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BLACK

gilence, Then @ low BUZZING SOUND, growing louder. DOGS BARK - just
a faw, then more, barking together now - panicksd, desperate, rising
to s fever pitch until finally... A SHARP ORACK splits the air and
'eooo

SLAM IN

MANHATTAN STREET, WIPES BY US LIKE A SMEAR, LIKE W& ARE MOVING
THROUGH IT, LIKE WE SEE IT ALL FROM

A SUBJECTIVE POINT OF VIEW - DISTORIED, OVERSATURATED - SEEN THROUGH
SOMEONE'S EYES, SOMEONE REQKLESS, WILD... SOMEONE NOT ALTOGETHER WALL.

INTO A BAR... SURROUNDED BY NEON... BLINDING, .. HUMMING...
A GIRL... NICE EYES,.. NICE LIPS... WOULD BE NICE T0...

HANDS PAW HER FAOE... CARESSING, KNEADING HER SKIN LIKE A BLIND
PERSON.

A GUY... ANGRY, SHOVES HIMSELF BETWEEN US... PUSHING...

BURST OUT ONTO THE SIDEWALK.., FALLING IN THE STREET... HONKING
OAB... YELLING... THEN OUT T03

A HAND CUPPING WATER... DRINKING...

A POND NEAR CENTRAL PARK SOUTH. OLIMB THE RAILING OF A STONE
BRIDGE... DIVING,., HIT THE WATER...

BLACK OUT FOR .2 SECONDS THEN CUT 703

A ROOM... MUSIC POUNDING... BONG LOADS... FIRES UP,., BAGS OF MOIST
HYDRO. . o

PAN THE ROOM,.. SOMEONE ASLEEP OR DEAD... MUSIC POUNDING.
OUT A WINDOW T0 A FIRE ESCAPE... STUMBLE DOWN IRON STAIRS...

A CROWDED SIDEWALK... BEE-LINE FOR SOME GUY... TAKE A SWING -
CONNECT..., HE'S DOWN... KICK HIM IN THE HEAD,..

STAGGER AWAY..., LOOK BACK... GUYS IN PURSUIT... RUNNING...

DIZZY.., FALLING FORWARD ONTO THE SIDEWALK,.. BY A CHINESE JOINT...
LOOK UP AT THE PISH-EYE SAFETY MIRROR AT THE ENTRANCE...

A NAN'S PFACRK... WARPED BY THE MIRROR... EARLY 308, STRONG FEATURES,
INTELLIGENT FACE, PROBABLY SOME KIND OF PROFESSIONAL,.. BUT LOOKING
LIKE HE'S BEEN THROUGH SOMETHING ROUGH, AND




SHIT..., THAT'S WHAT I WAS AFRAID OF.
THAT'S ME.
BLAGK OU?T

FADE IN

INT, CAB = MANHATTAN STREET ~ NIGHT

" Rain pats the windshield between skipping wiper blades... snd I don't
remember sny of that.

I AM CHARLES ROTH
snd I am the passenger in this cab.
I telk to a friend on my cell phons &s we siop st & red light.

CHARLES
I'm still uptown - I'11l get there whan I get
there.

The light changes, Traffic moves. But not us. Aggressive HONKS
from behind, I tap on the Plexi partition snd make mnotuner call.
The cabble doesn't budge. More honka. MANY MORE. I hit the glass
herder and tall the guy

CHARLES (cont'd)
1tt'a green,

He still doesn't move so I BANG on the glues = his head anaps up AS
HE WAKES FROM HIS NAP. -‘He gets his bearings and steps on the gas.

INT. MATSURI - NIGHT

9th and 16th. Hip at the moment and &8 busy as &ny restaursnt can be
on Friday night. I'm at & teble with friends

GILL AND DIANA

A marrisd couple whose wits compliment eagh other. We're not quite
a8 drunk ss I'd like to be. I finish my vodks in one awsllow, I
drink therafore I am.

QILL
Easy there cowboy.




CHARLES
I have to drink this way. My doctor told me 1
have an sloohol deficiency.

GILL
Might want to get & second opinion on that.
I'm surprised you ocan even walk after last
weekend,

CHARLES
What happened lest wookend?

GILL
You tell me. I'd never seen you so out of 1t.
., You wers like & orszy person.

1 pretend I know what he's talking sbout.

- CHARLES
Well, it was & orszy party.

He shakes hisg hesad.

GILL
I saw you on the street, Charles. You walked
right past me and took & awing at some guy.

CHARLES
Did I hit him?

GILL
You don't remember, do you.

CHARLES
1 have no ides what you're talking sbout. 1
didn't see you.

GILL
You did but you didn't recognize ms. It was
welrd,

I study hisg fmce. He's not kidding. I look away and take snother
drink but there's nothing left in my glass.

GILL (cont'd)
You're blacking out, my friend. It's called &
warning sign,

CHARLES
What 1ls this, an intervention?
C'mon FUYBe..
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DIANA
Charlis, we just want to mrke sure you're
okey.

CHARLES

I sm okay. What caw I say - someons must've
slipped me something - I don't kmow...

The waiter brings snother round.

DIANA :
Where's Yvette? She's late for your little
party.

OHARLES
Yvette is history.

DIANA
Oh, no. I liked her.

I shrug.

CHARLES
Sorvy, DA.

DIANA

Charlie, you can't just have ome night stands
for the rest of your life,

CHARLES
Excuse me - thres months., And anyway, why
not? All this monogamy has gotten completely
out of control. -It's llke = religion for some
people.

G111 lmughs and kisses Diane's cheek.

GILL
I gottw pes.

He stands and makes his way to the men's room. I pound my shot.
DIANA
Charlie, I don't like that you're alone -
tonight of all nights.

CHARLES
I'm not so thrilled shout it myself.

DIANA
Then do something sbout it, You dump these
women befors you sven know them.
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CHARLES
1 know them.

DIANA
But they don’t lmow you. There must be
something you don't want them to sea.

CHARLES
That's not it.

DIANA
Well what is 1t?

CHARLES
You think I'm hiding something?

DIANA
How would I know? You dumped ms bafore I ever
had the chancse po find out.

CHARLES
Belisve me, I aid you & favor. I would've
made your life miserable.
She Just shskes her head.

DIANA
Jasus Charlie, you're & pessimist.

CHARLES
Yeah,.. I guess I am.

We're interrupted by a chorus of ﬁanpy Birthday" from Gill and &
oouple of waiters holding @ cake with 1it oandles... heppy birthdsy
to you.

INT. CHARLES'S APARTMENT BUILDING - HALLWAY - NIGHT

I push my key into the lock s MY NEIGHBOR

WINONA WHITEHEAD

returns from having walked her dog. Sho was seventy last week, and
walks with the spring in her step of an ex Broadway dancer.

WINONA
Charles. Wait & sec.

I lean my head against the door frame for balance as Winona slips
inside her spartment and returns with @ small present, loosely
wrapped in Chriastmas paper. I unwrep it.




CHARLRS
Oh wow, ouff links, Thanks.

WINONA
Sure. Happy birthday, kid.

She kisses my oheek, and leaves. Sweat old wacko.

INT., CHARGES'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

I hit the phone machine on my way to the bedroom. It tells me in
Stephen Hawking's digitized volocel

MACHINE
You. Have, Zeoro. Nessuges.

INT, CHARLES'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

I look at myself in the buresu mirror. Winona's peck of lipstick on
my cheek. '

I open sn 0ld wooden box on my dresser containing a couple of
watones, silver dollars, & photo of me and some girl I forgot sbout,
and more than & few of these old pleces from my nutty neighbor. I
have to sing

CRARLES
Happy birthdey to me.

I crumple the photo, toss my new birthdey jewslry in the Dbox, and
listen us

A LOW BUZZING resonates from somewhere.

It grows louder... seems to f111 my hesd, I must be more westad than
I thought. My skin tingles 11ke % sensitized shell. The buzzing
fuses with the sound of BARKING DOG3 gomewhere in the building - &
fover pitoh of barking. The room grows dim even though the lights
are on, I COUGH AND STUMBLE. What the fuck?

A SHARP CRACK SPLITS THE AIR... gnd the next thing I know...

I AM PUCKING

A SERIES OF IMAGES SEEN FROM THE SUBJECTIVE POINT OF VIEW -
. DISTORTED, OVERSATURATED.

I AM FUCKING - I don't know who 1t ig, a1l I know 1s that it's grest
snd that I will never stop fuoking.
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SHAPELESS FORMS push into emch other like soft putty.
NOW I'M IN THE PARK and on the other side of the path I see

THE SHIMMERING APPARITION OF A WOMAN ~ lovaly looking, seeming to
float Just sbove the grasa.

THE WOMAN, more solid now. Standing on stone steps. She WIPES
DROPS OF BLOOD FROM HER NOSE.

BACK IN BED -~ HER HAIR undulates over z body -~ my dody.
MOUTHS move along each other like mating snails.
Sthsdows on shadows. Mosns., Plessure. Rhythm., Rhythm, Rhythm.

AN ANTIQUE PEN, gold with an engraved herringbons pattern. Its
sharp nib glides on papaer, leaving a sinuous 1ine of black ink,

HER MOUTH, HER LIPS whisperings

WOMAN
1f only you oould see...

A CRUMPLED BALL OF PAPER goes up in flames, turning to black ash,
1ike a miniaturs sun burning out.

A TEAR FALLS, SPLASHES ON SKIN.

AN END. TOO ABRUPT. We drift spmrt. Like two space statlons
uncoupling snd floating off,

EST. AERIAL - MANHATTAN - DAY

Oloudy. Monochrome., Heavy. A rusty dead whale.

INT, OHARLES'S APARTMENT -~ DAY

I'm struggling to wake at the foot of my bed, trying to coax my eyes
open. My mouth oracks apart and I hear myself in an older man's
volos say

CHARLES
Fuck me.

Now concentrate ssshole, and do something brave... llke get out of
bed.

I put my feet on the floor and knock something over - AN EMPTY
CHAMPAGNE BOTTLE. Another one next to it. Okay...
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I move through the apartment, trying to refresh my memory.

AN ASHTRAY overflowing with butts, some with nagents lipstick marks.
A BROKEN CHAIR '
OLOTHES STREWN KEVERYWHERE

THE ANSWERING MACHINE LIGHT BLINKS.

I hit play and Stephen Hawking saysi

MAGHINE
You,have,.twenty. two,.new.nesssges.

Wost? And they play.

QILL (MACHINE)
Just looking for you, Cherles. I'll try your
sell,

WALTER (MACHINE)
Ghurles, Walter. Give me & buzz.

VICTORIA (MACHINE)
1t's Vic., Charlie, why didn't you say Hi.
You asted like you didn't know me. Come on,
oall me ~ okay?

WINONA (MACHINE)

Charles, Plesse, thers are people trying to
sleep.

Winona wes upset. And the rest play on. Late happy birthdays snd
people looking for me. I glance around., :

SOME CHOPPED STRAWBERRIES
A KNIFE

DRIED BLOOD - SPATTERED ON THE WALL, SMEARED. A sumall pool congealed
on the floor.

I check my hands, SFOTS OF BLOOD but NO CUTS ANYWHERE.

I'm feeling queasy, confused - nothing's making sensa. I try to clear
my head, Jar the explanation loose - but it's not coming. Next to

the pool of dlood I ses

AN ANTIQUE PEN. Maybe an old Mont Blanc, Whatever it is it's
beautiful: gold with an engraved pattern.
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As I bend down and gred it, A SHARP PAIN STABS ME IN THE BACK, I
resch for the source of the pain but csn't got to 1t,

INT. BATHROOM
I go to the mirror, twist my body to see the reflection of my baok.

Something hes pierced the skin between my shoulder blades. A SUALL
TRIANGLE OF SHINY SILVER, dried blood sround the wound.

CHARLES
What the hell?

1 look at THE ANTIQUE PEN in my nand. The point, the nib, is
missing, broken off, I look st my back sgsin and thers it 8, the
missing nib, stuok in my flesh.

That I can't resch it is not nearly as diaturbing &8 the fact that I
can't remember how it got there.

BACK IN MY BEDROOM
THE CLOCK READS: 09:50
I punch = number into the cordless snd get a hold of Gill at work,

CHARLES
G111, It's me. I'm late.

GILY, (PHONE)
No shit,

INT., CHARLES'S APARIMENT BUILDING - HALLWAY - DAY

1 lock two looks in the door bshind me, emch movement shooting pains
through my baock.

DOWN THE HALL - WINONA

Woistles "Shall We Dsnce" to her dog, then sees me. Winona - always
ons to ahoot from the hip - tells me

WINONA
vou look 1like hammered anit.

CHARLES
Yesh, well~
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WINONA
You had Mister Burns barking at all hours.
ohrist, Charles if you're going to be doing
that kXind of stuff you might at lesst warn me.
1 wag young onoe, & couplse of times, but-

Mister Burns 1s the diminutive PUG at the end of her leash. I hurry
peat asying

CHARLES
I gotta go.
EXT, ST. VINCENT'S HOSPITAL - DAY

I flick & oigsretts, step on 1t in gtrids, and enter.

INT. ST. VINCENT'S HOSPITAL - EMERGENCY ROOM ~ DAY

I lean gingerly ageinst s poster deseribing in Spanish how to give
the Beimlich, snd check off ths questionnalre on what digeases and
drugs I've had, One of them is still & short list, knook wood.

I MAKE X'S in the boxes snd for some resson I'm drawn to those hoxes
gnd THOSE X'S. There's something odd sbout the way they look and
somshow they take me to

A FLASHBACK:

THE SHIMMERING APPARITION OF THE WOMAN

IN CENTRAL PARK. She wipes blood from her nose and looks at 1t on
her hand 1ike ii's happesned to someone elsd...

IN MY BEDROOM - Pulling off her olothes...
HER MOUTH moves softly over my lips...

A VOICE
Mister Roth?

Thet's me. I'm startled back to my body and

INT. ER TRIAGE - DAY
I am sitting on an exam table with my shirt off.

A DOCTOR
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~

with s cockeyed name plate reading LIFMAN and looking like he could
be my nephew, is working on that pen nid in my beok.

LIPMAN
Mister Roth - sit up = bit.

Then silence except for the sounds of the tweezers and the chatter in
the basckground., I seem to hear sverything magnified ss the

THE NIB slides through the skin,

LIPMAN (cont'd)
How did this happen exactly?

A good question.

CHARLES
Un, I don't really know, unfortunately.

LIPMAN
Anything like this ever happen to you before?

OHARLES
You mean, have I been atabbed in the back with
» pen before? No. I was my birthday
yesterday. I Just got more wasted than I
thought.

He seems disproportionstely soncerned.

LIPHMAN

Anything else seem stirange today?

CHARLES
A few things, why?

LIPMAN
Well, let me ask you - what day do you think
this 18?

MY EYE - = twitoh.
CHARLES

It's fucking Tuesdmy, why?

LIPMAN
Is your birthday still the fourth?

CHARLES
Yes.
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‘ LIPMAN

Beocause it's the seventh todsy. It's Thuradey
the seventh, Mister Roth.

CHARLES
Shit.

LIPMAN
Huve you mimplaced other seotions of time,
sy, in the pmet few months or year?

OHARLES
Look - 1 sometimes drink too much, 1t's trus -
but nowhere near ss much-

LIPMAN
I'm not interested in your drinking. How meny
times has this happened to you?

. OHARLES
Once or twice, maybe...
LIPMAN
When?
. CHARLES
Avout & week ngo.
LIPMAN

Other times too?
{ tuink for & moment.

CHARLES
{ don't know - two or three years ago maybe. I
disappesrsd for s couple days.

He writes something down. I don't like where this is going,
LIPMAN
I think you should see & specirlisl for this
kind of thing.

CHARLES
What kind of thing do you think this 1s?

LIPMAN
He'll explain evarything to you.

PHE NIB is tossed into a stainless pan with @ CLINK.
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EXT. FLATIRQN BLDG. - DAY

The sharp wedge of = building that splits Broadway from Fifth,

INT., PLATIRON BLDG. - MORCON CORP, - DAY

Trenglucent panels and stainless stesl fixtures. So cool it's
sterile - but I like 1it. I hurry to my office, passing WALTER.

CHARLES
Hey Walter.

WALTER
Yogh, thanks a lot, prick.

what's that all sbout? G411l meets me and isn't pleased us we walk.
GILL

Hey man, I cmn cover your ass if you leave me.
& voice meil or somsthing.

CHARLES
Sorry.

aILL
Hope she was worth it. God, you look like
shit,

CHARLES

I've heard. Talk to you later...

I turn a corner snd G111 stops.

GILL
Where are you going?

CHARLES
whnt LN

GILL

Thursday at Three? Andreeson meeting in two
minutes, right?

CHARLES
(remenbering)
Oh shit. Yeah.

GILL
Are you ready? 'Cause Mercer is gonna be
pisped.
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And hera comes MERCKR now. The boss, the owner. Forty five and
omsually dressed like & new-medis, rioh man,

MERGER
Cagrles, you made 1t,

He puts his arm around my shoulder sending shooting pains through ny
gtitohes,

MERCER (cont'd)
Don't bullshit me now, are you okmy?

CHARLES
Yesh, I'm fine,

MERCER
You don’t need to go to rehsb or snything like
that, do you?

: CHARLES
No. Don't worry, I'm gonna slosa Andreeson
for you, wa're gonnm get the video game.

MERCER
I'm not worried sbout the video game, I'm
worried sbout their entire medis division -
that's what I want,

OHARLES
So do 1. We've gonna lend it,

MERCER
Not if you crash snd burn on me.

CHARLES
Have I ever let you down?

