kristoff and Sam “Smtty” DelLuca. Nanes
sound famliar?

MORTI S
Yeah?

SMYTHERS
Bot h were gunned down | ast week. Brought
here this sane damm room where |
certified themnyself. | even took
pi ctures.

She pulls two POLARO DS from her apron pocket.
ANGLE -- POLARA DS, TABLES IN B. G

The photos show Smtty and Bob, |ying prone on twi n exam ni ng
tabl es. CAMERA REFOCUSES on the real Smtty and Bob, |ying on
the same tables in simlar positions. Their faces are

unr ecogni zabl e.

MACNAB' S VO CE
We all nake m stakes, Dr. Snythers.

Everyone TURNS - -
ANGLE -- DOCTOR EARNEST MACNAB

to find Dr. MacNab | eani ng agai nst the doorjanb. Md-fifties,
he’s the picture of a coroner risen to celebrity status:
Italian suit; gold Rolex and an air of self-inportance.

SMYTHERS
Doctor MacNab, I'mnot in the habit of
signing death certificates for people who
just don’t feel well.

MACNAB
I would hop not. But the fact is, either
you screwed up, or these two boys got up
after you were done and strolled out of
her e.

SMYTHERS
You know how aut opsi es are perforned,
Doctor. The body’s opened up like a
| aundry bag. You couldn’t possibly
survive one.

( CONTI NUED)
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MACNAB
| couldn’t agree with you nore. My
guestion is whether you actually ever
gave them one.

SMYTHERS
OCh, | gave themone, alright. But it
appears that sonmeone out there likes to
sew up dead bodies and bring them back to
life.

Mortis, Bigelow, and Dr. MacNab exchange strange | ooks.

MACNAB
For God’s sake, Doctor...

SMYTHERS
Last week | estimated these boys’ tinme of
death as 1:00 to 4:00 AM Tuesday, June
30th. This norning | did the sane tests,
got the sanme results. They' ve been dead
si nce Tuesday.

MACNAB
If you exam ned them | ast Tuesday, what
happened afterwards? Didn’t anyone cl aim
t he bodi es?

SMYTHERS
The, uh... records appear to be m ssing.

MacNab shakes his head, sati sfied.

MACNAB
Doctor Snythers when you’ ve done this job
as long as | have, you will hopefully

grasp the fine distinction between a
resurrected jewel thief and a clerical
error.

Snythers stares at MacNab. Mrtis and Bigel ow | ook at him
like he’s a major asshol e.

SMYTHERS
(del i berately)
I never forget a body, Doctor.

She stal ks out of the room Bigel ow frowns.

( CONTI NUED)
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MACNAB
In five years she’'ll be damm good. But
she’s too quick to junp to fancifu
conclusions, without taking tinme to dig
for the truth. And that, gentlenen, is
what autopsies are all about.

Bl GELOW
(under his breath)
What an asshol e!

MORTI S
You've got to admit... it’s very strange.

MACNAB
(breaking in)
Strange, yes, but --

MORTI S
| better talk to her.

I NT. SMYTHERS' OFFI CE

It reflects an obsession with things dead. Small stuffed
animals. An aquariumw th tropical fish frozen into a bl ock
of ice. A book entitled “Cryogenics: Fact or Fantasy?”

Snythers is angrily pecking at the keyboard of an Apple
conputer and dragging on a cigarette, as Mrtis enters.

MORTI S
Knock knock.

SMYTHERS
Conme to read nme ny rights?

Mortis sits beside her. Takes the cigarette out of her hand.

MORTI S
I thought we agreed to give these up..

Snyt hers snatches it back
SMYTHERS

Yeah, well | kicked one bad habit and
pi cked up anot her.

Roger st ands.

MORTI S
Whoa. And | canme in here to give you sone
noral support.

( CONTI NUED)
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Wal ks over to the frozen aquarium

MORTI S
Poor suckers. Don’t you believe in fish
t hat sw n?

SMYTHERS
No. They're just as pretty and | don’t
have to feed them

Mortis knocks on the glass. The fish don’t respond.
SMYTHERS

Forget the fish, Roger. Wat about those
corpses? Do you believe ne?

MORTI S
Well... there’'s definitely sonething
wei rd going on around here.

SMYTHERS
Il say.

MORTI S

Is there anything el se strange about
t hose guys?

Snyt hers deneanor instantly changes. She starts to becone
excit ed.

SMYTHERS
Wel |, besides the fact that they won't
stay dead, | did turn up sonething

unusual in their skin tissue.

MORTI S
VWhat ?

She types on the conputer.

SMYTHERS
Trace quantities of sulfathiazole, a drug
once used on bacterial infections. Pretty
obscure stuff.

She stabs a key and the PRI NTER STARTS UP
SMYTHERS
So | checked nmy handy dat abase for recent
phar maceuti cal inports --

MORTI S
Your what ?

( CONTI NUED)
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SMYTHERS
| keep tabs on all Iegal drugs brought
into the city, kind of off the record.

MORTI S
Isn’t that an invasion of privacy?

SMYTHERS
Yes.
(tearing off a sheet)
Here’'s what it canme up with.

Snythers tears a sheet off the printer and hands it to
Mortis.

MORTI S
(readi ng)
Dant e Phar naceuticals. 55 Manor Drive.

SMYTHERS
Recent purchaser of fifty kilos of
sul fat hi azol e.

MORTI S
(pocketing the address)
Are you expecting us to find zonbi es?

SMYTHERS
Hey, life' s a ganble.

CUT TGO
EXT. DANTE PHARMACEUTI CALS

A futuristic-1ooking conplex. A sign reads DANTE
PHARMACEUTI CALS. Mortis and Bigel ow drive up and get out.

Bl GELOW
You do the talking, Roger. |I’mnot sure
how to phrase this.

MORTI S
Let’s just tell the truth: that we're
| ooki ng for soneone who hijacks dead
bodi es and brings then back to life to
rob jewelry stores.

Bl GELOW
I"d buy it in a second.
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I NT. LOBBY

A stocky, THI CK- NECKED GUARD sits behind a desk, splitting
his attention between a bank of MONI TOR CAMERAS and the
| at est issue of PENTHOUSE magazine. H's nanme’s W LCOX.

He doesn’t | ook up when Moirtis and Bi gel ow approach hi m

MORTI S
(flashing 1D
Good afternoon, Police Detectives Mrtis
and Bi gel ow.

W | cox nmakes no reply.

MORTI S
Good afternoon, Police Detectives Mortis
and Bi gel ow.

Mortis and Bi gel ow exchange gl ances. Bigel ow pulls down the
magazi ne.

Bl GELOW
Hey, sorry to interrupt your erection
pal, but we'd like to speak with the
managenent of this facility.

W LCOX
M ss Janes to the front, please.

MORTI S
Thanks.

W | cox GRUNTS, and goes back to his magazine. After a nonent
the interior door opens, and RANDI JAMES ener ges.

A gor geous, sophisticated young woman: a knockout conbi nation
of stunning figure, sensuous nouth, and sultry eyes. She
knocks Mortis and Bi gel ow of f - bal ance.

JAMES
What can | do for you?

Bi gel ow starts to open his nmouth. Mortis quickly steps in
front of Bigelow flashing his badge.

MORTI S
Police Detectives Mrtis and Bi gel ow,
Ma’ am Do you manage this facility?

JAMES

I’min charge of public relations. Rand
Janes.

( CONTI NUED)
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She offers her hand. Roger takes it, holds it a moment longer
than he should. Finally gives it back. Bigelow notices.

JAMES
What’s this all about, Officer?

MORTIS
We’re not at liberty to disclose the
details, Miss James. But we’d like to ask
about your recent purchase of
sulfathiazole.

BIGELOW
And if you know any zombies.

Mortis elbows him in the stomach.

JAMES
I beg your pardon?

MORTIS
What’s the drug typically used for?

JAMES
Quite a number of things. Let me show you
our basic product line...

She takes then inside, brushing briefly against Roger.
Bigelow picks up on this too, and scurries after them.

Wilcox shakes his head, turns back to his PENTHOUSE.
TRACKING SHOT -- HALLWAY

Showing laboratories, dissection rooms, etc. LAB TECHNICIANS
bustle around, making adjustments and scribbling on
clipboards.

One room is full of CAGED ANIMALS: dogs, cats, rats, even a
monkey. They don’t look happy to be here.

JAMES
Most of our products are over-the-counter
items, not terribly interesting to the
layman. Cosmetics, personal hygiene,
toiletries, and so on. Items everyone
uses but nobody talks about.

BIGELOW

Tampons. Hemorrhoid cream. Stuff for
crabs.

(CONTINUED)
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JAMES
(winces)
Among others.

A beautiful blonde research assistant goes by, wheeling a
cart.

BIGELOW
Hil!

The blonde smiles at him.

BIGELOW
Sorry, Roger. I got to go do some
research.

Bigelow goes off after the blonde as Roger pulls him back and
they continue walking.

They pas a room where green-smocked attendants and smearing
BEAGLE PUPPIES with sort of greenish gel.

JAMES
All products are thoroughly tested before
release to the general public.

BIGELOW
Great. The dog gets sun cancer so we
don’t have to.

James raises an eyebrow, but Mortis intervenes.

MORTIS
You were telling us about
sulfathiazole...?

JAMES
Uh... yes. Nothing special about it.

Widely used in the forties, when it was
replaced by other compounds. We still use
it an antiseptic agent in an herbal skin
ointment.

Mortis pulls Smitty and Bob’s POLAROIDS from his pocket.

MORTIS
Ever seen these fellas before?

JAMES
Never. Can’t say I regret it, either.

BIGELOW
(pointing off-screen)
Hey, what’s that?
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ANGLE -- ANTEROOM

A door reads ASPHYXI ATION ROOM Beside it is an LED readout
panel that says Al R PRESSURE: 100%

JAMES
Sad but necessary -- when we have kill an
animal, it goes in here.
She opens the door. It’s a small, plain room about the size

of a walk-in closet. HUGE VENTS cross the ceiling.

A Pl exiglas window in the opposite wall shows a BANK OF
CONTROLS and a chair.

JAMES
The roonmis airtight; a piston evacuates
the air in the space of a few seconds.
The ani mal perishes quickly and quietly.

Bl GELOW

Didn't | see one of these at Disneyl and?
JAMES

Well, that’s about it, gentlenmen. | don’t

know if |’ve been any help to you.

Bi gel ow taps a door | abel ed DANGEROUS CHEM CALS/ NO
ADM TTANCE.

Bl GELOW
VWhat’ s in here?
JAMES
Toxi ¢ waste products. Properly di sposed
of, | assure you.
MORTI S
Well, | guess we're all finished, then.
Bl GELOW
Wait -- | gotta take a | eak so bad ny

teeth are floating. Got a little boys’
room M ss James?

(whi spers)
Got to peepee.

JAMVES
primy)
Down t he hall

( CONTI NUED)
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Mortis and Janes | eave. Bigel ow goes off-screen, waits a
while, and returns. From his pocket he pulls a SWSS ARW
KNI FE and starts to probe the keyhol e.

Bl GELOW
No admittance, ny ass.

After a nmonment the door POPS OPEN

I NT. RESURRECTI ON ROOM

REVERSE ANGLE -- BI CELOW

Peering intently into the gloom He gropes for a |ight
switch, finds it and FLICKS IT ON, lighting the room around
hi m

ANGLE -- RESURRECTI ON ROOM

No toxic waste here. But there’s a roomfull of glistening,
hi gh-tech machi nery. The centerpiece of this display is an
el evated, curved silver table, shaped |ike the bottom half of
a sun tanni ng bed.

Lying on the table, under the canvas, is a HUMAN LI KE SHAPE

Bi gel ow approaches it, suddenly not so sure this was a great
i dea. ..

Bl GELOW
VWhat the hell is this?

Bi gel ow approaches it, reaching for the canvas with an

unst eady hand. But suddenly there’s a RUSTLI NG SOUND behi nd
him making himW RL AROUND with his gun drawn --

ANGLE -- BENCH

-- but it’s just a flap of CANVAS, rustling in front of an
air vent.

BACK TO SCENE

Bi gel ow RELAXES VI SIBLY... and that’s when two G ANT HANDS
grab himfrom behind, we see a hideous CAVED-I N FACE. .

CUT TGO
ANGLE -- LOBBY
Roger and Randi are standing there, a little closer than the

situation really demands. W/ cox ignores them studying his
magazi ne.

( CONTI NUED)
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MORTI S
Thanks again for you help, Mss Janes.
JAMES
Not at all.
MORTI S
You know ny partner, he's really...
just. ..
JAMES

A Neanderthal ? Don't bother, the world’'s
full of them

Mortis sml es.

MORTI S
Actual ly, he’'s...

Suddenly there’s a GUNSHOT. Two of them even.

Mortis bolts for the door. Behind them WIcox drops his
magazi ne and draws a WALTHER PPK and levels is at Mrtis’
back --

-- but Janes SCREAMS “No!” and Mortis spins around, crouching
reflexively. Bullets THUNK into the door over his head.
Mortis FIRES and Wl cox is blown clear out of his chair.

MORTI S
Excuse ne.

TRACKI NG SHOT -- HALLWAY

Much faster this time, followng Mrtis past the sane |abs
and around a corner, past a gaggle of technicians --

-- until Mrtis STOPS DEAD when he sees:

ANGLE -- ANTEROOM -- BI GELOW AND “ THI NG’

a word about the Thing: he’s big and broad, with so many
muscl es you could possibly use himin Rocky V except for the
fact that he has NO FACE to speak of. He's STRANGLI NG

Bl GELOW

ANGLE -- EVERYONE

Mortis OPENS FIRE on the Thing. The Thing GRUNTS but doesn’t

et go. Mortis enpties his gun into it, bounds forward and
Pl STOL- WHI PS the Thing’s head.

( CONTI NUED)
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It turns on him But then Bl GELONBLASTS I T, and we can tel
the Thing’ s not nentally gifted because it can’'t decide who
it wants nore.

MORTI S
What is this thing?
Bl GELOW
Do you think we need to read it its

ri ghts?

Mortis pulls a FIRE EXTI NGUI SHER off the wall and CLUBS the
Thing’s head with it. Nowthe Thing's really mad, it’s
charging himlike a bull when Bi gel ow LEAPS onto his back
sending all three of them TUMBLI NG

ANGLE -- DOORWAY

as Mortis topples back into the ASPHYXI ATI ON ROOM The Thing
topples after himbut the heavy door SLAMS SHUT.

Mortis gets up and tries the door. No dice.
ANGLE - - ANTEROOM

Where the Thing is still after Bigelow Bigelowthrows and
ELBOW THRUST at the creature’'s throat, HAMVER-BLOAS its

rui ned face, | aunches a SPI NNI NG BACK KICK at its breastbone -
- all to no avail.

