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EX? PARETHG LOT DAWY

A guy's tortured Iace.

MORT RAIHEY sits in the driver's ssat of his oar, ksuckles white
on the wheel. PFrozen. Hisx face iz wet with tears.

#e wipas bhila chemks in irritetion, puts the car in gear axd
steaps on ths gas, pulling out of the parking lot he's beser
parkad in. Wa roll with him, still staring at his face as he
bauls around a corner and cut oato the road, inteo a mid-winter

snow storm, just after dawn.

Suddenly he CURSES, double~foots the hrakes, steps abruptly in
the middle ¢f the road, sits thers for a moment -«

-= and puts the ¢ar in reverss. He backs right back into the
parking lot, back to the very spot he was before, whers he comee
to a stop. He freezas with his hand on the gear shifc -

-« then puts it in pack and climbs ount of the car, leaving the
door hanging open, the oayr BIRGING at him about the keya, tha

lighte, you're doing evarythizg wrong.

Hort welks across the parking lot -- still dossn't want to ga,
still can't stop. Ha's headad for tha doors of a strip motel,
the kind whars you park your car in frent of your room, a twelve-

cabins-twelve-vacancies kind of place,

He walks straight toward door npumber &, the only door with a car
parkad in fromt of it, Two cars, as & matter of fact. Ee walks
right betwsen them, up to the door of the room, and triez the
handla softly. Lockad, of ecurse.

Ha thinky for a memwnt, then turns and walks off to the lefr.
We otay where we are, watch as he walks toward ths lighted motel

office at the end of the row, Mort goes inpide, the door
JINGLES, we sse through the window as he walkz behind ths
nnattendsd front countar, He ' takes something off the wall,

turng and walks back out, holding a key.

Just as he laaves, we roe & MANAGER in a tee shirt come out from
tha back reom, looking arcund to see what happensd.

Ba figures it out and takes off after Mort, but by that time
Mort 1eg alraady rack at the dooxr to number € again. Ha slidewe
the key iato the lock, turms the handle and shoves the door
open, haxder than hs intendegd to,.

INT MQTEL ROOM DAWN 2

The door BANGS off the cheap drywall, and &s the morning light
apills into the room we gst & look at the ipstrument of More's

terturs.
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CONTINUED:

Wa can't ba sure, of vourse, but it's a pretty good bet it's the
NAXED COUFRLE aslsep it the twvisted, lovs-atained sheets., Well,
they ware asleap, now they'rs awake and all hell breaks loose,

They're borrifisd, shocked and ceught and humiliated.

There's so much nolse and jumping around there‘s mo point
writing down the dialogne, because we can’t make cut more than a
word or two of it apyvay. But all the words have basn shonted
bafore verbatim, and by the way Mort 1s yelllng at the Faked
Woman and the Baked Man is screaming at Mort to calm down we can
tell who got fuocked over and who did the fucking.

And now the Motel Manager arrives and jumps ints the wmix,
SEQUTING and waviang just like the othars. God what a mans,

It's sweaty and ugly and painful, so we pull back the vay we
came, out ths door of the room, back intoc the sgnow-driven
parkinog lot, leaving them to themsalves.

Another couple walks past the room, the WOMAN slows down,
straing for a look at the wreck, the GUY pulls her along, are

you crazy?
Pha door ELAMS shnt in our facss.

Into some roomd you should naver locok.
CUT TO:

EXT TASHMCGRE LAKE DAY 3

Lark shapes slither under the glaasy surfacs of a mountain lake.
We fly over the lake, thinking the shapes are fish, but they're
too big, too long and scary and twisted for lake fish. ¥aybe

they're not really thers,
Six Mooths Later

We fly toward a houss at the edge of the lake, a nice little
cabin somaebody built for thamsalves. ¥inter'y over, it's a
beautiful spring day and thes windewz are opan, 2o we glide

through ocne of them.

INT CABIN - STUDY DAY ]
Inside the house, we're in a 2tudy, the room with thas best viaw,
i1ts walls lined with books and bgund pesrlodicalx, The desk i=s
pilesd high with crap, this gquy 'z not a filer. Thers's a
compute=r on the desk, some wWords on The screen; we nose closs
snough to rsad them,



3. 02/12/2003

CORTIRUED:

Four days after George had confirmed to Als
ovn satisfaction that Lis wife was chsatipg
on bhim, be confronted Ber. "I have to talk
to you, Abbky, " ha said. *I

The carsor blinks accusingly at the tail of that uanfinished
thought, the rest of the scresn is blank. There's a beat up old
leathar chair nsar the desk and a szall dog asleep in it —-

RUMP, a friepdly cld =paniel with a graying muzzle. We turn,
lock through the opan door of the study mnd see into the living
room, whare the unwriter of the uafinished story is alsc asleap,

on the couch.

Hort's put oo about xix years in ths past six months, and ths
overlong midday nap he's buried in dossr't help. Teazh, there's

drisd drool.

A ENOCK on the front door gsts no rasponse frem Mort but it
drawe our attention. Approaching ths door, wa wea a DARK FIGURE
nove to the wipdow paxt to the door. The drapes are drawn 30 we
just =ee & silhouetta ag the figure tries to pser through the

window. "Then it moves back to tha door.

Apother knock, londer pow. And then, surprisingly, the doorknob
turng a feaw times, stopped by the lock. This guy wants jn.

A thirxd knock, really s pounding, iz abroptly cut off as Kort
jarks the dcor opsn, ravealing the man on tha poreh.

EXT PORCH DAY 5
™,

JOHN SHOOTER leoks about forty-five, very thin, a calm face, \
almogt serens, but ocarved with deap lines. Be wears a blus work |
skirt, buttonsd all the way to the razor-reddened flesh of his

nack., Jeans {cuffed), yellow work shoes.

But it’'s the hat that catches your attentiom, It's a big black
one, a round crown planted aqiarely on hie head, sort of like

the kind Puakers wore.

Mort atands thera, still waking up, only halfway into the real
world., Sheotey spsaks firpt.

SHOOTER
Yon stole my story.

Nort blinks. Huh?

SHOOTER (cont’d)
Tou stols my story and somsthing's got
to be donsa about it. Right is right
end fair is fair and something has to
be donae.

e
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5 COBRTINUED: 5

Mort opens bis mouth, finds nothing to say, and closes it agaizn.

SHOOTER [cont'd)
Well?

MORT
{tinally)

o

{ap woicw, clears his throat)
I don't xaow you.

SHOOTER
I know that., That deesn’'t mattar, 1
know you, Mr. Rainey. IThai's what
mattars., You stole my story.

Ee holds out his hand, and it's got scmething in it. Mort
flinches, but it's only a stack of papar., A manuscript.

HORT
I don't read manusgri-

SHEQOTER
You read this cne already.

~, (stating a simple fact)

Unhsrving. Mort looks ouf to hia long driveway. HNobody else
thers. ¥Nobody arcund at all, just an sxtra car parked in his
driveway, an old station wagon with ocut of state plates.

MORT
{back to Shootar)
I oAn aEBsUI® you-

SHOQTER
I kpow you can. I kpow that. I don't

want ta ha agaured,

MORT
{rounding a bit pompous and
hating it)
If you want to talk to someonsa about
seme griavance you fesl you have, you

could call my litarary agant in-

SHOOTER
This i5 betwesn you and ma.

P Bump the dog limps into the doorway, wagging his taill
- enthusiastically.

.’
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CONTIRUZD: (2) 5

SHOOTZR (cont'd)
We den’t nsed any ocutsidars, Mr.
Rainey. It 1s strictly betwsen you and
ne.

NORT
I don't likxe belng accussd of
plagiarism, if that’'s what you'ze
doing.

Bump makep arthritic attsapts to befrisnd Shootesr.

HORT {cont‘d)
Bump, go inside.

Bump doss.

SHOOTER
I den‘t blams you for not likimg it.
But yen did it. You stole my story.

MORT
You'll have to leave. I have nothing

to say to you.

SHOOTER
- Yeah, I'll go. Ne'll talk more later.

He holds out tha mapuscript. Mort's reflexss makXe him reachk for
it, but he pulls his hand back.

HORT
I'm net taking that.

SHOOTER
Won't do you any guod to play games !
with me, Mr. Rainey. This has got to {
be settlad, ’

MORT
$o far as I'm concernsd, 1t is.

He steps back inyide and closes the door.

IET CABIN DAY E

Mort freszes right next to tha doar az zook as it's closcd., He
holds his breath asd waits for mither the knock ta come or
foortuteps tc trail away, But he hears neither. Shooter is just
standing there.

bump sits by the door, staring up at Nort «- are wa going cut or
staying in?

b i,
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CONTINUED: &

Finally, there is a scft THUMP, followed by work shoes on porch,
then work shoes on graval. MNort goes to tbe window and touckas

tha curtain asids.

Through the windew, he ssas Shooter crunching across the
driveway toward his car, From this angle, Mort can make out the
licensa plate's stats of lssue ~- Mississippi.

Ehooter opezs the door, gets behind the wheel, tosses his hat eon
the seat nsxt to him, Hs starts the caxr, puts it in reverse,
and backs all the way down tha driveway, out to the road.

Mort sighs. That's cver. ﬁut then a worriscme thought crosses
his mind. Es looks back at the door.

BXT FROHY PORCE DAY , 7

Shooter's manuscript sits on the front porch, a rock resting em
top of the title page to Xkesp it from blowing away., The sdges
of the pagas flutter in the wind.

Mort stands on the front porch, barefoot, hands in the pockets
of his khaki pantws, locking down at ir. Eard to tell how leng
he's been standing like this, just staring at the thing,

He logks up the driveway, makes sure Shooter really if gone. Ha

squats down next t¢o the manuscript, wants to get a closer lock
but deesn't want to touch it. He picks up the rock, tospes it

into tha bushas.

The title page blows off ths stack, blown by tha breszs, and
¥ort catches it. He turns it around and reade it.

Secret Wiadow, Secrat Garden
by Join Shooter

Mort brsathos & little sigh of rellaf.

MORT
Haver hsard of you, pal.

He scoops up the rest of the manuscript --
T KITCHEN DAY 8
~~ and tossas it out in the kitehen trash can.

MORT
Never hsard of your story.

He waphbes his hands in the sink, as if to sorud it off himselt -
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INT LIVING ROOK DAY 5
-« and flops bavk down on the couch.

MORT
Hed whers was I...

He zslla over and resumss his nap.

Bump curls uyp next to the ooech and resumes her nap too.
QuT TO:

INT CRBIR ~ ETTDY DAY 10

Mort stares blankly out ths window. He's at his desk, ip frent
of the computar. Next day, maybe? A cloek TICKXS above hix.
It's 10:26. Somewhers upstsire, a VACUDM CLEANER drones.

Cut on the laks, two mstorboats leave wide white wekes behind
them, kids grab-assing, playirg chicken.

Those TICKE ars toco damn losud. Mort looks up at the clock.
8till 10;26.

Es turns and looks At Bump, who is agleep in the leather chair
next to the desk, apparently her writing spot.

MGRT
¥hy do I have to do all the work?

Rump lifts his bead slesplily, lLocka at Mort. Ave we writing?

MORT {cont’'d)
I'm open to ideas, hare.

Pump puts his head back down. Mart looks back at the computar
sorees,. Htil)l that game unfinishad pentance.

~*I have to talk to you, Abby, " ba said. "I

Mort lcoks back up at the clogk., Hey, whaddys kpow, it‘'s 10:27.
Tima flies. '

Cpstairg, the wvacuum cleaner shnts off.

Struck by inspiration, Mort highlights the minl-paragraph he has
written.

And daletes it, Now the whele screen iz blank. Ha looks back
at BEump,
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CONTINUELD:

MORT (cont'd]
Bettar, rightp

Buxp sighs. PFroa the cther room, Mort hears a serias of loud,
clanking THUMPE as scmebody drags the vacuum cleaner downstaire.
Btaring at the blank acreea, Mort bobs his head in time to the
TEUMFS ~- ka-bump, ka-busp, ka-bump, I'll go ingssne 1f I git
here much longar.

IRT KITCHEN DAY 11 i
In the kitohen, Mort takes a can of Coke oct of the £ridge and
knocks it shut with his Bip. Hs potices a stack of paper on the
vounter and bands over, not Yacognizing it. It's spotted with
orange juice and a few coffas grounds, but tha title page 1ia

Aatlll elear:

Secret Window, Ssoret Garden
by Jolhn Shooter

How‘d 1t do that? He threw it out. In the background, MRS. \\
GAVIN, the cleaning lady, brings the canistsr vacuum to a ¢rash-
lapding on the living room floor, visible through tha opsn door.

Mrs. Gavin treats Mort with the overly kind, somswhat irritatiag /
ooncayn ond gives a victim of a terminal dizeass,

HEE. GRVIN
I found onam of your storles ilp the
trash, Mr. Raipey. I thought you might
waat it, sc I put 1t on the counter.

HORT
I sss that.

Curicus, bhe turns ever the title page and picks up the
manuscript. As he reads the Iirst few sentences, we Ccraeep
closer to his face and hear his innsr voice:

MORT (V.D.} (COMT'D)
Todd powney thooght that & wowan who
vould #tsal your lIove whan your love
vas really all you bad was not zuch of
‘ wmm -

Hart's breow furrows. His voice reads on.

MORT (V.0.] {(CONT’D)
g tharsafors decidsd to k11l Yer. KHe
weuld do It Ip the desp coroer Zormod
whkors the louse and barn came together
At an sxrrams augle.
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CONTINUED: 1

B leok approaching panic crossss Mort'a face.

HORT (V.0.) (CONT'D)
e would do It where 2is wila kept Bar
gardan, the gardez ehe loved Hore tdan
she lovad him,

Mort's arm twitches out away Irom him, almost lnvoluntarily -~

MORT {coat’'d}
Ch shit.