MERCER
There's always & first time.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

No old folks st this teble. Kida rule the world, Mercer leans way
back, listening to our strategy. I'm in my element, in the zone,

CHARLES
®s hit them on every point of contuct. We get
our filter words buzzing in every outlet until
wa'va got news wnchors and VJs mouthing our
tag line like puppets.

Mercer chuckles.
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MERCER
Oksy, but they've bsen in bed with IT
Marketing for five years, why should they oome
to us?

CHARLES
Booause we deliver the kids. We know how to
get inside their heads - we own them, We oan
fiip 'em on 1ike & switch - and I've got the
nunbsrs to prove it.

INT, CHARLES'S OFFICE - DAY

I worked hard for this view. A filter fan suoks up smoke I hlow at &
rack of TV monitors.

1 write notes with one hand snd fast-forward a test commersisl with
the other. My eyes ars glued to the ghredding image, staring desp
into the static. I see my reflaction and

FLASH T0

HER FACE - soft, sleepy, framed by tousled hair - an angel. She
whiapers:

WOMAN
If only you oould 8088...

THE PAPER GOES UP IN FLAMES
THE ANTIQUE PEN snatched by FINGERS WITH PAINTED NAILS
SOMEONE KNOCKING ON THE DOOR LOUDLY...
I spring up, startled from the dream. The cobwshs olear.
CHARLES

What 48 1t!
INT. CAB - NIGHT
Not tﬁe door st mll but a OABBIE knooking on the plexi-glass between

me and him. I look =nd see I'm stopped outside my spartment. I got
my shit together and olimb out.
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INT, GHARLES'S APARTMENT ~ DAY
I hold a plece of CRUMPLED BURNED PAPER. Black and fraglls except

for an inch on the bottom. Some markings there - CROSS-HATCHING,
1ike & row of interconnscted X's - XXX, I put it ocarefully sxside,

THE KITOHEN - LATER .

I sorub the blood from the counter and the fronts of the drawers. I
follow the drips to ths floor and see

ANTS SWARMING

on & dried-up strawberry from the other dsy.

I pick it up and open the trash can, but... wait a minute. I rinse
1t off under the faucet and ses that it's not s strawberry at all...
it's

A HUMAN FINGER.

Not & whole finger. The firat knuockle and & half or so. With a
manioursd and psinted nalil.

I drop it on the oounter. Fresked. Then plck it up with & paper
towsl and go to put it in the trash, no, changse my mind., The freezer.
Shut the door tight.

EXT. COFFEE SHOP - DAY

A HOMELESS MAN sits on the sidewalk against a steel parking sign

post., He's soratohing his arm, hard and deliberate, like he's trying
to gat to the bone.

I step past him and head inaidse.

INT, COFFEE SHOP ~ DAY

A LINE OF CAFFEINE ADDICTS swait thelr morning fix. I'm bleary-eyed,
need mine badly.

CHARLES
A large coffee plemse, Blaok.

I pull some orumpled dollars from my pants pocket and with them THE
SMALL PLASTIC BAGGY which conteina THE FINGER I found earlier.




CHARLES (cont'd)
And can I have some ice plesse, in & seperate
oup?

I pay and move aside, Glanoe around snd then open the baggy. POUR
SOME CRUSHED IOE mround the finger. Reseal it. Put it in my pooket,

EXT. STREET ~ DAY

I'm walking down the street and SLOW DOWN as my eye catohes u NEON
XXX sign in a vidso store window., THE RED from the X'S glows and
soens to spresd out toward me, XXX « I look at them and they look at
me.

INT, STRAUB INSTITUTE -~ DAY

I sit opposite DR, DENIKER. He's & gerious man with sn unnerving
calm sbout him. He flips through = omlender while I study my PALM
PILOT,

DENIKER
And what sbout the time two-and-a~half years
ago? Tell me those dates sgain,

CHARLES
2002. Sometime betwesn January 12th and 15th. -

1 HIGHLIGHT THE DATES in my palm pllot.

DENIKER
You're surs.

CHARLES
Yesh. It was the week before my sister's
wedding and averyons was plssed at me for
disappesring,

He marks it on his calender, Then astudies my file,

CHARLES {oont'd)
I atill don't get it. Wnat's happening to me?

Ho cloges his eyes, rubs his temples.

DENIKER
Let me tell you what we know. Of the enrly
cuses, seventy perocent were in the homeless
populntion - and that's going buck two
dacades. Some were substance sbusers, some
mentally 111, some neither,




. What's he talking sbout?

CHARLES
But I'm not & homeless peraon.

CHARLES (ocont'd)
It's not oonfined to any one group, Mr. Roth.
It sould be diet, aloohol consumption,
chemicsl imbalsnce or some kind of brain
inoident. We're not sure what makes people
prone to contracting this disesss,

OHARLES (oont'd)
So tt's a disemnse.

DENIKER
Did I say disease? I meant disorder.

CHARLES
Okay, but what kind of digorder?

DENIKER
Beslorlly, we see people that sre losing days,
and we don't know why.

l‘I' GHARLES
How many people?

DENTHKER
Not too many.

CHARLES
What does that mesn?

He regards ms in & distant way.

DENIKER
Are you afraid of needles, Mr. Roth?

CHARLES
No, of course not. Why?

DENIKER :
I'm going to recommend you see & doctor at the
Columbus Center.

He pulls s» BUSINESS CARD from his desk.
DENIKER (oont'd)

Ha's conducting resesrch trisls of a new
‘ trestment that seems to be effective.

is,
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CHARLES
okay.

DENIKER

It's not w ours per se and officially it's

experimental 80 you'll have to sign a rslease.
1 take the card.

CHARLES
Fine, whatever. 1 Just want it fixed,

INT. OHARLES'S OFFICE - DAY
I'm on the headset, dialing.

As I ligten to the other end ringing, I pull open & desgk drawer.
Ingide 1s

THE BAGGY WITH THE FINGER
Most of the 1ce has meltsd by now. The finger is & dark purple.
A voice ploks up.

VOICE (PHONE)
What.

CHARLES
Sy, it's Charles.

SY BLACK (PHONE)
Hey Charlie, what's up?

CHARLES
Huve you finiahed those photos?

SY BLACK (PHONE)
Almost. Works been getting in the way.

CHARLES
This is work buddy. Real work. We're paying
you.

SY BLACK (PHONE)
I know, I know. Give me & couple more days.

CHARLES
Oksy, but I need & favor.

SY BLACK (PHONE)
what kind of favor?
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CHARLES
Kind of an 0dd one, realiy...

CUT T03

A MANGLED BODY

0¢f no partioular description other thean it is clothed and died
violently, I am somewhere...

EXT. BROOXLYN - NIGHT

.«sAlongside the southbound BQE where I find

8Y BLACK

Photographing the desd body for the coroner. S8y is sbout thirty I
guess and, like most poople currently in my 1ife, not entiraly sane.

CHARLES
Whrt happened to her?

8Y BLACK
Rim,

CHARLES

How can you tell?

8Y BLACK
Seme way you tell on m puppy.

He hands me & flood light and tells me to

SY BLACK (cont'd)
P11t 1t down by his fest.

Sy changes csmeras, then lays down close enough to smell the dead
man's bloody toes. He focuses and fires.

SY BLACK (oont'd)
So what's cooking?

‘ CHARLES
I lost & few days this week.

This i serious so he jokes sbout 1it.

SY BLACK
Maybe they'll turn up.
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CHARLES
I don't think so. Neither does the doctor.

He stops shooting, looks up st me.

8Y BLACK
Then there's soms shit I better tell you.

INT., SY'S LOFT BUILDING - BROOKLYN - NIGHT
A four story walk-up snd wo're wallking up.

SY BLACK
At lesst you woke up at home. Guy downstalrs -
perfectly normal guy, woke up on the
Qusensboro Bridge two months sgo misging his
esrs. Dooctors said it was s sleep-walking
wnooident.

OHARLES
Mine said I had a chemioal disorder.

SY BLACK
No one I've telked to thinks its a chemioml
disorder.

CHARLES
Woll what the hell is 1t?

8Y BLACK
There's so many stories, man, 80 much shit,
who knows the damn truth - know what I'm
saying?

INT, SY'S APARTMENT - LATER

Brick walla supporti exposed bvonms and w serisl killer's obsessged
_number of photos everywhere. In the D.g. A POLICE SCANNER squawks
communications between dimpatoh and copsd. ‘

CHARLER
They told me there’'s @ treatment I can try -
some kind of shot.

He laughs.
SY BLACK
Oh yeah mmn, there's like shots and shit you
can gat.

He pulls his shirt off, His is & ghoullish, sinewmy body.
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SY BLACK {cont'd)
I mesn if there's s buck to be made, somsbody
will make it off us, right?

He turns his back to show that HIS SPINE I8 DOTTED WITH PARALLEL
TRACKS OF DIME-SI2ED CIRCLES from the middle of his back down to his
gaorunl.

CHARLES
What the fuok is thati?

8Y BLACK v
The shots, man. Haloperidol. I 3did them
twice & month lest yerr,

CHARLES
Josus Owrist. Way didn't you tell me?

SY BLACK
It's not Tuoking contasglous, men, You didn't
get Lt from me.

CHARLES
I didn't ssy I 4id.

But maybe I did - I hadn't thought of that.

CHARLES (cont'd)
Do the shots work? Are you oksy?

SY BLACK
Who the hell knows? It's like they're passing
out Tylenol for brain tumors.

Then I remember why I'm here and pull out the baggy with THE FINGER
bobbing in the melied ice water. 1 hold it up for Sy to see.

8Y BLACK (ocont'd)
Nice. Whose is 14%

CRARLES
That's the favor.

SY BLACK
It's not like everybody in the city hus
fingerprints on file, Charlis. gimme that.
It's gonna blow up like's balloon in there.

He grabs a bottle from the freezer. Two inches of Stoll in a fifth
vottle. He takes = quick swig, then drops the finger inside and
receps it.
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SY BLACK (cont'd)
A ohick, I sea.

CHARLES
Yeah.

SY BLACK
Did you do 4t¢

It's just duwning on me thet that's possidble. I sound suspicious &s
I tell him...

CHARLES
No. I found it on my kitchen floor.

SY BLACK
Whstever. We're not responsible for what we
do when.., you know, they've taking us over.

CHARLES
They?

SY BLACK
That's what's happening, man. Something 18
in your brain, meking you do 811 kinds of shit .,
you know you shouldn't, They fuock with your
mind, twesk your dreams - it's like something
is riding you.

1 roll ny eyes.

CHARLES
Plesse., Nothing is "riding" wme.

SY BLACK
Youh man, it is., And the only thing you can
do mbout it is get your shots.

CHARLES
I don't need shots, I just want to know what
it 18,

8Y BLACK

80 doaes everyone.

CHARLES
Someone must know something.

8Y BLACK
No one you really want to talk to.

CHARLES
1'11 talk to mnyone, Who 18 1t?
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SY BLACK
There's s guy who was on the commission
investigating thls shit,

CHARLES
Have you seen him?

SY BLACK
Yoah. He's & genlus, no doubt sbout 1t.

CHARLES
80 what's the problem?

SY BLACK
No problem. He Just put me through some welird
shit, that's all.

CHARLES
What kind of weird shit?

He shrugs.
SY BLACK
Let's just say 1'd rather desl with the shots.
EXT. VILLAGE STREET - NIGHT

Walking home. I cross the stréet gnd see A SMALL GROUP OF PEOPLE in
the intersection looKing down at A MAN LYING IN THE STREET.

Dressed in & suit and tie, HE WRITHES ON THE PAVEMENT like he's belng
electrocuted. Osurs osrefully navigate their way around him.

1 go over to the group end oheok him out, s he having & gelzure?
No. He's lsughing his head off. People try to help him up, 1 lend &
hand... and he lashes out orazily, kloking hard. I jump back, He's
gtill lzughing hystericmlly. What the hell is happening here?

EXT, BROWNSTONE - BAKUNIN'S BUILDING = DAY

Upper Bast Side - way upper and far east. I climb the stoop o0 number
316, matching the pddress on the back of the photo Sy gave me, Just as
the door opens and

A WOMAN

Staggers out, sobbing deeply. Falls slong the railing. I resch to
help but she stumbles to the sidewalk.

A MAN - BAKUNIN
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steps to the doorway and says to her sincerely in an socent either
genuinely British or genuinely affected

BAKUNIN
1’11 see you next week, Jennifer.

Jonnifer leans up ageinst & parked car. Nods sand moves off,
Bakunin turns to me and says

BAKUNIN [cont'ad)
The truth hurts.

Fifties. A gaunt fmos with strong, olear eyes set deeply beneath a
determined brow,

CHARLES
Are you Doctor Bakunin?

BAKUNIN
What do you want, exaotly?

CRARLES
I'm Charles Roth. A friend said that maybe
you oan help me.

He just looks me over, says nothing.
CHARLES {cont'd)

He said you're the only one who really knows
what's going on hers.

BAKUNIN
I'm not the only one.

I take & deep breath and try to be patlient.

CRARLES
Okay. But maybe you can tell me anyway,
Whet's happening to ®ll these people? What's
happening to me?

BAKUNIN
I don't know what's happening to you.

He turns and hemds back inside. What the fuck? I call out to hims
CHARLES
What do you think of the shots, the Halo
ghots? Do they work, do you recommend them?

He stops, chuckles, turns buwck to me.
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BAKUNIN
You've been to see Deniker, OF meybe you went
to Perimsn or Flelsher.

CHARLES
Yoah. Deniker,

BAKUNIN
The so-omlled specialistis in the field. Mind
you, it's @ small £101d, More like a patoh of
grass really. They all know perfectly well
what's happening. They just do as their told
and kesp quiet so they don't cmuse & panio.
{beat)
What was your name again?

CHARLES
Charles Roth,

He shuts the front door and walks past me down the gteps.

BAKURIN
Come with me, Charles Roth.

I follow him to the side of his bullding where he unlocks an iron
gute., We nead down some steps, through = pagsagewsy and emerge into

A SMALEL YARD behind his brownstone.

The baoks of other buildings orowd the yard, making it feel 1like
we're in = hols. There are & few old trees but mostly it's overgrown
with weeds snd brush,

BAKUNIN (cont'd) :
Do you smell that? It's an ungodly stench,

I take @ whiff of the air, Nothing out of the ordinary.

CHARLES
I don't. Whnt does it-

BAKUNIN
Raw sewage.

He hands me @ ghovel.

BAKUNIN (cont'd)
Pick & pluce and start digging.

CHARLES
what?
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BAKUNIN
Any plsos, it doean't matter,

I look around the yard and now notlce that it's pockmarked with small
holes, saoh one & foot or two in diameter, the dirt piled next to 1t.

BAKUNIN {cont'd)
Go ahead.

What the hell. I atick the shovel into the ground, toss the dirt
away. Do it agein, ‘
BAKUNIN (cont'd)

Very good. Oontinue. Let me know if you hit
something.

And like an idiot I keep digging.

OHARLES
I nesd to know what's happening. I need to
know what it is.

BAKUNIN
Dontt we all...

He watches me dig for a few more moments, thens

BAKUNIN {cont'd)
I like to think of them as particles of
suboonscious intent, hanging out thers in the
wstral, looking for something to do...

I stop digging wnd turn to him.

BAKUNIN {cont'd)
Keep digging.

And I do.

BAKUNIN (cont’d)
They're like radio waves welting to be turned
in, looking for a way in to the expoerientinl
dimension without the burden of the body.
You're like an amusement park for them, or
like a car they steal and smesh up for kioka,

CHARLES
Something is taking me over?

BAKUNIN .
My colleagues would say you have a Passenger.
Some think 1t's & virus, others an slien life
foroe,

(MORE)




BAKUNIN {cont'd)
Whather you perceive it as coming from within
. : or without doesn't much minimize tts effect,
wouldn't you agree?

I have to stop digging.

CHARLES
So I'm not reaponsidle for this.

He laugha,

BAKUNIN

That's what everyone wants to think - "it's
not ms, it's not my fault." But I've got bad
nows for you: you are responsible, it is you.
Beocause they only ride what's inside you
slready, What's hidden, repressed, primitive,
A part of you you don’t want to aocept,

(beat
And you're the perfeot vessel for them,

CHARLES
Why?

BAKUNIN
You're decadent, dlsaffected, afraid - very
sfraid,

CHARLES

You don't aven know ms.

He laughs again,

BAKUNIN

What would you say to playing = little game?
CHARLES

A game?
BAKUNIN

I'11 tell you everything I know about you and
you see how long you can go before tslling me
to stop.

This guy is an usshole,

BAKUNIN (cont'd)
Now, you're in the medla somehow, perhaps
advertizing.

CHARLES
Marketing.
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BAKUNIN
You're not married snd osn't imagine being so.
You're like & ohild, afraid of growing up,
afraid of fazoing yourself-

GHARLES
This could be anyone.

S0 he tells me details whioh ave mins and only mine.

BAKUNIN
Your worst nightmare is that you'll somehow
1ose control of yourself and... do something,
I don't know what. But consaquently you have
short, superficisl relationships ingsuring that
nothing will conneot emotionally. This has
grown boring but you have nothing to replace
it with., You are in faet utterly disconnected
from that whish hes meaning and at least once
{n the past three years you contemplated
suicide, mlthough deep down you woren't
serious-

CHARLES
Who the fuck do you think you wre?

BAKUNIN
Had enough?

CHARLES
Do people pay you for this shit?

BAKUNIN
They do. In cash, Now, you may continue
digging if you like. If not, I just usk that
when you lesve you cloae the gate bahind you.
Goodnight Charles.

He opens a back door and'goae ingide. I stand there dumbfounded and
angry. Then throw down the shovel and storm sway. Fuok the gate -~ I
lonve 1t wide open.