The Thing GROALS and cones at hi m again. Exasperated, Bigel ow
grabs a fire extinguisher and BASHES it over the head. The
Thi ng makes a GARGY NO SE and FALLS.

Bl GELOW
(maki ng a face)
That’s really disgusting.

Bi gel ow runs to the door and tries it, but it’s |locked. He's
still trying when WIlcox -- wounded and bl eedi ng -- staggers
into the frame behind him WIlcox lifts his gun, ains --

I NT. CONTROL ROOM

Facing the Plexiglas wi ndow to the ASPHYXI ATI ON ROOM Roger’s
still in there, struggling with the door.

In the foreground is a control panel with an LED readout
sayi ng ASPHYXI ATI ON ROOM SEALED. Under it is a big red
button. A GLOVED HAND reaches into the franme and hits it.

The readout changes to CHAMBER SEALED/ BEG N DECOMPRESSI ON
SEQUENCE
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ANGLE -- MORTI S

as the sound of HEAVY MACH NERY and ROARI NG RUSHI NG Al R
makes it all too obvious what's happening. Mrtis pounds the
door, clawi ng at the janb, panicking.

MORTI S
Hel p! Stop, stop it --

He CHOKES OFF, gasping for air, clawing at his throat...
I NT. ANTEROOM

On the hal lway display panel, the readi ng AlR PRESSURE 100%
suddenly starts CYCLI NG DOMWMRD, |ike a gas punp in reverse,
t hrough the nineties and eighties and seventies --

-- when suddenly a BULLET whi nes off the panel!
ANGLE -- ANTEROOM

Bi gel ow whirls and sees Wl cox and dodges his fire. Bigel ow
FI RES BACK, once, tw ce --

CLICK. He's out of bullets.

Wl cox conmes forward, raises the Walther, lowers it again,
and falls on his face. Bigelow kicks the body aside, goes to
the door and tries to FORCE IT with his shoulder, frantically
st abbi ng buttons on the display panel --

CLOSE- UP -- ANTEROOM DI SPLAY PANEL

-- while the readout spins down through the thirties, into
the twenties --

Bl GELOW
Roger! You okay?

ANGLE -- ASPHYXI ATI ON ROOM

No, he’s not. Roger’s DYING HORRIBLY, as the sudden vacuumin
this little roomsqueezes the air fromhis lungs. Blood drips
fromhis nose and nmouth. His |ips are turning bl ue.

The roar of escaping air turns to a SHRILL WH STLE, and
st ops.

Roger staggers across the room and pounds on the Pl exigl as.
It won’'t budge. He puts his face against it and LOOKS | NSI DE
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ANGLE -- CONTROL ROOM

where an adorable COLLIE PUP | ooks in on Roger with a sad,
pitying expression. Behind it we catch the barest glinpse of
a SHADOW FI GURE, calmy wal ki ng away.

ANGLE -- BI CELOW

Seen through the glass, SILENTLY SCREAM NG wi th bl unted rage,
hopel essly trying to smash the w ndow.

ANGLE -- ASPHYXI ATI ON ROOM
Roger pounds the gl ass again, no use, he flails around and
crashes into the table and keels over on his back. He lies
there with his eyes wide and his nouth open and his fingers
clawi ng the fl oor.
He dies.

FADE TO BLACK.
FADE | N:
EXT. DANTE PHARMACEUTI CALS
Sonme police cars are parked beside Mirtis and Bi gel ow s.
Anot her car pulls up and REBECCA SMYTHERS gets out, | ooking
upset, carrying a black nedical bag.
ANGLE -- LOBBY

Messed up and spattered with blood. Bigelow s there, and a
coupl e of cops in uniform Bigelowis devastated.

SMYTHERS
What’ s going on here, Doug? | heard on
the radio there was a shooting.
Bi gel ow stares at her.

Snyt hers blinks, unable to digest this “information.”

SMYTHERS
Doug, where is Roger?

Bl GELOW
He... he got |ocked in the deconpression
room He died the way dogs are supposed

to die.

Snythers is about to break down. Bi gel ow grabs her tight.

( CONTI NUED)
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Bl GELOW
Goddamm it to hell, if only I could ve
got that damm door open --

Snyt hers pul | s away.

SMYTHERS
| have to see him Doug.

Bl GELOW
It’s over.

(gently)
He' s dead, Becky.

SMYTHERS
VWhere i s he?

Bi gel ow shrugs, takes her inside.
ANGLE -- ASPHYXI ATI ON ROOM

Wth Roger lying right where we |eft him Snythers crouches
beside him shines a penlight over his eyeballs, examnes his
lips and throat and fingers. Tears roll down her face, and
she does nothing to hold them back.

SMYTHERS
Oh God, Roger. You thought you were
i ndestructi bl e.

She swi vel s around.

SMYTHERS
What exactly happened here, Doug?

Bl GELOW
Forget it. You wouldn't believe ne.

SMYTHERS
Try ne.

I NT. RESURRECTI ON ROOM

The silver bed is now enpty, and tilted at an angl e towards
the floor. Various WALL-SI ZED SCREENS around t he devi ce show
mul ti-col ored readouts of the HEART, BRAIN and ot her VI TAL
FUNCTI ONS.

Bl GELOW

This is where the Facel ess Wonder was
| ying when he cane to life.

( CONTI NUED)
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SMYTHERS
Jesus! What the hell did you guys find
her e?

She wal ks around the room inspecting the machinery. Intrigue
begins to replace her grief, as her nedical instincts take
over and she clicks into an “energency situation” response.

Snythers finds a keyboard attached to a snaller, nore
conventional conputer screen. She puts out her cigarette, and
brushes her hand across the keys.

Deat h.

Snythers presses a carriage return. Nothing happens. She
presses anot her button. The WALL- SI ZED SCREENS flicker, junp
tolife again. Alow HUMfills the room Bigelow and Snythers
| ook around them spooked.

The screen returns with ENTER “NAME OF DECEASED,” “TIME OF
DEATH, ” | NTERNAL DAMAGE.”

1) NAME OF DECEASED

SMYTHERS
(to herself)
They nust use the sul fathiazole as sone
sort of preservative until they get them
on here.

Snyt hers types ROGER MORTI S.

Bl GELOW
Becky, can we just get the hell outta
her e?
SMYTHERS
VWhat tine did he die, Doug?
Bl GELOW
I don’t know... forty-five m nutes ago..

Snyt hers types 11:45 AM
The screen replies SPECH FY | NTERNAL DAVAGE
SMYTHERS
(wondr ousl y)
This is howthey do it, Doug. This is how
they resurrect the dead.

Bl GELOW
Get outta here.

( CONTI NUED)
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She types ASPHYXI ATI ON. The screen responds wi th PLACE
SUBJECT I N BODY CRADLE FOR RESURRECTI ON SEQUENCE

DI SSOLVE TO
ANGLE -- RESURRECTI ON MACHI NE

Wth Roger now lying in it, Smythers pecks at the keyboard,
whi | e Bi gel ow | ooks on.

A wal | -sized screen suddenly COVES TO LIFE with a HOLOGRAPHI C
REPRESENTATI ON of a body, with COLOR- CODED VI TAL ORGANS
circling and cross-sectioni ng thensel ves.

SMYTHERS
(squinting)
Looks like he’s in remarkably good
condi tion
Bl GELOW
Becky, he’s dead.
SMYTHERS
It doesn’t matter, Doug. They’ ve found a
way to revitalize dead tissue, like a
starfish grows new |inbs. | nmean, what
really separates life from deat h?
Bl GELOW
But... the soul, Becky, what about the
soul ?
She stares at the brilliantly kal ei doscopi c screens.
SMYTHERS

Looks like they may have found a way
around that, too.

Snyt hers types BEA N RESURRECTI ON SEQUENCE. She steps back,
and nervously grasps Bigel ow s hand.

Bl GELOW
But what of he wakes up a m ndl ess idiot?

SMYTHERS
Then | hope you' Il shoot himin the head.

Bl GELOW
Thanks a | ot.

Fromthe ceiling, and electrical grid sends current coursing

through Mortis’ body. He shakes and quivers, like a man
under goi ng el ectroshock therapy.

( CONTI NUED)
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Finally, Roger’s body CONVULSES and he SCREAMS, a banshee
WAI L that nmakes fingernails on a chal kboard seem soot hi ng by
conpari son

The screen reads SEQUENCE COMPLETE

Snyt hers conposes herself and peers over at Roger, who | ooks
every bit as dead as before --

-- until his eyes POP OPEN

MORTI S
Hi, folks.

Snyt hers GASPS with surprise.

SMYTHERS
You're alive
MORTI S
O course I'malive.
Bl GELOW
Unh... Roger... how you feeling?

Roger sits up. Thinks about it for a nonent.

MORTI S
(euphori cal l y)
| feel terrific! | feel incrediblel!

(he shudders)
Ww, it's great to be ALIVE!

Snythers grabs himin a glorious BEAR HUG Bi gel ow pounds him
on the back, delighted.

Then MacNab bursts into the room carrying a black nedica
bag. He blinks at Roger in surprise.

MACNAB
| thought you were dead, Mortis.

MORTI S
Sorry to disappoint you, Doctor.

Snyt hers and Bi gel ow exchange | ooks. MacNab st ands,
approaches Roger cautiously.

MORTI S

Hey, what are you guys doi ng here,
anyway ?

( CONTI NUED)
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SMYTHERS
What’'s the last thing you renenber?

MORTI S

Well... we were at that research pl ace,
| ooki ng around... Doug was fighting this,

this thing... | got |ocked in that
room. .

(shudders)

... Then | must have bl anked out, it’s
like I was rushing toward this weird
light or sonething... and | | ooked down

and saw nysel f, ny body, just lying

there... but when | tried to touch it,
it’s like I got hit with ten thousand

vol ts.

34.

Snythers begins to test Roger’s reflexes. They appear to be

fine.

MACNAB

well, it’s uncommon, but it’'s happened
before. Cinically dead people, reviving

at the |last possible --

SMYTHERS
Roger here was dead for an hour.

MORTI S
VWhat ?!

MacNab wat ches skeptically as she takes a stethoscope out of

her bag, and places it on Roger’s chest.

SMYTHERS
Don’t you see, we literally brought
back to --

hi m

Suddenly she stops tal king, and noves the stethoscope around.

SMYTHERS
Ch, ny God --

MORTI S
VWhat is it?

SMYTHERS

I’ mnot getting a heartbeat.

MORTI S
Don't be ridicul ous.

( CONTI NUED)
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She tries again, and pulls back, horrified. Roger takes the
scope fromher and listens to hinself.

MORTI S
May | have that please..

He |listens, doesn't get a reading.

MORTI S
Qobvi ously, there’'s sonething wong with
this thing.

MacNab snatches it away and |listens, with a “You' ve-got-to-be-
ki ddi ng” expression. He noves the stethoscope around, tries
Roger’ s throat.

MACNAB
Look, | don’'t know what’s going on in
here, but | want Mrtis back in the |ab
for sone tests.

SMYTHERS
He doesn’'t need tests. He' s dead.

MACNAB
| npossi bl e.

Bl GELOW
Hey, Becky, we’ve both seen this man
shitfaced. He’'s | ooked a hell of a |ot
Wor se.

Suddenly, Mortis hops off the table and breaks into the
argunent .

MORTI S
Look, this is stupid. |I’'ve never felt
better in ny life.

SMYTHERS
Wthout a heartbeat, that’s hard to
bel i eve.

MORTI S
What are you saying -- that I'malive,

but |’ m dead? Li ke some kind of zonbie?

SMYTHERS
I don’t know. But sonehow this machine
stimul ates organic tissue w thout
oxygenation. No pul se, no heartbeat, no
life -- but all the nerves and nuscles
wor K.

( CONTI NUED)
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MORTI S
But how could | think if |I was dead? |
t hought zonbi es were m ndl ess norons.

SMYTHERS
Depends how qui ckly they’' re resurrected,
how far gone the brain is. You re |ucky,
we got you right away.

MACNAB
Dr. Snythers, | have two corpses in the
next roomthat | doubt are meking
conebacks. So when you' re through with
this nonsense, you' |l know where to find
ne.

Snythers purses her lips as he storns away. She turns, takes
Roger’ s hand.

SMYTHERS
God, you’'re cold.

He tears his hand away fromher. It strikes a gl ass beaker,
whi ch br eaks.

MORTI S
Quch, dammt.

Bl GELOW
(reflexively)
Hey, d you hurt yourself?

MORTI S
| thought I did...

CLOSE-UP -- ROGER S WRI ST
Sliced open, right about where the RADI AL ARTERY shoul d be --

-- but although Roger pokes and prods it, even pries back a
flap of skin, there’'s only a drop or two of blood...

ANGLE -- ROCER
as the freezing paranoid panic begins to set in.

MORTI S
How conme |’ m not bl eedi ng?

No one says anyt hi ng.

( CONTI NUED)
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MORTI S
How conme |’ m not bleeding, | cut the
artery --

he stares at the cut that won't bl eed and cries out.

MORTI S
I’ mno deader than you are.

Bi gel ow responds with qui et amazenent.

Bl GELOW
Jesus, Roger, the resurrection nmachine.
It works.

DI SSOLVE TGO
ANGLE -- RECEPTI ON AREA

Mortis and Bigelow sit facing each other as Mortis exam nes
hi s bandage.

MORTI S
| still don’'t believe it. I'’msorry,
Doug, | just don't.

Bl GELOW
M nute by mnute, Roger. That’s the only
way to take this.
(shrugs)
Hell, it’s the only way to |ive anyhow.

MORTI S
Easy for you to say.

Snythers cones in to join them |ooking unconfortable.

- SMYTHERS
(grimy)
Roger... uh... you haven't heard the
wor st of it.
MORTI S
|’ m dead, Becky! How nmuch worse can it
get ?
SMYTHERS
|’ ve been scanning the lab reports. The
resurrection process has... an
unfortunate side effect.
MORTI S
VWhat is it?

( CONTI NUED)



38.
CONTI NUED:

SMYTHERS
Progressi ve decay of reani mated tissues.
Irreversible cell damage.
(si ghs)
You’' ve got ten to twelve hours, tops.

MORTI S
Then what ?

SMYTHERS
Al the cells of your body will dissolve
into a kind of organic stew.

Bl GELOW
Can’t you just pop himback in for a
rechar ge?

SMYTHERS
This thing isn't a toaster-oven, Doug.

(pl eadi ng)

Conme back to the |ab, Roger. Maybe we can
do sonet hi ng.

Mortis appears |ost in thought, as he ponders his | ast
remai ning hours of life. Finally he turns to Snythers and
Bi gel ow.