-- apd he slams the manuscript back down or the counter, just teo
get it awey Ifrom him, knocking cver his can of Coke in the

process.

MORT (cont’'d})
Oh SHIT! -

Nrs. Gavis comes ic & hurry, sorvsys the situation, sass that
it’'s just spilled Cocke, and grabs a towsl,

MRS5. GRVIE
Thank God. @Erom the sound of you I
thought youn'd cut ysur own throat]! Lat
ms get this, that's my job.

MORY
I'm ROXIy, L=

He moves out of the way, and the first thing she does is pick up
tha manugeript and put it back in bis hande. Mort looks Sown at
the fucking thing in irritation, can't gst away from it., How
it's stalnsed with Ccke toc.

HES. GAVIY
I'll take care of this, Mr. Rainey, you
g0 on back te work, ZEvervhody's
waitingy for your next opus, me
ipeinded.

' . MORT
I didn't write thiszs.

MAS. GAVIK
{moving to the sink)
*Souma.

MORT
It'e not mine,

MRS. GAVIW
QOh. I theoght 15 wam.
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CONTINGED: (2} 11

MORT
Mo, it says John Shoctar. RIgBt Rers.

Bae? :
He holds up the title pags and she Tavors it with a polite,
slightly confured glancs,
MRS. GAVIN

Ab hah. Thought it was ons of those
vhatchacalluny. Pssudonames. Or oyms.

NOfT
T don't use cae. I never hava.

MRS. GAVIN
I can't imagine whby you would. If X
could write stories like you I wouldn't
hide bahind scme made up name, that's
for sure.

MORT
Somehody else wrote this =ztory.

MRE. GAVIN
Okay dokey then,

She bends down to clgan up tha soda on the floer.

Mort looks at the story, still in his dands. He's afraid of it.
CUT TO:

IRT S$TODY LAY - 12

A chair BANGE down on the floor of the study, next to the beok
vasa wall.

CLOSE ON the spine of a book on a top shelf -- “Svarybody Drops
ths Dime, * the suthor's last pams is Rainey. A hand grabas it.

The book THUNES down on the dask, turnz toward us. Full
auther’s name on the freont eover -- Morton Rainmey. Plus the

word “Storias.”

Mert's finger skims the tabla of oontents. About a dozan
stories hara. The finger =tops at one called "Sowing Seascon.”

Pages riffle by, =top at the first pags of “Sowing Beason.”

Rort starsa dovn at tha page, doesn't bother to sit. Two push~
ins now, ons toward the pags, cne toward Mort's face ar he reads

it. Again, his {ymmer voice:

1 i b g oS
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CONTINUEL: iz

NORT ({V.0.)
A wozan who would steal your love whea
your love was all yeou had wvagn’'t zuchk
of 8 waman -~ that, at least, was Tommy
Havelook's opigien.
{alond, a haif-whisper)
EBe decidad to kill ber.

Mort sagas into the chair, still resding.

MORT {cont'd)}

Pock ne. ..

(iansr volce sgain}
Es even knev the place he wonld do i,
the axact place:

{aloud)
tha little pateh ol gardsn

{innar veice)
she kept in the axtreme angle formsd
vhere the house and the barn came
toegetber. The gardsn sbhe loved mors
than she lIovad bim,

Mort sits forward sgein, SLAPS Bhooter's :toxy'doun on the desk
on his left, the book next to it on his right.

He raads., Compazes sentences,

Pages flip, middle of ths story now. Things are moving faster,
Jumpy .

More pages, bear the end, Mort's face is aweaty, he's grioding
his teath.

Last page, shit, this got werse and worsa, he shover them both
away from him and aits back, breathing hard. He starss for a
manent, Whocked g£ill —- ,

-- and then znaps cut of it and starts ssarching thae dask,
almost frantic. Doors rip cpen, are rifled and slamued shut,
papers overturnad, swept asides. Dig, dig, dig, past Junk mail,
papar clips, cancelled chacks, old Doritos. Fioally, lifting up
s thick, hesvily marked manuscript, he nnsarths the mother lode,

A sun-faded, nearly flattened old peck ©f LiX's. Hort lets go a
heppy GASP, picks them up and pokes them cpan.

Three cigarsttes ars lined up peatly inside, only a little
squanhed,

& match flares, tocuches the tip, Mort sucks bard and tha tobaces
CRACKLES with agas.
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CONTINUED: (2] 12

Mort sits back in the chair, esxhales a c¢loud around his head.

A thonght is right thers inp tha front of hisx brain. Hes turns
and looks at Pump, gives the thought bresth.

MORT {cont'd)
{a touch defensive]
1 didn’'t steal it,

Bump juat staraes back.

MHRS. GAVIN (0,.B.)
Mr, Ralpey? ’

NMort looks up, startled. Mrg. Gavirn ix in the dcorway, Jacket
en, purse in hand. Mort darts the cigarstts hand down below the

dask ac she doesa’t sew.,

MRS. GAVIE (oomt'd)}
I'm all done.

MORT
Okay, thanks. Thanks a lot. BSee you
naxt tine,

Ha looks back down, hoping sha'll leave, but she stays thers for
a momgnt. She SNIFPS the aidr lightly, them locks at him with

big =ad eyes.
2he SIGHS and he looks back up.

MRS. GAVIR
Mr. Rainey, I just wvant to say-

_ MORT
{no, please don't}
Oh...

MRE. GAVIR
Soms women don’'t know a good thipyg when
thay got it. Soms wopen don‘t know
they got the whola world when 1t's
right in front of their nose. There,
that's it, not eaother word frem me.
Would you liks ma to make you scmething
to sat?

MORTY
Hope, thanks, I'm good, thank you,
that'll do 1t, sa2 you next Time,
thapks.
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CONTINUED: (3) 12

MES. GAVIN
Tou're a good man, Nr. Rainasy.

She gniffs cnom more, shakas her head sympathetically, and
laares. Immadiately, Mort briggs the c¢lgaratte back up and
takes another deed drag. He logks down at the two stozies on
his desk. Pack over at Buxp, who is stexing at him mcouwsingly.

HGRT
I dido*t steal it.

I8T LIVIRNG ROOM DAY 13

BANG! The door from the study smacks opean, Mort staggers into
the living roon, dizzy from the smoke, sucking the cigaretts
haze in here with him. He starts for the kitchen, spots the

couch -~

-~ and swearvas in mid-strids right teward it. Be barks his shin
oo the coffes table on the way, CUREEZS undar his breath, strips
hiz bulky wristwatoh off kis wrist, dumps it on the table and
collapRes onto tha couch, Jfato it, almost, as if its gravity is
thrae times that of the rest of thea planst. It pulls him xight
down into its deepest racesses, his face burier in piliow.

Bump harumphs to the fleer in front of the fireplacae, alwvays
game for & pap. Mort catches eyes with him.

MORY
Did I?

And his ayes roll back into his head ae 3leap mucks him in.

CUT TD BLAZK,
IH THE TCOTAL BLACEK, 14
we hear & man valking, scraplig his way through hard, rustly
stalks of something, He's in a --
BXT COEN FIELD DAY 15

~~ corn field, and the psrson walking is Mort. He aeems lost
among the tall rows of corn, can't find his bearings. He feasls
somathing sharp and locks down at his axm., A line of blood
traces through the torn slesve of his shirt, He's puzzled.

Wincing, he locks down at hls cther arm., The sharp corn tasslas
are scraping him, another line of blood seeps through his laft

Slsave ax he looks. He shoves the sleeve up, reovesling not just
ooe but a half a dozen watches op his wrist, and avery cne shows

a diffarent tima,
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CONTIRUED: ' 1%

Ahmssd of him, the cern on both sidses of the row shakes and
rustles. AMY RAINEY, mid-thirties, the femals half{ of the naked !

couple from the opsuing, steps out from ons zlide.

John Shooter ataps cout from tha othar. Both of them hold

knives.

SHOOTER )
I'm confidant 1 can taks cars of this

bnsiness.

They walk toward him,

SHOQYER {coat’'d)
I'm sure that, in time, your death will
be a mystary.

AMY
Bvan to us.

Mert turns to run, but a hand, Amy's hand, reaches ocut and grabs
him by the belt. Ha falls to ths ground, sees only dirt and
dark down here at the bottom of the stalka, but thsan there's
something bright, brilliant-bright, it's a knife.

Shoctar hands it to Amy, he grabs Mort's face roughly and foxces
cpes his right eye., Amy raises the kunife, Mort BCREAMS, the
Xoife fleshas across his eyeball and just &8s suddenly asp
everything went black it suddenly flaahes --

INT LIVING ROON DAY 16

-w white and loud, really loud, a ball ringing, like a olass
bell, on and on and it won't stop. Mort's eyas pop apan wids
ard ha sucks in bhils breath and nov he's bathad in sweat and
panic and has no idea where he is or how much time has passed,
but tha reason for the sweat and the bright is easy enough, it‘'s
the blinding midday sun, pulvariging his face through the big
living room windows. The ringing stops.

Mort sita up, looks s wreck. The ring again, but this time a
regular ring, s telephone. He anuwers.

KRORT
{nap veoloe)
*lel

AMY [(0.8.}
Halle, Eort.

NMort freazes, and that visible blanche vombined with the woman’'s
volce should tell us it's the 2x.
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( AMY {0.5.) [COHT'D)
Helle?
MoR?T
Yaak,
ANY (0.B.)
Ars you all right?
MORT
0f couzae I'm all right. Why woulda't
T be all right?
17

17 IRY AMY 'S KITCHEN DAY

Cloge oo Amy Rainey's face. Bha's sitting at the table in har
- Ritchen, & cordless phone presssd to har ear. Sha‘s tesnse, not
an enjoyvable call for her eltbasr.

AMY
I don't kaow, T —-- it's jost, you'rs
alone up thers, anytbing oould happen
and nobody would Xnow.

. I'd knovw.

ANY
Right.

18 INT MORT'S LIVING ROOHM DAY 18

An avkward pause. Mort wipes his forebead, Iocks at his hand,
it'e dripping sweat. HAas softans his tons.

MORT
IT'm fine.

AMY {0.5.)
Hey, what's up with the roof? Did Greg
Carstairs evear gat off his asa and-

MORT
Why'd yon call, Amy?

13 IRT AME 'S RITCEER DAY 13

Further back from har now, seelng the whole xitohsn., It's nice,
this is an axpenmive houss sopeplace. Amy's on the phome in the
o backgrounad. In the forsground, z few pictures hang on & wall.
; Weird apaces in the plcturs wall, soms have bean takea dowm
.‘. recantly and thare hasn'it been snough new living pet to 2111 the

spaces.
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CONTIRUED:

ANY
Ccut past the bullshit, bub?

No ansaver. Sha gets up and walks toward us,

AMY {cont’d)

I bad ane of those feslings I get, I
know you think they're stupid and you
dot't balieve them but I balisve them,
and I had ~- I was making & sasdwiah
and I got this sensatica that you...
that you might not be okay. I hald off
for a while, I thought it'd go away,
but it didm't,

{leans in the door jam)
2w hera I am.

INT MORT 8 LIVING ROOM DAY 20

NORT
I sas.

He pleks his watch up off the coffes table and looks at it idly.
It's one thirty.
MORT (ovont'd}

Right. wWell. I dan't know what to
tell you, ‘cept I'm fine,

ANY (0.5.)
And nothing weird happened or azything?

Nort flips the watoh over in his hand, locks at the back side.
There ‘s an sngreving there -~ “I Love Fou, Amy. *

Hs hesitates. Wall, zemething weird did happsn, but she‘s kinda
the last parscn he wants to tall about it. still...

HORT

Do you ranember “Sowing Seasont™
AMY [0.5.}

Buh?
MORT

My story. The one whers the guy-

AMY (0.8.]
I Temambar. Kot ons of my favorlima.

NORT
Good to know.

2 e el bt
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76 CONTIKUED:

AMY {0.8.) ‘
Wall, it was kiads hostile, den't you

ebink?

Y@

BORY
You know, I so mims your comstructive

oriticisn.

' AMY {G.5.)
{this is headed woulth)
¥hat about the story?

NORT
Do you remexzber me writing it? I mean,
do you think it's possible that I
vas... influenced by anybody, oxr
apytbing iz particular while I was

doing it?
21 INY ANMY'S HOUSE DAY

Bven further back, down 2 long ball with ample rooms on sither
side. This Is & zice house, Amy's still coming towerd us,

-~ ANMY .
s Othar thae Maker's Mark?

MORT {0.8.)
Yeah, I kiuow, that'e why I can't
remamper, I was still drinking than.

21

AMY

{glances at a clock oz the

wall)
I don't Xpow. Lexme ses, You got
welrd an that ons, wrote it mostly at
night, I think. ¥You‘'d thrash around
and thas gst up and work on it €iil
breakfast.

Bhe reaches & window at the front of the houss, bands down and
locks outside. .

AMY (cont’d)
What do you msan “influenced?™ 7

22 INT MORT'S LIVING ROOM DAY 22

MORT
I don‘t know,

. (\ AMY (0.5.)

Liks by ancthas stoxy?



22 CONTINUED: 22

23 IRT

1B, p2/312/2003

MORT
Porget it.

RMY '8 BOUSE DAY 23

Any can tell something's up. i

24 INT

AMY

(gzavely)
Moert... did it happer more than cunoe?

MORT {0.5.)
I doa't know. '
{guickly)
N, it dida't. Bever mind, forget it.

MORT'S LIVING ROOX DAY -1

Mort hesitates, scmathing else on his mind.

Eing.

NORT
{dan't ask this, den't do it,
don't de it)
How's Tad?

AMY (0.85.)
He's fine.

MORT
Me and him shounld have a drink some
time, wo've bean to a lot of the same
places.

Pagme.

ANY [0.8.)
What wvas that foy, me saying I dida‘t
like your ztoryl?