INT. ANDREESON'S OFFICE - DAY

Eighth floor or so on Fifth Avenue overlooking the Library. I'm naere
with Walter and Andreeson's team, boards wnd Powerpoint at the ready.

CHARLES
Now this first group, they don't duy the
sdvertising, they're skeptical. And they're
Just the ones we want, the ones we're gonna
control.
(MORE)
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CHARLES (cont'd)
They think they can tune out the noise but
we're not gounn let them. Beocnuse onoe we get
in their heads the rest will follow.

WALTER
Wa saturate the market with our filter words
and pretty soon every news snchor and VJ is
mouthing your tag line like a puppet.

Walter's version of my joke. I just nod my head,

CHARLES
Exaotly.

Andreeson's phone is buzzing.

ANDREESON
Just & seo, guys, sorry.

He takes the call, walks away for some privasy. I turn to Walter.

CHARLES
I like that lrst idea, but where have I heard
i1t before?

Walter jJust gives me a thin smile. He doesn't oard, he's a anuke.
Andreeson is deep in his oall so I get up and stretch my legs.
Wander over to & window and look out &t

THE NE¥ YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY
The lions, the sieps and.,.walt a minute.

1 SEE A SERIES OF X'S PAINTED IN WHITE ON THE STREE?. It's the FIRE
LANE down Fifth Avenue in front of the Library.

IMAGES RAM MY MIND like orashing caurs. I see HER on the steps. I see
HER leaving the Library. I sse US WALKING PAST those vory X's
TOGETHER. In an echoed corner of my head I hear someone calling my
Nape .,

WALTER
Charles?

I know it's wrong, but I must get out of here - I must g0 nsee., 1
mumble

CHARLES
I have to take a lesk,

And head to the door. Walter looks mt me like I Just fucked nis
sigter,
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EXT. NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY - DAY

Those X'S in the fire lane mark the spot. I stare at them. And they
stare barok, They MOVE, MULTIPLY, Or at lesst in my mind they do.
Imagos fracture... morph sround them.

FLASH TO3

OHE PEN soratohing "XXX" on paper.

CLOSE ON HER LIPS: "If only you oould see..."

UsS TOGETHER walking on the steps. It's real.

AND I SIT DOWN ON THOSE SAME STEPS

I'm waiting for her - walting for something. MY CELLPHONE RINGS but
I don't answer it.

oy TO:

EXT. LIBRARY - LATER

5111 there, prowling the sidewalk in front of the lions. Scsnning
the orowd.

ACROSS THE STREET I see Walter snd two Assistants lesving Andreeson’'s
builaing.

1 burrow into the throng and duck down, Hiding., This is pathetlc -
but necessary. After & few moments I come up for sir. Walter ia
gone. I tuke @ 1ook around.

A GUY wipesg his noss,

A BLOND WOMAN looks &t me.

A KID walks in circles.

SOME GUY stands eating ® hot dog. Dropping some of it on himself as
sidewalk traffic moves around him like s stream around & rock.

An sntire pusload of children move on masse lLike & school of koi,
gwarming for the library door. 1 see m few people, hesds tuller,
working sgainst the current, One of them 18 1iterally

THE GIRY, FROM MY DREAMS

LOSING HER BALANCE snd falling forward @ bit,




THE BLOND WOMAN steadies her, My girl nods thankfully snd smiles-
with a little embarrassment, then

SHE HEADS RIGHT TOWARD ME, Her nands in cost pockets., Her hair a
deep, rich auburn. She dresses simply. She 1s perhaps thirty,
though I am bed with ages. '

ghe passes so olose o me I CAN HEAR her bresthe and clesar her
throat. I know her. I have spent two nights with her in my
apartment, The veil of memory parts and

IMAGES FLASH in my mind.

I SEE HER SLIM BODY, naked on my bed, her rose-tipped brassts
hesving, her arms outstretohed, and now

SHE LOOKS AT ME mnd opens her mouth to apesk. She remembers me, I
can fesl it in my bones. I'll Just say hi snd we'lle

But she walks right past me, Down the sidewalk. Steps to the ourb
and snags & oab,

I omtoh the number on the duty light - 1336 - and take the next one.

INT. GAB - UP SIXTH - DAY

{ can ses 1336 weaving betwean the cara shead, A TRUCK cuts in front
of us and I lose her,

CHARLES
Fuck. Get in front of ‘this guy, would you,
buddy?

My csbbie does, but isn't happy sbout 1t. Mumbles something in
Fersi.

L
1336 stops at & light and we're right behind her. I look through
thros sheets of glass st her in the baek sest shead, Keep my sye on
her end dial my cell phone.

CHARLES (cont’'d)
Yoeah G431 ... I'm sdok, I couldn't stop puking
.. no, no, gimme & bresk, 1t was food
polsoning ... Yesh. What'd Mercer say? ...
ghit, Alright, I'11 be back soon.

The light turns and the cabs weave their way to the westside.
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EXT, 82ND AND AMSTERDAM - DAY

She's four cars shesd, leaving. Walking around the corner on 82nd.
I pay and leap out.

Hurry to oatoh up, Turn the corner and she’'s gone, I walk slong
store fronts, looking in the ones I omn, bhut I don't ses her mnywhere.

EXT. 83RD AND AMSTERDAM - CAFE LALO - DAY

I've been looking for & while. I pass benexth the windows outside
Café Lalo whera the patrons feet are near eye level... and sven from
this angle I reocognize her.

INT., CAFE LALO « DAY

I'm slttlng'two tables behind her as she aips & latte and flips
through = magezine, I paer around her to get w

CLOSE LOOK AT HER HAND, but it's in her lap, out of view.

She looks up and out the window... and smiles. I look but can't see
whet meets nher mpproval.

SHE quickly gathers her things and hurries out. I leave money with
my bill and follow,

EXT. CAFR LALO - DAY

1 watch from moross the street as she greets an OLDER FILIPINA WOMAN
PUSHING A STROLLER. She kneals down to hug and kiss the TWO-YEAR-OLD
GIRL sitting there. She says goodbye to the older womsn and takes
over pushing the stroller.

I follow, I can hear her snd the girl sweetly mumbling to each
other. Up Brosdway to B4th then moross to West End. The foot traffic
thins out. Just us now,

I look closer, TO SEE HER HANDS. She wears gloves and has her
fingers curled around the stroller handles.

EXT. 84TH AND RIVERSIDE - DAY

It's one of those twenty story Upper West Side deals with doorman,
foyer, and brass-framed sawning with the sddress gilk-soreened in
cursive. She angles the stroller through two sets of doors and into
her sanctusry and litile did I know ‘
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SOMEONE WAS WATCHING ME from behind. It's an awkward moment. where she
cntohes me red-handed checking the womsn out, following her with my
eyes.

THE WOMAN BEHIND ME is... wait & minute, she's... familisr,
THE BLOND WOMAN

From the Library steps. She's in her thirtles maybe, with long
gtringy heir and grey watery eyes -~ & slightly haunted look.

BLOND WOMAN
Do you live here?

CHARLES
No. Is this 106 Riverside?

She points to the awning where {08 ocouldn't be moré prominent.

BLOND WOMAN
(nice try)
108. 106 is aoross the strest.

CHARLES
Ah., Thenks.

She didn't believe me for & fucking second. 1 leave. 1 peer over my
ghoulder as I cross the gtreat and ses her waich me until I'm & ssfe
digtance away.

cuT TO3

EXT, 106 RIVBRSIDE -~ NIGHT

I'm waiting on the stoop ACROSS 84th FROM 108 RIVERSIDE. I'm tired.
Watching peopls come and go in hats and BCATVES.

My cell rings. 1 answer it.

CHARLES _
Tais is Charles... No, I'm 6t11ll out of it...
Yeah, do it. Check Jan's computer for the
image... Ookay.

1 hang up... and feel someone standing beside me. It's THE BLOND
WOMAN, gloved znd scarfed to fight the cold. 1 figure the best
defense is & good offense,

BLOND WOMAN
Lost again?
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CHARLES
You wouldn't understand.
BLOND WOMAN
Oh I think I do.
CHARLES
I'm just waiting for s friend.
BLOND WOMAN
She's no friend of yours so why don't you run
nlong? :
CHARLES
I need to sse her. It's nons of your
business.
BLOND WOMAN

You hsve no fucking idss what you're dsaling
with, Give the poor woman & break,

Yeah, why don't I? I step on my olgarstte and kick 1t into the
gutter. I walk off.

CHARLES
Fuck Charles, what are you doing?

INT. MORCON - DAY

Finally back &t work. I walk past the glsss partition separating me
from Walter's office. He's pacing the room and jawing on uis
headset. Sees me. Turns away.

INT, CHARLES'S OFFICE - DAY

I'm at my desk. Monitora flash sdvertising., I cheok MY PHONE LIST.
Iwenty one calls with empty boxes beside them.

G111 sticks his head in,

GILL
You okay?

CHARLES
Yeah, What's Mercer saying?

GILL
Re's furious, but Andreeson’s gonna
reschoduls,
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CHARLES
Good. We're gonne be fine, It's almost
better this way. Now we oan tell him about
the focus groups.

GILL
Walter's telling him right now,

CHARLES
Walter doesn't know how to sell it, Let me
tske ocars of it.

GILL
How oan I? You disappearsd, What was I
supposed to do?

He's vight. Shit.

EXT. LIBRARY - DAY

I peoe, keep my face half in my cost collar. Blow some smoke past my
nose, scan the orowd. :

Suddenly I see

" THE WOMAN

Come down the steps and get into a cab,

I dash to the curb., There's a oab but two old ladies ahead of me
want it. Fuock 'em. I ocut in froant.

CHARLES
Excuse me girls.

OLD LADIES (TOGETHER)
Hey! Asshole.

And by now I'm an old pro at following her and I do just that, =ll
the wey to :
EXT, LEXINGTON AVE - LOWER 60'S - DAY

I follow her to an office building and inalde,

INT, OFFICE BUILDING - DAY

I see her enter an office. A LAW OFFICE with. five ungainly names
strung together on the door.
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I step up late, but see through the inter-office door window into
A CONFERENCE ROOM.

She sits next to & PROFESSIONAL-LOOKING WOMAN in a power guit and
opposite wn attractive and WASPY-LOOKING COUPLE.

HER HANDS sre in her lap, sgein just out of view.

The powar-suit woman opens an ENVELOPE end shows 8x10 PHOTOS of

THAT TWO-YEAR-OLD GIRL

1 think is her daughter to the couple who &re ploused and show it.
The women I've followed is clearly uncomfortsble with this and is
offersd s Klesnex by the power sult.

I ocsn't gat away with standing here much longer so I lewve.

EXT. LEXINGYON AVE - UPPER 60'S - DAY

Waiting for her., Facing. Lesning ageinst walls, mailboxes,
iampposts, Watching,

Pinally I see her exit the building., She walkas to the curb, ralses
her hand, gets into w ocab. I gan't find one in range. All T ocan do
tg watch her drive off.

INT. LOWER EAST SIDE RESTAURANT - NIGHT

§Y'S PHOTOS are on display for & party of friends who nave tsken over
the pluce for the gshow. He's tled up with others, 80 I view the show
on my own.

on & frosted rectangle of glass are printed the words:
syblackFO0OOT FETISH

Soanning the room I see All the photos sre of FEET, Then of course 1
reslize they are all DEAD FERT. Strikingly osptured, black & white,
dead, pre-Coroner feat. Women foat and men feet and old feet and
young feet. Bloody feet snd black feet and white feet and fest
missing toes und feet wearing bloody shoes and broken feet and feel
with bullet holes. And even & tiny, sxd pair of buby's feet. Faet.
dendfoet.

Sy spots me. Knows why I'm really hers. Comes over. Slips me an
SID evidence cold paok with the finger inside. Kseps his voice down &
little,
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SY BLACK
It's the middle finger on the left hand.
She's not on file anywhere, but she's probably
in her late twenties~

CHARLES
I know. I saw hex.

SY BLACK
You wnat? How'd you know 1t was her? Did you
soe her hands?

CHARLES
No, Jjust her face. 1 remenbher her face.

SY BLACK
That's impossible. Nobody remembers their
rides. Hell that's the only good thing sbout
them.

CHARLES
I remember. I can't get her out of my head.

SY BLACK
No. It doesn't happen that wey.

CHARLES
Sy I'm telling you, it was her, I'm sure of
1t, And I figure Af I could Just remember
where we met, what happened, maybe-

SY BLACK
What? You could ask her out? ‘'Ges, you don't
know me, but we fucked the other night and I
thought it might be nice if we met. Sorry
sbout your finger.' Trust me men, whatever
happened between you two... it wasn't real.

CHARLES
Thig was resl.

My disappointiment is obvious in my body leanguags.

SY BLACK '
What did Bakunin say? Did you see him?

CHARLES
I saw him. "A genius," right?

Sercesm drips from my tongue.
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' Yeah, he is, The guy was on the shortlist for
the Nobel.

CHARLES
Maybe there's s remson he aidn't win,

SY BLACK
He didn’'t win because they smeared him, they
totally destroyed him.

CHARLES
ho destroyed him?

SY BLACK
I have no idea. The government - somebody.
They wanted to keep it secret but he thought
the public should know snd he wouldn't keep
nis mouth shut. So they orushed him. Aoccused
nim of a1l kinds of shit, sleeping with little
boys, the whole thing.

CHARLES
Was he sleeping with little boys?

._ SY BLACK
Fuck 1f I know, But that's goit nothing to do
with whether he's telling the truth or not.

We're interrupted by

A MAN - KYLE WHITEFORD
Very clean. Very well-dressed, Very white smile.

KYLE
Who's sleeping with little boys?

8Y BLACK
wWho 1sn't?

Kyle laughs.

SY BLACK (cont'd)
Kyle, this is Charles Roth. He gave me my
first cameras ten years sgo. I owe him some of
my suocesa. :

KYLE .
Kyle Walteford. The Whiteford Gallery.

. I've hesrd of it.
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KYLE (cont'd)
Are you & photographer, Mister Roth?

CHARLES
Marketing. Morcom.

KYLE
That's & good firm, I know Gi1l from
Golumbin. Let's talk later - 1 want to hear
more sbout these little boys.

Kyle didn't mind hitting on me. He didn't mind hitting on anyona{
He may have kept talking. But my sttention moved to

A GIRG

sipping & drink with others weross the room. The back of her draess
inappropriately plunged 80 for, the top of her ass and the tightly
packed Y-shaped oraok pesked out the top. Maybe she's & dancer.

She turns snd looks right at me.

EXT. LOWER EAST SIDE RESTAURANT -~ LATER

I push my way to & spot by the window and light a cigarette. Across
the way I sea Kyle and 3y hugging. Kyle kisses Sy on the lips mnd
chesk and looks past Sy's shoulder to ME. He smiles and waves.

I nod snd blow s blue cloud of smoke that seems to envelops the
entire night, snd the next thing I knowW...

THE GIRL WITH THE ASS
is standing next to me holding two drinks.

GIRL
Do you want ons?

CHARLES
Paenka, I'm not drinking tonight.

GIRL
Really? Why not?

CHARLES
For good reason. What's your name?

She smileas. Tells me. But I don't hear... bescsuse the NEON benind
me is going haywire, BUZZING. The nolse in this place has begome
deafening., The halrs on the baok of my neck rise - what the fuck is
happening?
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out the window A DOG on & leash 1s going perserk, fosming, barking...
at me., I wipe my noss - & dark red stripe on my hand. Oh no... &
gharp CRACK splits the air and the next thing I know

MY HANDS ARE AROUND SOME GUY'S THROAT.

THE SUBJECTIVE POINT OF VIEW - DISTORTED, OVERSATURATED.

THE GUY tries to fight back but I'm stronger. He turns bright red,
digs his nails into my arms... But I don't let go.

I'M RUNNING, STUMBLING UP SOME STAIRS, OUT THROUGH A GLASS DOOR.

I'M WALKING... carefully beosuse I'm standing on A CABLE SUPPORTING
THE ROADWAY OF THE MANHATTAN BRIDGE. Sloping up, up into the night.

I'M EATING... like & dog, Oulping food, Getting my tongue on it., I
don't sven swallow. I just want to taste it. Food s good.

WET GRASS glistening in the night. My fsce in it. Something
nappening to me somewhere down below.

A NOSE NUZZLES MY NECK, warm breath in my ear. I san't ses who it is
~ THE GIRL WITH THE ASS? ]

AND THE ROUND OCURVE OF HER ASS, now without the dress.

DARK, SHAPES MOVING - sounds of lovemsking, shuddering, gasping,
throbbing.

IN A DARK ROOM - SHE sita on the end of the bed with her brok to me.
Slips on & bainrobe, stands, leaves,

OVERHEAD -~ ON CHARLES

lying in bed. EYES pop open.

I sit up and ses I'm

INT. LOFT - BEDROOM AREA - DAY
My Jaw 18 aore. I rub it.

I look sround, My memory scans the fi1es. Nothing. I'm nowhere
I've ever known before. This is not my bed. Those are not my walls.

FEAR slipa into my heart 1ike & warm ice pick. Christ, how many days
have gone by this time?

CHARLES
Where the fuck am I?

——
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I got out of bed, 1'm naked - snd sore, My clothes lle moross &
leopard print shaigse. I slip on my pants, Then taske & walk through
the loft.

Nice, Very nice, Large pieces of srt in larger spaoed. It's a
comfortable museum. But there's no ons hers, ILt's quiet but for the
Muffled Manhatian Din.