MORTI S
The only thing | want to do right nowis
nail whoever did this to ne. You
under stand, don’t you?

Snyt hers nods. Bigelow | ooks |i ke he's about to boil over.

Bl GELOW
I"I'l rip his heart out and hold it in ny
hand and watch it until it stops beating.
Snyt hers gri maces.
MORTI S

Good, Doug. W have to find himfirst.

Bl GELOW
VWhere do we start?

MORTI S
Let’'s find Randi Janes.

Bl GELOW

Yeah, she ran off when the shooting
started. Could be anywhere.

( CONTI NUED)



39.
CONTI NUED:  ( 2)

He crosses to the RECEPTI ON DESK, | eans over and thunbs
t hrough a ROLODEX FILE. After a nonent he pulls out a card.

Bl GELOW
Let’'s do it.

They head for the door. Roger grabs Snythers, gives her a
ki ss. She watches them | eave, forlornly.

SMYTHERS
Ten to twelve hours, Roger. Don’t throw
it away.

I NT. CAR -- BI GELOW DRI VI NG

MORTI S
The weird thing is, | feel fine. | could
run in the Boston Marat hon.

Bl GELOW
No, you couldn’t. It’s not open to dead
peopl e.

MORTI S

You think they check?

Bl GELOW
They’'re very strict now, Roger

Mortis looks in the mrror and frowns.
CLCSE-UP -- CAR M RROR

Ti ght focus on the bottomhalf of Muirtis face. Hs |lips are
turni ng GRAYI SH BLUE

BACK TO SCENE

MORTI S
Ah, shit.

Bl GELOW
What’' s wrong?

MORTI S

Find ne a drugstore. | have to fix ny
face.

DI SSOLVE TO



EXT. DRUGSTORE
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as Roger sheepishly energes with a little PAPER BAG He gets

in the car and they take off.
I NT. CAR

Roger pulls a tube of LIPSTICK fromthe bag. Bigel ow
sni ckers.

Bl GELOW
So... what color d ya get?

MORTI S
(readi ng)
Unh... “Mul berry Wne.”

Bl GELOW
Good choi ce. Brings out your eyes.

Mortis begins to apply it.

MORTI S
Go to hell.

EXT. STREET, STOREFRONT

The Gal axie roars by. CAMERA FOLLOAS, then HOLDS on a
Bl LLBOARD,

I NT. CAR

Mortis is dabbing on the lipstick, blotting it with a
Kl eenex. He's a MESS.

MORTI S
How do wonen do this?

Bl GELOW
Tribal nmenory. Hey, check this out!

ANGLE -- HOUSE, SEEN THROUGH W NDSHI ELD

A big place, nice-looking. But this one’s special because
RANDI JAMES is just leaving it, carrying a pastel-blue
OVERNI GHT BAG. When she sees our boys she drops the bag and

RUNS FOR I T.

Bl GELOW
Looks guilty to ne.
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EXT. STREET

Bi gel ow FI SHTAILS to a stop, bursts out of the car and
OVERTAKES HER in five big bounds. She tries to resist and he
| oves it.

Bl GELOW
You |l eft w thout saying good-bye.

JAMES
Let go of ne!

Bl GELOW
Going on a trip?

JAMES
Is it any of your business?

Roger approaches them Janes GAVKS at him

JAMES
What happened to you?

Sheepi shly, Mrtis tries to wpe off the |ipstick.
MORTI S

Cut nyself shaving. Mnd if we ask you a
whol e | ot of questions?

JAMES
Look, | don’'t know anyt hi ng about what
happened today. | got scared and took
of f, okay?

Mortis nods toward her apartnent.

MORTI S
Wiy don’t we tal k inside?

Randi shrugs.
I NT. LIVING ROOM

It’s a beauty -- tinted skylight, projection TV, plush
furni shings, expensive art.

Bl GELOW
Ni ce pad.

MORTI S
You want to tell us what’'s going on?

( CONTI NUED)
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JAMES
| told you. I'mtheir public relations
per son.

Randi pours herself a drink.

JAMES
At least | was until you two showed up

Bl GELOW
How about if | work her over a bit?

JAMES
(sneering)
| get it. You re the tough cop. Your
partner’s the nice cop, because he s not
too scary with lipstick on

MORTI S
Look, Mss Janes, | got |ocked in that
room where they kill the animals and sone
nut case deconpressed ne. Al | want is

to find him
Randi takes a sip, and raises her eyes to Mrtis.

JAMES
I"mtruly sorry, but I can’'t help you. |
don’t know anyt hi ng.

Bi gel ow ri ps open her overnight bag and DUMPS I T onto the
floor. Nothing earth shaking: clothes, underwear, a couple of
dog- eared paperbacks, maybe a makeup kit.

JAMES
Hey, get out of there!

Bl GELOW
Looks like the |ady’s goi ng sonewhere.
Extra panties, dead gi veaway.

Bi gel ow continues to go through the bag’'s contents, as Janes
keeps an unconfortable eye on him

MORTI S
Where were you headi ng, M ss Janes?
JAMES
Away fromhere. I"'mallergic to cops. |
get hives.
MORTI S
We just want to ask you a few questions.
( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)
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MORTIS (CONT'D)
(looks around)
Like how you can afford a place like this
on a PR lady’s salary.

JAMES
I won big on WHEEL OF FORTUNE, all right?

MORTIS
Why do I get the feeling you'’re not
totally sincere?

JAMES
(angrily)
Look, am I under arrest, or what?

Roger sighs.

MORTIS
This morning there was an attempted
robbery in Pershing Square. Three
bystanders died. We think Dante
Pharmaceuticals was involved.

JAMES
What makes you think I can help?

MORTIS
All we need is a lead, a starting place,
an address --

JAMES
Sorry, can’t help you.

Bigelow pulls a videocassette tape out of her purse.

BIGELOW
Hey, what'’s this?

James tries to snatch it from him, but he pulls it away.

JAMES
That’s personal!

BIGELOW
Gotta be a tape machine around here
somewhere.

Bigelow finds an expensive stereo/video complex and pops in
the tape.

BIGELOW
The monitor’s ready, Captain.

(CONTINUED)
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The TV goes on, revealing a FRAIL OLD MAN tal king from a
hospital bed.

FRAIL OLD MAN
Princess, this may be the last tine |
ever talk to you...

Janes is visibly upset. She noves to turn it off.

JAMES
I’msorry, but you Il need a search
war r ant .

ANGLE -- DOOR

That's when the door BREAKS OPEN with a burst of AUTOVATI C
WEAPONS FI RE - -

-- and TWO BIG THUGS with road map scars rush in and STRAFE
THE APARTMENT with Uzi submachine guns. We’re tal king Cro-
Magnon here, straight fromthe cave, and they’ ve got the
grunts to prove it.

MORTI S
Get down!

ANGLE -- LI VI NG ROOM

Mortis grabs Randi and pulls her under the couch as hot sl ugs
SHRED THE UPHOLSTERY. Bi gel ow ROLLS ASI DE, ducks into an
al cove.

Bull ets spray the wall, floor, ceiling, everything. Two
hangi ng speakers CRASH to the floor. An AQUARI UM EXPLODES,
spilling fish on the carpet.

The TAPE continues to play.

Mortis pops up and fires, BANG BANG BANG three direct hits
on Zonmbie One’s mdsection. No effect. Bigelowleans out and
BLASTS t he ot her one, ducks back fromthe return fire.

Then the zonbi es BLAST MORTIS, getting himright in the
chest. He falls behind the couch.

Bl GELOW
Renmenber the good ol d days, when guns
killed peopl e?

MORTI S
You're just jealous, that’'s all

Mortis gets his gun and stands up.

( CONTI NUED)
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MORTI S
Over here, fellas.

The zonbi es wheel around and Mortis BLASTS THEM BOTH. They
still don’t die, but they hesitate |ong enough for Janmes and
Mortis and Bigel ow to DUCK THROUGH A DOORWAY.

ANGLE -- SHORT HALLWAY
Al three hauling ass.

MORTI S
Where does this go?

JAMES
Qut back... patio...

BULLETS STITCH the wall behind them a framed picture of
RANDI JAMES DI SI NTEGRATES. As they duck outside, Mrtis slans
the door and it’s instantly riddled with bullets.

The zonbi es advance down the hallway, firing at the door,
Swi ss-cheesing it with bullet holes. Angrily they SMASH it
open.

EXT. PATIO

The zonbi es burst outside. They | ook around, confused. It’'s a
pl easant spot: wet bar, Jacuzzi, cabana, even a vintage
Seberg jukebox blasting a tune fromthe sixties. Also a
wrought-iron table with a sun unbrell a.

The place is conpletely enclosed, no way out. The only sound
is the churning of the whirlpool jets as steamrises fromthe
Jacuzzi .

The zonmbies stalk off in opposite directions. Zonbie One
kicks lawn furniture out of the way as he slow y advances on
t he cabana.

Zonbi e Two heads slowy and suspiciously in the direction of
t he Jacuzzi, his rifle cocked.

We FOLLOW Zonbi e One as he advances on the cabana with the
absol ute certainty that soneone is inside. As he approaches,
we hear a RUSTLING a sharp intake of BREATH. The zonbie
GROALS - -

-- and SMASHES his fist right through the flinmsy wall,
yanki ng Bi gel ow out by the throat, crunpling the cabana. He
hurl s Bi gel ow across the patio; Doug hits the ground, dazed,
under the unbrella.

( CONTI NUED)
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Zonbi e One SNARLS and rushes at Bigel ow. Desperately, Bigel ow
WRENCHES t he unbrella | oose and fights the Zonbi e Robin Hood-
style, using the unbrella as a long staff. Finally, he
PLUNGES it into the zonbie s chest, piercing himlike a paper
bag.

Bl GELOW
That’s really disgusting.

He breaks off as bullets shred the ground at his feet.
Bi gel ow di ves for cover as Zonbie Two draws a bead on him --

-- when suddenly Mrtis EXPLODES out of the Jacuzzi, grabs
Zonbie Two by the neck and pulls himinto the swirling water.
Mortis heaves hinself out of the tub and tips the JUKEBOX
intoit, with a szzzzzle! of shorting circuitry.

Spar ks DANCE as Zonmbi e Two el ectrocutes under the expl oding
Seberg, TWTCH NG Ii ke a spasti c.

MORTI S
They’ re playing our song.

Janes stunbl es out of the shed, badly shaken, gaping at the
rui ned pati o.

JAMES
What the hell’s going on?

MORTI S
Sonmeone wants you dead. Just about
managed it, too.

JAMES
But why? | didn't do anything!

MORTI S
Maybe it’s what you know.

JAMES
I don’t know a goddammed thing. | play
tour guide and wite press rel eases.

Fl ustered, she heads indoors. Mrtis starts after her, but
Bi gel ow stops him

Bl GELOW
Hey, Roger, you were underwater for five
strai ght m nutes.

MORTI S
That’s right, | was.

( CONTI NUED)
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Bl GELOW
Do you think you could teach that to ny
girlfriend?

MORTI S
Sure, is she dead?

I NT. LIVING ROOM
Looking -- not surprisingly -- like a battlefield. Janes

gasps and scurries over to the BROKEN AQUARI UM kneeling by
it. Several DEAD FISH lie on the carpet.

JAMES
Damm! They’ re dead. They al ways die on
ne.

Bl GELOW

|’d say there were extenuating
ci rcunst ances.

JAMES
You don’t understand. The nollies were ny
favorite. My favorites al ways die.

Suddenly Bi gel ow notices the TV, where the FRAIL OLD MAN i s
still talking fromhis hospital bed. Mrtis wal ks in dressed
inaterry cloth robe.

FRAIL OLD MAN
So, Princess, | hope you understand
everything |I’'ve told you. If you have any
guestions, ask ny lawer. And al ways
remenber how special you are

MORTI S
Hey, | recogni ze that guy. Arthur
Louderm |l k. Didn’'t he just die...?

JAMES
(visibly upset)
Two weeks ago.
(beat)
He’'s ny father.

Bi gel ow WHI STLES

Bl GELOW
VWhat it is... this bitch is worth sone
bucks.

JAMVES

I’malso the target of a |lot of freaks.

( CONTI NUED)
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Suddenly she | ooks at Roger.

JAMES
Hey... why aren’t you dead? Or even hurt?

MORTI S
It’s kind of a long story.

She watches himlike a skin-diver eyeing a mako shark.

MORTI S
They can’t kill me. I’mdead already. |I'm
a wal ki ng corpse, just |like those
killers.
JAMES
Oh, this is nonsense. | can't deal with
this.
Mortis grabs her.
MORTI S

M ss Janes, we need your help. And |
t hi nk you need ours, too.

She | ooks up at himfor a nonment. Turns away and begins to
t al k.

JAMES
Al right. Dante Pharmaceutical s was ny
father’s private think tank. Anything

that interested him-- fromnosquitoes to

m crochips -- they researched it for him
MORTI S

So he bankrolled the resurrection

proj ect .
JAMES

No! He wouldn’t... uh...
Bl GELOW

Use human | eftovers to rob jewelry

stores.
Randi GLARES at him Mortis glances at the clock: 4:00 PM
MORTI S

(i nmpatiently)
Go ahead, Randi.

( CONTI NUED)
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JAMES
Well, last week | delivered sonme
sul fathi azole to a guy nanmed Thule in
Chi nat own.
MORTI S
Were in Chinatown?
JAMES
Forget it. | know ny rights.
MORTI S
Are you sure? Let nme remnd you, just in

case.
He takes his handcuffs and begins to CUFF HER

MORTI S
You have the right to remain silent --

JAMES
What are you doi ng?!

MORTI S
Wul d you rather help us, or cool your
heels in jail?

She hesitates, then sighs.

JAMES
(softly)
Al right.
Bl GELOW

Uh, Roger... maybe you shoul d get
yoursel f a change of clothes. Being dead
isn’'t sonething you should adverti se.

JAMES
... mght have sonething in the closet.

BOB
(knowi ngly)
Sonet hi ng for that unexpected overni ght
guest, M ss Janes?

JAMES
From an ex-boyfriend. Very ex.

DI SSOLVE TO
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ANGLE -- ROGER I N BATHROOM

Facing a mrror, buttoning up a LOUD PAlI SLEY SHI RT. He opens
t he nedi ci ne chest, takes out a conb, runs it through his
hair. He REACTS as a big clunp of hair pulls out.

Roger cl oses the nedici ne cabinet and | ooks into the mrror -
CLCSE-UP -- M RROR

-- into YOUR WORST NI GHTMARE, this wart-ridden, gray-green
WASTELAND of a face, pittedd and ravaged and horrific beyond
wor ds.

ANGLE -- ROGER

Gasping with horror, he backs up, covering his face, trying
to shut it out -- only he can’'t, he has to LOOK AGAIN. ..