MORT
I gotta go.

AMY
Sc do 1.

But nobody hangs up, Mort chewa his 1lip, doesn't want te awsk
sonething, ocan't belp it.

MORT
Ea's thera, I{zn't bs.

AMT (0.8.)
Ho. We're not togather.
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24 CORTINUED: 24
Hopa crosses Mort's face and gives the gams awvay -~ ha atill
wants her back.

MORY
Tou 're not?

AMY {0.8.)
Uh uh.

NORT
I mve,

{paus=s, trying to keep the
elation out of his voive)
Wall, T'd be lying if I s2id I was

sorry Lo hear that.

25 IRT AMY 'S EOUSE DAY 25

Amy locks confused for a moment, than realizes the conclusien
Hort has drawn and winces.

ANMY
Yo, Mort, what I meant was.., I asant
va're net together at the moment. He's

coming ovar latar.

26  INT CARIHN DAY 26
Mort blinks. UFesls like an asghcle, which makes bhix angry
agaln,

ANY (0.B.]
{defensive)

He hardly ever comes hers. I go to hia

Pplacs.
HORT

Cool. Thanks for sharing.
ANY ({0.F.)

¥ell, don’'t ask then. It was working

ijust fine that way.

27 EXT AMY'S HOUSE LAY 7

0o the eidewalk now, in front of Awy's house, a beautiful old
Victorias in Rivardale. 38be's viaible in an upstairs window,
checking cutsida again. The conversastion continues as s purply
MW pulls up into the forsground.
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CORTINURAD: 29

MORT (0.8.)
You should have him cver mora. It's a
nioe house. I like it. I love it,
that's why I bought it.

2 man gete out of the car. TEP, the male half of ths naked
couple, gets out and heads toward the house, waving to the

upstairs window.
INT AMY'S HOUSE - UPSTAIRE HALL DAY 28

Amy turas away from the window abruptly.

AMY
Goodbye, Mert.

IRT NORT'E LIVING ROOM DAY a9

Mozt hengs up hard without ancother ward. HEs grabs at the air in
intense frustration, why did I do that, why did I fuck it up
iike that, what is the matter with mas.

MCORT
Fack fucking stupid stupid...

Ee grabs a walking stick that's propped in 8 corner. 8natches a
hoaavy shirt off a hook. And the front door SLAMS behind him.

In front of tha fireplacae, Bump lifts hia head, nildly
indigrnant. You can’'t go for a walk without me.

oUT TO:

EXxT BEATH BY THE LARE DAY 30

A rock skips twe, three, four times across the smooth surfacs of
the lake. Mort strides along the lake path, trying to walk off
the phone call. ;

He reaches a place whers the lakeside path forks. He takes tha
right-hand branch climbing a stsep bank back up to the road. As
he reachez the tap, ths sun comes out frem behind a cloud and
his own long ahadow appears in front ef him, leadinyg him
forward, peipting the way ~--

~- toward tha pair ol dusty yellow work shoes at the top of the
hill, John Bhooter leans againat his cld Ford station wagen,
srmg folded across tis chsst, waiting, as 3if he knew sll along
Mort would arrive at thig spor, at this tioe.

Nort dospn’'t allow himealf to stop, but can't help a littie
hiteh in hie stride. He stopz about six feet short of Shootar,
opans his month to speak, but the other man speaks first.
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ag COHNTIRUED: 30

: SHOCTER
¥You rmsagd 1t?

Nort starss at him. EHiz fingers tighten on the walking stick.

MCRT
I did.

SHOCUTER
I imagipe it rang s bell, didn't jr?

MORT
It cartainly did. When did you writa
ity

SEOQTER
I thought you'd ask that.

MNORT
Well, sure. That's the whole point,
isn't it? Whes two writers show up
with ths rams story, it's all about whe
wzote the words firsgt. Wouldn't yom
xay that's trua?

Qh\ SHOCTER
I suppose I wvould. I supposes that's
' wvhy I cama all the way up heare froam
Kississippi.

A car approaches, a Scout. Mort turns, waves to the driver, TOM
GEXENLEAF, ap alderly men in & flannel shirt. Tom waves back.

Shooter raises a hapd alightly, tips & finger in Tom's direction
in a practiced, country scrt of way. Then turns ealmly back to

Mort.

SHOOTER (cont’d)
Row what were we saying?

MORT
We wars trying to establish provenance.

Thet mexnz-

SHOOTER

I knew what it means, I koow I'm

wearing shitkickar e¢lothew and driving -

8 shitkicker car and I oome from a long i

lins of shitkickears and maybe that

makas ma a shitkicksr myself, but it
PN doegn’'t nocessbrily make me a stupid

} shitkicksx.

S e e

s

v
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CONTINUED: (2} g

MORT
Let'=z cut past the bullabit, ckay?
Whan did you write the story, Nr.
Shostar?

SHOOTER
Naybe my name’'s oot Shooter. Maybe
that's just & pen namm.

- MORT
Well, wvhat's your real onpe?

SHOLUTER
I didn't say it wasn't; I only ssid
xaybe. Either way, that's oot part of
vur businaas.

He stops, agquints up at a cloud, watches it move past the sun.
Mort follows his gaze, then turns and shakes his hezd -~ wvhy an

I evan talking to this guy?

BEOOTER {cont'd)
Seven yesars ago. 19935,

Mort suppresses the surge of viotery that runs threough him,

MBORT
Why'd you wait sc long? My book of
short stories was published in 'S§6,
that's six years ago.

SHOOTER
Bggause I didn't know, Didn‘t run
across it till I was on & bueg trip to
Jackson siz months ago. Salling my
daizry farm to a fella up there cwns a
lot of dairy farme in Mias'ippi. Been
thinking with a little nore monay, I
could write days, whan my mind's fresh,
inztead of just sfter dark. Ploked
your bkook off one of them wire racks in
+he Rexall, just grabbed the first book
my hand happened on. I read the first
half a dozen =ztories the way up. I
didr*t think thesy wers any grsat
shakes, but they passad the time,

HORT
. Thank gou.

e e e W g 5 W
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30 .

3¢ CONTINUED: {3)

(:~~ BEQQTER
' (studies him for a sscond)

wasn't offering you any real
complimant,

MORT
Yaah, I got that,

BHOOTER

{shrugs)
anyway, 1 read two more golag back...
and then that ons. MKy story. How'd
you get it? That's what I rexlly want
toc know., How in hall did a big-monwey
smeribbling asshole like you get dewn to
a little shitsplat town in Missi=aippi
and steal my goddam story? I'd like to
know why, tco, unlsss yon stols all ths
other ones as well, but the how of
1£'11l be encugh te satisfy me right

now .

MORT
(piapead off])

‘-\ Drop it.
FHOOTER

Drop it? Orop It? What in hell do you
nean, drop itf

y MORT
You xald you wrote your stery im 1235,
I wrots mine ip lats '52. It was
publishad for the first time in June of
1993, in a magazipe, NWice try, but I
beat you by two years, Mr. Bhooter, or
whataver your name is. If anybody's got
a bitch about plaglarism, it's ma.

Sheoter meves fast, grabs hold of Mort's upper arms, hard, his
thumbs really digging in. He spins hix around, SLAME him
against the csr and leans into hiz face, forehead to forehead.

SHOCTER
Y¥ou lie.

MORT
The fuck I de.

Not one to be pnshad around, Mort lunges Iorward against
& Bhootar, sending him stumbling two or thrze steps backward.

Shootar tapses, about to rush forward, then forcibly etops

himself, juet stands thers, veins bulging with fary.
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30 CONTINCED: {4) 30

.(“"‘ SHOOTER
- Proave it.

NORT
I don't have to prove a thing to you,
go look for yourself. XEllery Quesn’s
Mystery Magazine, June, 1933.

SROCTER
And how am I supposed te find that?

MORT
HEsll, I'll give you one. It's at wmy,
ul my wife's house in towm. I've got
averything I wrots down thers.

' SHOOTER
“Your wifs’'s honss?™ What the hell
does that mean?

MORT
¥hat do you thirnk, you fucking cracker?
I'm in the middle of a divorce.

Pausa, Shooter contemplatass strangling Mert to death.

.~ SHOOTER

W keap on this way we're gonna have a
fight,

HORT
(pot fearful, just direct)
I don't want that.

SHOCTER
Part of yon doss. Part of you wants
just that. You atrike ms aa the kinda
guy who's on tha 'lookeut for a head he
can knook off with a shovel. But what
you don't understand is that if we do
start to fight, it's not gonma end
until one or the cthar of us is dead.

MORT
{lew and even!
I have had & bad fucking six months,
pal. Really.., try ms.

SHODTER
{studies bhim) ’
P‘ This other housw, Tha one your wife
' bhas now. It's dewnstata?
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30 COMTINUED: (5) 30

MORT

Hone of your businazs.
SEOQTEE

Maazns yes. She's there now?
MORT

Eona of your busineas.
SHOOTER

Heans yeN.

{thinks)

I'll give you three days.
NORT

That's very ganarcus of you.
SHOOTER

Don't you make light of me, sca. I'm
trying my best to hold my temper, and
doing a pretty good job of it, but -«

He leans over and reachee through the open window of his car.
mort tenses and takes a step baok.

MORT
What are you dolng?

EECOTER
Just gattin’' m'sxokazs. Hold your
wvater.

He pulls hip arm out of his car, a red package of Pall Mallw in
hip hand. He shzkas one ouk, offers apcther to Hort.

MORT
I don’t smoke.
SECOTER
{lights np)
Thres days. You call yocur ex and get
har to send ycu the magasine with your

gtory in it, 1f there is such a
magazine. And I1'll be back.

MORT
I don’t want to call bher.

BHOOTER
‘Course you don’t. There ilsa‘t any
magazine, is why; I think we both know

that.
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30 CONTINUED: {§) 18

.C NORT
If I show it to you, you'll go back to
wherever the bhall you cams from and
loave ma alone? I meman, is thiz even
worth it or am I wasting my time?

Shooter goes to the door of his car and openx it.

SBOOTER
Right is right and fair is fair. The
f£iret thing is to gat yon to & place
whare you see I hava rmally got you,
and you can't wiggle out of this mass
the wey you've probably besn wiggling
out of the msssas you'wva mads all your
life. That's tha first thing.

He gets in the car and slams the doer.

SEOOTER {[cont’d)
The zecond thing is the real resason I
come,

MORT
. ' Th huh, And whet's that?

‘- ! EHOOTER

We'll gat to it. Hassatims you think
about what's right and wkat's fair and
how things oughta and.

MORY
Okay.

{pauss)
You realize you're insams, right?

' SROOTER
You didn't think anybody'd evar cateh
you out, did you?

Ha hits the gas and pulls away, lsaving Mort standing alone by
tha edge of the road, anvaloped in swirling dirt and dust.

MORT
{shouts aftexr him)
Alvays 2 plesasure to mest a reader!
COUT TO:
31 InT CABIN -~ KITCHEN DAT 31

‘fﬁ? Lunch. A bowl of soup and a can of peanuts. Usntouchad.
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CORTIRUED: 31

Mort's sitting at the kitchen table, arms folded on it, staring
down into the chicken noodle, unmoving., Bump the dog sits next
to the tabla, looking at Mort, then at Mort's focd, then at
Mort, then at Meort's food, TYou dons with that?

Pinally, Mort turns, locks scrozs the roem. At the tslephons.
He stares at that for a while, then locks baock Into his soup.

MORT
{like n kid)
I don't wannoa nall her.

Ha looks up at the clock over the aink. 4:12.

Hes turns, looka through the opan door to the living room. He
sres the couch. Gazes longingly at the couch, mere like.

Ha turns snd locks at Bump, who's staring up at him expectantly.

Mort looks back at the phons. Then back at Bump. Bump stands
up -~ we doing somathing?

MCRT {ceoat’d)

(to Buamp) ,
Ho, no nap. I glve her a call abont

the nagazins, Thezn I write some moras
crap for a coupls hours, thes I geot to
take a nap. Right?

Buxp TOURNE and limps toward the door. Obvicusly not getting any
food from thisx joksr.

MORT (cont'd)
Sexriously, Bump, let's gat to work.

Bump reaches the kitchen door amd pushas through a doggie door
at tha bottom, hesdad outsida,

NORT {cont’d}
Ko wonder you'rs not published.

INT LIVING RDOM DAY 2

In the living rcom, a phone BANGS down on the goffss table.
Mort sits on the esuch, staring at it.

Looks to his left, to the pillew, which still holds the
indentation whera hig head rastad during his last nap. Ha locoks
back at the phona and CLAPS his hands togsther puxposelully.

MORT
Right.
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CONTINUED: 32

He reaches for the phopa =-

-~ gnd unpluga the eord., He lies back on the couch, settles ths
pillowe in their familisr positions, gets them axactly right,
ene light punch in the center for the dent --

«=~ and he lets his head Zall slowly cuteo it as darkness orameps
in azrcund the corners of ths scresen, washing the wholes thing -«

BLACK.

INT CABIN - LIVING ROOM HIGHT 3

Nighttime in tha cabin. Mort's syes ars still closed amd his
head ip drifting, rolling, lolling off the couch, but as hs and
his bedy rsach the edga, thare's nothing underneath, no floor,
just & sheer dropoff that gives way to a rocky path a hundred
feat balow. He lozes khis balancs on the sdge of the ceuch and

falls, SCRELMIEG --
-- to the floor. Hice way to wake up.

He sits up, locks arsund, orienting himaslf. Night fsll while
he was aslesp and be's in a darkensd hous«. He climby back onte
the couch, turns on a light. Sguinta at his watch. 10:26.

Ee’'s slegpt for six hours.

MORT
Shit,

He 3its back on the couch, rollas hls head. He's horribly stiff,
He notices the phone in front of him, remambars the call bhe's

been avodding.

MORY [econt - d)
Tanced restad and ready.