1 HEAR SOMETHING in the next room. A SHOWER RUNNING, My heart
pounds.,

1 WALK SLOWLY around the corner, Step down ® short hallway to find
the BATHROOM DOOR OPEN,

I go in, slowly... 1 SEE A WOMAN SHOWERING THROUGH THE OPAQUE SHOWER
DOOR.

Then the water shuts off. Should I stay? Go? I Grsb & nesrby towel
and try to ast oasusl, cool.

CHARLES, (oont'd)
You know you could have gzt least put some
soffes on.

And she steps from the shower. But it's not she, it's

KYLE WHITEFORD
I didn't know you drank coffee. Good moraning.

INT. LOFT - BEDROOM AREA - DAWN

1 throw my clothes on and nead for the door.

KYLE
‘“1tl [ ]

CHARLES
I'm just... this is not my...

I blurt words sideways from my mouth, not knowing or caring if I'm
insulting him,

INT. CHARLES'S BATHROOM - DAY

I sm in the shower. Brushing my teath and tongue.

And suddenly I lose ocontrol of my body and dignity and slide to the
bage of the shower where I utterly bresk down and weep 1ike & baby.

CHARLES
Fucking help me...
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INT, CHARLES'S BEDROOM - DAY

Dripping wet, at my buresu, digging for A BUSINESS CARD, I find 1%,

EX®, COLUMBUS CENTER - DAY

An tall, fwoelesa mediocal building in. & desolate part of upper
Manhattan,

INT. COLUMBUS CENTER - DAY

I oxit an elevator snd try to figure out which way to go.

I wander down ® hall that stinks of industrisl clesning fluid., It
geems like every other fluorescent bulb 1s out. I turn corner after

corner with no end in sight.’

1 spot an OPEN DOOR. Stiock my head in and see

A ROOM

Empty except for a gurney. On the gurney 1s A MAN, STRAPPED DOWN, &
tuba taped to his face that disappears down his thromt. He struggles
sgainst the straps to no avail,

Suddenly A DOOTOR appesars in front of me and uncersmoniously shuts
the door in my face, :

1 continue down the hall and csutiously try snother door,

INT. RECEPTION AREA - MOMENTS LATER

Chairs and magazines, just like & dootor's office. I peer through s
small window in the wall end see what must be the RECEPTIONIST.

CHARLES
Charles Roth to ses Dr. Wnhite,

Without looking up she sgys

RECEPTIONIST
Through that door.

INT, OFFICE - LATER

I 81t soross from DOCTOR WHITE. 1'd say the good doctor is around
forty-five or so.

#
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WHITE
HALOperidol, yes., It's & spinal syringe. You
get a local, the shot, and you're good to go
in twenty minutes. You feel u little off-
balanoce for & few hours; like something's
pushing you and you'rs tipping formerd off
your toes,

CHARLES
What's it reslly doing? How does 1t work?

WHITE
1t isolates the sbnormal gens responsible for
what I bslieve to be & preon degenerative of
the brain., A self-replicating, rogue protein
whioh parasitizes healthy brain cells.

CHARLES
Purssites. Like leaches, Like something 1is
riding you.

He looks at me for an insteant, then relesses & short, flat laugh.

WHITE
Ha, yes, Perhaps on & cellulsar level. MNors
1ike & chemiogl disorder to us, The
injeotions mlleviate hallucinations and .
prevent internal voices within three dmys for
thirty out of forty patients =0 far,

CHARLES
What happened to the other ton?

. WHITE
They went the other way.

Oh. He pushes some papers scross the table,

WHITE {cont'd)
You'll want to look these over. First two
treastments are a day apart and paid in
advance.

INT. COLUMBUS CLINIC - DAY

I'm in & gown with my ass open to the bask, holding my urine specimen
in & ocup, when

On my way back to my 11ttle exaum room I PASS AN OPEN DOOR, inside &
curtain and beyond the ourtain I SEE A FACE AND IT IS HERS.
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She 1ies on the tsble face down, naked and vulnerahbls, A sheet
covering half her butt., No ons else sround. So I watch.

DOCTOR WHITE
Reaches up and pulls down sn odd contraption like one of those

mechanicsl dentasl light fixtures. But instead of a light, this thing
has two contoursd metal rails and

TWO CURVED NEEDLES

with & vial of some faded yellow liquid feeding both of them. Dostor
Waite brings the needles down on the srmature, lines it up along her
spine and pins her to the tabla with metal rings. Then the two
needles arch forward like & slow motion cobra hite and both points
push into her, cold and firm along vertebra,

SHE OPENS HER EYES with & wince snd she looks right at me mnd.I st
her snd she squints on the pain and I see

FLASHED MEMORY of her in my bed twisting in orgasm then baok to hera
and '

HER TOES CURL and her calves fléx and her fists grip the paper sheet
beneath her and...

THE VIALS DRAIN... the Nesdles release and it's over.

One lmst glance at each other, snd 1 leave.

INT. WHITE'S OFFICE ~ DAY
I'm in my street olothes by the time he returns from his duties.

WHITE
Is everything all right, Nister Roth?

CHARLES
Yesh, I think I'm gonna take & rain check.

WHITE
I need you to sit in here for m moment.

He indioates & small examination room.

CHARLES
That's okay, I should get going.
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WHITE
I can't let you just leave. We'rs not allowed
to - it's procedure., Sit down snd someone
will be baok in & moment.

INT, EXAMINATION ROOM -~ LATER

The room like an 1s61ation chamber. No magazinss, no pictures on the
well, just a teble and & looked osbinet, I sit on & hard plastio
chair, Walting.

1 stsnd and go to the door. Open 1t. Look out. Down the hall I see
HER

Walking away from me. Now fully dressed, she opens the door to the
reception area snd goes out.

Fuck the doctors - I gO after her.

INT., RECEPTION AREA - MOMENTS LATER

1 come through the door, 1ook around, but she's gone. No, wait @
gecond, she's sitting on & low couch babind me.

I stand thers awkwardly for nelf s second, then sit down. Pisk up &

magazine.

She glances up, 8ees me. Looks away. ©She's slpblng an orange liquid
from & puper cup - with ner right hand. HER LEFT 1S TUCKED TO HER
SIDE, OUT OF SIGHT.

OGome on stupld, say something.

CHARLES
I didn't mesn to intrude baok there, I'm
gorry. 1I1'd never seen the trestment befors.

She appraises me in & distant way. Says nothing.

CHARLES (cont'd)
Doas 1t work?

HER
For s few dsys.

CHARLES
Really. 1 thought it lrsted longer.

HER
Your body gets used to it.




47.

She looks away.

CHARLES
So you buy it = you don't think the doctors
sre just experimenting on us or trying to
snesthetize us or something.

She looks me straight in the eye and sayd

HER
I want to be anesthetlzed.
CHARLES
Yeah... Unless therse's some way to reslly beat
1t
HER

Phere 1sn't,

#nd of conversation, She's done talking but I'm not - I osn't be.

CHARLES
You know, I have the strangest fealing that I
¥now you from somewhere. But I can't figure
out where.

She barely aoknowledges this.

GHARLES (cont'd)
I'm Gamrles Roth. Wasi's your name?

HER
(reluctantly)
Katherine.

CHARLES
Kstherine, Do I look at all familiar to you?

Without looking st me she saysi

KATHERINE
You know, I was nervous the Tirst time I oume
nere too. You definitely need to talk to
someone about it. Jusi not me. Okay?

OHARLES
Okly .

I still naven't seen HER LEFT HAND. Soi

OHARLES (cont'd)
What happsned to your hand?
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KATHERINE
What?

GHARLES
Your hand.

She 1ifts HER LEFT HAND and IT IS PERFEOT - EACH PINGER PRESENT AND
ACCOUNTED FOR.

I sputter, unsble to cover my confusion,

CHARLES (cont'd)
I'm sorry, I thought...

She looks st me like I'm a child molastier,

CHARYES (cont'd)
Bxouse me,

I stend snd walk directly to the door. The receptionist calls sfter
me but I'm gone,

INT. CHARLES'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

I open the refrigerator and ses

THE COLD PACK OONTAINING THE FINGER

Sitting on the shelf between beer and eggs.

I just look at 1t, shrivelled and grey, surrounded by a puddle of
brown liquid, And suddenly I

FLASHBACK TO

HER BODY twisting in my bed.

CLOSE ON THE DRAWING in progress - & few lines so far but impossible
to tell what it's going to De. -

THE HAND WITH PAINTED NAILS grips the ANTIQUE PEN. A flamah of the
silver nib s it stabs down INTO MY BACK. )

BACK 70 THE KITCHEN

My body shudders ss 1'm jolted from my reverie.
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EXT. BAKUNIN'S BUILDING - DAY

I olimb that stone stoop sgain, Knook on the door.
A pauss, The door opens. Bskunin is there. Looks me over.
BAKUNIN

80 you tried the shots. Couldn't go through
with it,

1 nod, a bit surprised thut he's guessed it.

BAKUNIN (cont'd)
Come inside.

I hesitate, suddenly think twioe sbout baing here. He smiles.
BAKUNIN (cont'd)
Don't worry, I won't meke you dig today.
INT. BAKUNIN'S HOUSE ~ DAY

Bakunin'’s is & simple home. A Dit cluttered. Things in boxes. Like
he's been moving in for three years.

We sit on opposing couches, & low table with tes pot and oups
gseparates us.

CHARLES
Let's suppose for a ssocond that you're right,
that Lt's all buried inside me somehow. What
do I d0? How do I make it atop?

BAXUNIN
1 wish I oould tell you.

Not the right answer,

CHARLES
I thought you were the expert.

BAKUNIN |
I am, a8 much =8 anyone 1s. But I can't make
it go away.

CHARLES

Then why the hell am I here?

BAKUNIN
I don't know. You tell me,




S0 I tell him, mors than I've told anyone.

CHARLES
Well... There's this womsn snd... I've been
following her sround trying to see if she's
migsing & finger. I have the Iinger st
home... it's insane.

He clesans his glssses m moment, bthen saya

BAKUNIN
Is it her finger?
CHARLES
No.
BAKUNIN
Sc who 1s she?
CHARLES
I don’t know. I just remember her from the
ride.
BAKUNIN
I doubt that very muoh.
CHARLES
Tt's definitely her ~ I oan't stop thinking
sbout, her.
BAKUNIN

What exmctly do you remember?

CHARLES
Just pleces of it. Where we met, The touch
of her fingers, the taste of her hair. Bhe
was trying to show me something or tell me
something ~ I don't know what.

He's uncharsctsristically interested.

BAKUNIN

And you've seen her since then?
CHARLES

Yes.
BAKUNIN

What d41d she say?

- OHARLES
She didn't remember me,

50.
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Bakunin leans forwird - intense, emphatioc.

BAKUNIN
Osn you find her agein?

CHARLES
Yorh. I know where she lives.

BAKUNIN
Then go to her, talk to ter, and osusing as
14ttle offense =8 possible, see what she has
to offer.

CHARLES
What sbout the finger?

BAKUNIN
ohig 18 sbout mors than & finger Charles. If
you really ramember, 1f it's true, then
something huppened between the two of you,
something that may help you.

I shake my head, I don’t get it.

BAKUNIN (cont'd)
You need something from her.

CHARLES
But what?
BAKUNIN
I have no idea. You osn only answer that
yourself,

EXT. RIVERSIDE DRIVE - DAY

1'm walking slong the edge of the park. Half-a-blook ahead is
Katherine pushing a stroller. HER DAUGHTER walks next ito her, trying
to hit every puddle 1in Manhattan. :

They reach the entrance t0 & playground, Parked nesrby is A TOWN CAR.
The door opens and THAT WASPY-LOOKING COUPLE gets out and greets
Katherine. I hang back and watoh a8

KATHERINE kneels to talk with ner desughter as the couple looks oOn.
It's clear she's explaining something to the girl., Then Ketherine
stands, losds her to the oouple. The wife offers the girl & stuffed
monkey. The husband atands back & bit, = stuffed dog in reserve.

Put the monkey seems to work, sngaging the glrl'a attention. So
KATEERINE TURNS abruptly and walks away.




The wife takes the little girl by the hand and lesds her to the
playground.

Katherine kesps going, never looking back, and 1 POLLOW HER,

EXT. BROADWAY AND 83RD - NEWSSTAND - DAY

KATHERINE fidgets with & newspaper. Cheoking her watoh.

EXT. AMSTERDAM AVE - DAY

Katherine walking...sighing...biting her 1ip., Riddled with anxlety.
Steps inside

EXT. A CONVENIENCE STORE - DAY

and duys & paok of Csmel Lights, rips into them and fires up.

BEXT. CAFE LALO - DAY

She sits on the bench outslde smoking her brains out. Sipping her
coffee. Oheoking her watoh. Tossing her paper in the trash.

EXT. BROADWAY AND 82ND - BARNES AND NOBLE - DAY

KATHERINE paces back and forth looking ai book covers in the window
aisplay. Digs HER LAST CIGARETTE FROM THE PACK and fires it up.
Munbles something to herself, wipes & tear from her cheek.

EXT. 82ND STREET - DAY

KATHERINE walking fast toward RIVERSIDE DRIVE, orosses the street and
1 follow her. .

EXT. THE PLAYGROUND - DAY

Kids swarm the slides and swings. Just beyond the jungle gym we both
see

HER DAUGHTER

Ingecure. Out of place. A bit confused. The monkey has long sinoce
cessed to be & distraction.

I STAY BEHIND A CAR snd got » good angle to ses
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KATHERINE hold her hand to her mouth. Whatever this 1g is sgony for
her, but FINALLY

THE HUSBAND

Chooks his watoh snd visiting time is over. Thay head back toward
the town oar.

KATHERINE straightens up, trying to sot aasuil, &g HER DAUGHTER runs
to her snd hugs her. They all ohat & bit, Katherine shakes hands
with them. Turns down the offer for s 1ift, and as the town oay
glides away from the ourb...

Katherine snd her daughter hesd home.

And being half men, belf dumbbell, I figurs this 18 & good time to
sct 1like bumping into her.

I start to oross the street to her... then hold up to let & TRUCK go
by. It romrs past me, its red side psnel obsouring my fie0ld of view,
the Doppler ory of 1is angine seeming %o envelop my entire head and
I PLASH TO

THE ANTIQUE PEN... STABBING DOWN HARD INTO MY BACK...

I LASH OUT IN A RAGE

I COVER MY MOUTH &s I'M KICKED AND PUNCHED IN THE HEAD

BLOOD SPRAYS ACROSS THE WALL

And 1 snap back to

EXT. RIVERSIDE DRIVE

I stumble forward, catoh myself, shake the f1mshback from my hezd.
I'M STANDING IN THE MIDDLE OF THE STREET.

KATHERINE stunds on the ourb looking st me, curious, suspicious, I
manage & smile, taks = step toward her and .

A HORN Brows,.. ss I step in front of AN ONCOMING CAR, It swerves, I
Jump baok... but the SIDE MIRROR CLIPS MY ARM snd I GO DOWN...

oake the asphali impsot with my back and then MY HEAD WITH A CRACK.
BLACK
FADE IN:
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INT, KATHERINE'S APARTMENT - DAY
1 OPEN MY EYES to se® -~ A CAMERA
Mounted on the wall focussed on me,

1 GASP FOR AIR snd psnia, then feel a hand on ny shoulder, gently
nolding me down. It's

KATHERINE - UPSIDE DOWN

Standing over ma.

KATHERINE
You're oksy, it's alright.

I glanoe around, Her spartment seems somehow strange, somehow empiy.
There's very few pleces of furniture snd those saenm to be bolted to
the floor and padded, Every gurface is bare, no objects anywhere,
on the other side of the roon 1 ses mnother camers =~ and giimpse &
third out in the hwll. What ia this plece - and who is this wommen?

OHARLES
¥hat happened?

Her respoﬁse 1 abrupt, ocold.

KATHERINE :
You were hit by & oar. The parsmedlics sald
you'll be fine Af you Just take it slow for &
while. They omrried you up here.

CHARLES
Whore are they?

KATHERINE
They left.

A thiok bandage wraps my srm. I move my fingers. It hurts but they
work.

KATHERINE (cont’'d)
Wny were you following me?

I could lie and say I wasn't but...

CRARLES
I'm sorry. I ghouldn't have.




KATHERINE
You havs to stop. I have you on videotape
now, I know who you ars, I know whers you
1live. If anything happens to me the police
will come right to you.

CHARLES
Hold on & second - I Just wanted to talk to
youo

The PHONE RINGS. She quickly pioks it up.

KATHERINE
{into the phone)
Yes, everything's oksy, I'm fins ... He Just
woke up ... No, you don't have to coms up,
just osll me baok in five minutes.

She hangs up.

CHARLES
I'm telling you, I Just wanted to talk., And,
well... I hope you got the license plzte of
that car.

I smile. She doesn't... but she does ssem to soften & bit.
KATHERINE

You think you know me from somewherse - that's
what you sald at the clinic.

CHARLES '

Yes. I know it sounds strange.
KATHERINE

1t does.
CHARLES

1 think we met once before,
KATHERINE

1'd remember.
CHARLES

What do you do?

| | KATHERING

Fork at the library.
CHARLES

Oh., 1 thought you were an artist for some

raason.
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. She's surprised by this.

KATHERINE
I gm - I mean, I used to bs but I'm not
anynore.

CHARLES
Do you draw? t

KATHERINE
1 a1d. And painted, Why? Do you?

CHARLES
No. 4 little photography, but no.

KATHERINE
Maybs you suw me &t an opening, but it's been
yesrs.

CHARLES
Do you have any drawings hers? If I saw one
maybe I'd romenber.

KATHERINE
They're &1l packed awsy in the basement.

. HER DAUGHTER oslls from the other room.

DAUGHTER (0.8.)
Mommy !