ANGLE -- ROGER FACI NG M RROR

... and it’s fine, the Roger in the mrror is just like the
Roger in real life. But both of them are SHAKEN by the
experi ence.

Bl GELOW (V. O.)
Hey, Roger, how you doing in there?

MORTI S

(deep sigh)
G eat. Fabul ous.

Mortis wal ks out in new garb. They eye each ot her.

MORTI S
Don't say it.

CUT TGO
EXT. STREET
The Gal axie’s right where they left it, half-blocking the

street. The windshield is wall papered with PARKI NG Tl CKETS;
Mortis clears themoff as the others get in.

MORTI S
How many tickets is that this nonth? So
far, | nean.

Bl GELOW

What the hell do you care?

( CONTI NUED)
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MORTI S
Oh, yeah. Good point.

He gets in and they' re off.
CUT TG

MONTAGE -- CH NATOMN

Showi ng CURI O SHOPS and CHI NESE STREET- LANTERNS and PAGODA-
STYLE ROOFS and about a mllion ethnic shoppers, grappling
for the pavenent.

ANGLE -- STREET

In the foreground is a Chinaman selling |ive chickens froma
street cart. The cart has a hand-lettered sign sayi ng THESE
CH CKENS ARE FOR FOOD, NOT PETS. The Gal axi e goes by and
CAVERA FOLLOWS | T.

INT. CAR (3 SHOT THROUGH W NDSHI ELD)

Bi gel ow driving, Mrtis in front, Janmes in back. Chinatown
goes by the w ndows.

Bl GELOW
How nmuch farther?

JAMES
Not much. There, up ahead.

ANGLE -- BUTCHER SHOP, SEEN THROUGH THE W NDSHI ELD

Wth a display wi ndow show ng ROAST DUCKS hangi ng by their
| egs over a price list in Chinese.

Bl GELOW
Great, |'m starving.

ANGLE -- STREET

Bi gel ow DOUBLE- PARKS and they nake their way to the sidewal k.
Sonmeone HONKS but he doesn’t really nean it.

I NT. BUTCHER SHOP
Ducks, chickens, suckling pigs -- sonmething for everyone.
Iron ovens line the wall. A waist-high BUTCHER BLOCK sits

cl ose by, under a hanging assortnment of CARVI NG KNI VES. A
steel door leads to a WALK-1 N REFRI GERATOR

( CONTI NUED)
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Behind the counter is a hairless BUTCHER i n a bl oodst ai ned
apron. |If he wanted to, this guy could give inscrutability
| essons. He | ooks up as the others enter.

BUTCHER
You wi sh sonet hi ng.

JAMES
Yes. | have to -- speak with M. Thule.

BUTCHER
M. Thule is unavail abl e.

Bi gel ow does a bad Oriental dialect.

Bl GELOW
Li sten, Mongo, we're cops. And if Thule’'s
not out here in ten seconds, we’ re gonna
ki ck some honor abl e ass.

BUTCHER
Ah... very well.

The but cher touches an unseen button and a MJFFLED BUZZER
goes of f soneplace. After a nonment a GRIZZLED HAND parts a
beaded curtain, and MR THULE steps in.

ANGLE -- MR THULE

Very old, FRAIL and DESI CCATED -- but with a deliciously
subt| e wi ckedness to him

MR THULE
Ah, M ss Janes. Always a pl easure.
JAMES
M. Thule, sonething terrible has
happened.
MR THULE
Yes, | know.

(bows to others)
Are these your friends, the police
det ectives?

Bl GELOW
Right the first tinme, Pops.

MORTI S
(flashing 1D
We're | ooking for the man who t akes
deliveries from Dante Pharnmaceuti cal s.

( CONTI NUED)
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MR THULE
You have found him How may | help you?

MORTI S
What did Dante send you?

MR THULE
Not hi ng of i nportance.

Mortis levels his gun between M. Thule's eyes. He COCKS IT.

MORTI S
Maybe it’s nore inportant than you
realize.

The butcher takes a threatening step forward, within reach of
t he HANG NG KNI VES. But he stops, because Bigelow s got him
cover ed.

Bl GELOW
Your friend takes one nore step, he'll
find hinself dead.

MR THULE
Life and death are both expressions of
the sanme eternal spirit.

Bl GELOW

You oughta wite fortune cookies, pal.
MR THULE

Let ne illustrate.

Thul e’ s hand shoots out to stab a GOLD BUTTON - -

-- and an overhead LI GHT FI XTURE spits bolts of electricity
t hat course through those ANI MAL CARCASSES - -

-- bringing all of themto sudden and horrifying LIFE
ANGLE -- CARCASSES

Ducks on hooks WRI THI NG and WRI GGLI NG fl apping their w ng
stubs. ROAST CHI CKENS cli nmbing out of iron pans.

PI GS wal | owi ng around with corpse-like HOG SNORTS. A piece of
LI VER creeps slug-like across the counter.

One of the ovens FLIES OPEN to reveal an arnmy of CHI CKEN

W NGS, scranbling to escape. A DUCK S-HEAD energes from a
boi |l i ng pot of soup.

( CONTI NUED)
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Sonet hi ng SLAMS into the door of the walk-in refrigerator,
| eaving a dent, because whatever’s in there is BI G and WANTS
out

ANGLE -- BUTCHER SHOP

James SCREAMS and Mortis and Bigel ow turn hel pl essly around,
wonderi ng what to shoot at first.

Bl GELOW
I don’t know what it is, but suddenly
I’ve | ost ny appetite.

Randi backs into a row of HANG NG DUCKS, snapping at her
hai r. ROAST CHI CKENS peck at her | egs.

Anot her duck attacks Bigelow. He fights it off, finally
flings it into a MEAT GRINDER. Feathers fly everywhere.

Bl GELOW
kay, that’s it. Fromnow on, |I'ma
veget ari an.

Meanwhi l e, the slithering piece of |liver |eaps off the
counter and SPLATS right into Murtis' face. He scrapes it off
and throws it aside.

ANGLE -- BUTCHER

Seeing his chance, he grabs a CARVING KNI FE -- a big one,
Ranbo-size -- and rushes Mourtis. Mrtis reflexively raises
his hand and the knife HACKS INTO I T, between the third and
fourth fingers.

The butcher withdraws it for another slice -- and Bigel ow
BLASTS himin the chest. He SHRIEKS and falls down dead.
Bl GELOW
You' re kidding. Just one shot? Al right!
MORTI S
(wrapping a towel around his
hand)

Not everyone’'s a zonbi e, Doug.
ANGLE -- WALK- I N REFRI GERATOR
Wi ch suddenly BURSTS OPEN as a STEER CARCASS | unbers out,
stunmping around on its cutoff legs |like a ghastly, headl ess
dwar f .

MORTI S
Jesus, how do you fight this thing?

( CONTI NUED)
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Bl GELOW
Maybe we could drown it in A-1 Sauce.

ANGLE -- BUTCHER SHOP

The carcass REARS UP on its hind legs, and falls on Mrtis.
Bi gel ow grabs an industrial MEAT HOOK , THUNKS it into the

baby back ribs and hauls the thing off Mrtis. Then Bi gel ow
BLASTS I T TO HELL.

Suddenly, Mortis notices the overhead LI GHT FI XTURE, stil
pulsing with an eerie glow. He FIRES at it, shattering the
filament with a SHONER OF SPARKS.

He | ooks down, and recoils in disgust.

MORTI S
VWhat the fuck...?

as we watch, the crawing entrees begin to SPLIT THEI R SKI NS,
spilling MEAT and GRI STLE all over the floor.

Bl GELOW
Ckay, now |’ m gonna puke.

Mortis gapes at the putrefying entrees with an expression
beyond horror, as it occurs to him-- and us -- that in a few
short hours, he'll be repeating the performnce...

Then he SNAPS QUT of it, as sonething el se occurs to him

MORTI S
Damm t, where’'s Thul e?

Mortis bolts through the beaded curtain, with Bigel ow right
behi nd him

ANGLE -- BACK ROOM

Cranped and dirty. Mrtis bangs open the REAR DOOR and they
char ge out si de.

EXT. ALLEY

Not hi ng. Garbage, old boxes, a clothesline tied to a fire
escape. A nongrel kitten licking itself. Mrtis slunps
agai nst the wall.

MORTI S
Damm.

( CONTI NUED)
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Bl GELOW
Guy makes one hell of a diversion, don't
he?

I NT. BACK ROOM

As our heroes return. Randi James stands above them at the
top of the stairs surveying the UNKEMPT H DEAVAY cl uttered
with ANl MAL PARTS i n HAND- LABELLED JARS

A PEGBQARD on the back wall hol ds an assortnment of SCALPELS,
CLAMPS and CALI PERS. Al so sone bl unt NUMBER 2 PENCI LS and a
wel | -worn SLI DE RULE

JAMES
Li sten, guys, this is too nuch for ne, |
can’'t take this, I'"mgetting out of here.

Mortis grabs her shoul der.

MORTI S
I don’t think so. You're stuck in this
thing, just |ike us.

Janes tries to pull free - and notices the GAPI NG KNI FE- WOUND
i n Roger’s hand.

JAMES
Hey, you're hurt --

MORTI S
Lady, |I'm fucki ng dead.

Bi gel ow i nspects:

A DUCK' S HEAD resting in a shallow iron pan, sprouting an
assortment of ALLI GATOR-CLI PPED WRES. The wires are
connected to a jury-rigged machine with a bright RED BUTTON.
Bi gel ow pokes the button and the duck’s head QUACKS.

MORTI S
Zonbi e- Duck- Heads. \Wat a concept.

Bl GELOW
This could replace the whoopee cushi on

Mortis and Bigelow sift through instrunents, drawers and
shel ves, tossing books and debris every which way.

JAMES

(sarcastically)
Stunbl i ng over any clues, detectives?

( CONTI NUED)
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Both shoot Randi a dirty | ook, and continue to thrash the

pl ace. Bi gel ow | oudly SMASHES vases and ceram c pieces on the
floor, giving Randi a start, while Mrtis quickly shuffles

t hrough books and papers.

Bl GELOW
You never find anything good until you
really trash a pl ace.

JAMES
| magi ne what you could do with a search
war r ant .

Bi gel ow continues to weak havoc. But Mrtis pauses when he
pi cks up a wel |l -thunbed reference book and a SHEET OF PAPER
falls out. The paper’s rough along one edge, like it’s been
torn froma spiral notebook

He studies the paper, and grabs Bi gel ow

MORTI S
Hey, Doug -- |look at this.

CLOSE- UP -- SHEET OF PAPER

Two hand-witten columms, one of |IN TIALS and one of CALENDAR
DATES. The | ast one on the page is --

APL 6/ 12/ 88

Bl GELOW (V. O.)
Dates and initials... what do you think
it means?

MORTIS (V.Q.)
| don’t know. But this is the | ast one,
APL -- what do you want to bet it’'s
Arthur P. Louderm | k?

ANGLE MORTI S, BI GELOW AND JAMES
Janes reacts wi th AMAZEMENT.
JAMVES

My father? God, you're right, he died on
June twel fth.

MORTI S
Bingo! It’'s a list of death dates. | have
a hunch all these folks are recently

deceased.
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Bl GELOW
Who do you think they were?

MORTI S
One way to find out.

CUT TGO
I NT. CAR

Bigelow s driving; Mirtis sits in the back where Randi is
STITCHHNG HS HAND with a needl e and thread.

MORTI S

You're quite a little seanstress.
JAMES

| hope it doesn’t get infected.
MORTI S

11 risk it.

Randi breaks the thread, starts tying it off. Bigel ow watches
in the rear viewmrror with horrid fascination.

EXT. CITY LI BRARY
As the Galaxie pulls up in front.

Bl GELOW
Hey, Rog, you don’t have any overdue
books to turn in, do you?

I NT. LI BRARY

Mor e books, nmgazi nes, and periodicals than you can shake a
card catal og at. Bigelow and Janes are seated at a | arge
tabl e as Roger approaches with a double arnful of NEWSPAPERS

MORTI S
This should cover the dates in question.

Bl GELOW
(reaching for a paper)
D bs on March.

All three start going through the papers.
Bl GELOW

It’'s amazing who died in the past three
nont hs. People | never even heard of.
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JAMES
Here’'s one: George Nelson Canfield, the
deni m king. Inventor of sweat-to-fit blue
jeans. Died February twelfth

Bl GELOW
OCh, crap.
MORTI S
VWhat is it?
Bl GELOW
The Lakers won yesterday, but they didn't
meke the point spread. | had ten bucks

riding on that gane.

MORTI S
Doug, back to work

JAMES
| found one. diver Lang, mcrochip
W zard, March fourth.

MORTI S
Here’ s anot her: Howard Preston,
comodi ties broker, April third. See any
pattern?

Bl GELOW
Yeah, they all sound |ike a bunch of
WUSSI es.

MORTI S

And they all had a nice hunk of
di sposabl e cash when they kicked off.

JAMES
Ri ch dead people. Wat does it nean?

MORTI S
I’mnot sure. But it |ooks |ike your
father was one of the victins.

JAMES
That’s crazy.
MORTI S
This is not what you' d call a routine

case.

Mortis drops the paper.

( CONTI NUED)
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MORTI S
Guess they can have their obituaries
back.

He turns away when he notices the WALL CLOCK: 6:15. And
suddenly there’s this look in his eyes that’s really weird,
like a rabid dog or sonething.

Bl GELOW
(alittle scared)
Hey, Roger, what’'s wong, you | ook really
freaked out all of a sudden..

MORTI S
The obituaries... they’'re witing new
ones all the tinme, they’'re witing mne --

JAMES
Hey, take it easy...

MORTI S
Roger Mortis, beloved husband of nobody,
who drank too much and pissed his whol e
life away -- and for what? So he coul d
deconpose one Thursday afternoon.

JAMES
Roger . .

MORTI S
| gotta get outta here.

He gets up, shoves past Janes and Bi gel ow.

Bl GELOW
Hey, whoa whoa whoa!

TRACKI NG SHOT -- LI BRARY Al SLE

Mortis doesn't listen. He RUNS FULL-TILT through the library,
knocki ng peopl e down and sl anm ng carts asi de and BOLTI NG
PELL- MELL for the exit -- until he fetches up against a
counter, PANTI NG

After a nonent Bigel ow catches up with him

Bl GELOW
Hey, Roger, that was quite a chase!

Mortis doesn’t | ook up, doesn’t respond.

( CONTI NUED)
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Bl GELOW
Not bad for a fella in your condition.
Bei ng dead nust agree with you.

Still nothing.

Bl GELOW
(despairingly)
Conme on, Roger, we don't have tinme for
this.