He picks up the receiver, is momentarily puzzled by the lack of
dial tons, then remembars he pulled the cord. He gets up and
goss to piok it up, than freezas.

From this angle, he can see out the front window, to the porah.
He's looking st the garbage cabinet, and thers's something on
it, Two somethings, actnally, a white scmathing and a dark

scmething.

5till npet plugging the phone in, he gets up and heads fcor the
dooz.

EXT PORCH RIGHT 34

The porch light ccmes on. Mert walks ount the front docr and
stops dead in his tracks, staring straight ahead.
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CONTINUED: 34

Tha white something pilonad to the garbags cabibet is an 8 1/2 by
11 shaset of typing paper. A few words are printed on it in big,

bold, sasy to read strokes:

YOU EAVE JHREE DALS.
I AN NOP JOXING.
FO FOLICE.

Mort's syes move slightly to the left, to the othsr something.

The other somathing is Bump. Mozt's dog 1s pinnsd to the door
of tha garbage cabinet with a screwdriver. Dead.

MORT
Oh God] Ob Jesus!

He whirls arcund suddenly, adrensline panring into his
blocdatroam. He SHOUTS into the darkness.

KORT [cont‘d)
WHERE ARE YOU?!

His head swivels, ha locks six dirsctions all at onoe.

MORT {cort'd)
GET OUT EERE, YOU 50N OF A BITCH! BSHOW
YOUR FACE, TOU FUCKRING CORARD!

Mo response. Nort stands there, handa curled into fists, ready
for a fight, but the only ene willing to angage him is & dog

that BARKS i the distance.

He turns and looks back at Bump. He's aléena, all alone, not
avén a pat anymore.

MORT {cont‘d)
Ch po... oh Sump. ..

Ha approaches the garbage cabinst, his stomach rolling ovar on
him. Cold sweat breaks out on his forehead as ha gets clcser.
Bump's haad is cocksd far to the left. Her teeth ara bared and
her tongue's hanging out. Thare's a littla blocd around the
blade of the scrawdriver st the point where it wax arivan into

har ruff.

HCRT [cont'd)
Oh God, Bump... I'm go sozry you... Oh,
Pump.

Mort crumples up the sheet of paper, stuffs it in hias back
pockat, then putz his hand on Bump's chest, Tha body shifts
slightly, still hanging on the screwdrivar. Mort grinaces,
thinks he might peuk, but npesds to finiash this.
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CONTINUBD: [2) Sl‘

Ho closas his cther hand around the sorewdriver’s chipped red
handle and pulls 1t fres,
He toésau the screwdriver aside and flips open ths doors of the

garbags cabinat. He tesses the lid off ons of the trash canns
and gently placas Bump's body inside, tears xolling down his

choeXs. Ha whispers.

MORT (cont’'d)
I'll bury you in the moraing, girl.

He gently raplacas tbe garbage can lid, closes the door, and
turne around, psering out inte the night. He's out thare

somewhare in thse dark.

MORT {cont’d)

I'll gat you for this. )
{shouting at the top of his /

longs}
I'LL PUCKING GET YOU FOR THIS]

INT CABIN HIGHT as

CLICK|! The front door locke, deadbolt turns.
SLAM! Mort closes ths badroom window, turns the lock on top of
it.

Annthar CLICE, twe of ‘em, thisx time the back door, both locks,
and for good measurs Hort slides a chalr up undar tha kneb.

Two more windows, the roof aceess panel, and the hounas ig
sscured,

Mort stands in the middle of tha living room, breathing hard.
What was once a rafuge doesn't seem so anymors.

CoT TO:

EXT BACK YARD DARE 36

HMort 1s sxilhouetted against the dawsa, digging ip the dirt pateh
behind the house, the one whars its old apnd new sestions come

together in an L.

He shovels sarth back intc a small grave. HNe finishes, tamps it
down, and looks ¢ut at the laks, into the tiery =un.

Ha'3 swsaty and angry: but calm, Be locks down at the shovel in
his hands, hsfts it. '
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CONTINUED: 3

Shooter was right, Mort would clock somebody with a shavel if he
got the chancs, and that somebody 1s John Shooter.

cuT T0:

INT SHERIFF'S QFFICZ DAY 37

R large badgs, painted on a storefront wiadow ia town.
Undernsath the badgs the words TASHNMORE LAER SHERIFPF'S OFFICE,
but we'ra inaide the office, so the lettaere are backwardsg to us,

' DAVE REWSOME {0.5.)
Bump?! He killed Eump?

Mort sits across tha desk from DAVE WEWSOME, seventy or so,
waaring jesns and a shariff's shirt. Dave works on his

needlapoint vhile be talke.

MORT
Last night, maybe arcund znine, I was
ssleep. Ha lafr this,

Ho slides the note across the desk, the warning that was stuck
to the cabinet paxt te Bump. Dave lmans over and reads it,
atill doing his neadlepoint. He shakes his head and T5KS,

DAVE NEWSHOME
"Moo police.” Anytime scmebody goes and
writes "no police” that's just abount
exactly the tims a fella nesds to get
himself cvar to the police,

‘MORT
That's what I figured, I've got a
dsteiled dasoription of him, his car...
I dida't gat the license plata numbasr,
but it's from Misgiseippi.

He slidas another piece of paper aoross the desk to Rewsoma, who
deasn’t notice, what with the needlepoint and all.

DAVE HEWSOME
Got a sister-in-law in Mississippi.

MGRT
Apything you ¢an find cut about this
guy, I'd surs appreciate it,

DAVE NEWSOME
My brother's widow.

MORT
See i1f he bas a viclent history, lat me
know what I‘m dealing with hers.

(MORE)
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37 CONTINDED: ~ 37
MORT (cont’d)
. . Of course, if you could fipnd kim and
(’\L talk to him, that's aven batter.
{sliding it cleoser)
Here's that descrip-

DAVE NEWSCHE
o you got yoursslfi a member of the
Cragzy Yolkz tribe.

MORT
(#hrugs)
They pop up oncs in a whila, Price of
selling & few booka. Anyway, hera's
that dascription,

DAVE YEWSOME
Eillipng a dog isn't like killing a man,
of courps. Not sura if it's even a
crims, ccme to think.

MORT
Of rcourse 1t is! What about animal
cruelty? Or at least destruction of

private property.
Heawscme stops his nesadlepsint and rubs his hands in paicz,

.* DAVE REWSOME
Neadlepoint. Can you beliasve it? Doc
gays ilt's good for the arthritis. I
must cut quits an intimidating law
sntorcemant figure, huh?

¥ORT
Yeah.

DAVE HNEWSONE

{picks up psper and pan)}
How, I'm going to nead a desaription...

Mort looks at him and -~
cyUZ T0:

3g ¥IT HEW YORK CITI DAY 38

-~ thera's an unexpectsd cut, to the skylins of Manhattsn. The
camera xipg over to z dask, we're in an offica., XEM EXL3CH lita'}
behind the desk, big beefy guy, tattoes under a Brocks Brothers
shiret, formar RYPD twenty vears and a couple million laker.

Brawn and bmsiness together.

t C EELSCH

. Did you steal it?
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. ‘ ' Mcrt ia sitting across from him.
MORT
What? Na!
KELSCE

Xind of an amaging coincidance, doen't
you think? The stories bsing s¢ much
alike,

MORT
Well, obviously, ths guy cepied it from
me. Whose side are you an?

KELSCH
Yours. But I still need to kpow the
truth, ¥hick kxind of witoestion i
this, is he a regular wacko like you'wve
had befare, in which case I can help,
or {s this scmething you should be
talking to your lawyer abont?

Mert ignores the slight blush that rises ia his cheeks, looks
Kan in tha saye.

- MCORT

."‘ i This gquy is just crary, Kea. That's
all it is.

Ken looks at him for a lony momaent, declding whether or not to
believe him.

KELSCH
Okay. What do you want ma to do?

NORT
Halp. You handled that othar lonatie.

Mada kim go away.

Kelach talks fast and squesaes a stresa ball, the polar opposite
ol Dave Newsoma.

KELECE
He wasn't tiix crazy. That guy was
just an cbseasad readar who coulda‘t
tsll real life from the crap you make
up for a living., No cffense. He
didn't hseve & beef 1ika this ona. Whan
scmabody thinks they'va got e
. legitimats grievance it ups the ztakaes

( ~ about a hundred times. This guy

Sheoter, did he threaten your 1ife?
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.( HORT

Hot in so many words.

KELSCE
Well, he did break a law with the dag,
but it doesn‘'t mesm to be & very
iwportant law in Teshmore Lake. Tour
Sheriff Haysend muet be a cat perscn.

MORT
Call mes paramoid, but I den't exaotly
fasel =mafe with an arthritic seventy
year old lovcal sheriff watching my
back, Will you halp ma out, Kan?

FELSCH

{checking his szhedule book)
Ub... I'm on & trail-the-tail right now
but Y think ahs's onto ms, I was gonna
band it off anyway. Christ, I haven't
slept in & weak. I got & corporate
loyalty thing I getta be back for on
Friday, but I could give you & couple
days.

frgﬁ He pulls a nmote pad around and taps a dimcrest tims clock on bis
.L desk, Tick tick tick, dollar dellar dollar. He picks up the
desoription Mort has writtsn out and bagins to stady it.

MORT
My story came out in e magazipe a
couples years bafora he wrote his. I've
got a copy of the origipal magazine at
Akiny's houss, I'm going to stop by and
get it on the way back upstata.

KELSCH
"Amy's housef"

Mort looks away. Damn, another perscn I haven't told ba b

. NORT
We split up about sixz months ago.
EELECH
Shit. I‘'m sorry.
HORYT
g0 am 1.
C ) xELsch
: Amicable?
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h\l
: MCRT
. ¥ot at first. Batter lately.
KBLSCH

What Lappeaed? You finally nall ones of
gour grouples at scme book signing?

I'm picturing the Cmaha Barnss and
Hoble.

Mort just staras at him levelly. Unamused.

EXLSCE {cont'd)}
That was a dick thing to say., Rotten
profassion, makes you into an
insensitive prick, I apologize. You

were saying?

MORT
It's just proof Bhootar wants, so,
fine, I'll gat the magazine and ahove
it in hieg facs If that'll get him to
leave ms alons. Maybe you could come
with ms when I show it to hinm,

. FELSCH
; Ho shit I‘m coming with you., And if I

-
. ’ so much as don't like the way he
breather, I got a .30 caliber dick 1'll

bury in his asn.

For the first time in & while, Mort smiles. PFeals in good
hands .

FEL3CH (comnt'd)
Yoo remepbsr my rate?

MORT
{getting up to laave)
An cbscena fortuns, right?

KELSCH
Ysak, plus a little for inflation.
You'll sew a black Liacoln in the
driveway tonlght when you get heome.
Don't freak out, it's ma, Xeaping an
sys ©n things, Get a good night's
sleep, you don't look 8o heov.

At thes door, Mort turns back,

( o MORT
: , Ken. That other guy, a couple years
. ago. How'd you soare him off?
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KELECH
{dossn't look up}
You don’'t wanna know.

MORT
Come on, I might use it in & book scmm

tima.

KELECH
{laughs, etill doesn't loak up)
Tou don't wanna know.

MORYT ,
No, really. :

Xelsch finally lecks up. He's not langhing any npr-”-:
KELSCH '
You don't want to know.

o TO:

INY MORT ‘'S CAR DUSX . a9

Mort drives up the West Sids Highway a# the sun zets ovszr the
Hudson. He sees the exit for Riverdals, just north of the city.
He takes a2 deep bzewath. PFlexes his Rands on the whael as he

stears the car off the highway.

EXT RIVERDALE BTREET DUESK 40

The sky is darkening on a street in suburban Riverdales, amy's
neighhorhood., HMort's car turns a cornexr and heads teoward us.

INT MORT'S CAR DUSK i1

Mort reachexz out and flicks on the lightz. Tha car cresps to @
halt acroseg the street from Amy‘s houme. But Mort dossn't get

ont.

Ea sits thers, staring. Changing to his point of view, wa 1¢s
what ha's gtaring at -~ a purple BMW, parksd in front of his

houss. Her housa,

Mort staras at tha var. Locks up to the houss, 2sez & couplwm
lights on. One is downstairs, might be the liviog room. The
other is upstairs. Could be the bsdrcom. A shadow passes

behind the window shade in the bedreom. Then apothar shadow,

There's two pecple up thare.
Mort stares. The light in tha bedrocm window flicks cut.
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Downstairs, one of the lights in the front of the bouse flicks
off. Sommbody opans the front door -- it's Tad, ready to leave.

He turns, calls back to Amy.

Mort puts his hand on the gear shift, to get out of thars.
then he changesz his mind, rsaches ocut and flicks off the
hsadlights instaad. HunXers down a bit in the seat.

But

How the other light in the fromt of the houss flicks off and Amy
comas out with Ted. Ehe’s carrying a light bag over one :

shouldar.
Moxrt watches as Ted opens the pasmsenger door for Amy and she

gate into hisz car. Ted comes arcund to the other side, gets
behind the wheel of his purple BMW, and driver away with Mort's

wifa.

Kozt lets his head fall forward till it BANGS softly off the
stearing wheel.

couT TO:

EXT CAEIN NIGHT 42

SLAM! Mort psrks in the driveway back at his cabin and climbs
ent of the cer. It's black-dark, but there's enough of a moon
that he can see2 Ken Kelsch's Town Car parked in his driveway,
juat as he said it would bs.

Mort walks over to it, feat CRUNCHIEG on the graval. As he
draus closeé, he asss Kalsch's outline in the driver's ssat.
He'e upright, but not moving. In fact, he's slumpad against the

driver's side wisdow,

Mort misses a step; bs’'s thinking what we'ra thinking,
He walks closer. FKelsch's head is lieting at an cdd angia.