KATHERINE
. Listen, I have to fsed hey and...

I get the hint.

CHARLES
I1'11 get going.

She tekes MY DRIVER'S LICENSE from her pooket and hands it to me.

KATHERINE
I'm sorry, I Just have to be ocareful.
Someone's been following me and... then you
wore Lo0.

CHARLES
I understand., But you don't have to worry
sbout me.

. She turns and I follow her to the front door.
There's s CALENDAR on it telling me Very olesrly TODAY I8 THE 218t.
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She opens the door for me. I notice she has THE NUMBER 2! WRITTEN ON
HER PALM, It's the date.

I step through the door.

KATHERING
Don't forget to put some mors ice on that when
you get home,

, CHARLES :
I will., You know, I'd still like to ses those
drawings of yours. What would you smy to
having & cup of coffee with me sometime?

She looks at me like I must be Joking.

KATHERINE
I suppose you want me to bring my drawings
too, ‘

CHARLES

Yeah. How about tomorrow? After work?
She sighs, shakes her head... but surrenders m bit.
KATHERINE ,
Alright, I'll mest you at Oafe Lalo., You
know whera that 1s?

CHARLES
I do.

She sterts to close the door.

CHARLES (oont’'d)
And Katherine, v,

She looks baok out.

CHARLES {ocont'd)
Thunks for taking ocare of me.

She nods and shuts the door in my faoe,

INT. FLATIRON BUILDING ~ MORCON - DAY

I walk to my office, past JEANIE, my sssistant, working hard at her
desk.

JEANIE
Howdy stranger, Mercer wants to see you right
awsy,
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I stop and turn sround,

IN®, MORCON - OUPSIDE MERCER'S OFFIGE - MOMENTS LATER
. Mercer aweeps out of his offlce followed by two sssistants., Sees me.

MERCER
Charles.

He keaps moving and I walk with him,

CHARLES
You wanted to ses me.

MERCER
I'm giving the account to Waiter. He's goling
to lesd it from now on.

CHARLES
Why? He'll blow it for you.
MERCER
At the moment he's the only one holding 1t

together,
80 I lie and I'm & good liar - I give it all I've got.

CHARLES
Look, I'm gorry for being out of the office 80
much but I've been working on something, doing
some field resesrch, and I've found these kids
and they're like the Rosetis stone of
marketing, telling ms inoredible thinge, stuff
that'll make the whole campaign elick, bring
it to s whole other lavel. I should've told
you before but let's sit down now and I'll
give you everything I have because I don't
want to see us lose this asccount, I don't want
to see all that work go down the drain, Let
me Tinish what I started and I guarantee
you'll be happy.

Mercer looks abt wme dispassionstaly, thinking about it for a moment.
Then he says

MERCER
No.

And walks away. Fuock!

G111 1is standing nearby, he's heard everything., I slump againat the
wall,
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GlILL
Just get back to work and let him oalm down
for & few dmys, And if I were you, I'd got my
888 t0 rehsb #.8.8.p.

CHARLES
It's not & rehsd kind of thing.

GILL
Well what kind of thing is 11?

CHARLES
It's hard to explain - it's too bizsrre.

QILL
Try me.

I sigh and grope for an axplanation.

CHARLES '
1'm, um, having blsckouts... Losing two or
three days at a time, doing weird stuft, stuff
I've never done before., Ii's like something's
inside my brsin, scontrolling me, putting ideus
in my head...

' GILL :
And that's bizarre? What the hell do you
think we do for a living?

I manage & small laugh.

CHARLES
. GILL :
Reslly Charles, it Just means you need to he
in rehab.

I shake my hemd. He doesn’'t know.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Waiting st the corner for the light to changs. In fromt of me A WELL-
DRESSED MAN drops his glove. I plok it up for him, and see HIS NOSE
19 BLEEDING. .

Hig slmck fsce stares scross the stroet at A FLOWER SHOP with bright
blooms. He smiles, reaches for them, STEPS ONE FOOT OFF THE CURB as
TRAFFIC WHOOSHES by.

I gently grab the skirt of his trench cont and HOLD HIM BACK.
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THE LIGHT CHANGES -~ we walk and I follow him safely to the flowers
where he amells them, bloodying some Mums with his noge. I stick his
glove in his pooket and leave. Ridden - he must be,

EXT?, CAFE LALO - DAY

I'm sitting on the bench outside, holding & small basket of
STRAWBERRIES, waiting for her.

And here suhe comes... pushing & stroller with her dsughter.

KATHERINE
BEi. Listen, we're gonns have to do 1t another
time. My sitter cancelled and I have to get
her home now. I'm sorry - I would've called
you but I didn't have your nunber,

CHARLES
That's all right, Can I walk with you?

KATHERINE
Un, yeah, okay.

CHARLES
I got you these.

1 hand her the strawberries.
KATHERINE
Thank you. I love strawberries, You didn’t
poison them or anything, did you?
I laugh,

CHARLES
Here, I'll eat one myself.

I do., And live.

CHARLES {ocont'd)
See,

She reluctantly iries omne.

KATHERINE
Mmm... they're good.

We walk in silence for & moment.

CHARLES
Can I ask you & question?




I\ ) 610

1." KATHERINE
_ 1 suppos8 80...

CHARLES
You were ridden resently, weren't you.

KATHERINE
A fow waeks ago. Why?

CHARLES
what was it like?

KATHERINE
Like the other times. Horrible, oatmstrophlic.

CHARLES
What happened?

KATHERINE
I don't know.

CHARLES
Do you remenber s&ny of 14?

KATHERINE
0f course not.

CHARLES
I vemember parts of mine, A fow wosks &gO
too. Something happened, something good.

KATHERINE
1 doubt it. 1've been ridden nine times mince
she was born and none of them ever led to
anything good.

CHARLES
Not, aven one?

KATHERINE
No. '

CHARLES

Msybe thers was and you just don't remember.

KATHERINE
We'll never know will we? Faot is, it's not
where it takes you, it's whers it lesves you
that matiers.

. Wnhat can I say to this womsn? Her dsughter beats me to it..
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DAUGHTER
Carry me,

She's out of the stroller and clinging to her mother's leg.
KATHERINE

Honey, sit in the stroller, you're too heavy
for mommy to carry sll the way.

Her daughter TURNS T0 ME, reaches out her arus.

DAUGHTER
Carry me.

I shrug and pick her up.
Katherine, stutters something similar to words, unsure sbout this.

GHARLES
okny?

Katherine reluctantly nods. The little girl is right at home,
nestled batween my hip and shoulder,

CHARLES (oont'd)
Wagt's your name?

- Her mother answers for her.

KATHERINE
Mary Put.

CHARLES
Can't be easy raising her alone.

KATHERINE
Thet's the only way I know.

She's tired and I'm pushing it but I have to,

CHARLES

Was that her father in the park the other day?
KATHERING -

No. '
CHARLES

oh. Wunere's her father?

KATHERINE
You msk very personal ques tions.




CHARLES
Yoah, Sorry.

KATHERINE
Thst's her father right theres.

She indicates s DOORMAN standing in front of = building, He's @ half-
decent looking guy but... ’

CHARLES
¥Who, the doorman?

KATHERINE
Yeah,

What?

KATHERINE {ocont'd)
I don't know who he is or what oity he 4id me
in, but it's wim, Or maybe 1t's that delivery
boy thers, Or his friend. Or some bum in the
subway. Or my neighbor or that guy right
there or that bus driver...

She continues in sn even, dead tone.

KATHERINE (cont'd)
Gould be any of them. A4ll I know is I was
ridden two-and-a-half years sgo and the next
thing I knew I was pregnant,

My head 1is aspinning,

CHARLES
Jesus, I'm BOYYY s o ¢

KATHERINE
Yeah, me too, Listen ~ I don't know what you
want trom me, but my 11fe is mine, I don't
need snyone slse in it, I don't want anyone
else to worry sbout.’

CHARLES
Right,

KATHERINE
1 don't want to go on dmtes, I don't need a
relationship to feel better... 1 don't need
this.

CHARLES
tGot 1t.
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Wo arrive at her plaoe and Katherine takes Mary Pat from my shoulder,

CHARLES (cont'd)
1 guess I should gelt going now.

KATHERINE
I guess you should.

INT. OHARLES'S APARTMENT ~ NIGHT

I simlessly move around the apartment. Nothing interests me,
overything seems foreign, & relic from & previous life.

I involuntarily find myself in front of tha refrigerator. I open the
door, see}

THE COLD PACK CONTAINING THE FINGER
Just laying there on the shelf.

I pick 1t up, look closely at the shriveled finger inside flosting in
the brown water.

1 should get rid of this thing. I olose the refrigerator door, tske
it to the gerbage...

I HEAR A SOUND BY THE FRONT DOOR. What was that? I move in that
direction, STILL HOLDING THE COLD PACK. ' ’

i see tust THE FRONT DOOR IS OPEN. Did I not close it all the way?
I step to it wnd SUDDENLY S3EE SOMEONE COMING IN.

I SHOVE THE COLD PACK INTO MY PANT'S POCKET and ses that the somsone
is

GILL
Coming through the door holding & key.

CHARLES
@G111%! What are you doing?

He's oalm, serious.

GILL
Good, you're home.

CHARLES
Yowh, I'm home, What the fuck are you doing
hera? Where'd you get my key-

DIANA walks in behind him. 4And then SOME GUY I don't recognize.




DIANA ‘
Weo're sorry to surprise you 1ike this, 1t just
geemed the best way to do it.

GILL
Buddy, you need help and we're hers to help
you. This is Oraig Pivnik. .,

He indicsates the guy I don't recognize.

GYLL (cont'd) ,
He's & psyochologist and an axpert in getiing
people off drugse snd aloohol.

DIANA
He's got & great traok reocord, Charlie, You
should talk to him.

My God, it's = full fledged intervention. It only they knew.

CRAIG PIVNIK
Look, no one wants to be t0ld they have &
problem, it's insuliing. But raally you
ghould be feeling relief more thaun anything.

I try to play along.

CHARLES
I am. You guys are inoradible.

alLL
You osn either mest with him here in New York
or ho can take you somewhere slse for & few
dsys. But you have to do soms thing.

CRAIG PIVNIK
You sgree with that?

I nod my head.

ORAIG PIVNIK {cont'd)
Then let's go to my office and get started.

There's & car waiting downstalrs, so grab
yhatever you need and let's go.

CHARLES
what?

CRAIG PIVNIK
Yosh, right now. No walting, no thinking -
1t's tmportant that we Jump right into 1t.

65.




CHARLES
1 ocan't right now.

GILL ‘
pon't worry, Meroer knows - he's bahind us one
hundrsd peroent.

GRARLES

Yeah, but this is not what you think.
DIANA

Gome on Oharles, just do it.
CHARLES

I haven't had & drink in two weakB..e
ORAIG PIVNIK

That's & great start. But, now we have %o

finish it.
Disns is staring st my pants. I look down snd ses the top of the
c0ld paok sticking out of my pookst and A WET STAIN aextending from
there to my knea, THE PACK MUST BE LEAKING.

CHARLES
Oh shit.

And now everyone is looking.

GILL
Ave you all right?

DIANA
What's in that plastis bag?

CHARLES
1 gotta clean up.

1 turn to the bathroom. Craig Pivnik blocks my WRy.

CRAYG PIVNIK
. No move drugs, Charles. Just hand it over.

CHARLES
It's not drugs-

QILL
We don't care, Jjust be straight with us.

GHARLES
Let me Just-

From behind melbiuna GRABS THE COLD PACK AND PULLS IT FROM MY POCKET.
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CHARLES (oont'd)
Give me thatl!

She turns awsy and looks at it olosely... SOREAMS and drops the
thing.

eILL
What is 4t?

He pisks it up.

GILL (ocont'd)
Usht 1It's a finger!

CRAYG
Waat?!
aILY
Oharles - what, the fuck?!
DIANA
Why do you have a finger?
CHARLES
I don't know, that's the problem.
QILL
Where did you get 1t?
. CHARLES
I found 1it,
aILL
Where?
CHARLES
Here.
DIANA

Craig, what do we do?
He's not happy with this turn of events.

CRALG PIVNIK
This is way outside my ares of expertise.

And while they talk I shuffle toward the door... then bolt from the
room, They shout after me but I'm gone.

INT. CHARLES'S APARTMENT BUILDING ~ STAIRWELL

Running down stairs like an insane person.
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. EXT. OHARLES'S APARTMENT BUILDING

Burst out the front of the building., See the town oar that's walting
for Oraig Pivnik and me. Think twioce about it and then desh away
down the street.

EXT. BRYANT PARK - DAY

Bakunin sits on & bench laughing, & big bear of & belly laugh. I've
Just finished telling him what happened and he thinks it's hilarious,

BAKUNIN
You ses, they're just possessed in their own -
way. Unfortunately for you, their charity is
misplaced,

I sit next to him, my pants stained, my life in tatters, Bakunin
looks me over.,

BAKUNIN (cont’'d)
She doesn't remember you.

CHARLES
No, snd there's no way I can tell her. She
. doesn’t want to hear that we fucked our brains
out, on some ride.
BAKUNIN
What does she want to hemr? What does she
need?
CHARLES

I don't kuow but I don't want to get involved
with this woman. I don't want to sorew up her
11fe more than it alresdy is, Therse has to be
snother way.

BAKUNIN
There 1s no other way.

CHARLES
Then forget it, forget the whole fucking
thing.

BAKUNIN
What do you see?

He gesturea to the LIBRARY at the pther side of the park,

‘I'D CHARLES

The library.
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BAKUNIN
Yook again.

Wnat does he want to hear? Walit & minute, What the hell,..

CHARLES
I never notioced them before.

Forty feet up, framed into the fsonde of the Library bullding,
between the great srched windows of the main resding room are

EIGHT CLASSICALLY DETAILED DOORS.

No balconies or railings for safety. Not even & step or = ledge
beyond them. They Just open to thin air.

CHARLES (oont'd)
I've pagged them & hundred times. What the
hell are they for?

BAKUNIN .
Tney're in the blueprints. But no one knows
why.

OHARLES

There's gotta be some raason.

BAKUNIN
You're right. They don't appear to function
but they must -have some purpose. The same
. goes for you - there's & reason you're bhaing
ridden,

I sigh, I osn't keep at this.

CHARLES
took ~ I don't want to hurt her.

BAKUNIN
How would you hurt her?

CHARLES
1 wouldn't.

BAKUNIN
What are you afraid of doing to her?

CHARLES
Nothing. I meant everyone gots hurt-

BAKUNIN
Have you hurt other girlfriends?
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CHARLES
No.
BAKUNIN
Have you hit them?
OHARLES :
No. And anyway, this is never going to get
that far.
BAKUNIN

It's never going to get anywhere because
you're afraid.

CHARLES
I ghould be afrald.

BAKUNIN
We should ®ll be afrsid,

CHARLES
0f what?

BAKUNIN
Gome on Charles - of everything. Of who we
' raplly are, Primitive beasts, sach one of us,
capable of anything under ths right
cirsumstances. It's no wonder we keep it
locked away. It's too horrible and we're
afrald,

I try to understand this man, this volce, this logioc.

BAKUNIN (cont'd)
And that’s what they ride in us. But onoce you
lesrn to fear those things less, there'll be
less for them to ride., Ii's as simple as
that.

CHARYLES :
I just want my life to be normal sgain.

He puts a hand on my shouldsr and assures me

BAXUNIN
Normal is over,

EXT. NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY - DAY
. I head up the steps beiween the lions.
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INT. NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY - GREAT HALL - LATER

I spesk to & SECURITY GUARD who points to & statrocase.

INT, NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY - PRINTS DEPARTMENT - DAY

A dark, wood-panelled room. A fow resesrshers work at long tables,
I wander in and look at a drawing displayed in & glass oase.

OLOSE ON THE DRAWING

By Hieronymus Bosch. A panorams of DEMONS AND FANTASTIC CREATURES. -
Birds swallow horses, devils skewsr men, fire scorches the land.
Hell on aarth.

KATHERINE'S VOICR
What are you doing here?

I turn and see Katherine standing behind me. She seems mors curlous
than angry.

: CHARLES
Looking at art., What do you do here?

KATHERINE
Mostly organize and catalogue the collssilon.
Cherles, you can't just drop in on me like
thia.

- CHARLES |
I just thought you might be getting off soon
and... I'd still like to buy you that ocup of
soTfae,

She shakes her head, doesn't belleve we.
| CHARLES {oont'd)
It's Just coffee, I promise, Then we both go
back to our respective downward spiralling
depressions.,
She oracks & smile, in spite of hersalf,
CHARLES (oont'd)
Wast do you smy?
EXT. NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY - DAY

Katherine and I walk down the brosd ateps together.




72.

CHARLES
Why d1d you stop?
KATHERINE
Stop what?
CHARLES :
Painting, drawing. Seems like this is your
world, ‘
KATHERINE

It used to be, I was & good painter. I had a
gallery, 1 was selling out shows, it was
great., But once I was ridden I couldn’t do 1t
snymore, Nothing would come, Or if it did,
1'd draw somsthing that would frighten me -
some image, msomething horrible. I scouldn't
control it...

She trails off, stops in her tracks, Then turns and walks quickly. to
the curb. She seems agitated.

KATHRRINE {cont'd)
Let's gat a onb.

CHARLES
Oksy. Or do you want to Just go down the
block-

KATHERINE

You have to get me out of here. Now.

CHARLES
Why? What's going on?

She bolts into the street, almost gets hit, flags down & taxi,
Soerambles inside. Just before I elimd in sfter her, I glance
around... and ses a familiar faoe: ’ )
THE BLOND WOMAN

Standing tweﬁty yards away, watching ua. Wnat the hell...