At | ast Roger | ooks up. But there’s this look in his eyes,
it’s so WASTED and BLEAK and DESPAI RING we can tell his death
is finally real to him

MORTI S
| can’t do it, Doug. | can't live a
[ifetinme in six hours.

Bl GELOW
Nobody has all the tinme they need, Roger.

Nobody.
Bigelow tries a grin.

Bl GELOW
Hey, Roger, renenber when we were back in
training and they told us “You can’t be a
good cop if you' re a dead cop?”
(beat)
here’ s your chance to prove 'em w ong.
You’' re good and you’ re dead.

Roger stares at him

MORTI S
G ve me a break.

Then he SMLES, just for a second, and it’s not nuch of a
smle but hell, it’s all we need.

Bl GELOW
Cnmon pal. Let’s find those suckers and
trash their ass.

MORTI S
That’'s “asses,” Doug, and let’'s get

goi ng.

Bi gel ow cl aps Mortis on the shoulder. He shrugs himoff for a
nmonment, then relents, and puts his arm around Bi gel ow.
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ANGLE -- LI BRARY SHELVES

CAMERA TRACKS wi th Randi as she wal ks past endl ess rows of
bookshel ves, getting lost in the stacks. She scans the books,
runni ng her mani cured finger along the spines.

Finally, she stops to linger over a book, cocking her head to
read the title. It’s Ernest Becker’s THE DENI AL OF DEATH
She’s reaching for it when --

BAM!! A matched set of GNARLED HANDS expl odes right through
t he bookcase behi nd Randi, SCATTERI NG t he vol unes!

Randi SHRI EKS as t he hands CLOSE around her w ndpi pe --
ANGLE -- MORTI S AND BI GELOW

Stopping dead in their tracks, they draw their guns and run
like hell.

ANGLE -- MORTI S

CAMERA TRACKS past the bookshelves as Mortis frantically
tries to find the source of Randi’s SCREAMS.

ANGLE -- RANDI

Feet dangling inches fromthe ground, trying desperately to
free herself fromthe zonbie s grasp

ANGLE -- BI GELOW

Chargi ng past row after of bookshel ves.

ANGLE -- MORTI S

He spots Randi, and tears down the aisle.

CLOSE-UP -- MORTIS BELT

As Roger pulls out his SERVI CE HANDCUFFS - -

ANGLE -- ZOWBI E

-- and expertly SNAPS THEM ar ound BOTH WRI STS, neatly
trapping the zonbie's arns on either side of the SHELF
Dl VI DER

Randi squirnms free and falls into Roger’s arns.

Roger hugs her as the zombi e BUCKS and HEAVES and GROALS with

such ferocity that books are TUMBLI NG off the shelves |like a
literary aval anche.

( CONTI NUED)
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Then Bi gel

ow nmakes a bel at ed appear ance.

MORTI S
They shouldn’t let people in here if they
can’t behave.

Bl GELOW
You want to -- excuse the expression --
book hi nf?

MORTI S

Nah. |’ve got a better idea.

ANGLE -- PAY PHONE -- EXTERI OR LI BRARY

63.

CUT TGO

Mortis speaks with angelic innocence as Bigel ow | ooks on.

MORTI S
Captai n Mayberry, please... yes, Captain,
we have an attenpted nurder suspect here
at the library. He's big and ugly | ooking
and you' Il find himin Mdern Fiction,
under Z for Zonbie.

He hol ds the phone away fromhis ear as we hear a burst of
ANGRY CHATTER

Roger lets

MORTI S
(to Bigel ow)

The Captain says to tell you he's proud
of our fine work.

Bl GELOW
Tel | himthanks very much.
the phone drop, still chattering as they EXIT.
CUT TGO

EXT. LI BRARY

Mortis, Bigelow and Randi head for the car. Randi shakily
applies sonme nmakeup.

Bl GELOW
Where to, Rog?

MORTI S
Let’s pay a call on Loudermlk’s |awer.
Find out who gets his noney.
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I NT. CAR

Bigelow s driving, Mirtis sits beside him Randi Janes is in
back, softly crying. Roger tries to confort her

MORTI S
Hey, it’s going to be okay.

JAMVES
| could have been killed back there.

MORTI S
And it’s no fun, believe ne.

JAMES
You think... they' Il try again?

MORTI S
They’ ve cone this far

ANGLE -- ROGER AND RAND
Gowing nore and nore interested in each other’s conpany.

MORTI S
You know what | heard once?

JAMVES
VWhat' s that?

MORTI S
The popul ation of the world is so big
right now. .. that half of all the people

who ever lived are still alive.
JAMES

Come on.
MORTI S

It’s true. If you took all of the people
who’ ve di ed since the begi nning of
history, and all of the people alive
right now, they’'d be about the sane

nunber .
JAMES
Jesus.
MORTI S
So if anyone asks you if you' re gonna
die, you can say “l don’t know, so far

it’s only happened to half of us.”

( CONTI NUED)
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JAMES
"Il try to renmenber that.

She offers hima tentati ve SM LE

Bl GELOW
(chimng in)
Not only that, but if you nmultiply the
popul ati on of Rhode Island by the square
root of ny ex-wife's age --

He breaks off at the sound of the CAR RADI O

DI SPATCHER
(filter)
5 Adam 38, please respond. 5 Adam 38...

MORTI S
VWhat the hell is it?

DI SPATCHER
5 Adam 38, Snythers wants you back at the
norgue right away. She says it’'s a matter
of life and deat h.

Morti s and Bi gel ow exchange gl ances.

CUT TGO
I NT. MORGUE
As the three of thementer the marrowchilling roomw th the
gurneys and bodi es. Randi SHUDDERS
JAMES
You two sure know how to show a girl a
good ti ne.
Bl GELOW

Don't nmention it.

Snythers enters the room very excited.

SMYTHERS
Roger, | think I nmay have sone good
news. . .
(she spots Randi)
Oh, hello.
MORTI S

Randi Janes, Rebecca Snythers

The two | adi es give each other the once-over.

( CONTI NUED)
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JAMVES
You wor kK here?

SMYTHERS
Yes, actually | do.

MORTI S
Rebecca is an expert in all types of
f orensi c pat hol ogy.

JAMES
My, what a... unique acconplishnment.
Bl GELOW
(shivers)
Chillier than usual in here, today.

Snythers turns to include Roger.

SMYTHERS
Wherever did you find the tine to nmake
such a nice new friend?

MORTI S
(weary)
Randi was the PR wonan for Dante Labs.

SMYTHERS
| see.

Bl GELOW
So, what’'s the big news?

SMYTHERS
(to Roger)
Take off your shirt. And sit up on the
tabl e.

Roger conplies, with a |ong-suffering expression.

SMYTHERS
So... how you feeling?

MORTI S
Great, Becky. Picture of health.

She puts a THERMOVETER in Roger’s nouth. She shines a flash
in Roger’s eyes, opens his shirt and studies the skin tone.

CLOSE-UP -- ROGER S CHEST AND STOVACH
Snythers tal ks into a RECORDER M KE, hangi ng above the table.

( CONTI NUED)
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SMYTHERS
Subj ect Mortis comma Roger post-nortem
followup 6 July, approx tine 6:45..

MORTI S
Oh, for Christ’'s sake...

SMYTHERS
Abdom nal wall shows advanced vi scera
putrefaction -- note the greenish areas --

and purpuric spots, synptomatic of sub-
cut aneous henorr hage.

She rolls up Roger’s shirtsl eeve and exam nes the skin.

SMYTHERS
Mar bl i ng patterns suggest bl ood drai nage
into extremties, deterioration of nuscle
tone --

MORTI S
Do you have to talk into that thing? This
isn’'t an autopsy.

Bl GELOW
But you are dead. And this is a norgue.
And she is a coroner --

Mortis shoots Bi gel ow an exasperated | ook. Suddenly Snythers
gasps.

SMYTHERS
Roger -- you’'ve been shot!
MORTI S
(fingering bullet holes)
Ch, yeah -- | neant to tell you about
t hat .
SMYTHERS

(shaki ng her head)
It’'s amazing you lived as |ong as you
di d.

She pulls out the thernoneter and studies it.

SMYTHERS
87. 2 degrees Fahrenheit. Since you died
you' ve been steadily cooling off.

MORTI S

So what’s the verdict? How | ong have |
got not to live?

( CONTI NUED)
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SMYTHERS
Well... deconposition is progressing nore
rapidly than I’'d hoped. |1'd give you...
oh, maybe three or four hours.

Randi reacts with horror. Roger junps off the table, angrily.

MORTI S
Then what the hell am | doing here?

Snythers takes his arm

SMYTHERS
Roger... | think I can buy you a chance.
| found sonething in Dante’'s files about
a special process they ve been testing --
to extend the resurrection period beyond
twel ve hours.

MORTI S
How nmuch | onger?

SMYTHERS
I don’t know. But it |ooks hopeful.

He pulls away, but she grabs his hand.

SMYTHERS
Roger... stay here, work with us. Maybe
we can postpone your deadline, buy you
anot her coupl e days.

Roger stands STOCK STILL.

SMYTHERS
For God's sake, Roger, it’s worth a try!

At first he doesn’t answer. Finally he SHAKES H S HEAD.

MORTI S
Forget it, Becky. If | waste tinme chasing
mracle cures, |'ll never catch the

bastard who did this to ne.
Snyt hers’ voice begins to break, despite herself.
SMYTHERS
But what if we give you anot her day?
Anot her week?

MORTI S
Can you guarantee that?

( CONTI NUED)
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SMYTHERS
(very softly)

MORTI S
Then, Becky, |’ve got a job to do.

Snythers reacts, hurt and enotional .
SMYTHERS

Christ, haven't you | earned anything? You
spend ten years out on the streets,

ri sking your neck -- and now you' re dead,
and it’s still not enough!
MORTI S

| guess I'mjust a glutton for
puni shnment .

Bi gel ow CLEARS H S THROAT.

Bl GELOW
So. .. what now?

MORTI S
I want to take a | ook at Louderm | k’s
grave.

Bl GELOW

What do you expect to find there?

MORTI S
I"’mnot sure. But 1'd |like to take a | ook
at his abdom nal wall putrefaction.

SMYTHERS
Not funny, Roger.

Bl GELOW
How about me?

MORTI S
You can pay a visit to Louderm|k’s
lawer. We'll hit the cenetery, and neet
back at Randi’s.

JAMES
If you don"t mnd, 1’'Il skip the trip to
my father’s resting pl ace.

MORTI S

I do mind. | want you where | can see
you.

( CONTI NUED)
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SMYTHERS
I’ mnot giving up hope, Roger..

Roger grabs her, kisses her gently. Brushes her cheek. Then
turns and exits, wthout |ooking back.

CUT TGO
EXT. MORGUE -- LATE AFTERNOON
The three of them | eave the building.

A | arge BLUE BMNV SEDAN pulls up in front of the norgue. The
personal i zed plates read “BODY DCOC.” Bi gel ow whi stl es.

Bl GELOW
Ni ce wheels! Must be a |lot of noney in
carving up dead peopl e.

MacNab’ s wi ndow sl i des open.

MACNAB
Alittle early for your post-nortem
aren’t you, detective?

MORTI S
| just stopped by to reserve a body bag.

MacNab LAUGHS unpl easantly.

H s wi ndow cl oses and he drives off.

Mortis opens the door of the Galaxie for Randi.
Bl GELOW

(sudden concer n)
Hey, you sure you're okay, Roger?

MORTI S
I’mturning green. |’ve got no heartbeat.
My body’s dissolving into fertilizer.
(shrugs)
Sure. |’'mgreat.

DI SSOLVE TGO
EXT. CITY STREET -- EVEN NG
A LONG SHOT of Mortis and Janes in the Gal axi e, speeding by.
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EXT. CEMETERY -- EVEN NG

Endl ess rows of tonbstones, as far as you can see. An ornate
STONE CHAPEL SI TS AMONG THEM

Roger and Randi pull up in the Gal axie and get out. But Roger
stops to | ook up at the sky.

JAMES
VWhat is it?
MORTI S
The sun went down. | just realized...

"Il never see it again.

She tries to take his arm but he shrugs her off and wal ks
away. Randi has to hurry to keep up with him

EXT. MAUSOLEUM

A big Gothic affair, plenty of cultured marble. Up top is an
engraved inscription that reads

ARTHUR PERCI VAL LOUDERM LK
Bel oved husband of Loretta

Mortis and Janes approach the entrance to find it securely
PADL OCKED.

JAMES
Now what ? | haven’t got a key.

MORTI S
Al | ow ne.

He escorts her to the door, takes out his gun and BLASTS THE
PADLOCK. The door sw ngs open --

-- and a HORRI BLY DECOVPOSED BODY toppl es outward, dressed in
a three-piece suit. Its face | ooks MELTED, the features
bl eedi ng together |ike a hideous WAXWORK FI GURE

JAMVES
Jesus, what is this?

MORTI S
I"mafraid it’s your father.

Janes | ooks horrifi ed.

MORTI S
Whoever took his noney didn't want a
zonbie mllionaire for a senior partner.
( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)
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MORTIS (CONT'D)
So they brought him back and sealed him
in. He spent all his resurrected time
trying to get out.

Randi looks away.
INT. MAUSOLEUM

Filled with stuff that’s wildly inappropriate for dead
people.

They walk into a decorator-perfect small apartment,
classically furnished in the style of Louis XIV. Like a small
room in Versailles. A picture of President Reagan shaking
hands with Loudermilk sits on a small table by a couch.

Of course, the main attraction is this extravagant COFFIN,
standing open. Close by it is a bedside table with a PRINCESS
PHONE.

MORTIS
He’'s even got a telephone in here!

Roger lifts the receiver; the CORD is cut.

Randi wanders around, GAPING at the surroundings.

JAMES
When I think of my father, trapped in
here --

MORTIS

Would you cut out the “poor dad” routine?

JAMES
(double-takes)
What do you mean?

MORTIS
Outside it says “Arthur Loudermilk,
Husband of Loretta.” It doesn’t mention
any darling daughter.

James studies him for a long moment. Then:

JAMES
All right. I met him in the hospital. I
was there for drug rehab, he took me
under his wing.

MORTIS
The daughter he never had.

(CONTINUED)
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JAMES
Yeah. He set nme up in a great house and
got ne that job at Dante and -- and | bet
he never knew what kind of snake hol e he
was dropping ne in...

MORTI S
So this thing with the zonbies cane as a
conpl ete surprise to you.

JAMES
| swear... you believe ne, don’t you?

I nstead of answering, Mortis SQU NTS at the wall.
ANGLE -- WALL

Where a STRANGE NUMBER is scrawled in Louderm |l k’'s bl ood --
2639 362867.

MORTI S
Looks like he left sonething for us.

He takes out a pad and JOTS | T DOMN.