Hort raises a hand to knack on the window, he reaches out
slowly, doesn’t really want to know the result, Xelsch is aither
going to turn and look up at him or he's not, and if he dossn't,
the Shootar procblem is a lot bigger than hs thought. His hand
draws closer te the window, cloassr, it's an inch AVAY =~

-+ and Kelsch sits bolt upright and whips his haad toward Hort,
caught in a catnap.

MORT : KELSCH
JESTS | CHERIST!

They both recoll and laugh too hard, breatha deaply as thsy get
over it. )
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MORT
Bopared tha shit sut of ne. ..

Xelsch gets ocut of the car, stretches. A little embarrassed.

RELBCE
Sorry about that. This week muszta
finally cacght up with me.

MCRYT
Thisy iz very reassuring.

KELECH

Relax, Hexmingway -«
{¢checks his watch)
~- I wazr out tasn minutes, Swesr to God,

I alrsady cheoked the place,
everything's fine. Just waiting for
you to get back to let yeu kacw.

HORT
Tou eticking around tonight?

FELECH
Not unlass you want me to.

Mort looks ovar at the house. Looks awfully dark and spooky
from hare. BHe locks back at Kan.

MORT

{reluctant)
1'm sure it's fine.

KELSCH
Let's take one mors léak.

_ MORT
32 you inaist.

INT CABTIH RIGHY 43

Mort stands in the middle of tha living room, looking around.
Tha Front door hangs open, all the lights are on in the place.

Esn'z VOICE comes from upstairs, a loft-like area that takes up
balf ths hogae.

KEL3CH {0.8.)
No monsters up here)

He tomms ocut of a hallway and ztarts down the stalrs.
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MORT
(making fun of bhinmself)
pid you check under my bad?

EELBCH
Even ip ycur toy chest. I'll be back
in the moraing, start asking arcund ic
town. ¥ind out whe elee saw your
nutjeb.

Hs reaches tha bottom, takes his jackst off the banister.

MORT
TYom Greenlaaf.

XELBCH
Bah?

MOR?

Start by asking Tom Greenlaaf, ha lives
in town. I was talking to Hhooter
yessterday on Lake Drive, about half a
mile north of my placa. Tom ¢ame by in
his Seout. He waved at us wher he went
by, and both of us waved baok. Tom
mugst have gotten & geed lock at him,

EELSCH
Pox Gresnleaf. How do I get a held of

bim?

MORT
Drop by Bowvis's Store around nins,
that's when ha gets his coffea,

KBLSCH

{hsading for the door)
Got it. Don't worsy. Oncs I 2ind out
vhezrs this Shooter's staying, 1'll stop
in for a little freask-me-cut chat, Use
the word “"we” a lot. "®Ne know what
you'ra dolng.” "We want it to step.”
“We ‘re watching you." Handy thing
about a schizophrepi¢, it's not hard to
convince ‘em thers's a conspiracy.

HORT
Makes you think be‘p a achizeophrenio?

EEBELSCH
¥Well he mln't what you call normal.
Trust ma, he'll hit the road ap hard
i1l kit back,
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EX? DEIVENAY MIGRT 44

Kelsch gats back in his car and SLAMS tha dooz.

INT CABIN HIGHY 43

Mort olosss ths front door and hangs his car keys on & hook, old
habit. Tosses his jacket over a chair., Alone now, he turns and

looks into the cabin.

He walks further inte the living room, under its cathsdral
sailing, toward the window-wall facing the lake. He can‘'t ses
anything in the window sxcept himsalf, the light from the lamp

makes it a mirror.

En looks at bhimszalf for a moment, sneas how scarsd ha looka. He
esas the reflsction of the smoond floor =--

-~ and psés movament up thers.

Oz was it a2 bat flying past the window ocutside?
Mort =zpins around and looks up to the loft.

EXT DRIVEWAX NIGET 46

Kelsch‘s engine RORRS te life, his headlights flick on.

IRY CABIN HIGHT 47

Hort, standing in the middls of the living room, licks bis lips,
his mouth gone dry. Ba's staring up At the loft. Bacauase of
its shade, the lamp dows here throws most of its light upwards,
the verticsal barp in the railing vpstairs throw sxaggsrated
shadows on tha wall and ceiling, they look like bars of a jail

call.
Mort Epwaks; it comes out in & soft croak,

NORT
Bealla}

EXT DRIVEWAY NIGHY 8

Tires spin on gresvel as Kelach turns his car around and haads
down the driveway.

INT CREIN HIGET 49
Mort is still staring up at the left,

HORT
Is somebhody up thera?
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o rsaponse -~ axcept for a aoft BCRATCHING sound frem wp thers.

Mort turns quickly, sses Xeti's headlights flash past his frent
vindows and dizapp=ar up the driveway. Xan's gons. DMort'a ‘

alene.

_ XORY (cont d)
{softly}
Bhit,

Es thinks == am I being ridiculous? Maybe, but why taks
chances? Ha walks softly over to the firsplace, not sure why
he's tiptosing, but moving stealthily. He reaches out and
gently lifts tha ash-shovel from a rack of fireplace tools,
considers it, then puts it down and takas the poker inetead.

He turns toward the upstairu, brandishing ths peokar, but
uncamiortabla with it. He walks to the stairs.

And begins to eclimb them. Slowly. Daliberataly,

He reaches the second floor landing and paunses, his heart
pumping in his ochest, trying to breathes silently. The door te
the guest room is on his left, The door to the bathrocm is on

his right. Both doors are ajar.

Mort stands stock still, poker held aloft, sweat running out of
hie hair and down bis chwaks, attampting to work up the narve to
open one of those doors, but which one, which ons has ths prize,
or doas eithar ons, and he's just about to go back downstairs --

-=- whan hes hears it again., Louder this time, A definite
SCRATCHING scund from the upstairs bathroza.

Bis eyes widen. Hs turns his head ever sc slightly toward it,
takes about tan seconds te turn zix inches.

The SCRATCHING comes agaln... than silenaa.

MORT (cont'‘d)
(suddeznly gquite loud)
I know ycu're in thare, Fuckhsad)

Ho answeI. Mort wipes sweat off ths back of his neock with his
free hand,

Be taXes a stop forward, From his new angle, he can just sae
through the open bathroom door —=

== aad he sgeg SFhoorar,



or

® 9

4%

42, ' 02/12/2003

CONTINDED: (1) 49

¥ell, he sees a figurs. Okay, it's impossible to say wheiher
it's Shocter or pot, but thers's a silhcustts in thare, thars's

sozebody in there, and who the bhall alse would it ba? The
fisure iw ip the bathroom, just past the sink, pressed into the
far corner, and be too is holding a weapen aloft, something lonyg
and hard in his bhand, just waiting to ologk Mort over the haad

with it¢.
But Mort hax an advantage, Shooter appavently hasn‘t seen him.

MORT {cont'd)
You picked the wrong writer to fuck
with! 1I've been wanting to kill
scmabody since last March and you'll de
an well a¢ anybody!

He angwar. No movamant.

Hort looks to ths other door, through which s double bed i
visible. Claarly a bedrocm. Ha looks again to the bathroom
door, sass Shooter still hiding ip there, nsarly ths same

pﬂ’ itiﬂn .

Mort think=. ZSpeaks calmly, but the shake in his wvoice bestrays
his.

HORT {cont d)
I knovw you're in the bedroomi

He takes a steop toward the bedroem door, but his ayss are
darting 1lke crazry to tha bLathrooem. .

NORT (eent’d)
I'm sounting te five! If gou'ya not
ocut of ths bedrcom by the timas I get
thare, I'm coming in swinging! Yon
huazr ma?

He takes ansther stsp toward the bedroom, now presentipg his
back to tha bathroom door and nervous as hall abeut it, EBut the

man has a plan.

HORT (cont’d)
Cnel

Sweating profussly, he takes another Step to ths bedroom doer,
now fully im front of it, his back complistsely exposad to the
bhalf-ocpen bathreom door.

HMORT [cont'd])
Twol

He closes his fingers lightly arcund tha bsdroom doorknob.
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MORY (cont'd)
Thr-

He lpts go of the bedroom door and suddenly lavnches himself
backwards, SLAMMING intc the bathroom door with everything ha's

got.

I¥ TEEZ BATHROON,

the door ELAMS into the wall hard encugh to chop through the
wallpapsr and pop the door's lower hinge. Mort plows inside
fast, straight toward Shooter, peoker bhald aloft, RCARINC withk
rage, and Shootar’'s coming right beck at him, alse with a raised
waapon, eyes wide and inssne, uttarly iusane, his testh bared in

a killer's grin.

Mort brings the peker down in a whistling overhand blow and has
just encugh time to wince as he raalizss that Shootsr is also
swinging & poker, and to realize it isn't Shootar swinging at

all but it's him,
It's just kis raflaction.
Toc late to stop, he SMASHES the poker into the bathroom mirror.

50

Tha silver-backed glass sprays every which-way, twinkling in the
gloom, and the madicins cabinet falls into the sink, its bent
door swung open like a gaping mouth, spilling bottles of cough
syrup and jiodine and Lysterine.

Mort resaches cut and flicks oz the light, surveys the damaga,
chest hmaving. He laughs suddecly.

MORT
I killed a fucking mirror.

Be's abont to toss the pokar aside when he hears that SCRATCHING
scund sgain snd something moves in the tuk bshind him. He
whirls areund and slashes sideways with the poker, tsaring a
jagged gash through the gorrugated plastic shower door and
knoe¢king it off its tracks.

He raisas tha poker over his ahouldar, ateaps forwazd, and pasrs
into the sheower.

A fieldmouse gourriesn frantically in the tub, desaperataly trying
to claw 1ts way up the smooth porcalain sides.

Mort locks at the poker in big hand., He'p gripped it so hard
thera are tracas of blood where kis fingsrnails dug into his

paln,

B i L T o e o T
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He raaches out with bis other hand, pries his cwn fingers of?
thes handle, and tosses the poker aside with a CLANG.

Ee¢ takes a hand towel from the rack, bends over the tub, and ino
one quick gesfture scoops the mouss lato it, pisching tha towsl
togethar at the teop.

He turns and walks out of the bathroom, past the leaning deor
with its popped hings, his shoss gritting on broken airror
glass.

INT CABIN -~ LIVING ROOM NIGHT 51

Showing msore purpose than we’'ve seen in a while, Mort comes
dovnstairs and heads direetly to ths little study in the back of

the housa.
INT CAHIN ~ EBTUDY NIGE?

Mort BANGS on & light and smarchaes ths desk with one hand, ths
othar still holding the towal with the SQUEARING mcuse inside
it.

Mort finds what he waz looking for ~-- the anvient pack of L&M's,
zow down to just two half-flattensd clgarsitas,

&2

IRT CABIN - LIVING ROOM RIGHT 53

Nort scoops up a box of fireplacs matches from the hearth and
kaade for the back door.

EXT CABIN ~ LAKE EBIDE EIGHT

Mort comes out the back door of the cabin and xtares cut at the
wina-dark lake, glinting under & half moon. Hs bands down and
cpans the towel, letting the mouse scurry off into the mafaty of

tha darkness=.

Mort stands up, shoves the L&M batwsen his lips, raises s match
to the scratchy side of the box and givas it a long SCRRPE -~

54

-~ which illuminates Joba Shooter (really this time), standing
right heside him.

SHOOTER
Thought you didn’t smoks.

Niraculously, Hort manages to hold the acramm of sheer tarror
ipside his thrpat, the only physical evidence of his shook is
the hesitation in his match hand, which quivers a few inches
from the end of his unlit cigaretia.
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Scemshow, ke manages to resuma lighting the butt, shakes out the
match, and tessaes it away. EHe takes a desp drag. It sesms to
calm kim. He speaks lavelly, but it's a spitless volce, smoke

choking his lungs.

MORT
Toock it up receatly for my health.

SHOOTER
How are you, Mr. Rainay?

Mort axhales a clcoud of smoks.

NORY
I'm fine, Mr. Shooter. How about you?

Mort's eyes are searching, looking for scms kind of weapon,
anything,

EHOOTER
I'm-& country falr. But I dop't think
you'rs really all that well. Stealing
from ancthsr man, that don't seea to
bava ever bothared you none. EFHeing
faught up on, though... that sssms ta
have given you the pure miseriss.

MORT
¥hat are you talking about?

SHOOTER
¥ell, it sounded like you pitched a fit
or scmething in there. Shouting...
whacking on thinge... or waybe it's
just that successfnl writers liks you
throw tantrums when things den‘t go the
way they expect. Is that it, mayha?

KORT
The magazine with the story in it is at
my house in town.

Mort's esyes dart -- a lawn chair, a ntack of firewoeod, a shovel
stuck in the dirt. A shovel! )

SHOOTER
Why didn't yon get it? You were down

thera today, weren't you?

HORT
How do you xnow that?



1@

54

46 . 62/12/2003

CORTIIBUBD: (3} 54

SHOOTER
Wiy didn't you go inside? “3Stead of
just sittin in yoor car like a damn
fool?

ghit. He followed ma. JS2it. Mort tries to ksep his volce
level as he starts to walk casually toward tha skovel. Shooter
moves with hin, steaying just barely is the light.

NORT
When I gat the story and show it to
you, will you leays ma alona?

SHOOTER

(lazily amused}
There isn't any magagine with that
story in it, Mr. Rainsy. You and =,
we know that, UHot from 1993, thexrs
isn’'t., How could there be, when my
story wasn't there feor you to esteal
untll 198572

NORT
God damn it, I 4id not steal your st-

SUOOTER
Ho, mot all of it, true enough. ¥Not
the best part,

. NORT
What 4o you want? Tell me! What in
ths hell do youn want?

SHOOTER g
You want the second resaon I came, i
that it?

MORT
Tex!

Mort reschas ths shovel, turns sc that he's in front of it,
blecking ites view from Shooter,

S3HO0TER
I want you to Iix it.