I olimb into the taxi and it pulls away.

INT. TAXI ~ DAY
We sit at opposite ends of the backsaat.

CHARLES
What was that all about?
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KATHERINE
Nothing.

CHARLES ,
Who was that blond woman?

KATHERINE
I don't know,

CHARLES

She said she was your friend, she said she was
trying to protest you.

KATHERING
You've spoken to her? When?

CHARLES
Outside your apsrtment building. Two weeks

8O,

" KATHERINE
She's not my friend -~ far from it. She
follows me sround, waiting for me to be
ridden,

CHARLES
Why?

KATHERINE
Beosuge then she has complete control of me,
she oan do anything... She's not the only one
either. I thought you were one of them mt
firat. :

I notice THE NUMBER 27 written on Ketherine'’s palm.
Suddenly, the cab swerves violently to the right, bouncing us around.

CHARLES
Ersy there, buddy.

The DRIVER is talking - not on & cell phone, not for any normal
veason - just babbling to himself. I lean forward, take a look. His
eyes sre heavily lidded; he mutters in Russian. Ho's fucked up in
some serious wWay. '

I look up snd out the windshield, It frames the on-coming world like
8 TV - except 1t's all real. :

‘Wo hurtle toward AN INTERSECTION, a red light, we'rs not stopping...
pedestrians scatter as we go right through it.
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CHARLES (ocont'd)
Jogus Christ! Pull overt

He doesn't reapond.

CHARLES (oont'd)
Wake up buddy! WAKE UP!

I shout, WNo lusk. I reach through the opening of the plexiglass
partition and greb his shoulder, shake 1it. Nothing.

I try to SQUEEZR THROUGH THE OPENING - not really big enough for me -
in faot made to kesp people from olimbing up front., Stretoh my arm
for the gear shift on the steering ocolumn. Get it. HE REACTS,
THROWS AN BLBOW, omtches me in the face. I retreat.

I turn to Kstherine who looks pretty calm under the sircumstances snd
say

CHARLES {oont'd)
I think we should put on our seat belts.

Wo do. Just as the oub olips something and keeps going.

CHARLES (ocont'd)
SNAP OUT OF IT! HEY!

KATHERINE
He's not gonns snap out of it. He's ridden.

I see u situstion developing up mhead.

CHARLES
Hold on...

We watoh through the windshisld as the taxi drifts toward A LINE OF
PARKED CARS and ‘

SIDESWIPES THEM one after the other. All the way down the line - &
whole block of parked oars. : ,

The sideview mirror SNAPS OFF, the pasasenger window. SHATTERS, then MY
"WINDOW,

CHARLES (ocont'ad)
Geot down!

And I 1is on top of her which is & good ides because debris 18 flying
sverywhere - seems like the whole right side of the oar is
disintegrating.

And st1ll we race onward bumping over who~-knows-what.
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I squint upward - the ceiling of the oab and the tops of buildings
flying by outside,

WE GRIP EACH OTHER TIGHTLY. I fesl the warmth of her breath, the
softness of her skin, the ourve of her body through her coat.

SHE LOOKS INTO MY EYES, not afraid, strangely oslm, more bemused than
anything else.

SHE SMILES and we

ORASH into something solid, We're thrown sgainst the baok of the
front seat snd dumped on the floor. The ocar spins, hits something
else und stops. .

EXT. TAXI ~ MOMENTS LATER

We climb out, alive, basically unsoathed. See that we've hit another
car snd then a lamppost, Fortunately no people, .

I oheck THE DRIVER. His hesd is bleeding but now he's laughing
hysterioally, I leave him thers, in his own world, and return to
Ketherine,

She's 1lit a cigerette, like she's having some kind of post-coital
smoke.

CHARLES
You sure you're alright?

KATHERINE
I'm fine, I've always wanted to sideswipe &
line of ocars.

CHARLES
Well now you've done it. Do you think 1t's
too esrly for a drink?

KATHERINE
No. Definitely not.

INT. BAR - DAY

A sesdy Joint, not too many people here &t this time of day, but
perfect for us at the moment. We've finished our first drink and are

having & second.

KATHERINE
So where's your girlfriend?
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CHARLES

I haven't had a girlfriend in a long time,
KATHERINE

Really? How long?
CHARLES

About six years.
She almost chokes on her drink.

KATHERINE
You haven't been with a womsn in six ysars?

OHARLES
I've bean with dozens of women, Just no one
I'd osll a girifriend.

KATHERINE
That's almost &8 bad. Wahat happened with that
lsst one? Waat'd she do to you?

CHARLES
Let's Just say it wes = volatile ralationahip.

And she says this playfully:

KATHERINE
Does that mesn you hit each other?

CHARLES
No. It Jjust means it didn't work out.

EXT., STREET - NIGHT

It's getting dark. We're walking home - there's no way we're tnklng
B osb. She has her arm through mine and it feels good.

CHARLES
" Your parents still upsiste?
' KATHERINE
. Yeah. They'vs ourrently deasd, but both are

therae,
I lsugh then cztoh mymelf

CHARLES
Sorry.

KATHERINE
That's okay. It's been s long time.
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She thinks sbout it for a moment,

KATHERINE (oont'd)
Sometimes I think I'd like to mave buck there.
Get out of the oity.

CHARLES
You think it'd make any difference?

KATHERINE
I don't know, It'd Just be... less
complionted. We had & farm in Kinderhook when

I was & kid and I always thought 1t'd be nioe
to live in a place like that sgain,

She sort of steres off for a second, longing,
KATHERINE (cont'd)

%e fed the horses, worked in the garden, swam
in the pond,..

' CHARLES
Sounds like & nice lifs.

KATHERINE
I'd settle for one weskend mt this point,

I think sbout that for s moment, then steer her toward the cross
walk,

KATHERINE (cont'a)
What are you doing?

CHARLER
- Just come with me.
BXT, GENTBAL PARK ~ LATER

Vo come to & spot on the path - the BXACT place whers we walked
together... ridden. And I walk it with her now... EXAGTLY,

I STAND OPPOSITE HER across the Joggers path EXACTLY.

A FLASH MEMORY OF HER STANDING THERE - superimposed over whers she
atands now., EACH REALITY wavering in and out across the other.
Everything EXACT...

I blink and snap out of 1it.

«+.But she doeasn't remember s thing.
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EXT. NEW YORK PUBLIC LIBRARY ~ NIGHT
Walking down Fifth Avenue. Appromching the steps, the Lions,
KATHERINE

This is what you wanted to show me? I gottm!?
tell ya, I ses 14 every day,

CHARLES
Juat come with me,

1 FLASH on the past and IMAGES FLICKER in my minds

KATHERINE AND OHARLES meeting on the steps. Slowly ocoming together
under the North Lion, embracing., Walking down the ateps,

Again, the TWO REALITIES PLAY OVER EACH OTHER, like pirallal
universes sonverging - the past and the preaent in phass with eaoh
other,

I walk her to the EXACT place we met snd watoh her slosely as I re-
enact the images in my mind. I hold her, Walk her down the steps,

KATHERINR
Whet are you doing?

I persist,. She wipes her nose. Shivers. Looks &t me. I hug her
cloger as we walk toward the XXX's in that fire lane.

CHARLES
How do you feel?

KATHRERINE
A little odd raslly.

8he wipes her nose sgain. I look for blood. I atop us, Look into
hor fece and tell her to

OHARLES
Renember me,
’ KATHERINE
What?
CHARLES

You don't remember,

KATHERINE
Yhat is this?

I hear A BUZZING IN THE AIR. DOGS BARKING IN THE DISTANCE, A rising
cacophony.
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CHARLES
oh NOese ‘

KATHERINE
Are you alright?

It's ooming now, there's nothing I oan do. I lesn in and pull her
lovely face to mine and say

CHARLES
Katherine, I'm trying to tell you we've
already met., A few weeks ago...

It's too lute, I feel every hair on my skin rise &8 a oloud oropses
the sun like & toitsl eolipss...

KATHERINE
Charles?

1 COUGH, STUMBLE... A SHARP CRACK SPLITS THE AIR and all &t once

I'M PISSING.
AND THE POINT OF VIEW IS WARPED, DISTORTED... RIDDEN.

I'M PISSING A GOOD, LONG, STEADY STREAM and man it feels good -
sspeclially since ' ’

I'M STANDING IN MERCER'S OFFICE, on his desk sctuslly. Don't ask me
how I got in here but now his papers, computer, family plstures sare
completely somked... and there's HIS ASSISTANT yelling at me and
BOoses

I BURST INTO THE CONFERENCE ROOM... Gill, Mercer, Walter there. Rip
the laptop from Walter's hands, frisbee 1t into a monitor whioh
explodes,..

I'M SWINGING, PUNCHING and I must’ve hit something becuuaa my hand
hurts and someone's lying on the ground snd then...

A SUBWAY TUNNEL CRILING blurs past me at light spesd. 4t least 1t
seams that way when you're SUBWAY SURFING ON YOUR BACK ATOP THE UPTOWN .
! TRAIN., Burst out into the clear at 122nd Street, the SOUND RCHOING
like & roaring lion, and...

WATER., EVERYWHERE., I'm in it, under it..,. Swimming, sinking...
Bubblea, gegging... Break the surface... Crawl up the bank of the
BAST RIVER... lie down, comfortsble rooks... Hear a volce say
something like
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GANGSTER
Look at this dumb motherfucker, man, Hey
motherfucker, you wanna' suck my dick?

I laugh, I can't help it, I feel good., You would too. YOU woury
100,

GANGSTER (oont'd)
What you motherfuskint laughing at,
notherfucker?

Oh boy. BAM! A boot right in the hesd. 4 warm, red, salty, spittle
spot dappled by cool rain., Well, I don't have to tell Yyou, they took
my shit and left...
So I'M PUNCEING YOU

right in the face. You've been watohing me this whole time snd not
doing snything sbout it. So BAM! Right in face, I'm punching, ..
punching,.. punching..., my srm is tired and as

1 FADE BACK TO CONSCIOUSNESS... I realize he's jJust some innocent guy
and

I AM STUNNED and horrified, I've pummelled him. Not too bad in the
fuce. But his esr is messed up. My fists mre & bit torn and aore.

HE IS TERRIFIED. I help him to his feet and sling his arm sround ny
shoulders 4o help him walk, ' . _

CHARLES
What's your name?

He mumbles something that sounds 1like
CHARLES (oont'd) -
Victor? Okay Victor, I nesd you to walk with
me. Come on,
INT. HOSPITAL - DAY
I wait in the walting room.
THE NURSE

groeets me. My words liap pmst my split lip,

CHARLES
Is he okay?

NURSE
He'll be fine. He's lucky you found him.
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CHARLES
Yesh, I'm & regular guardian fucking angel.
Make sure you bill me for sverything.

NURSE
That's not really how we -

CHARLES
Every fuoking thing.

I toss my orsdit oard on the counter.

EXT. STRERT - DAY

I RUN IN WET SOCKS on wet sidewslks., Turn the corner on to MY STREET.
Slow down, panting,

Remch the front of MY BUILDING where I see

KATHERINE

Sitting on the front steps, She sees me, tries to control her shook
st my sppesrance.

CHARLES
How long have you been here?

KATHERINE :
Only sbout an hour todsy. I was sbout to
lewve,

CHARLES

I'm glad you didn't.
I teke her left hand .and slowly roll it over.
THE NUMBER WRITTEN INSIDE IT: 30

My heart drops into my gut. I've just lost three days. I slump
against her. '

KATHERINE
This 1s why 1t's hopeless, Charles. This is
why 1t oan’t work.

CHARLES
No. This is why we have to stlck together.
We have to watch out for sach other, protect
ench other, It's the only way.
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KATHERINE
How oan we? You ran off so quickly, I
couldn't find you. You weras alone - I waas
alone,

QHARLES
But you're here now, that's what's important.

She shakes her hend.

KATHERINE :
I don't know, Charles.,., Why me? Why me and
an instant dysfunotional family, ‘when there's
& whole city of perfectly funactional women out
there without kids,

CHARLES
First of all, there mre no perfeotly
Tunotional women left anywhere in the world.

She smiles.

CHARLES {oont'd)
And second, I don't want & funotional womsn.
I went you, '

I see 1t, A glimmer, & spark in her eye., I take her hand.

KATHERINE
You don't want me. My life is s0...

CHARLES
Come on. It's getting better,

She laughs, but it's = warm, affectionate laugh.

'KATHERINE
You're such an optimist, Charles.

I Juat realized...

CHARLES
Yeah, I guess I am,

WE KISS. First time familiar. This 1s someone I love. Then she
pulls back and I see blood on her lips from my mouth. She wipes a
taste of 1t from her 1ip and tongue and sees it on her finger.

KATHERINE
Come on, let's get you inside.
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INT. OHARLES'S DATHROOM ~ DAY

I watoh her in the mirror as she finishes dabbing a cut in my cheek
with some cotton. Tends to other soratches. Our eyes meet. Silent
thank you.

KATHERINE
Thare.

INT., CHARLES'S BATHROOM ~ LATER

I'm gotting dressed. I check my wounds in the mirror. I'm better
now. From the other room I hear her say

KATHERINE {0.8.)
Charles. Look at all this stuff. You must've

had some rich girlfiriends..

I glance out the bathroom door, aee that she's psrusing that box
£illed with migcellunesn snd WINONA'S JEWELRY GIFTS.

GHARLES
No, I roll old ladies for their jewelry.
Actuslly, Just my neighbor. She gave me all
of it - one for Christmas, one for ny
birthdsy for mix yesurs.

I ntep back into the bathroom and check w handage that’s pulled free
Ifrom my ohin.

KATHERINE
You should put it in a safe deposit box. Have
you had it appraised?

CHARLES
That's costume Jewelry. She was in the
theater.
 KATHERINE

No, it's real = i1t oould be worth s fortune.
And this pen - I have one just like 1it,

She picks up the ANTIQUE PEN.
KATHERINE (oont'd)

My father collected them. It's extremely
rare, They only made a couple of these...

She atops, looks at 1t ocloser.
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ME IN THE BATHROOM
I stand there frozen, listening to the silence, not sura what to say.
IN THE MIRROR, I see her walk quickly past,

I hesr the front door open... and I tear after her,

EXT, CHARLES'S APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY
1 catoh up to her as she opens & csb door. I take her arm,

CHARLES
Katherine~

KATHERINE ,
That's my pen. I was here before, wasn't I.

" CHARLES ‘
I've been trying to tell you.

KATHERINE
You fuoking used me., I was ridden and you
took me to your house - and we sure as hell
had sex that time. I know we did.

CHARLES
I was ridden too.

KATHERINE
You're just like that hlond woman, you follow
me saround... You used me and you dumped me 1
& Tuoking bowling alley. :

She hits me. I defend myself, No one pays any attentlon.

CHARLES
Wo were hoth ridden, That's why I came
looking for you at the Library. I remembered
you, I remembered where we met- '

KATHERINE
You lied to me. I trusted you and you fucking
lied.
She kiocks me hard.
CHARLES

How could I tell you? I didn't want to lose
you. Coms back inside, we can figure this
out.
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KATHERINE
Fuock you. There's nothing to figure out.
Nothing.

CHARLES

Something happened batween us, something good,
I'm telling you- '

She turns to faoce me.

KATHERINE
No. I've had something good in my 1ife, I
know what thet feels like, I had & boyfriend
who loved me, I had & successful career, I was
happy. But then I was ridden and got pregnant
and 1t =1l fell apart., That ride ruined my
1ife - I lost everything.

CHARLES
That's not true, you have Mary Pat,

o KATHERINE

Yeah, and you know what? Now &1l I ocan think
sbout is that one day I'll wake up from & ride
and find out I killed her, I'm sure the
Passengers would love to go on that ride and
gooner or later they will,

8he pushes ma away.

KATHERINE (ocont’'d)
S0 no matter how sweet you think things can
be, all that's waiting for sny of us are rides
and mindless fucking until you Jump off a
building or I kill my own dsughter,

She turns and climbs into the cab., She's leaving. For good, stupid,
Do something. And all I osn come up with ig

CHARLES
Katherine,,.

The cab pulls away with her in it and something falls deep in my
heart, through my stomach... right straight down to hell,

INT. CHARLES'S APARTMENT - DAY

I'm on the phone, liptening to her answering machine.

KATHERINE'S VOICE (PHONE)
«++ pleage leave o messuge after the beep...
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She's never going to pick up the phone for me.:

INT. BAKUNIN'S HOUSE - DAY

Bakunin and I stand looking out his back window. Therse's a large
hole in the yard next to a small beeoh trse.

BAKUNIN
You sea, I found it,

CHARLES
Found what?

BAKUNIN
An 0ld gsewage pipe, next to that tree, It was
80 obvious but I never thought to look there.
Nobody did.

Whet's he talking about?

BAKUNIN (oont'd)
Nons of us thought anything would be growing
bensath the surfase but of course we were '
wrong. The roots of that tres Just wrapped
themselves argund the plpe and oracked it wide
open.

I'm happy for nim. As for me, I sigh and say

CHARLES
She's gone,
BAKUNIN
You're gone. She's somewhere,
 CHARLES
She found out what happened.
BAKUNIN
The truth hurts.
| CHARLES
If it wasn't for them we could just be
together.
 BAKUNIN

If it wasn't for them you naver would have
been together in the firat place. Anywsy,
thers's no "they". It's all you. It's not
us versus them, it's us versus us, Don't you
see?
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CHARLES
Maybe, hut-

I suddenly notice something ~ A SMALL DROP OF BLOOD in one of his
nostrils. I resolil.

BAKUNIN
Shh. Ib's okay.

CHARLES
This is fucked up.