JAMES
I"msorry | lied to you, Roger...
MORTI S
(by rote)
and you' Il never do it again. Yeah, |

know.

Roger and Randi face each other for a |ong nonent. Then a
HAND breaks the frame and cl asps Randi’s shoul der!

GUARD S VA CE
Eveni ng, folks.

GUARD
I’ msure you got a great reason to be
here. And | just can’'t wait to hear it.
MORTI S

Det ective Roger Mortis, LAPD. I'm
investigating a nurder. Arthur P.
Loudermlk is involved in it.

GUARD

So you stopped by to question him huh?
Got a warrant?

( CONTI NUED)
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MORTI S
Yeah. Signed by a forner U S. President.

Mortis pulls a FIFTY fromhis wallet, dangles it in front of
the guard. The guard SNATCHES it away.

GUARD
Anyone el se you want to drop in on? | can
getcha a group discount.

MORTI S
Thanks anyway. W have to be going.

GUARD
You don’'t have to run off. Loudermlk’s
cal endar is w de open.

MORTI S
Are you always this hilarious?

GUARD
Soneti mes even nore.

EXT. MAUSOLEUM -- NI GHT

Roger and Randi head for the car, as the guard yells after
t hem

GUARD
Hey, whose nurder you investigating,
anyhow?

MORTI S
M ne.

They get in the car and drive off. The guard shakes hi s head.

GUARD
Fucki n’” nutcase.

EXT. MAUSOLEUM -- NI GHT

Mortis and Janes re-energe and head for the car. But as they
get in the car they see a PASTA-FACED ZOMBIE lurch into their
pat h.

James CONERS, but Roger just snarls.
MORTI S
Goddami t

(he shifts into gear)
Sorry, Pal, but it’'s you or ne.

( CONTI NUED)
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Mortis accel erates over the Zonbie.

JAMVES
Dear God, what was that?

MORTI S

| don’t know, but it sure wasn't val et

par ki ng.
Roger roars off.

EXT. GUARD GATE

Where the guard’s still reading the sanme com c book

pulls up and signals him

GUARD
Have a nice visit?

MORTI S
Breat ht aki ng. Can | use your

GUARD

What’s wong, the crypt phone wasn’t

wor ki ng?

(sni ckers)
Maybe O d Man Louderm | k got
hi s paynents.

The guard hands hima WRELESS PHONE. Mortis DI ALS,

nmonent, hands it back.

MORTI S
Thanks anyway.
GUARD
Sure thing. Hey, cone again.
JAMES
(to Roger)

Wl l? What was it?

MORTI S

I don’t know. It’s not a phone nunber.

JAMES

You nean, the nunber’s nonsense?

MORTI S
Preci sely.

behi nd on

75.

Mortis

|istens a
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EXT. RANDI JAMES HOUSE -- N GHT

Mortis and Janes approach the front door. It’s all broken up,
just like we left it -- but frominside comes SOFT NO SE and
FLI CKERI NG LI GHT.

JAMES
Funny -- | didn’t |eave the TV on..

MORTI S
Shit --

He rushes to the door, looks in -- and MOANS
I NT. HOUSE

It’s all torn up, of course, just like before -- but two
things are different:

First, the projection TV s turned on. And it’s show ng
D.OA. , that great scene where Ednund O Brien tells the girl,
“I"’ma dead man. | can wal k and tal k and breathe but |I'm
still a dead nman!”

The second thing is that Doug Bigel ow is hangi ng upsi de-down
froma ceiling beam trussed up by his legs, his head
subnmerged in the aquarium One of the fish is nibbling on his
nose.

Mortis goes to him pulls himout of the water, hugs the
body.

MORTI S

Christ, Doug... this isn’t happening...
JAMES

Ch ny CGod. ..
MORTI S

He can't be dead, |'mthe one who' s dead,

Doug, you can’'t be dead, too...
JAMES
(touching his shoul der)
Pl ease, Roger..
ANGLE -- BILLI ARD TABLE
Mortis covers Bigelow s body with a sheet.

ANGLE -- COUCH

Mortis sits woodenly nest to Janes, staring off into space.

( CONTI NUED)
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MORTIS
This same time yesterday, both of us were
fine.

He touches a SORE on his forearm.

MORTIS
He once told me how he read in a book
that the average male has 12,000 orgasms
in his lifetime. And he actually started
counting them. Said that he was gonna
have a big blowout party, soon as he
broke the average.

JAMES
Roger. ..

MORTIS
(frail chuckle)
He had 96 to go...

JAMES
Don’t think about it...

MORTIS
Jesus. ..

He starts crying and James COMFORTS HIM like a child. She
helps him lie down, starts to unbutton his shirt. The skin
underneath is kind of GREENISH-YELLOW.

MORTIS
I'm going to die, Randi. For keeps this
time.

JAMES
I know.
(bitterly)
All my favorites die.

She touches his face.

JAMES
I'm here, if you need me.

When Roger doesn’t respond, she leans over and KISSES HIM.
But Roger stops her.

MORTIS
I'm sorry, it just won’'t work.

(CONTINUED)
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JAMES
(sighing)
I know, it’s okay. Just forget about it,
Roger. Forget everything.

She nestles beside him on the couch.
ANGLE -- COUCH -- LOOKING DOWN ON THEM
Neither moving.

MORTIS
It’s funny, you know.

JAMES
What is?

MORTIS
For 35 years I never gave a shit about
anything. Or anybody. And now every
minute, every second is so important...

Randi takes his hand.

JAMES
I know, Roger. I sat with Arthur on his
deathbed.
CLOSE-UP -- JAMES

her hair spectrally backlit by a wash of lamp light.

JAMES
He taught me that we each have our own
private countdown. There’s a certain
number of seconds left before you die.
And once you use them they’re gone, and
they won't ever come back.

ANGLE -- BOTH
Mortis drapes his arm over her.

MORTIS
Stay here, Randi.

JAMES
I will, I promise.

She snuggles close. He touches her hair, her throat, her
shoulders. She makes a small, contented sigh...

Mortis FALLS ASLEEP on her shoulder.

FADE TO BLACK.

(CONTINUED)
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FADE | N:

ANGLE -- COUCH

Roger and Randi sl eepi ng.

ANGLE -- ROOM

Bi gel ow wal ks over to the couch, dripping wet. Gently he

nudges Roger awake. Roger opens his eyes with a shock of
recognition

MORTI S
Doug! You're alive!
Bl GELOW
O course. I'mas healthy as you are.

Roger turns toward Randi, but Bigel ow pulls himaway.

Bl GELOW
C nmon, Rog. | want to show you sonet hi ng.

Roger stands, curiously, and follows Bigel ow down a hal | way.
ANGLE -- HALLWAY

Kind of dimand drab, with a BIG TH CK DOOR at the end.
Bi gel ow | eads themtowards it.

MORTI S

What’'s this all about, anyway?
Bl GELOW

Here, 1’11 show you

Bi gel ow grasps the doorknob and THROAS THE DOOR W DE - -

I NT. DI NI NG ROOM

-- AND A HUNDRED PEOPLE YELL “surprise!” at the sane tine --
-- because the roomis packed with ABSOLUTELY EVERYONE Roger
has ever known in his entire life, his nomand dad and his
hi gh school physics teacher and Sue Ell en Jacobs fromthe
Varsity swmteam - -

-- and Mayberry and MacNab and Snythers and all the rest of
the cast, maybe even this guy in back with nuttonchop

si deburns --

-- but the real attraction is this great big LAYER CAKE with
the sentinental nessage --

( CONTI NUED)
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HAPPY DEATH DAY, ROGER!

-- next to a cute little SKULL AND CROSSBONES in the
frosting.

CLCSE- UP -- ROGER MORTI S
Not sure how to react to all this.

MORTI S
Unh... you shouldn’t have...

ANGLE -- EVERYONE

But he trails off as the crowd sings a lusty rendition of
that old favorite “Happy Death Day To You... *

Bl GELOW
Make a w sh!

Roger bends to blow out the candles...
ANGLE -- CAKE
... and a FULL-LENGTH FEMALE SKELETON bursts fromthe
frosting, wearing a French string bikini, sensually DANCI NG
to the nusic --

CUT TG
ANGLE -- COUCH

CAMERA PULLS BACK OVERHEAD as Roger wakes with an involuntary
SCREAM After a nmonent he shudders, blinks, |ooks around.

He' s al one.

MORTI S
Randi ... ?

he starts to sit up, WNCES and works his el bow back and
forth. It’s stiff, it hurts him And GREEN SH BRU SES have
spread over his flesh.

MORTI S
So this is howit feels to wake up dead.

ANGLE -- HALLWAY
Following Mortis as he linps toward a DOOR standi ng aj ar.

Light spills fromthe doorway onto the carpet. As we get up
cl ose we hear MJFFLED SOBBI NG

( CONTI NUED)
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Mortis throws the door open.
I NT. BATHROOM

Randi Janes sits on the toilet seat, wearing nothing but an
oversi zed towel. She’s crying.

JAMES
(1 ooking up with her back to
Roger)
I’msorry, Roger. | didn't want to tel
you, | thought you woul dn’t understand --
MORTI S
VWhat are you tal ki ng about ?
JAMES
(starts to turn toward Roger)
I I'ied about the drugs, | was in the
hospital because | was dying, too, | was
dead --
MORTI S
My CGod. .
JAMES
They brought nme back, Roger, just |ike
you. But they said I'd have a normal life

span as long as | hel ped them

MORTI S
Who. .. ?

But she goes on, not heari ng.

JAMES
They lied to ne. ..

She reaches out to caress his face. Her fingers dissolve,
fall off. Mortis gapes in horror as she starts to deconpose.

JAMES
(garbling it)
I’ msorry, Roger..

Her head breaks | oose from her DI SI NTEGRATI NG BODY, fl op-
fl opping onto the floor. Her eyes turn up to Roger,
pl eadi ngly.

JAMES
Please... for-give... ne...

( CONTI NUED)
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MORTI S
On God, oh God.

He staggers back into the hall.
I NT. LI VING ROOM

where Mortis sits on the couch, staring at nothing, nuttering
to hinself.

MORTI S
Doug... Randi... it’'s all going to hell,
everything’ s going to hell...

Nunmbl y, he picks up the tel ephone with keypad in receiver and
DI ALS. After a couple of RINGS we hear a pre-recorded voi ce.

SMYTHERS
H ... This is Becky...

MORTI S
Becky, listen they're d...

SMYTHERS
| can’t cone to the phone now, but if you
| eave a nessage |’'|Il get back to you as
soon as | can.

W HEAR a sharp eeeep! as the recorder kicks in.

MORTI S
Becky, Doug’ s dead... Randi’s dead..
everybody’'s dead... I’'mdead. I'’msitting
here with no pulse in a house full of
dead people...

He starts to cry, chokes it back.

MORTI S
I"msorry... | haven't got much tine
left, Becky... | just wanted to say good-
bye... and... | wsh...

The line clicks off, leaving a DI AL TONE.

MORTI S
I wish...

DOMN- ANGLE- PHONE

Mortis frowns, staring at the phone...

( CONTI NUED)
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... and suddenly a REALI ZATION strikes him you can al nost
see a LI GHT BULB GO NG ON OVER HI' S HEAD.

MORTI S
Hey, wait a mnute...

He whi ps out his pad and SCRI BBLES SOVETH NG
CLOSE- UP -- TELEPHONE AND NOTEPAD
Showi ng t he nunber:

2 6 3 9 3 6 2 8 6 7

as, under it, Mrtis wites the corresponding letters from
the dial plate:

A°M D W D MATMP
B N E X E N B UNR
C O F Y F O C V O S
Mortis taps the pad with his pen.
MORTI S
(munbl i ng)
AAM AN ANF ANDW-- No, B, B
O BOD--
ANGLE -- MORTI S
Hi s eyes w deni ng.
MORTI S

BODY-- damm, that’s it!
HARD CUT TO
EXT. STREET -- N GHT
as the Gal axi e SQUEALS AROCUND A CORNER, toppling a trashcan,
waking up a few BUVS sleeping in the street. Roger CRASHES
into a phone pole, gets out and BOLTS for the MORGUE.
EXT. DOOR

As Mortis tries it, finds it |ocked, and BLOAS | T THE FUCK
OPEN. He kicks the door in and runs inside, gun drawn.

I NT. MORGUE

It's dark, but there’s a LIGHT at the end of the hall. Roger
heads for it. And sees --



I NT. OFFI CE

Surprise! DR EARNEST MACNAB is sitting at a tabl e,
out his toupee.

MACNAB

(surprised)
Roger! \What are you doi ng here?

Mortis points the gun at his face.

MORTI S
What do you think, asshol e?

MACNAB
You' || have to be nore specific than
t hat .

MORTI S

kay. You want specific, her it cones.
You killed ne and you killed Doug and
maybe you didn’'t kill Randi but you
shoul d’ ve had the decency to |l et her stay
dead.

MacNab sets the conb asi de.

MACNAB
What on earth are you tal ki ng about ?

MORTI S
Revenge, Earnest old chum And you're on
the receiving end.

MACNAB
But -- this doesn’'t even nake sense! |
was hel pi ng youl!

MORTI S

I don’t think so. Louderm | k’s think tank
built a machine for resurrecting people --
and you' ve been trying it out, haven't
you?

MACNAB
That’s absurd. You' re |osing your m nd,
Mortis. Your brain is deteriorating --

MORTI S
When you buried himalive, Loudermlk
wanted to point a finger at you.

( MORE)

84.

conbi ng
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MORTIS (CONT

But he was afraid to write

in case you came back

ID)

he tried something a little subtler.

Mortis pulls out the NOTEPAD with his free hand.

MacNab

MORTIS

2639 362867. It’s a coded message,

the numbers-to-letters scheme on any

telephone. here’s what it spells:

DOCTOR. Sounds a bit like you, doesn’t

it?

MACNAB

That’s what happens when you die,

Your synapses misfire,

leading to all

sorts of demented conclusions.

MORTIS

My mind, MacNab, has never been sharper.

“It’s MacNab”
and erased it. So

using

BODY

Roger.

85.

reaches for the phone. Mortis BLOWS it of the wall.

MORTIS

How many others have you buried alive,

MacNab? Canfield, the

blue jeans king?

Oliver Lang? Howard Preston?

He jabs the gun at MacNab.

Mortis

MORTIS

You take their money and brick them up,

is that it?

MACNAB
This is insane.

grabs his wrist, which sports a gold Rolex.

finger is a ring studded with diamonds.

Mortis
pain.

Mortis

MORTIS
Nice watch. Nice ring,
helluva hunch that if

could trace them back to those jewelry

store hold-ups.

too. I've got a
we wanted to, we

On his

tears the ring off his finger. MacNab grimaces in

MACNAB
Dammit, give me that!

throws it up in the air,

and catches it.