MCORT
What?!

SROOTER

My ending. Tha ons you wrecked. Can't
dacide what's worse, stealing my stery
or ruining ths anding.

{MORE )
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SEQOTER {eont’'d)
Most important part of a story, the
endiog. Mipe waz pariect, it wap a
real ending, not that phony crap you
shorad in,
. {reciting with contampt)
“Ye Ilooked in her eyes and sev ber race
ay bhe bad First known lt, ar 1Y it were
ten years ago and pene of this had evsr
happened. KHe Lell to the ground and
into lher embrace, down ix tie dire,
down in the place where oew thiogs
grow.” 3You have got to be pardon my
language fucking kidding me, Mr.
Bainey. Put it back the way it ocught

to be.
HORET

I don't even remamber your ending.
SHOCTER

Ok, I bet you do. It's hard teo forget.
{raciting Ixom memory)
"I koew I can do I1t, " Todd Downey sald,
halping himself tc ancther sar of corn
from the steaming bowl. "I'm sure that
In time her deatk will ba a2 zystery
oves to me.* That's bow the story
ands, Pllgrim. It's ths paly ending.
You're gonna write it for me and get it
publiskbed. Anrd it's gonna Lave oy name
on it. Right has got to be put right.

Mort snsaXs one band behind bhis kback, feeling for the shoval
handla, He speaks, his voilce thick with rage.

Leng pause,

NORT ‘

‘The only thing I'll write for you i=

your death-warrant, 1f you don't leava
me alone. :

Shnatar ayed him, Seas where Mort's hand ies going.

. SHOOTER
Saw that wife of yours, comin' out of

the housse.
(exaggarated countrydisa)

She's purty.

Mort’s fingars close around the shovel handle.

MORT
Isave her cut of it.
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3H0CTER
Would if I could, but I'm startin’ to
- think you ain’'t geing to leave me that

eption. .

Mort yapks the shovel from the dizt and swings it around by the
handle, straight toward Shootsr‘s head.

Shootsr stopsx i1t with ons hand, lays his cother on it and shoves
back. Mort stumbles over t¢he pile of dirt ard lands on his -
back, tha wind OQOFING out of him, BShkoostsr falls on him, holds
the shovel with both hands, preases it down on Mort's Adam's
apple. MNort chokas, Shooter splts words at bhim.

SEOCTER (cont d)
Do you want to wake up from ope of yonr
stupid naps and find Amy natled to your
garbagse bin?! Or turn on thae radic
scma moroing and hear ahe came off
wecond bast in a mateh with the
chaingaw yon ksap cut in the shad?l

Mort summons his strengtk, whish is considerable, and grsater
tkan Sheoter's, and hurls the man off him. BShootar lands on his
foot am Mort rolls over to his hands ang knsas, gagging and

choking.

BHOOTIR (cont‘d)

{calmly)
Tou can't get away with it. pDon't you

realize that yet?

He bends down and picks up his hat, dusta it off and ssts it
back ocn his head,

SROOTER (cont'd)
I know what you did, and I ain‘t
guitting till right gets put right.

On tha ground, coughing up spit and blecod, Mort watches as
Shooter walks sway across the yard.

CUT TO:

INT CAPIN - BATHROOM NIGET 55

The zhattered chunks of mirror are still on the floor of the
bathrcom upstairs. Looking at twenty~aix shards, we ses twenty-
aix Mort Raineys coming at us. Eis hand grows buge ax he
reaches down and picks up the largest ahazd.
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CONTINUZED: 55

Mort tucks the shard into a carner of the door of ths broken
nedlcine cabinet, shover thes whole thing baokX inte its hols in

the wall.

He leans forward, looking at his reflecticn in the ghard. BHe

touches his neck gingerly, runs his fingertips ovar the
distinctive red line left whezre tha shovel handle nearly ckoked

him to death.
cur TO!

INT CABIN -~ BEDROON HIGH? 1]

Mort lies in bed, staring straight up at the csiling. Right,
lika ha's gonns bs abla to fall aslesep tooight.

INT CARIN -~ OFFICE HIGHT i)

8till night. Mort's vomputsr screen comss to life. The cursor
clicks on the N§ Word iocorm, then picks a file callied "Uatitled.”
Cpens it.

The antire page is blapnk, it's the story he deleted the othar
day. Just a blinking cursor in a big fisld of white.

Bort, who's sitting at his desk, stares at it rusfully.

NORT
What, yeu didzs't writs anything while I
was gone? No wonder you're not-

He turns and locks at the leathar chajr Bump always =ite in, but
of course the chalr's smpty tonight. rorgot for a mecond.

Mort atares at the exnpty chair for a long moment. Than turns
back to his desk.

He breaks down and scbs.
FADE TO BLACK.

EXT AMY'B EQUSE HNIGHY 58

Amy's hovsa. Nighttime. Mostly dark, but thexe’'s a light on in
one corner of the house, and as we crsep closar to that light,
wa sec 3 silhoustts wovizg in the windew.

Jerking arcund, really, and as ws get even closer we hsar
CHASHTING, breaking mounds. We draw closer aad glosar still, the
curtainzg in the room are parted, we can see betwsaen them. The
room muxt be Mort's old office, the walls are lined with kocks
and bound pericdicals, like the lake house, but many, many more,
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CONTINUED: 58

The 2igors ingide is the familiar form of Shootmr, cepped by
that creepy hat, vwhich throws & crarxy siadew on the far well.
He upends the desk, then pioky somsthing up off the floor, a

bottls, losks like champagme, that's funny, and heads for the
door, stuffing something in the neck of the bottle, looks like a

ag.
Ee pausas in the dooxway, SCRAPES a Zippo and touches the rag,

which lmmediately starts on fire. He tosses the bottls right at
us. It lands on ths floor and smashss.

The room EXPLODES intc flame, that weren't no champagne 1ln ths
bottle, that was gasocline, and ths window wa've crept up to

SHATTERS in our facs.

From the stréeet, ws sea the ball of fire rise up from the corner
¢f the dry old victorian, taking half the zoof with it. This
baby's gonna burn lika cordwaed.

€U7T T0:

IRT CABIN - LIVING ROGE DAY 5%

Daytime now. The unpluggsd phope cord lias on the floor in
Nort's cabin, atill a few fedt from the phons it should bhs

attachad 0.

On the gouoh, the pllloew is empty, the indentation is atill
thara, but no head, Where's Nort?

Moving left, we Iind Mort sitting on the oouch, staring straight
ahaad, still iz the clothes he fall a=lesp in, bad hasd. ¥o
telling how lony he'a bean awaks, it looks 1like he swung his
lags ovar the edgs of tha ¢cuch and just stoppsd ip that
poaltion. He loocks awful. That red line is still across his

thraoat.

HEe notices the phone in fromnt'of kim. Looks to the flcox, seen
the unplugged cord, Mustaring all the ambition he has at the
moment, he bends over and picks up ths cord.

He looks at the littls clip thing on its end, locks at the
phone, debating the merits of plugging it in,

Daciding what the hell, he zeschas over and jams the cord iate
the back of the phone -~

-- whioh RINGS immedlately. HKort twitches. He's jumpy anyway,
but you xnow, you hate it whsn that happens.



-3
ol
®
50

N

EXT

Mort stands in front of the smoking hulk that was cnce the graen
Victorian he and Amy shaxad at 92 Kansag Street in Riverdale.
He jnst mtares at 1t, his face slack with shoek and lose.

CONTINDED:

51. - §2/1272003
59

MORT
Is that you, John Wayne?
{answers)
Hello.

AMY (0.5.]}
Mort?!

He's relieved, at lsaszt it isn‘t Bhooter.

ANY (0.8.] (CONT'D)
Kort, ars you thera?! MNortl

MORT )
Yesh, Amy, Jesus, not so loaud. What is

iev

’ m {OOSU-}
Where have you besn?! I've basn trying
to get hald of yeu all night and this

moxning)

HORT
I waz agleap.

AMY (0.8.}
Yoeu unplugged the phonef!

' MORT
How mey T aseist you, Amy?

AMY (0.8.)
Oh BGod...

HORT
{(concerned now)
What bappesaned?

ANY
Someona burned down our louasa/ That's
what happened!

CDT TO:

AMY 'S HOUSE - RUIN DAY &D
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CONTINUELD: &0

The site is cordoned off by pelice taps, thers are thres or four
COP2 and two FIRE INSPECTORS pleking carefully through the
remains. MHort locks at what uszed to be the heues, we pesr
closely at him, then when wa ses his point of view again --

MGRT'S NENTAL IMAGE ~ ANY'Z HOUSE (NEW) 61

== the house is back the way it used to be, sama angle from the

gidewalk, but thes houss is freshly painted and ¢lsan on a
suzmmer’'s day. Amy comes out of the house in s business suit,

putting sboes on as she hurries to her car, late for a maeting.
Kort comes to the door in his boxers and SEQUTS aftery her.

MORT
Bey lady, you cnly left & bundred bucks
on the dresssr! You think I gire it

away?
TRO OLD WOMEN passing on the sidewalk overhear.

. ANY
{ombarrassad but laughing}
Bhut op/

EXT AMY'E ROUSE - RUIW DAY

Mort choken back tha exmotions he feels., He looks up, to where
the third floor of the houss used to be, and as he locks, it

dissolves into place -«
MORT'S MBNTAL IMAGE ~ AMY'E HOUSZ (NEW) €3

-~ and the house iz restorsd onve more. Now we're locking more
clesaly at a certain windew, a window in a cormer of the third

floor.
IRT AMY 'S EOUSE - THIRD FLOOR DAY 64

62

This room i ona of those strangely zhaped but cool cornsr rocms
you find in this kind of hcuse. 1It's being set up as an office,
amy's office. Amy is excited, talking to us, showing us
sonsthing.

MY
It's the best room in the house, at
lezst Ior me. Dovn hera, chack it out.

She bends down io a cormer, shoves scme boxms out uf the way,
ravaaling & window in an odd place, down at floor lawvel. TYou
could aasily miss it if you didn't look for it.

She slidesx down the wall naxt to it, points down.
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CONTINUED: 6{

AMY [eont’d]
Sas that little patch of dirt? The
only place you can see it is from up
hers. I want te put a garden tharae.

she pulls her kness up to her cbast, stares happlly out the
vindow.
ASY (cont'd)

It's a secret window, and it looks down
on 4 secrat gardep,

BxT M*s HOUSE - RUIN DAY &5

Davk outsids, looking up at the third floor, and this time we
can ses Awy in the windew, until she dissolves sway, along with

tha housw,

Phe smoking hnlk is all that remains. Mort is moved, now
there's a wistful smile cn his face.

AMY [(0.8,}
NMortl!

He turns, smile =till on his lips —-

== until he sses Ted striding toward him with Amy, holding hex
hand,

Suddenly., another =-
HENTAL IMAGE - MOTEIL ROOM

-~ and this one isn't nearly fo pleasant, It's Mort's polnt of
view of the ugly scene we saw in the opening. HNe storms into
the botal rcoom, Amy and Ted struggla to cover thair naked
bodisw, they all scream st sach othar «-

17

xxIT AMY'S HCUSE - RUIR DAY &7

==~ and the wistinl smile disappesrs from Mort's face, turning
into scmething hard and hurt ky the time thay reach kim,

NORT
Ei.

He hugs her, shs hugs him back hard. Over hsr shoulder, he
makeas brief eye contact with Ted, who forces a semi-polits

grimacs.
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NCRY [cont’qd)
{seftly, in har ear}
I'm sorry akout all of this, Amy. All
of it. Really soxry.

ANY
Bo am I.
TED -
{slight Scuthera accent]
Me too.
MORT

{fuck you, Tead)
Phank you, Ted.

Any retreats to Ted's gide. WICXERSHAM, the fire chlef,
approachas tham with 2 pelics detegtive, PRADLEY. Wickarsham

addressss Tad and Amy.
WICKERIHAM
¥r. and Mre. Rainey?
Three rosponses, all at onde:
Ay NORT
Yaa? Ho.

TED
m! - a

Wickershax looks back and forth, confuzed. Any takes a step
toward Mort's aldae.
AMY
Wa are. ¥Wers. The owners.
WICEERSHAM

[{now really confusad)
¥ere? 3You don’t cwn it anymora?

Pradley gives Wicksrsham a look «= figurs it cut, 1diot. Mort
helps him.

MORT
Were Mr. and Mrs. Rainey. .Ars the
owpers,

WICKERSEAM
Ah, o
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CONTINUED: (2}

BRADLEY
I'm Steven 2radley, I'm a deteactive
with the Riverdale P.D., thiz ls Fire
Chief Wickersham. V¥e won't keep you
lony, the insurancs iovestigstor neesds
to sea you in the city at three.

WICKERIHAN
You're defloitely the victims of arson.
The firs was started by an incendisry
davioe nmads fros 2 bottle of Moat
Chandon champagne and a couple quarts
of plain old gasoclina.

BEADLEY
Bo let's ptart with snsmies. TYou got

any?

AMY
Ho. Ko oae.

TeDd
Hot a moul.

Mort loovks at Ted, zreally irritated.

MORT
Okay with you {f I answar these, Ted?

Ted holds up his hands, okay, oXay. Mort turms to Eradley.

KORT {cont‘d}
Yas. I have An enamy.

Amy locks at him. Bradlsy pulls out his notabook.
COUT T0:

INT INSURANCE OFFICE DAY (1

Back in the city, beck in another office with a great view, thias
time at a conferenve table. DBradlsy and FRAN EVANE, an
insurance investigator in her fifties, are on ops side. Amy,
Hort, and Ted are on the other., Amy sits betwsan har two men.