I move awsy from him.

BAKUNIN
(whispers)
Don't, Shh. This 48 the good part., You
esn't oontrol them but if you're alert
somatimes you can ride them where you weant to

800--

I move toward the door., He's extremely comprssionate. His voice -
shanges, like he's possessed but not evil.

The blood drips into his lips., I want to leave. He aswitches back to
his own voice. Or his first one. The possession comes in waved,

BAKUNIN {cont'd)
You expross how terrible the pasgsengers are,
and yet this is the first time in yemrs that
you're opsn to love.
He moves toward me. But his eyes miss mine. Like a blind man,

CHARLES
You're with them.

BAKUNIN
And they're with me, They're with all of us,

I move to the door. Lose my balancs. My back against the wall., I
alide toward the door, working my wsy around him. Blood drips.

EXT. STREET ~ DAY

I'm walking, The whole world is fucked up snd I can't walk fast
enough.,. and I walk right into that faceless medical building &t

THE COLUMBUS CENTER

I should've come buck & long time ago. And before you know it I'm
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INT, DOOTOR WHITE'S OFFICE ~ DAY

On the table, face down and naked. Some shit is being done to my
back with swabs and that HALO contraption.

Dootor White brings the TWO CURVED NEEDLES down on the armature,
lines 1t up slong my spine snd it fits pretty anug and pina me to the
table with mets) rings. Then the two needles arch forward pushing
into me, oold and firm, I grit my teeth and _

I'M ONE HAPPY, ANGRY MOTHERFUCKER NOW.

BXT, COLUMBUS OLINIG ~ DAY

I tip forward. Hold myself along the wall., I vomit along the railing
end sit down. But most people say it's worth it.

INT., CHARLES'S BEDROOM ~ NIGHT

These are the fragments that are left of me. I go to my dresser.
Opsn the box, find

THE ANTIQUE PEN and THE SCRAP OF BURNED PAPER

The X's on the paper just visible baslow the scorched adge, the only
part of the drawing that remains, : :

I -toss them both into the trash.
The PHONE RINGS. I snatoh it up.

CHARLES .
Katherine?

: SY BLACK (PHONE)
No, it's me, Sy.

CHARLES
What do you want, Sy.

SY BLACK (PHONRE)
You still got that finger in the fridge?

CHARLES
Why?

8Y BLACK (PHONE)
I think I found the owner.
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CHARLES
What?

SY BLACK
Thers's someons over here missing the middle
finger on her left hand. I just saw her.

CHARLES
There's probably mors than one woman in New
York migsing her middle finger.

SY BLACK (PHONE)
Trust me man, if shat's at this place it's no
coinscidence,

EXT. RED HOOK - NIGHT

Brick warshouges and fencsg topped with razor wire. Remote. No one
around to complein., My tsxi pullas up outside an o0ld union hall, &
raging soene inside,

INT. CLUB ~ MOMENTS LATER

I push my way inside. A deorepit, csvernous building.
SY BLACK

Waits for me Just inaide the door.

CHARLES
Is she still here?

8Y BLACK
She was over there a few minutes sago.

He lemds the way through the orowd. I notice that it's not a typical
slub - there's something decidedly atrange taking place. Some in the
orowd push sand shove like they’re on PCP. Others shout, sob, soream
like banshees.

CHARLES
What is this pluce?

SY BLACK
Just a place... Sometimes people dbring other
people here who are ridden, throw the poor
fuckers together snd see what happens.

CHARLES
Is thet what you do?
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SY BLAGK
No man, I take plotures, I'm Weegee, I'm Jjust
cheoking it out.

We push on. To the other side of the dance floor. Then 8y stops,
looks around.

8Y BLAGK. (oont'd)
Shit, I don't know what happensd to her. I
Just saw her,..
I glanoe around too, not sure who I'm looking for.., snd then I gee
THE BLOND WOMAN

Standing nearby. She turns and notices me, This woman gives me the
orseps and I impulsively decide to tell her so.

CHARLES
Not you again., Who the hell are you?
BLOND WOMAN
I could ask you the ssme question, .
GHARLES
No. I don't spend my life stalking these poor
people,
BLOND WOMAN

Yet here you mra.
Forgst her, I turn back to Sy.
He's staring et me, his eyes wide.

SY BLACK
_You know her?

CHARLES
Not reslly.

8Y BLACK
That's her,

CHARLES
Who? :

SY BLACK
The ohick without the finger,

I spin around. She's already walked = short diastance away. I push
my way over to her, GRAB HER LEFT HAND, TWIST IT AROUND TO SEE...
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IT'S MISSING THE MIDDLE FINGER.
Holy shit! 1It's her.
SHE PUNCHES ME IN THE FACE and I

FLASH T0
MY BEDROOM
I'm on top of Katharine, we'rs both naked.

I twist to look behind me ~ the BLOND WOMAN is there, her hair
Tloating around her head like Medusa, .

She raises her srm snd BRINGS IT DOWN HARD, STABBING THE PEN IN MY
BACK.

1 LASH OUT IN A RAGE.

CLOSE ON MY FACE - clutching something tightly to my mouthn.

MY EYES roll baok in their sookets.

" BLOOD BUBBLES from between my fingers

A HAND PULLS MY HAIR

A FOdT KICKS MY FACE

I let go of whatever I'm holding, roll away. BLOOD STAINS MY CHIN,
I SPIT SOMETHING FROM MY MOUTH - |
THE FINGER

BACK TO THE OLUB

I almost collapse from the horror of the memory. I'm stunned,
sickened., I oan't get the image out of my hesd.

I see that the blond wommn 1is walking away again. I catch up to her.

CHARLES
You were with us that night, you were there.

KATHERINE
It was a good one, man ~ & grest one,

CHARLES
What happened?
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. She holds up her hand with the missing finger.
BLOND WOMAN
This happened - but 1t was worth it.
CHARLES
No, between Katherine and me. What d1d we do?
BLOND WOMAN
Nothing too bad. You went easy on her this
time.
CHARLES

What do you mean?

BLOND WOMAN
I mean not like before.

I shake my hesd - what's she talking about?

CHARLES
Befora?

BLOND WOMAN
You were with her once before.

. 3. oHARzES
A When?
BLOND WOMAN

I don't know - two or three years sgo. You
wers ridden. o

That'’s fucked up.

CHARLES
And what happened then?

BLOND WOMAN
You don’t want to know.

CHARLES -
Yos I do. Tell me.

She gives u small, mirthless laugh.

: BLOND WOMAN
Woll, you beat the suit out of her,

CHARLES

. That's bullshit,
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. BLOND WOMAN

. Itts not. I was thers. You fucked har and
hit her - my God, I would've given two fingers
to see that again,

CHARLES
I was ridden. ~ You must've forced me to do it.

BLOND WOMAN
I dlan't foroce you, I didn't forse anyone,

I shake my head, I don't want 1o hear 1t.

BLOND WOMAN (ocont‘'d)
You don't see me foreing her right now, do

you?
CHARLES
Why? Where is she?
BLOND WOMAN

Didn't you see her?

CHARLES
Is she here?

). I wheel around, searching for her.

BLOND WOMAN
She's here all right.

1 stop, put my finger to her ohest.

CHARLES
You stay sway from her. You hear me?
BLOND WOMAN
I oan't.
- CHARLES
Why not?

She looks &t me with haunted, helpless ayes.

BLOND WOMAN
'Csuge when she's ridden,..

She shakes her head like I wouldn't understand.

. That?

She shrugs, says it almost to herself.

CHARLES
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BLOND WOMAN
It's like you get to see a little bit of God
pesking through the oracks in her soul.
She looks up at me, szger for understanding,

"BLOND WOMAN (ocont'd)
You don't Just give up something like that.

CHARLES
Stay away from her.

And then I tear away and franticilxy searoh the 61ub. Shove psople
aslde, try to look averywhere, &t everyone...

EXT, OLUB - NIGHT

Bolt outside., A couple feverishly kissing., Two guys talking.

I look sround the back of the building. Some guy puking., Beyond
him, A SMALL CROWD,

They're grouped sround & A WOMAN writhing on her bask, her clothes
ripped, A MASSIVE QUY straddles her, pawing her body. Feople cheer
them on. THE WOMAN ON THE GROUND I8

KATHERINE

Holy shit. I ysnk the guy off her with strength I didn’t know I had,
1 lean over her,

CHARLES
Katherine, it's me.

She's not there -~ ridden. In & demonic haze,

CHARLES {oont'd)
Katherine.

I pull her to s sitiing position... and SHE PUNCHES me right in the
mouth like & redneck., 4nd before I know it, she's on me. Punching
the living shit out of me. . :

I wrap my arms sround her and hold her tightly. She rans her head
into mine, stamps my feet, knees my groin... but I hold on. And
after a moment, she calms down.

INT. KATHERINE'S APARTMENT BUILDING - LOBBY ~ NIGHT

I walk Katherine through THE lobby doors. She's quiet now, like &
zonbie awaiting instructions.
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The DOORMAN eyes of warily. We look like hell and he kesps his
distance.

DOORMAN
You all right there?

1 nod and we get in the slevator,

INT. KATHERINE'S APARTMENT - LATER

The BABYSITTER opens the door for us. She's sppalled by Katherine's
condition.

BABYSITTER
oh my God, what happened?

CHARLES
Lot's get her into bed,

BABYSITTER
This is too much, I can't do this anymore.
I've been sitting here for three days, you
know.

Sne leads the way to Katherine's bedroom.

BABYSI?TER (sont'd)
I have children too snd grandchildren, I have
things to do in my life,

I put Katherine into bed.

CHARLES
Can you give us & minute,

ghe hesitates for s moment, then leaves the room. I kick the door
ghut with my foot, turn my back for one seoond and

BAM! Katherine's on me like & oat. A BURST of wild animal. &he
tears her clothes in the scuffle. Then s dead oalm &8 I fight her
of?,

Katherine's eyes dilate. She touches herself. Her croich. Her
breasts, Smiles at the senmation., A guttural grosn snd she stops.
Her syes scmn the room. She looks outside the window, then in a
drawer for no apparent resson. As she looks around I grab a sharp
letter opener that's laying on the dask, BHide 1%,

She follows me. Stops and stares at me, Through me. Then pushes up
sgainst me, nuzzling my neck, grabbing my orotch.
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CHARLES (oont'd)
No.

I pull away. I've had her when I didn’t know her. 4And now when I
can have her I don't want her, I step back. She touches herselfl
rgein. I push her down on the bed and shs suddenly GOES LIMP. Thank
Christ., .

1 take asdvantage of the brsak in the sotion and unplug sn extension
cord from the wall, Tis it around her ankle and to the bedpost.

Katherine has calmed down., I drush my hand on her face. 8She sighs

in sostesy at the simplest touch. I gently stroke her neck and
shouldsrs until she sighs into submission. She fades. She sleeps.

INT. KATHERINE'S APARTMENT - LATER
I'm sseing the babyaltter to the door,

BABYSITTER
You treat her right, you hear me?

CHARLES
I will, don't worry.

BABYSITTER
The beat thing is to waitoh the video camerss,
that's what I do, that's how I muke sure.

CHARLES
Okay. Goodnight.

BABYSITTER
And don't wake up the baby.
INT. KATHERINE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

1 oheck on Mary Pat. Sleeping soundly, oblivious to.the chmos
awirling around her., I'm sbout to leave when I suddenly notice that

EVERYTHING HAS BEEN PACKRED UP.

All the toys, all the pictures, all the clothing. All pamcked in &
tidy pile of boxes und duffle bags by the door. Besides the orid, THE
ROOM IS BARE.

INT. KATHERINE'S APARTMENT ~ NIGHT

I wander the spartment, snooping around. No other bags or boxes ~
everything ses it should be.
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I oome to & desk. On it sre papers, doouments -~ for nobody's syess
but Katherine’s. I look and see that they ure

ADOPTION PAPERS
For the iransfer of parental rights and guardianship from Katherine

to some couple in Connsoticut. Mary Pat's fate writ small in
legalese. All signed snd veady to prooeed, '

INT. KATHERINE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

I ait on the couch watching some inane brogrum on TV. I look up and
sea the SURVEILLANGE CAMERAS watohing me. They must've recorded me
looking through her stuff. I don't care,

INT. KATHERINE'S APARTMENT - DAY

Mary Pat is awake and she and I sit on the floor doing an animml
puzzle, She's enthusiastic but still hasn't mastered shapes,

I hear A CRASH FROM THE BEDROOM

Rush to her door and sees that KATHERINE is off the bed, in & duze,
her ankle atill tied to the extenstion cord,

KATHERING
Oh godohgodohgoad!

CHARLES
It's okey, 1t's oksy. You're safe,

I go to her, untis the cord, She hyperventilates then strikes out
befora she knowas who I am or where she is,

CHARLES (ocont'd)
It's me. 1It's Charles. You'rs okay.

She stesdies herself. Pulls back, Sees the sxtension cord.

CHARLES {ocont'd)
So you wouldn't wander off.

, KATHERINE
Where's Mary Pat?

CHARLES
She’s here. She's okay. BSo are you.

'She foouases on me for the firat time.
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KATHERINE
What are you doing here?

CHARLES
I brought you home.

Shs gets up and quickly leaves the room,

INT. KATHERINE'S APARIMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Keatherine goes to Mary Pat and holds her olose, Mery Pat holds up a
puzzle plecs, ’

MARY PAT
Look, Mommy. Doggy.

KATHERINE
Oh u doggy. What doss & doggy say?

MARY PAT
Woof, woof.

Her daughter's sweet obliviousness 1s almost too muoh for Xatherine,
She catohes herself, sdbout to ory.

Now she looks et me. She's cold, still sngry from the other day,

KATHERINE '
Thank you for taking osre of her, but you
should go now,

CHARLES
Katherine, I'm not trying to hurt you.

KATHERINE
You lied to me,

CHARLES
How could I tell you? I was hoping you'd:
somehow remember me... Becsuse I remembered
you.

She Just looks at me, thinking it over,
CHARLES (cont'd)

That night we were together you drew
some t«hins. .o

She visibly recoils,

"1‘I' ' KATHERINE

Don't even tsll me,




GHARLES
It wasn't anything bad, It was beamutiful - it
wap & beautiful drawing,

I see a orack in her srmor. Daspite her bast efforts, she wants to
belisve this is true.

‘ KATHERINE
Yoah? What was 14?2

: CHARLES
I don't know, it's gons now, You were trying
to show me somsthing, tell me something. I
wus hoping you'd remember that too.

She tskes a deep breath, lets her guard down a little. Looks away,
examines HER CUT HANDS. Sighs.

CHARLES (ocont'd)
You should ses the other guy.

She shooks out my fat lip and soratched face,

KATHRERINE

You?

KATHERINE {ocont'd)

I'm sorry.

OHARLES
It's okay. Come on, let's get you cleaned up.

I put my srm sround her and lead her toward the bathroom.

INT. KATHERINE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Ksntherine at the front door, She triple locks 1t. I notice I'm
still on this side of all those loocka.

I follow her to Mary Pat's room., She ﬁeekn in to chesk on the
aleeping girl.

Then closes the door. Turns to me. Looks me In the eya. Whispers

KATHERINE
Do you want something to drink?

I smile.
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CHARLES
What have you got?
INT, KATHERINE'S BEDROOM ~ NIGHT

Glitter from a million oity lights sparkles through the sheer
curtaing,

Katherine ia atop me, pulling my shirt open on my ohest., ‘I fuuble
with her pants and work them over her boyish hips as she riges to
help, I push her baok, she surrenders and we're together, None of
that Pasgenger shit, this is the resl thing,

Two Junkies having eash other olean., It's oddly besutiful.
Comfortably imperfect.

A CAMERA
watohing us. The red light blinks.
I prsss her knee down and straighten her leg on the bed and she falls
open to ms. I move, she sounters, mnd we danoce the slow lovera'
dence, Gliding over each other like whales in water. Bresthing esoh
other's breath.
A TEAR trails off the tip of her nose as she lies on her gide.

CHARLES

Tell me.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK - FLASHBACK

It has rained, The air is heavy,

KATHERINE'S POV

She looks down at the hlood on her hand that she's Just wipad from
her nose, Looks across the footpath to CHARLES..., & shimmering
apparition, She walks toward him. He becomes solid,

FLASH

They're walking, holding handa.

FLASH
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INT. CHARLES'S APARTMENT ~ BEDROOM - NIGHT
KATHERISE'S POV - Pen on the paper, just beginning the DRAWING.
CHARLES'S FACE -~ his eyes watching her, drinking her in.

FLASH - RETURN TO:

INT. KATHERINE'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

KATHERINE
I remember you.

She smiles. I kiss the next tear.

INT. KATHERINE'S BEDROOM ~ DAWN

Milky blue light olouds the room. I hold her close to me, Just
breathing together,

CHARLES
I have to tell you, while I waus here I sew the
pspers on your desk and, well...I hope you
don't give up Mary Pat.

She looks st me, doesn't bite my head off - doesn't even seem that
surprised to hear me may it. 4

CHARLES (ocont'd)
It's none of my business I know but... I just
hope you don't do 1it. '

She speaks quietly, thoughtfully,

KATHERINE
I don't want to do 1t, I love her. But,
really, how can I poasibly kesep her. Who
knows when some voice will tell me to do
something horrible,

CHARLES
We can take care of her together. We can
watoh out for sach other - see Lif it makes any
difference, For one weakend let's do it,
Let's get on & train and find your farm
upstate and spend the day looking ut leaves
and sitting on grass, breathing the air, and
come back whenever we want or not at all,
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She doesn't seem to hesr me.
KATRERINE
She'll be safe with that souple. They're nice
peopla. They'll take care of her, they'1l
protect her.