(CONTINUED)
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MORTI S
When you resurrected those robbers, you
wanted to test them So you sent them out
to do what they do best -- rob sonething.
And when | stunbled onto all this, you
mur der ed ne.

MACNAB
Crcunstantial evidence. Wuldn’t hold in
any court. You now that.

Roger levels his gun at MacNab’s face. He' s not ki dding.

MORTI S
I’mnot waiting for any courts, MacNab.
MACNAB
(losing it)
Roger -- don’t -- | can help you --
MORTI S

Li ke you hel ped Randi Janes?

Roger FIRES, but he doesn’t hit anything because a GRI ZZLED
HAND grabs the weapon and points it harmessly at the
ceiling.

Then OTHERS GRAB ROGER, four of them and they're big and
strong and they take Roger’s gun away and SHOVE hi m down into
a chair and hold himthere, struggling.

And MR THULE steps into frane.

MR THULE
Good eveni ng, Doctor.

MACNAB
Damm t, why the hell’d you wait so | ong?
Bastard al nost killed ne!

MR THULE
Call it... dramatic justice.
MACNAB
Look, Thule, | give the orders here,

you're just the hired help. Got it?

MR. THULE
But of course.

MacNab takes the ring back fromMrtis, and places it on his
finger.

( CONTI NUED)
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He breaks

MACNAB
Every job has its little perks, Roger. It
just takes a while to discover them

MORTI S
No amount of noney’s gonna be worth what
happens to you, MacNab.

off into a terrible WRACKI NG COUGH
MR. THULE

| see our detective is in rather poor
condi tion

MORTI S
Not as poor as you'll be, Thule.

MR. THULE
Si |l ence him

87.

One of the thugs CLOUTS Mortis on the head with a gun butt,

stunning him A clot of bloody hair STICKS to the butt,

the thug has to wipe it off on his shirt.

They do.

MR THULE
Thank you.
(to MacNab)
How do you wi sh this man kill ed?
MACNAB
Well, that’s a funny thing, Thule. You
see, | already killed himonce. Killing
hi m agai n woul d be sort of redundant.
MR THULE
You have an alternative?
MACNAB
Yes, | do. Let’s handle himjust like the
ot hers. Stick him sonepl ace where he
can’t get out and let him.. shall we
say... stewon it.
MR THULE
As you w sh.
(to thugs)

Bring him please.

and

CUT TGO
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EXT. STREET

In front of the brownstone, the street SLOPES SHARPLY
DOMNWARD, a frightening, vertiginous descent. An AVBULANCE
VAN i s parked by the curb; Thule and MacNab open up the back,
as the THUGS drag Roger on-canera.

EXT. STREET
The bad guys and Roger. Behi nd them CARS GO BY.

MACNAB
Ironic, isn't it, Roger? Your | ast
monments will be spent just inches from
freedom on a busy public street.

MR THULE
For this very reason, Doctor, we should
waste no tine.

MACNAB
(to thugs)

Put himin the van. Cuff himto the side
rail.

ANGLE -- AMBULANCE VAN

Looking into the rear conpartnent. There’s storage cabinets,
an oxygen cylinder, and a STRETCHER with side rails. Two

t hugs shove Roger in and HANDCUFF his wist to the rail.

Roger starts to sit down -- and realizes there’'s already a
BODY there, under a sheet. He WH PS t he sheet aside --

CLOSE- UP -- SMWMYTHERS

-- and finds Snythers, her eyes WDE OPEN and G_LASSY with the
terror that only violent death inspires. She has a piece of
paper clutched in her hands.

MORTI S
Oh God... no...

SAME ANGLE -- AMBULANCE
MacNab CHUCKLES with rmacabre delight.

MACNAB
You don’t mnd sharing the bed space, do
you? | know it’s a nuisance -- but then,

Snyt hers was al ways a nui sance.

( CONTI NUED)
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Roger fights the handcuffs.

MORTI S
(cold fury)
"Il send you to hell, MacNab. You can’t
keep ne here.

MACNAB

(1 eaning in)
Can’t 1? These walls are stainless steel.
And in case you' re thinking about calling
for help --

(taps the side panel)
-- it’s soundproof. Custom made. The
perfect place to disintegrate.

MacNab checks hi s wat ch.
MACNAB

Which 1" m expecting, incidentally, in
about forty-five m nutes.

MORTI S
I can hardly wait.

MR THULE
Let’s go, Doctor. W' re expected back at
t he | ab.

MACNAB

OCh, all right. Happy trails, Roger.
They sl am the door shut and seal it with a G GANTI C PADLOCK
I NT. VAN
Mortis | ooks nmournfully at Snythers.

MORTI S
Christ, Becky, not you too.

Mortis YANKS at the handcuff; it won't budge. He gropes in
hi s pocket for his PENKNI FE and pries at the keyhole, but
it’s no use.

One thing he can do, though, is SLIDE the cuff along the
rail. He slides it back as far as he can and KICKS at the
rear door, uselessly.

MORTI S
(1 oud)
CAN ANYONE OUT THERE HEAR ME?

( CONTI NUED)
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Not hi ng.

MORTI S
St upi d question, | guess.

He slides the cuff to the front, where an ACCESS W NDOW
separates the forward and rear conpartnents. But it’'s nuch
TOO SMALL to reach through

He puts his face up to it, squinting.
ANGLE -- THROUGH ACCESS W NDOW

Not much to see: dashboard, steering wheel, seats. Between
the seats is the AUTOVATI C TRANSM SSI ON and EMERGENCY BRAKE

Through the wi ndshield we see tantalizing glinpses of TRAFFIC
and PEDESTRI ANS. None of them pays Roger the slightest
attention

I NT. VAN
as Mortis yells through the w ndow.

MORTI S
SOMEBODY CALL THE GCODDAMN COPS!

Morti s coughs and SPITS UP BLOOD
ANGLE -- MORTI S AND SMYTHERS
Tenderly, Roger brushes her hair.

MORTI S
| always figured we’'d end up together
Rebecca. But not |ike this.

He studies the van’s interior, formng a desperate plan.
Then:

MORTI S
Hey, Rebecca. How d you like to go on the
ride of your |ife?

He yanks at the cuffed hand, reaching with his other hand
t hrough the access window. He braces hinself and STRAI NS
agai nst the cuff, as hard as he can.

ANGLE -- FORWARD COVPARTMENT -- FAVORI NG ACCESS W NDOW

As Roger’s hand snakes through. The problemis that the
w ndow isn’t |arge enough for his el bow
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ANGLE -- MORTI S

he tries to work his armin farther but that's all, folks, no
dice. Unl ess --

Roger pulls even harder on the cuff, tugging the stretcher a
coupl e of inches forward.

ANGLE -- FORWARD COVPARTMENT
He's i nches fromthe brake.
ANGLE -- MORTI S

The cuff is biting into his hand, but he just doesn't care
anynore --

MORTI S
Oh, hell.

He YANKS at the handcuff with every last fibre of
di sintegrating nuscle...

ANGLE -- HANDCUFF

It’s GOUA NG into his wist, peeling back the flesh of his
hand i ke a potato skin.

ANGLE -- FORWARD COVPARTMENT

Roger GROPES for the enmergency brake. His fingers...
barely... grab hold of it.

ANGLE -- MORTI S

Sporting this HELLACI QUS GRIN because he's getting it, he's
getting it --

CLOSE- UP -- ENERGENCY BRAKE

as Roger works the little button and RELEASES THE BRAKE

EXT. STREET -- N GHT

The scene we’ve been waiting for: the anbul ance van begi ns
?fﬁﬁgfwé, ever so gently, DOAMNHI LL. It rolls right out of the

ANGLE -- STREET

And now we’re noving, really noving, the anbul ance is a
DRI VERLESS JUGGERNAUT scattering cars in its path.
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I NT. VAN

Still handcuffed to the side rail, Mrtis bounces wldly al
over the conpartnent, riding the anbul ance |ike a bucking
bronco on a SU Cl DAL DOMNHI LL PLUNGE

MORTI S
Yeeeee. .. HHAHHH!!

(I'nsert | NCREDI BLE STUNT SEQUENCE here!)
ANGLE -- | NTERSECTI ON
a full-size WNNEBAGO runs the yell ow and BROADSI DES THE VAN

-- where it EXPLODES, spraying GOUTS OF FLAME cl ear across
the street with an AWVESOVE, BOOM NG ROAR

CUT TGO
EXT. STREET

As an anbul ance, a real one this tine, conmes roaring up with
its siren BLARING and its FLASHER goi ng round and round.

W DE ANGLE -- ACCI DENT SCENE

Fi renen DOUSE the van with chem cal flane-retardants. The air
is heavy with TH CK BLACK SMOKE. Cops run around, cordoning
off the street with cones and fl ares.

The anbul ance brakes and two ATTENDANTS get out. Their nanes
are JONAS and WH TFI ELD. Jonas is the ol der one, Witfield s
new at this.

VH TFI ELD
Christ, what happened here?

JONAS
Looks |i ke soneone used this store for a
par ki ng space.

A fireman BREAKS OPEN the van’s rear door, with a hot bel ch
of CHARCOAL SMOKE. The fireman and attendants react with
di sgust to what they see.

CUT TO REVEAL:
Two body bags on gurneys. Tilt up to attendants.
FI REMAN

Hate to rush you guys out here, just for
a DOA

( CONTI NUED)
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JONAS
That’s okay, lets me brush up on ny
driving skills.
(to Wiitfield)
Ready to go, Frank?

Whitfield nods, and they bend to hoist the body bag -- but
that’'s as far as they get. Because just then, the bag UNZI PS

| TSELF fromthe inside and its occupant LETS H MSELF OUT

And he’s UGY.

But if you look real close -- not that anyone would want to --
you can just recognize this decrepit horror as our old

friend, ROGER MORTI S.

ANGLE -- EVERYONE

JONAS
Jesus H Christ!

Whitfield backs up a step, swall ow ng hard.

VH TFI ELD
Easy, mister... you re not well...
Mortis stands up, and his clothes are SHREDDED and his body’s
WORSE -- and he’s still got that handcuff on his wi st,
trailing alittle chain -- but this is not soneone you' d ever

want to argue wth.

Then a PATROLMAN pulls his gun and levels it at Mirtis, and
the gun may TREMBLE a tad but this boy's definitely ready to
use it.

PATROLMVAN
That’'s far enough, uh... sir.
Mortis -- if you can still call himthat -- reaches into a

bl ackened COAT POCKET with a three-fingered hand and pulls
out a sonmewhat charred DETECTIVE' S BADGE. He flashes it at
t he PATROLVAN

MORTI S
Roger Mortis, Cty Police.

_PATROLNAN
(goggl i ng)
You' re a cop?

MORTI S
Sur pri se.

( CONTI NUED)
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PATROLMVAN
Unh... you d better sit down, sir...
MORTI S
| need your gun.
PATROLMVAN
What ?

Mortis doesn’'t repeat it; he wal ks up to the dunbfounded cop
and TAKES THE GUN ri ght out of his fingers.

MORTI S
Thank you.

Mortis goes to the patrol man’s MOTORCYCLE, idling by the
curb; he hops on and ROARS OFF.

EXT. DANTE LABS -- N GHT
A perfectly quiet night. Peaceful, even.
I NT. MONI TOR STATI ON

Where a BORED GUARD sits at a big command consol e, facing a
bank of gray-white VIDEO SCREENS. Each of the screens

di splays a different area; one shows MacNab, addressing a
dozen elderly, well-heeled guests in the resurrection room

Suddenly GUARD NUMBER TWD cones in, with two steam ng
St yr of oam cups.

GUARD ONE
Thanks.

He sips his coffee, eyeing the screen

GUARD TWO
How many of those rich bozos you suppose
he’s got in there this tinme?

I NT. RESURRECTI ON ROOM

A gathering of the rich and powerful, this select audi ence
radi ates power, influence and (the bottomline) MONEY.

MacNab stands in front of a VELVET CURTAIN, playing the
crowd.

MACNAB
| adi es and gentlenen... when’s the | ast
time you were really, truly, honest-to-
God amazed?
( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)
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MACNAB (CONT'D)
When'’s the last time you saw something so
wonderful you couldn’t even believe it?
(beat)
Well, get ready. Because it’s happening
right here, tonight.

OLD MAN
Get to the point, MacNab.

MACNAB
I will, sir. But first, a tribute.

He lowers his head.

MACNAB
Last week, all of us were stunned and
saddened by the untimely death of Arthur
P. Loudermilk. I’d like to take this
opportunity to review his many
accomplishments.

The curtain whisks open to reveal Loudermilk’s body, arms
discreetly folded, in a casket tilted upright. On his face is
a BEATIFIC SMILE.

MACNAB
Or better still...
(stepping aside)
I'1l let Arthur speak for himself!

NEW ANGLE

-- to find Arthur Loudermilk, in good health and good
spirits, sauntering forward to join MacNab.

LOUDERMILK
Friends and associates... how nice to see
you again.

In the audience BEDLAM REIGNS. Men and women CHATTER among
themselves in angry, distressed voices.

The OLD MAN stands up and totters forward, gaping in
disbelief.

OLD MAN
I saw you buried, Arthur! Dammit, I saw

you buried!

Loudermilk shakes his head.

(CONTINUED)
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LOUDERM LK
I’mafraid you ve been m sl ead, Walter.
The man in nmy grave is a... volunteer..

personal |y sel ected by Dr. MacNab.
MacNab bows, with a flourish.

LOUDERM LK
As you' ||l see, |adies and gentlenen, the
denonstration you' re about to w tness
mekes burial somewhat... unnecessary.

I NT. MONI TOR STATI ON
ANGLE -- VI DEO SCREEN

Louderm | k works the crowd, which is nowin a state of
const ernati on

LOUDERM LK
Al bert -- did you becone the world’'s
| argest jet manufacturer, just so you
could | eave your fortune to a wolf pack
of scavenging rel atives?

| NT. RESURRECTI ON ROOM
Louderm | k addresses anot her ol d nmn.

LOUDERM LK
Harry Lathman -- you turned a tiny oi
conpany into one of the world s biggest
mul tinationals. Are you ready to turn it
over to a bunch of grovelling attorneys?

He turns to GERTRUDE

LOUDERM LK
Certrude Bell man. Are you prepared to
becone a nenorial plaque on the
cornerstone of a library building?

GERTRUDE
W all die, Arthur.

LOUDERM LK
Rest assured, Certrude, that you can
afford not to.



97.

I NT. MONI TOR STATI ON

The GUARDS sip coffee, and shoot the shit, their backs to the
vi deo screens. Which is too bad, because a RED WARNI NG LI GHT
cones on unnoticed --

But the CAMERA MOVES IN to show us just exactly what’s
happening at the front of the buil ding.