This =zmzt be fun,

EVANS
I'm sorry I wasa't there to meet you
this morxing, I spesnt most of last
night poking through the site with a
flashlight and a Polazolid.
{stopy hersaelf)
Sorzy. Broke ons of my own rules.
({MORE)
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EVARS {cont‘d)
I don‘t like o call 1t “the gita.* It
wasn't a site, It was a house. JYour
house, and I'm very sorry for your
loss.

MORT
Thank you...

Ees glances at her busipsss card, which ha’s holding ip his hand,

MORT {coat‘&}
--4“2'; BVﬂuﬂ-

EVARS

That wtill say Hrs.?
{tsks)

¥ran is fine. Look, theze naetings arwe
difficult. Paopls in your situation
sze alrsady upset, understandably so,
and gquites often they take the prasence
of an invastigator as an accusation
that they torched their own property.

ANY
T have to admit, I did feel a little onmn

the spot. Thanks for bringing it up.

Ted noda, so vialently that his head might have besn on a |
gtring, Mort notices, just staras at him. All Tad has to do is

breatha to ilrritata Mzort.

EVANS

And in this case we cartainly seem to
have a plausible muspsct ia this =,
EBhooter, whom our pecpls will
investigate aggrassively along with the
pelice, but in tha meantinme...

{(pulls out a file folder)
The hard part. -

She puts the file oz the table in fromt of tham delicately.

. EVANS {cont’d}
It's a list of your claimad insurable
property. - You losk {t over, than sign
an affidavit ewearing that ths itanms
listed still belong to you, and that
they ware still in the houss when the
fire ocgurred. Anything that wasn’'t
there, put s cbeckx, I'm told there was
-
{tiny pause)
{MORE )

\

1
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EVANE {cont‘d)
-~ peparation of residence recently, 30

.\ ' that last bit may bs particularly
: izportent. :
. MORT :
We're in & diverce. It isan‘t final
yot.
AMY

The ssttlement agzesmact is all dons,

svarything‘s rzeady t¢ go, va'ze really

just waiting for it to be signed.
{with & guick glance at Mort)

BY both partiess.

Ted loocks at Nort too, not such & guilok glanca. HMHort ignores

then.
KORT
(to Evang)
I noved oot six months ago, but I
hadu’'t got around to hauling all my
stuff cut of the houss yat.
EVANS
P Besn down that road. Thasa things just
; have to follew thair natural coures.
. Things wrap up vaen everybody'a ready
for that to happsb.
MORT

(a returned guick glance at
Amy )
That’'s boesn my fesling.

EVANS
Do ths Lest you can with ths list.

Amy looks down at it., Mort lesans in over har left shounlder.

And Ted leans in over her right shoulder. XAmy notices and tipe
the file just a little kit in his directicn s¢ they can all ases

it.

Mort is furious, but holds it in, He resaches cut and tipa the
filse back iz his own directiomn.
AMY
Mort. ..

NORT

ﬁ {to Ted, softly livid)
' Do you actually intend to rubbersesk?
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CONTIRUED: ({3} 68

The tension in the rocm ls thick &s cake frosting, For a moment
no one says & word, Datective Bradley’'s eyes move alertly back

and forth betwesn the thres cof thsn.

Finally:

TED
{through clexchad tseth)
I hardly think=-

MORT
I'm not going te freak out about this.
Put this was our stufl, Amy. Ours.

TED
It fen't az if-

hAMY
Ko, he's right, Ted.

EVARS
e 1s, Mr. Milner. The law says you
have no right to be locking at the
listed itams at all. We wink at
somathing like that if nobody minds...
but I think Hr. Rainey dous.

MORT
Yer. Mr. Rainey minds a lot.

Axy switches ber unhappy leok of appeal from Mort to Ted, Tad
stares et Mort evanly =~ .

w- and then turms to #speak te Amy, lgaoring sverycne elsa.

2D
Would it help metters if I took a walk
around tha block?®

MORT
¥Why not make it two?

CUT T0:

InT CORRILCR DAY &3

The muetinmg ovar, Nort, Amy, Fran Evans, and EBradliay walk down
the hallway tc the elsvators., Bvans and Bradley are talking teo
sne ancther in the rear, Mort and Amy are in front.

Amy puts & hand on Mort's arm and pulls closer to him,
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CONTIRUED: &5

AMY
I'm morry about in there, about Ted.
You have no ides how hard it iz to be
ths one in the middle,

Mort geas that ahe mgans it and musters up some kindness.

NORT
shitty situation. 8o fucking sdult,

huh?
She laughs dryly and nods. They roach the slevators.

AKY

Mort, I want to ask you...
{she puts 2 hand on his arm}

I don't want to upset you...

gha looks avar at Bvans and Bradley, who are right bshind thenm,
but Evans ostches tha lock and she and Bradley retreat a faw
steps down the hallway and turn away politely.

Mort looks at Amy, warmg to her, is even concarned about ber.

MORY
What is it?

Amy turns back tc Mort, leans in cleser and lowars her voice
confidantially. He puts his hand on hers,

AMY
Betwsen you and oe, okay?

MORT
Absolutely.

- AMY
This guy Shoocter. BHis story, I mean,
Mort, is this situation,.. is it liks
tha other timm?

Mort's warmth occls. He withdraws his hand. He‘'s furious.

NORT
Look. That was the only time I evar
did anything ramotaly like that, it
never happened before or since., 1 was
just cut of grad school, we wars broks,
ws thought you wara pregoant, rsusmber
all that?

ANY
Okay, okaY...
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NORT
It was sgtupid and dsspsrate and I've
paid tor it. I paid the guy everything
ha asksd and I've kept paying, beslieve
me, avary singls night for abeut
tiftaen ysars. You're the only paraon
who knows about it besides tha lawyars,
and even though we're not together I
axpect you to keep it that way.

ANY
Pine.

A horrible thought strikes him. Be tries to catch her eye.

MORT
Iou heven't told Ted, have yon?

AMY
(uncenvincing)
Ko,

MORY
Have you?

The alevater BINGS, the doors open, and guess who steps off.

TED
¥Wall, do I have timing or what?

KQORT
Yeah, I'm sorry you had to misa that,

Ted. I kunow how much you like =y
thiogs.

Anotiar awkward slilsnue, which Tad bag had just sbout encugh of.

TRD

({to Mort}
Fe're going to talk for a minute.

Ha starts to rsach for Mort's arm, thioks better of 1t, and nods
gharply over to a corner of the ballway. Mozt locks at the

others.

HCET
Excuse ma, I‘m in trouble.

IN THE CORNER,

Mort joina Tad, who is pissed off, Thiz 1s not a sida of him he f

shows when he's with Amy.

i



61.. 02/11/2003

69 CONTINUBD: (3) 69

e 7 !
: I've had about snough of your bullshit.

; HORT
§ You ‘'ve had encugh?

: =

i Marriages ead, I'm sorry. J didn't
. end yonrs, it was over when I got

‘ thers.

MORT
Wow, you must have thought her wedding

ring was welrd, then.

. TR
Hevertheless, 1 apologixzed to you.
Mopths ago. I know you don’t want xe
in your life -- gusss what, I don’'t
want you in mire eithar. But until
your divorce is done thare's not auch
wea can do about it. I just want you to
xnow I decided a locng time ago that I
will not let you opzet Amy any more

- than you alrsady have. I &m Dot
Q;‘ prepared to let that happen, Eo lst's

just wrap this up and get out of sach
other's lives permanent.

(a togthy, weird smils) .
Okay? hre wa gettin’' the mmasage I'm
sendin'?

Ted's Southern acoent is a bit stronger oun that last lina. Mert
locks at bim, noticing it.

MORT
Whare are you from, Teddy?

TED
Tannasase. Morty.

_ NORT :
Raally. I thought maybs Mississippl

by
No, leng way fzom thers. A little town
callad Shooter’'s Knch, Tsnhesses.

KMort furrows his brow. Did he hear what he thought he heacd?

'ﬁﬁ} CUT T0:
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IRT MDRT ‘S CAR NIGHT 70

Mort drives back to Taskmerae Laks with his hands clamped to the
stesring wvheal, his spine as Straight as a rulaer and his ayes
fixed firmly on the road. Hs has the radic on, blasting, trying

to ‘stave off thought.

Doesn't work. He SRAPS the radio off, highly agltated. Pfor the
first time, we hear his thonghts. (A note about that -- Mort's
thoughts don't come through clearly, liks voice over. Thay
swlrl and ovarlap, the way your thoughts do, soma just whispers,
scme louder than that, aod sonw fragments spoken out loud.)

KQORT
{inner wvolce)
Well that's kind of a
{out loud)
fucking coincidanca
{innar vaice)
lsn't it?

He rubs his hsad, thinking, thinking.

MORT (cont'd)
{inner voics)
Maybe he knows him
fout loud}
sending me a mespage
~ (ioner voics)
gonna fucking figurs this cut, Taddy.

Re flicks the radic back oa, svan loudsr.
COT TO:

EXT CARIN HIGEY 71

Hezdlights spilash down the drivevay of Mort's cabin as a car
Pulls in. The headlights stop, shining right on the cabin frem

about twenty yards away.
INT MORT'’E CAR RIGE? g 72

Mort sits in tha car, engine idling, lecking arcund the
Froperty. No =ign o2 another car.

MORT
{inner voice)
Come on, Kaelsch...
{aleoud)
Five hundred 2 day and wvhere the hall
are you when I nead you?
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- INT CARIN - LIVINKG ROOM NIGHT
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CONTZINUED:; 72

He takes one zore look around, drops the car ip gezr, and pulls
right uvp to the front poreh, just & fev feset Zrocm the first
step., Hm puts it io parX, kills the lights, and gets out.

T FROAT PORCH HIGHET 73

Ee climbs the steps quickly, keys the fromt door, apd goss
inside,

IBRT CARTY KIGET 74
Mort flicks or a light and hangs the Xeys on the hook by the
front door, SLAMHING end locking the door behind him.
The phone RINGS.
. MORY
Gaw, I ket it's good nows,

Ee raaches for it.

FE]

INT CEEAF MOTEL HIGHT

Ken XKelwsch iz sprawled ont on tha bright orange badspread in a
sall town motel. A coupla mini-bar bottles are open on the
bsdside table next to him, he's drinking bourbon and water out
oI a plastic bathroecm cnp. The Chestos look gocd too.

EELECH

{into tha phons}
¥hara the hell you been all day?

76

Koxrt's standing in the living roam, phona in hand,

MORT
I mnight ask you the same gueation.

KELSCH (0.S.)
Relax, you'ze fina, I chackad your
cabin an hour ago.

MORT
Es ahowed up right aftar you left last
ol ght,
INT MOTEL Hrear 77

Kalsch elta up.
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77

B FILECH
Really? Then be had a busy night. My
office called a¢ about your Riverdale

house. I'm sorry.

INT CABIN - LIVING ROCH HIGHT

HORT
Tha worst part is I hadn't got the
magazine frox my atudy yet. The ons
with the story he says I stole. Now it
went up in tha fire.

EELSCH {0.5.)
Yon still want to go through with jt?
Maating him, showing bim the magazine?

XORT
Hell vas. I'vs spent the last balf
yoar walking through a shitstorm, Ken,
having things happan toe me. This is
something I want to handls myself. Es
oan go to jail or go away or go to
hall, it's all the same to me. As long
as he's gone.

INY MOTEL NIGHT
Kelsth turna, swings his legs off ths bad.

KELSCH
Good. Because I ca&lled yocur agsnt when
I heard ahout the Aouse, I fignrad he'd
have a ccpy of the magazins. He sent
an original by overnight today, you can
pick it up at your post office temorrow
aftsr three.

XORT (D.8.)
1 knsy thers war a reasgen I hired vou.

. KELSCB
There's scmething eles, X caught up
with your Tocm Gresnleaf today. The guy
that drove past you and Shooter on tha
Laka Road.

I CABIN - LIVING ROOM HIGHT

WORT
Yoah?

78
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ERLECH {0.5.)
You're not gomna like this.

MORT
He didn't ses anything?

g1  INT MOYEL ¥IGET
Kelsch consults his notepad.
KELSCH

Worse. First he says he did go down
Lakes Drive on Tuesday and he szaw you
like you said, but then he gats waizd,
says no no o, coms te think of it I
didun't. Didn't sse anybedy.
evan or Lake Drive on Tnesday.

MORT (0.85.)
Wall, Tom'a saverty~Zfive if he‘s a day.
Might've slipped his mind.

FRELECH

Bullshit. He was way up on a scalffold
-, when I sav him, painting your Parisk
X Rall, Looked strong as am ox to ms.

82 INT CABIN - LIVING ROQM RIGET

MNORT

Doesnh't mean his memory's good.

ERLACH (0.6.]
Dan't be nalve. The guy was scared
phitless. Sowshoedy get to him,

MORT

Come on, why would Shooter possibly
cara 1f Tom Greenlsaf knows hs's hera?

KELSCE (0.B.)

That daepends,

NORT
On what?

KELSCH {0.8.)
Oon what he plans to do to yea.
revising oy opinlon, Mort.
o thipk Shooter's just soms nut,
4 intimidation of witnasses spesaks to a

B2/12/2003
g0
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MOTRL NIGHT 83

Falsch speaks carefully. Doean't want to be too alarming --
which of course he i=.

B84 INT

KELSCH
We nsed to consider tke posaibility
that he was Ahlrsd to do this. Somabody
with a grudge against you, hires a
tough guy to rattle you, soare you to
death. But be hires the wrong guy.
Thinga get out of control. They go
further thap thay'ze supposed to,..
dead doge, buraed-down houses. Now he
can't call him off.

CASIE RIGHET B T

Nort sags to the coffae tabls. Hs spsaks gquistly.

NorY®
Tod.

XELSCH {0.8.)
¥ho?

MORT
He‘s trying to gaslight me.

EELSCH (D.5.)
Who's Ted?