I nod my head., There's nothing more I omn 88Y.

INT, KATHERINE'S BEDROOM - DAY

I wake up in her room, in her bed. The plsce beside me 1s empty,
She's alresdy up, with Mary Pzt probasbly,

INT. KATHERINE'S APARTMENT - LATER

‘I heve my olothes on now. I mmble down the hall toward the kitchen,
Hear voices. :

THE FRONT DOOR

‘I8 opan but no one is around, Just inside the door ig A BOX and A
DUPFLEBAG - the ones I saw in Mary Pat's room.

A DOORMAN

Appears from outsids and takes them. He glances up at me and then
quickly away. Disorest, I gueas, or.,. what's going on here?

I turn and see KATHERINE coming down the hallway holding MARY PAT.
Shit, it's happening now, SHE'S GIVING UP HER CHILD ~ and there's
nothing I can do, :

Katherine looks at me and then awRy, she oan't meet my eyes. Moves
toward the door. I stand thers horrified, in shoek. Finally say

CHARLES
Do you want me to come with you?

She shakes her head, no - sti1l not looking at me. Then:

KATHERINE:
Will you stay until I get back?

CHARLES
0f course.

She goss out the door, My God. I oan't feel worse than her but I,
don't know how I could feel much worse,
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I G0 T0 THE WINDOW

Push my face sgainst the glass, look down to

THE STREET BELOW

The AWNING over the front door blooks most of the view, but I okn see
the back of A MINIVAN, it's remr hatoh open, The doorman stands
there awaiting further inatrustions. '

I see THE NEW PATHER, the father-to-be, the one I saw in the
pleyground that day. He rounds the back of the van snd disappears
bensath the awning., What misery is happening under there for
Katherine? I try not to imsgine it too Tully.

And then ii's done, or must be, besause the doorman closes the baok
of the minivan and after a moment it drives KWRY .

I move from the window =nd try to figure out what to do with myself
a8 I await her return.

I HEAR THE ELEVATOR DOOR OPEN. Light steps spproaching.

The door opsns and Katherine enters. She wipes s tear from her face,
She must be destroysd inside. I go to her. I want to asy something
to emse her pain, but what? I1'm silent. Then : ‘

MARY PAT
Mommy. . . '

And suddenly the whole soene changes., Mary Pat toddles through the
door behind her. I see Katherine's tears are those of commi tment and
not of loss, :

I wrap my srme around her.

INT., KATHERINE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT
We coilnbsa on the couch together, completely apant.trom this day.
Ketherine looks over ﬁ train schedule.

| KATHERINE '

There's a train st 9:05 and one at 10 and
another one at 12

CHARLES
Let's take the early one.
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KATHERINE
You don't want to sleep in?

OHARIRES
No, let's get up there.

I notice that SOMETHING IS BUZZING - the TV or s light fixture or
something., It gets LOUDER and I realize it's nothing eleotrical.

IP'S IN MY HEAD or outside it or everywhere, And somewhere in the
bullding A DOG IS BARKING, out of control. :

I LOOK AT KATHERINE. And she's looking at me, her eyes wide, mors
sad than afraid, She hears it, fenls it too. And feels the draad,
It's coming on again., I feel avery hair on my skin rige and the
light goes dim snd there's nothing we can do and

WE Jjusi look into emch other's eyes and I love her and.,,

NOTHING HAPPENS, It passes. Bhe's not ridden and I'm not ridden,
Can 1t be true? It 1s. We dodged the bullet somehow,

Katherine lsts out a short laugh, amszed, relieved.

cuT T8

INT., TOWN CAR ~ DAY

Heading down Park Avenus on s beautiful day. The window 18 open and
& 000l breeze blows through our hair, Sunlight angles in, bathing us
in & warm glow. Msry Pat is laughing, gleeful. And so ere we.

INT. GRAND OENTRAL STATION - DAY

Vaulted ceilings, painted deep blue, the constellations sparkle
aoross them.

Down below, I walk with the bags., Katherine csrries Mary Pat. We're
going, we're doing 1t,

INT. TRAIN - LATER

I put the bags in & rack overhesd while Xatherine gats Mary Pat
settled,

MARY PAT
I wanna toy, Mommy.

KATHERINE
I know honey, but you have to wait for your
birthdey...
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Katherine unzips Mary Pat's oost snd I see that the girl is wearing a
dress with A ORISS-CROSS PATTERN on it, like a web of interconnected
Xta,

XXX = the pattern geens to ahift and spraad out towsrd me... &nd all
&t onpe

IMAGES RAM MY MIND

Oor rath,er, one long imege,

INT, CHARLES'S APARTMENT

THE SORAP OP PAPER ON THE FLOOR - IT SEEMS TO IGNITE am if by magie.
It ourls, grows bigger, becomes g ball of fire on the floor, now RISES
IHROUGH THE AIR... '

I'm sseing these images in REVERSE MOTION ~ THE PAPER IS UN~-BURNING,

The paper held by the blond woman. The fleme recedes, sucked into the
matoh she holds. And now THE PAPER 18 WHOLE,

She hands it baok to KATHERINE who draws or rather un-draws a
beautiful, simple, Mmtisse~igh LINE DRAWING OF MARY PAT,

KATHERINE'S VOIOE
If only you could sse hep.

She un-draws the pattern of the dress ~ XXXXX - the dress she hag on
now. And then the drawing is gone, the page is blank,

AND I SNAP BLCI_( T0 THE TRAIN

Steady myself on the seat back. Blink my eyes. Katherine ig
watching me.

. KATHERINE
Are you okay?

CHARLES
Yesh. When oxactly is her birthasy?

- KATHERINE
Next Friday. October {6th,

I grab my shoulder bag and start for the door,

KATHERINE (oont'd)
. Why? What's wrong?
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CHARLES
Nothing., I'm just gonns get some water.

KATHERINE
Will you get me one too,

I nod and stumble out the door.

INT. GRAND OENTRAL STATION - PLATFORM - MOMENTS LATER

I hurry up the platform away from the train, Find a spot out of the
flow of people. Pull out MY PALY PILOT, cliok through the screens,

CLOSE ON THE SCREEN

The HIGHLIGHTED dates Januery 12 - 15, 2002. fThe dates I figured I
w&s ridden in my meeting with Dr. Deniker,

CHARLES
(to myself)
Plus nine months... Ootober. Ootober 16th, .,

I GASP, ‘

The palm pilot slips out of my hand and hits the oconcrete rloof with
& orsck, ’

INT. GRAND OENTRAL STATION - MEN'S ROOM - LATER

I'm bent over the sink, splashing water in my face,

Is Mary Pat my daughter? I sigh deeply, trying to somehow expal the
knowledge.

 CHARLES
No, no, no...

INT. GRAND CENTRAL STATION - PLATFORM - LATER

I walk slowly back down the platform. Approsoh the train... ang
stop. A ghort distance away is OUR TRAIN CAR

AND THROUGH THE WINDOW

1 can ses KATHERINE AND MARY PAT in the lighted interior, Sitting
comfortably, happy, unaware of what ravelstion lurks just outside,
It's me, I'm the one that beat her, I'm the one that got her

pregnant, I'm the one that ruined her 1ife.
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I step toward the train and then stop agaln, Yy world is orumbling
sround, me,

A CONDUCTOR yells "all sboard" somewhers down the platform,

I have to get on that train... but I Just stand thera.

Inside the oar the PA snnounces ‘

AUTOMATED VOICE
Stand olesr of the olosing doors.

I see Katherine looking around desperately, wondering where the hell
I am,

I could just make 1t to the door from here... but I omn't - I can't
do 1t. I step back into the shadows.

Katherine geté up and goes for the door... but they close befors she
gets thers. The train starts to move.

What have I done?

INT. GRAND OENTRAL STATION - DAY

I walk quickly moross the main consourse, desperate to get ms far
&way as possible.

INT. SUBWAY STATION - DAY
I sit slumped on & bench, despairing,

Aoross the traocks I notice A MAN rubbing his hands over his body, like
he's wiping rain water from his olothes,

HE LOOKS TOWARD ME, then sort of goes limp as the UPTOWN 6 pulls
between us. People on his side exit and enter and the train pulls
Away leaving

HIM ALONE standing there in & daze. Is that his nose bleeding? He
walks towsrd me.,..

RIGHT OFF THE EDGE OF THE PLATFORM, crumbles painfully to the tracks.
Gets up, limping. Something 1s broken or asprained but he keeps
moving... toward me.

PEOPLE begin to notloe, oall to him to get the fuck off the tracks,
He makes it to the senter EXPRESS TRACK, hobbling slowly... and WE
ALL HEAR THE EXPRESS COMING...,
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CHARLES
MOVE, goddammit!

THE TRAIN HORN WAILS %8 he lumbers, climbs and hauls his ass a3r08s

the tracks.., AND THR EXPRESS IS RUSHING IN and I don't want to see

this... and he tekes n step... snd THE TRAIN ROARS BY HINM, missing

him by a foot, the wind from it lofting the talls of his overcost.

People settle, Some have turned away,

HIS NOSE BLEEDS., WATER DRIPS FROM SOMEWHERE ABOVE. He's wet and

. Talls to hig knees and starts to crawl. Higs BANDS ON THE RAIL,
pulling himself forward.

OHARLES (cont'd)
NO!

CLOSE ON HIS WET COAT

AS IT DRAGS BENEATH HIM ACROSS THE THIRD RAIL snd s loud CRACK! AND
POP like small srms fire as the voltage SLAMS THROUGH KIM and he
shakes and guivers snd

OUR TRAIN RUMBLES IN, BLOCKING THE SCENE FROM OUR EYES,

INT. BAR ~ DAY

I'm in the shittiest hole in Manhattan. 4 wrotohed place with g
hendful of wretched people who drink in dark plaoces during the ey,
4And I mm one of them. I'm drinking and spilling and weeping and
ordering sanother and maybe this is & g00d way to kill mysmelf,

EXT. HARDWARE STORE - NIGHT

After all the booze, 1t's all I oan do to walk, I stagger down an
aisle and grab A CROWBAR., I 8lip 1t under my coat.

EXT. BRYANT PARK - NIGHT

Welking toward the library. Just shead I notice something in the
bushes. I get closer and sae

A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN

Dreased like she should be with the First Family at Lincoln Center.
Her ooat 1s open, her drass hiked up sand

A HOMELESS MAN buries his faoe batwesn her loga.
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The woman's nose bleeds, her face changes from plessure to hlank .
stare snd back ageain. Definitely ridden.

The homeless man stops, sees me, smiles ugly. I walk on,

- INT, LIBRARY - NIGHT

I walk inside and quiokly up the stairs., Praity empty, resally.
Nobody reads anymore, sven in New York,

THOSE EIGHT DOORS
Stand there all in & row. OChallenging me.

I vesch into my ocoat snd pull out the CROW BAR snd siart in on one.
BAM! I gouge thick wood chunks from around the big,. bronze husp.

And BAM! BAM! BAM! Over and over and I know thers are those who hear
the echoes and I know they're after me now, snd I go even harder and
even faster. And I got & good prying hole dug and I lean on that bar
with every ouncs of angst I osn pull from the center of the sarth...
and just =s .

TWO LIBRARY GUARDS

rush towards me, THE DOOR CRACKS OPEN and I push it all the way open
and overlook Bryant Park. A cold wind blasts in Irom outside, and I
drop the bar snd reise ny hands to the demons in heaven and scresm

OHARLES . '
Come and get me! I'm right hers! Right here
waiting for ya't Let's go for s ride!

And I TOPPLE FORWARD on my lnebriated gyro, tumble out the door...
just ss A GUARD GRABS ME and YANKS MR BACK IN. They wrestle me to
the ground snd I don't fight back.

LIBRARY GUARD
Waut are you doing, man?

I just breathe - in and out, in &nd out, It's &ll I can do at this
point,.,
INT, 17TH PRECINCT - DAY

A COP leads me down & corridor, In my hands I hold my belt and
shoslsces, taken sway from me so I don't hang myself.

1 arrive at the front desk arem. Glance around, see Bakunin is
weiting there, waiting for me, He's taken oare of everything.
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He puts his hand on my shoulder and we walk out together,

EXT, STREET - DAY

On the sidewalk, A MAN furiously plays ovarturned plastic buokets
like drums. He's lost in 1t, ohsnnelling it. Seems nuts or ridden -
or both.

Bakunin looks him over,

BAKUNIN

It's going to be hell out here soon. I oan
foel 1it.
CHARLES

What's going on?

BAKUNIN
You think 1t's been bad istely, it's only
going to get worse. Maybe two months from
now, meybe two wesks, but it'a going to
explods, they're going to be everywhers. You
should be ready - I recommend you go find her.

CHARLES
She doesn't need to ses me. I'm everything
she hates.

BAKUNIN -
Ohmrles, this is it, this 1s why you
remembered her.

CHARLES
Why? So I ocould find out I beat her, that I
ruined her life?

BAKUNIN
For two ysars you've been working your wqy
back to your daughter. You can't ignore that.

CHARLES o
Yoeah I can. We're all fucked anyway. We
can't beat this thing,

BAKUNIN '
This thing is just you. And me. All of the
past and &ll of the future, The Renaigamnce
and the Holocaust. The laughter of shildren
sand of pedophiles, Ice oream and oyanide.
Love and manipulation. All of it inside us...
inaide you,
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CHARLES
I was doing oksy befors., If I get ridden once
in a while, I oan desl with it.

BAKUNIN

Charles, you need to tell her the truth,
OHARLES

1 can't,
BAKUNIN

She nesads to know,
I shake my hemd, I'm not going to do it.
He regerds me s moment longer... and then his whole tone changes.

BAKUNIN (ocont'd)

Wall then -~ it's been a pleasurs working with

you, Charles. I wish you well.
I'm startled by his formallty. He's outting me loose. He extends
hig hand, I shake 1t, and he turns snd walke away. Just.like that.
EXT. STREET ~ DAY

I wander down the sidewalk, trying to ponder my next move or better
yet, trying not. '

I'm going to forget, sct normal, get on with my life.
AT A NEWSSTAND |

1 grab & paper end & paok of smokes. Just like I wlways do. I hend

the money to AN OLD PAKISTANI MAN behind the counter..., buti he doesn't
take it - he doesn't even see me. He stures straight ahead, like
he's in & trance, SOBBING quietly. Tears stream down his fmce, I
wsit for him to snep out 1t, then realize he's not going to. I put
the paper bmok and walk on. T :

I ocome %o the corner, join s GROUP OF PEDESTRIANS walting for the
light. I slowly notice they're &ll LOOKING UP. I follow thelr gaze

ACROSS THE STREET. TWELVE STORIES HIGH

A WOMAN atsnds on the ledge outside & prewsr apartment building., In
% nearby window, two people try to talk her down.

Instesd, THE WOMAN begins undressing, casuklly, like she's standing
in her own bathroom instesd of 150 feet in the air. The disoarded
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I turn away. I omn't watoh this. An elesctronics gtore has &
pelaction of TVs in the window showing sports, news, & soap opera.
The images sra like hieroglyphics to me, they add up to nothing., I
know I'm going to turn bmok... and when I finally do I see '

THE WOMAN

Deliberately lean out, spread her arms as wings, and topple
goundlessly twelve storiss to the sidewalk whers the pedeairians
postter l1ike a school of startled figh, then regroup sround the
mangled heap. .

I tear myself away from the horror and walk in abdaze 0 a oabd that
has just been vacated. I climd in,

INT. TAXI

DPriving away. I sit in the baok, gtunned, oatatonic, Stare at & rip

in the vinyl ssat in front of me. Bits of exposed foam and the shurp
end of & spring stioking through...

" I lesn my head baok, CLOSE MY EYES. Bresth in and out, Maybe I oan

go to sleep. Just be still and I ozn sleep and forget everything...

MY EYES SNAP OPEN. I sit up, alert. Suddenly I know what I have to
do.

CHARLES
Tuke & left here.

CAB DRIVER
You said you wanted to go downtown,

I did say that but

CHARLES
Take & left here anyway.

He snorts his snnoysnce and turns the wheel. Acoeleraﬁaé down the
side street.

CUT TO3

INT. TAXI ~ DAY

I still look 1iks shit but I'm omlm now, stesdy., Leaning forward,
looking ahead.

Traes outside the window beyond me. The park? No. In fact I'm not
even in the oity anymore.
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EXT. KINDERHOOK, NY - SAME TIME
A winding oountry lane, overhung with old oaks and maples,
The taxi pulls into & gravel driveway and stops in front of = white
¢lapboard farm house.
INT. TAXI
The driver turns {0 me and says
CAB DRIVER _

Thet'll be three hundred and asixty five

dollars.
I dump a pile of oash through the opening in the plexi partition and
get out. :
BXT, FARM HOUSE ~ MOMENTS LATER
No sign of snyona. I walk around the side of the house.

A noise - THR LAUGH of & ohild.

I round the corner of the house and see MARY PAT playing in the
Brass.

I look at her with new eyes, seeing familisrities I never noticed
before,

I step forward, She smiles at me, shy but definitely happy to see
we,

KATHERINE sits on the poreh. A large pad of paper in her lap - SHE'S
DRAWING,

She looks up and seas me,

There's litile one can say. All is forgiven and nothing at the same
time.

She stands and comes down the wooden steps.

KATHERINE
I was hoping you might show up.

CHARLES
Here I am.
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KATHERINE
Are you okay?

CHARLES
Never been better,

Maybe I'll tell her the truth and maybe I won't., But I'm going to
fight for what I've found and what I want to hold on to.

I sooop up Mary Pat and walk to Katherine,
And I'm safe, : |
Wo zll are,

For now.