ON THE SCREEN

Roger arrives in his commandeered chopper, pauses to get his
bearings -- and ROARS right up the entrance ranp toward the
DOUBLE GLASS DOORS - -

EXT. DOOR

-- but his bike hits a CHAIN strung across the ranp,
CATAPULTI NG himforward as the bi ke jerks out fromunder him -

I NT. MONI TOR STATI ON

-- and Roger EXPLODES through the gl ass, am dst an aval anche
of pi nwheel i ng GLASS SHARDS

GUARD TWO
Holy shit!

I NT. RESURRECTI ON ROOM
Louderm | k’s voi ce QUAVERS wi th suppressed enoti on.

LOUDERM LK
Isn’t it frustrating? Al that noney...
all the raw power right in your grasp --

He pantom nes cl utching at sand.

LOUDERM LK
But then it’s gone, POOF!, suddenly
you' re six feet under and a nob of nobney-
gr ubbi ng nobodys are devouring all that’s
yours, |ike rodents after a |unp of
cheese.

The audi ence begins to FIDGET in their seats.
LOUDERM LK
Isn’t it sad? Everybody dies, rich and
poor. Death doesn’'t discrimnate --

Wth an EVIL GRIN --

( CONTI NUED)
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LOUDERM LK
-- At least, not until now.

An | NDI GNANT O L BARON st ands up and SHOUTS.

O L BARON
This is ridicul ous!

He begins to | eave as the GROUP STIRS.

LOUDERM LK
Let’s face it. Poor people are supposed
to die -- but the sane rules don’'t apply

to us. W're rich. God wants us to live --
FOREVER -- and even if he doesn’t, who
cares? W can buy himoff. No rules to
stop us. Do what we want. It’'ll cost all
of you half your fortune. But who cares.
You' Il have EOREVER to make it back. How
much is half your fortune conpounded
daily at 10% interest for a mllion
fucki ng years?

(1 nmperiously)
Sit!

They are SILENCED by the intensity in his voice.

LOUDERM LK
Think what |I'’moffering, sir! Life
w t hout end. Your personal savings
conpounded daily for a mllion glorious
years!

GERTRUDE
What’ s your ginmm ck, Arthur?

LOUDERM LK
No gi nm ck. Eternal life.

GERTRUDE
Bul | shit.

He si ghs.
LOUDERM LK
O course it sounds absurd -- inpossible!
But aside fromthe proof of ny being
here, |’'ve prepared for you a very
graphi ¢ denonstrati on.

The VELVET CURTAI N opens --

( CONTI NUED)
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-- revealing the RESURRECTI ON MACHI NE, gli stening under a
battery of floodlights. A LARCGE FIGURE rests on the
resurrection bed, under a Myl ar sheet.

Above him EEG and EKG machi nes read his nonexi stent vital
functions.

LOUDERM LK
This man has been dead for hours. I|nspect
hi m your sel f.

He notions them forward. One by one, they approach the body,
norbid curiosity outweighing their gravest doubts.

I NT. MONI TOR STATI ON

Roger gets up, raining fragnents of broken glass. The guards
draw their guns and stare at him TRANSFI XED.

MORTI S
You can go now. Your services are no
| onger required.

GUARD TWO
Fuck you --

Guard Two FIRES TWCE into Roger’s chest, but Roger doesn’'t
even flinch. He BLASTS the guard in the shoul der; the guard
staggers backward and SITS DOAN HARD

MORTI S
(to Guard One)
How about you?

GUARD ONE
No t hanks.

Roger steps past himinto the HALLWAY.
TRACKI NG SHOT -- MORTI S

Wal ki ng down the hall Road Warrior-fashion as SIRENS and
YELLS echo around him

Suddenly a GUARD springs froma doorway to bury a COVBAT
KNI FE i n Roger’s back. The bl ade goes CLEAN THROUGH, jutting
point-first from his breastbone.

How ing with fury, the guard CHARGES Roger with his bare

hands. Roger spins around -- and the guard | MPALES hi nsel f on
the blade in Roger’s rib cage.
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Roger works the bl ade | oose as the guard CRASHES to the
floor.

MORTI S
Never knife a guy in the back, pal.

Roger bends down and RETRIEVES HI S UZI. The guard' s al so
carryi ng a HAND GRENADE

MORTI S
(pocketing it)
Wast e not, want not.

I NT. CONFERENCE ROOM

VWhere Louderm | k addresses the audi ence, now back in their
seat s.

LOUDERM LK
Now that you're satisfied with this man’s
unfortunate condition, 1'd like to treat
you to a little... product denonstration.

He turns.

LOUDERM LK
Dr. MacNab... if you woul d.

MacNab types into the keyboard as the resurrection screens
jump to life.

LOUDERM LK
Thi s nodel incorporates our nost advanced
requirenments. The first to afford eterna
life without any limtations.

The room GOES DARK as t he RESURRECTI ON SEQUENCE commences.
ANGLE -- HALLWAY -- ASPHYXI ATI ON ROOM

Roger BLOAS AWAY a guard w t hout even breaking stride. But
anot her guard steps away fromthe shadows and SPRAYS Roger’s
back with machi ne-gun fire.

Roger spins and fired, scoring nmultiple hits, blasting the
guard back into the ASPHYXI ATION ROOM But neither one is
hurt by the bullet wounds.

CLICK-CLICK. CLICK-CLICK. They’'re out of bullets, both of
t hem

Hastily they reload their weapons, neeting each other’s eyes,
unspeaki ng. Then they start FIRI NG again --
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-- and for a FULL TWENTY SECONDS t hey just stand there,
blowing the LIVING SH T out of each other --

-- until the Zonbi e-CGuard grabs a HAND GRENADE and tosses it
at Roger --

-- but Roger catches it and | obs it back --

-- after punching in the RED BUTTON to cl ose the steel door,
trapping the zonbie with his own LI VE GRENADE

Roger turns and KI CKS OPEN the door to the Resurrecti on Room
REVERSE -- ON ROCGER

Roger steps inside as, behind him a fountain of LIQUEFIED
ZOVBI E- PARTS decorates the hallway. The flickering half-I|ight
casts EERI E SHADOWS on his ruined face.

ANGLE -- MACNAB, LOUDERM LK, M LLI ONAI RES

reacting in disbelief to Roger’'s dramatic entrance. For one
frozen nonent, no one noves.

BACK TO ROCGER
GRI NNI NG hel l'i shly, he puts out a placating hand.

MORTI S
That’' s okay, don’t get up.

W DE- ANGLE -- RESURRECTI ON ROOM
Then MacNab turns to Thule and yells

MACNAB
GET HM

-- and BEDLAM REI G\S.

Thule pulls an UZI fromthe folds of his robe and OPENS FlI RE
on Roger, blasting a couple of LUCKLESS M LLIONAIRES in the

way. The others run |like hell, tripping all over thensel ves.

Roger circles the table, trying for a clear shot. Bullet hits
STI TCH THE WALLS behind him but finally he finds his target.

MORTI S
Say good-bye to your eternal spirit,
asshol e.

He FIRES, dispatching Thule with a three-round burst.
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Roger starts forward --

-- but a ZOWBIE energes fromthe side entrance and BLASTS
him wth an inarticul ate GROA.

TI GHT ANGLE

Roger wal ks RIGHT up to him ignoring the streamof bullets,
and BUTT- STROKES hi m across the face. The Zonbi e tunbles
backwards, into a giant ELECTRI CAL PANEL - -

-- and SIZZLES li ke a FRI ED EGG when the hot current SLAMS
t hrough him spitting sparks!

W DE ANGLE
Louderm | k backs away as Roger approaches.

LOUDERM LK
What do you want ?

MORTI S
Not you, A d Man. | want him

Mbtions to MacNab.
MORTI S
You' re dead, MacNab. You're even deader
than | am

MACNAB
| don’t think so --

He breaks off as the Myl ar sheet RUSTLES, slides off the
resurrected body. ..

ANGLE -- CORPSE S EYES

They POP OPEN

Then we PULL BACK, as the corpse stands to reveal... DOUG

Bl GELOW | ooking dull -eyed and cyanotic but just as alive as
Roger .

ANGLE -- EVERYONE

For a nonent, Roger just stands there in shock. Then he
approaches Bigel ow, uncertain what to say or do.

MORTI S
Doug... you're alive...
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MACNAB
He can’t understand you, Roger. He's been
brai n-dead too | ong. Wiich nmeans he’s now
m ndl ess... and totally obedient.

MacNab turns to Bigel ow.

MACNAB
Kill this guy, would you?
Bl GELOW
Kill... this guy... would you.

Bi gel ow starts toward Roger, with robot-Iike persistence.

MORTI S

Doug, Doug, stop! It’s ne, Roger --
Bl GELOW

Kill... this guy... would you.
MORTI S

Doug, don’t...
Bl GELOW

Kill... this... guy...
MORTI S

Jesus, Doug!
Bl GELOW

woul d. .. you...

Bi gel ow s hands are closing on his throat when Roger yells:

MORTI S
Hey, Doug, you realize we’'ve got the sane
deat h day?
Bi gel ow FRONS.
MORTI S

You know what we could do? We coul d have
a death day party, invite all our
friends, get ripped --

Bi gel ow | ooks from Roger to MacNab and back again, like a
bl oodhound followi ng conflicting snells.

MORTI S

Shanme we coul dn’t have paid those parking
tickets first, huh, Doug?
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Now Bigelow s really puzzled, he's |like a kid doing his first
| ong division problem

Bl GELOW
Uh. ..

Louderm | k watches, horrified. MacNab is as hysterical as
we’ ve ever seen him

LOUDERM LK
(to MacNab)
Do sonet hi ng!

MACNAB
Kill him you brain-dead son of a bitch

Now Mortis plays his final card:

MORTI S
Hey, Doug, only 96 left to go!

Bi gel ow rel eases Roger and blinks at himin surprise.

Bl GELOW
Roger ? Roger ?
MORTI S
(grinning)
Hi, Doug. Welcone to Zonbie-Land.
Bl GELOW
Roger... he said | should --

Bi gel ow turns to face MacNab, and sonething UGY crosses his
face.

Bl GELOW
He said | should hurt you. But |I’m gonna
hurt him

MACNAB
No!

MacNab grabs up Thul e’ s weapon and BLASTS Bi gel ow. Bi gel ow
bl unders forward, ignoring the slugs --

-- until three shots hit his NECK, blowing himclear off his
feet. He CRASHES DOWN and stays there.

MacNab turns the gun on Roger
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MACNAB
(breat hl essly)
One down, one to go. Bye-bye, Roger.

And he OPENS UP ON MORTIS, firing again and again, filling
the roomw th a HURRI CANE OF SHELLS

ANGLE -- MORTI S

But Mortis keeps comng. The shells TEAR into him carving
himup like a Christmas turkey, but still he keeps com ng.

LOUDERM LK
Kill him why can’t you kill hinf

MACNAB
Shut up, you old fool

ANGLE -- MORTI S

So close now that the bullets are tearing holes Rl GHT THROUGH
H M holes we can SEE THROUGH, but still he won't stop --

ANGLE -- MACNAB
-- until MacNab PANICS, turns to run --
-- and BIGELOWNrises up in his path, cutting off his escape!

Bl GELOW
Leavi ng so soon?

MacNab | ooks fromone to the other, helplessly.

MACNAB
Bastards, you can’t have ne.

He puts the gun-nuzzle to his head and Fl RES.
ANGLE -- MORTI S AND BI GELOW

As MacNab’s lifeless body hits the floor. In the distance we
hear SI RENS.

MORTI S
You cheated ne. Damm it, you cheated ne.

Bl GELOW
Hey, Roger, it’s over, man --

MORTI S
Not quite yet.
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CUT TO
CLOSE- UP -- MACNAB' S HEAD
Sl amm ng down onto the resurrection table.
ANGLE -- RESURRECTI ON BED

MacNab is all set to go. Roger enters the final coordinates
and BEG NS THE SEQUENCE.

Current surges into MacNab’'s body; he starts to SHAKE and
CONVUL SE.

EXTREME CLOSE-UP -- MACNAB' S EYES

Opening with the sheerest horror ever seen in novies. He
CRI NGES - -

BACK TO SCENE
-- at the sight of Roger’s MALEVOLENT GRI N.

MORTI S
Want to see what happens if you resurrect
someone tw ce?

Roger hits the button AGAIN --

-- and MacNab SCREAMS as his body convul ses out of control,
every cell overloaded, until he literally EXPLODES into
hambur ger, splattering everything.

Bi gel ow makes a face.

Bl GELOW
That’'s beyond di sgusting. There isn't a
word for what that is.

The machi ne conti nues to WH NE and SHORT QUT. Louderm |l k
crawls toward it.

LOUDERM LK
Wait! Save the machine! Turn it off!

Bi gel ow jerks his head at Louderm | k.
Bl GELOW

What do we do about Howard Hughes, over
there? He don't | ook so good.
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Pat ches of makeup have been w ped away, revealing corpse-
nottl ed skin.

LOUDERM LK
Hel p ne, please help ne! You ve got to
save the machine! 1’1l give you anything
you want... noney... power... eternal
life... just save the nachine!

BACK TO MORTI'S AND Bl GELOW

MORTI S
Let the sonofabitch die.

Mortis picks up a couple of Uzis, hands one to Bigel ow
Louderm | k goes into an absol ute PAN C

LOUDERM LK
No! Stop! You don’t understand -- you’'l
live forever! Forever!

Mortis and Bigel ow | ook at each other, and shake their heads.

Then they turn back to the machine, Uzis in hand, and BLOWVIT
TO PI ECES over Louderm |l k’s final SCREAM

They | eave. SMOKE and SPARKS fill the room behind them
ANGLE -- HALLWAY

CAMERA PULLS UP and BACK as the two of themwal k away from
us, sort of a darkly com c Casabl anca final e:

Bl GELOW
Man, Roger, you’'re a ness!

MORTI S
You're not exactly a Forest Lawn poster
child yoursel f, Doug.

As they continue wal king, Louderm |k fades into the distance,
and the ENTI RE BACKGROUND begins to WHI TE OUT

Bl GELOW
Hey, Roger, tell you what. W got tine,
let’s go grab us sone fries and a bacon
burger, what do you say?
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MORTI S
| say that stuff is crap. Look at ne,
Doug. You don’t develop this kind of body
by eating junk food.

Bl GELOW
You' re just jeal ous, nman.

By now their figures are receding into the WHI TENESS, as
CLOUDS of supernatural fog enshroud their feet.

MORTI S

You know, Doug... | think this could be
the end of a beautiful friendship.

We notice that Bigelow s going down instead of up -- but
Morti s yanks hi m skyward again.

As the END CREDI TS edge onto the screen, we
FADE OUT.