MORT
Amy's.., the guy Amy lelit =me for,
Kaybe that's why the guy calls himsel?
Ehootar, Ted wants me to kmow it's him.
Trying to intimidate nme, send ne a
messAge. -

KELSCE (0.8.)
¥hy? What doss he want?

$

MORT
I dor't Know,

KELECH
Did you piss him off? Give hip a
reascn to khata you?

— Mort thinks about that, cloaas his ayes. A flash of scmething
< 3 ¢rosses the scrsen, vary fast, it could have been the motel room
. from the opening, probably was, it's haxrd to tell. Mort snapa
his ayes open.
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CORTINGED: 84

HORT
Might have.

KELSCH
Ckay, hers's what we do. What othar
proof de you have that Shootar was
hers? Other than the maouscript.
Physical evidegce, I’'m talking about.

Mort #trains to thigk, & bhand to the side of his head,
razsnbering the apisode with Shooter by the lake. Images from

thair ancougter flash past:
8s

-- Shootar gets in -Mert's face, GROWLE at him:

SHOOTER
Tou lie.

~=- Bhooter's hands greb Mort by ths blcsps and shove him back
against the car, hard.

-=- Ehocter‘s bands, holding Mort's arms, hard. HNisg fingers and
thuabs pressing in so hard they're turning whitae.

INr CABIR ~ LIVING ROON NIGHT . 86

MORT
Aold the phone a ssc.

Ze drops the receivar and shoeves hiz slsevas up as far as
they'll go. He holds out his arms. At first he fees nothing,
then ha rotates them outward as far as they'll go and thers thesy
ars, two yallowing bruises on the inaids of sach ars, Jjust above
ths albow -~ marke made by Shootar's thumbs.

BACK OH TBE CcOGCH,
#ort pleks up the phona again.

. MORT {cont’'dj
Bruises. On my arms, whare hs grabbed
na.

INT HOTEL RIGHT . &7

KELSCH
Kot very concrote, but it‘s emotional,
it might get to hin. You and me ars
gonna go see Creenleaf together. B3Aring
the manuseript, brizng your bruises.
{MORE)

LR LI P
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CONTINUED: 87

KELECH (cont’'d)
I‘m gonna push the guy hard, make it
imposgible foxr him to lie. If be'll
tall the police ke was thredtensd too,
than wa've got somsthing, it cartainly
tiee him to the Zire.

MORT (0.8.)
I'll meet you at Bowle's for breakfast.

XRLBCH
% a.a. sharp.

INT CABIN -~ LIVING ROCH RIGHT CY)

NOR?
Sae you there.

EEL3CE {0.5.)
And bring your six gun, Pllgrim.

Mort, who was about to hang up, freazes at that last word.

EELECH {0.5.) (CORT'D)
I'm kidding.
({ao response)
You still therer?

MORT
Yeah. I‘l]l see you at aiane.

He hangs up guickly. Sits there staring at the phona for 2 long
mowent, buoched over i1t.

QT To:

INT CABIN -~ BEDROON HIGRT 8y

Mort's in bed. Wide awake. Es looks up at the celling. Flips
cvsr. PYlops the cther way. Ee bolts ocut of bed, dragging the

bPlankets with him and heads ~-
Ine CABIN - LIVING ROOM ¥IGHET 86

-~ into the darkened living room, straight for the couch. .
Except thia time we don't even see Mort, we ars Mert, drifting
toward the couch, gucked in by it, down inte igs pillew, betweexn
its cushions, ipto ita inky recesies.

PP P
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CONTIHUED: 20

We roll over, fagce up at the ceiling. The entire room recedes
frem us, a8 if we're falling inte a desp desp hols, but we don't
sveh mind that much, at lsast it's gulet, and we kaow wa'll sse
aothing in that hcele that frightsns uz becauae at lts bottom

thare is only
BLACK.

INT CABIN BAY 51

Juat as we went into the hole, we rise slowly out of it, out of
the black toward & pipprick of light in tha distance. We're
pizlled toward the light the way we ware sucked inte the black,

but this kurts more, it's that hright.

We coma up out of the couch inte the living rocm, wickad bright
with morning sunlight.

Mort winces from it, his hsad still deap in the pillow.

Ee pits up, svings his legsy off the couch ~=-

~- and GROAMS in pain, & groan s¢ loud it's almost a mutsd
scream. His haads dart up, bs tries to hold his back, his
kness, and his right arm all at the same time.

MORT
Ck my God...

He rubs his right shoulder, tries to massage some life into it.

MORT (cont’d)
{inner wvoicej
that doer
{alcud)
bhow hard did
{innar volcw)
bathroom door
{aloud)
hard did T hit it?

He sguints across the room, to a clock on the far wall.

It‘'s & qgquarter after ten.

MORT [cont’d}
oh ahit.

He gets to his feet, palnfully, and whips on a tee shirt, He's
still wearing bhis pants,

Pset step into showas and he heads for the door. Ho rsaches up
to spatch his cer keys from the hook «-
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COETINUED: 9]

== but they're not thers. He locks. That's weizrd. Thought he

left thew thers last night.

Fe poats his pooksts. Neope. Turns and looks arcund the room.
Buk uh.

IN? EITCHEN DAY

Mort's car keys ars sitting on the countexr in the kitchen. BHe
gomes through the ewinging door, looke arcund the room, spots

tham.

He comes over and pilcks tham up, bounces them thoughtfully on
tha palm of hia hand,

92

MORT
{innear veice)
Don't like thst.
{out loud)
Don‘t 1ike that at all.

IRT LIVING ROOX DAY ' 93
Mort cromaet the liviang roem, throws open the froant door -«

EXY PRON? PORCH DAY 84
-~ and stoeps in bis tracks.

Ehooter's hat is lylng on the porch In front of the dvor.

The distinotive black hat with the round crown. Kort stande
thaere locking at it, his heart bsating iz hi= ears [and ours).

Mort steps down off the poreh, cutting a wide memi-circle arousd
the hat, and stands where his car ought to be, right in front of
the porch, whers he left it lest night. He looks around, saes
it parked cver naxt to the garags, a hondred feat away.

He lcoks down at the keys in his hand, turans and looks back at
the hat on ths porch.

IRT BUICK DAY 35

Mort rips cpen the door of the var &nd slides bebhind the wheal.
Els eye ls caunght by the ashtray, which is hanging open, four
cigarettn butts in it.

Es rsaches down and pulls one out, pinching it betwean his
fingernalls. He holds it up to lock at it. Onfiltered Pall

Kall.
Mort chucks it back into the ashtray as if it were radiocactive.
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EXT PRONT PORCH DAY 96

Mort picks up Shooter's bat with the same digtaste he showed the
clgarette butt, He flips it over, peers ints it. HNothing out
of the ordinary, just a very old susst-stained inner band.

The band is dazk and slick., HMort catches a whiff of it and
turrows his brow. Reccgoizss that small but can't placs it.

EXT BUICK DAY 7

The hat pails intc the trunk of the Buidk and the lid FLAMS ghut
over it.

The car sprays gravel cut af the driveway.
CUT TO:

T BOWIE'E STORE DAY LT}
GERDA
Rort Rainey!

The door to Bowle's Btors BANGS ahui bahind Mort, who winces at
the noise as half a dcxaz heads turn from the countay vharas

GERDA BOWIE, tall and busty and loud, is serving hresakfast to a
buzeh of LOCALS. The stora part of Bowie's is in the back, tha

Eront is & coffee shop.

GERDA (comt’d)
Haven‘t seen you in a coon's agel
¥ziting aay good books lately?

BORT
Prying, Pailing.

He locks aryonnd the place for Xelsch, who dsn‘t thara, Damr it,
missed bim. Mort takes a sest at tha far and of the counter, a
faw ztocls eaway from evarybody else.

As Gerda finighas sarving the others, Mort oalla sut to her.

MORT (cont'd)
Garda, you womlda't make me cow of your
bacon and cheete and whatevar~thw-hall-
elsa-you-got omelatteas, would you?

GERDA
Shit no! i

fha laughs tov show she's enly joking. YThe other men at tha
cocunter, Public Works guys in green ocoverallw, laugh aleng with

har.
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CONTINUEBD: 5B

GERDK {coat‘d)
Gizme a minuts.

Mort noda as the FW guys steal glances at him. Thay find him
odd, always hava, and they're not too shy to stare. Mort's
ungemfortabls, he looks away.

To bis 1left, a BUSEQY iz stocking the cigarstte rack next to the
cash registar, Ee has 8 carton of Pall Malls and is taking tha
packp out one at a time, loading them into the rack. Mart
stares at the brand. 2he Susboy notices and locks back at him.

BUSBOY
Would you like & paok?

Bs holds cons of the red packs ocut to Mort saticingly.

HORT
I don't smoka.

GERDA
Good for you, honay.

Sbe 2lips Mort's coffee cup right side up and pours him some,

GERDA {cont’d)
{lowars har voige)
Heard about your divorce, Mort. I'm

SOrry.

 MORT
Thenks rl Gsrdea.,

GERDA
Are you taking care of yoursall?

HORT
Workin' «n it.

GERDA
Because you lock a little peaky.

Hs lookr np at her, txies to hide his annogance.

MORT
It's bhard work getting to slesp scas
nights. I gusss I'm not used to the
quist yst.

GERDA
Bullshit. It‘s sleeping alone you'ze

not used to yet,
{MORE )

St T, Py ——
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CONTINUBD: (2) 98
GERDA {cont’d]
Put s wan doasc’t have to £leap alone
forever, Mort, just bacause some fool
VoA~
MORT
{cutting har off}
Did a guy coms in here this nnrning
Jooking for me? Arcund nine c'clock?
GdERDA
Ho.
EORT
Blg guy, very Rew fork cop?
GERDA
No. ¥o, doesn’'t zing a ball.
MORY
Bine o'clock? I wvas suppossd to nmast
him but I overelept.
ZERDA
Maybe he did t¢o, 'cause he sure s
bhaell wasn't in here.
cUT TO:
EXT FARIEE BALL DAY g3

Nort pulls up in front of the Parish Hall, one side of which is
covered in scaffclding. Ap old Ford Broaco 18 parkad in freat
with a campsr on the back and & sign reading SONNY TROTTS
PAINTING -~ CARETAKING ~ CARPEMTRY on each of the doorw.

Nort goto out of bis Pulock and walks over to the base of the
scaffolding. Has calls up to BONNY TROTYS, fortyish, slapping
paint ento the siding thrse stories up.

MORT
Sonny! Hey, Sonayl

Sonny goss on painting, can't hear Mort over the Roger Whittaker
zong playing on his boom box.

MORT (cont’d}
soN¥Y! .

Sonny jerka, White paint flies from the end of his brush and
for a moment it looks liks be might fall, but he grabs onto one
of the ropes and steadies himself. He locks down.
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53 CONTINUED: 53
SONNY
¥hy, Mr. Rainey! You gave e a belluva
turn!
) MORT
I'm sorry. I thought you wexre golang to
fall off,
SONNETY
Not me. Tou might fall off, maybe, but
not oa.
HORT
Yon seen him today? Tom?
EONNTY
¥ever showad up. ‘'Courss that ain‘t
unuxual for Tom, if his sciatica’s at
it.
MORT
Anybody come around looking £or him?
SOANY
w‘lli * 4
{thinka}
You.
CUT TO:

100 INT MORY‘E CaR DAY 100
Mort ¢rives out of town on ths main road, headed back to bias
house. As he passes a gas steation he dosa & double take,
catching aight of & car parked st the pumps.

It's 8 purplae BANW.

A guy is standing near the rear cf the car, at ths gas tank,
facing the road. HRe looks awfully familisr. Ee shouwld. It's
Ted.

A bhorn ELARES, Mort lnlﬁu hiz head back toward the road to avodd
hitting the oncoming truck, then be stomps op tho brakas.
Apazsment i{s replaced by anger. He SLAME the car into reversse
and backz up ~~

101 EXT GAR STATION DAY icl

~= hauling it intc the gas station parking lot right up beside
Ted's car. Mort gsts out of the car aoclly and saunters over ¢o
Tad, who's screwing the gas cap back on.
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101 CORTIROED: 101

@
C ..y

What ares you doing hsre?

TED
As a matter of fact, I was just on By
way over to your place.

MORT
{glancing around)
Whara's your buddy? .

TED
I cams alone.

MORT

Sure you aid.
{leoks hizm in the syse)
I knov what you'rs up to.

TED
Pair encugh,

Ted stares at Mort. His tone 45 vague and threatening, ha's
'\ choosing his words very carefnlly.

. "ED {cont‘d)
ook, I admit...

Su—

Ha awallows, and ws detect scmething else in him, Ted is
narvous. Or is he scared? Ha's hard to raad.

TED {cont’d)
Mort, s lot of what's going on right
now is my fault. Most of it, in fact.

NORT
89 you're admitting it?

TED
I sort of got this ball rolling, and
the trutk i3 acw I'm afraid I won't be
able to step it.

Mort stares him down. A guist rage is brewing insids hinm.

HORT
Raat do you want?

) TED
TN I want you to end things. Once and for

. . , all.
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101 CONTINUED: (2) 101

Ted pulls something 2rom hiz shoulder bag, a thick sheaf of
lsgal-locking papers.

TED {cont’'d)
You need to sign your papers, Mort.

Xort just =tares at him, aghast,

TED {cont’d)
Axy and I can’'t go opn until your story
is put to rest.

MNORT
¥hat the fuck is... my divorce papecs?!
Tell her to sand ‘am to my lawyver.

ven
She did. He saild you-

MORT
T2at's what this has all bsen about?
Gatting me to sige tha God damn
settlexant?

- T™ED
N Just cool down & minute...

MORT

(putting it all together)
My Ged, it's because of the book deal,
isn‘t it? Bscguss nmy deal's up in a
few months, and you two want ma to sign
now a0 I'm lecked inte highar alimeny
for the next ten yasrs. That's what
this is, it's oeoney, Jesus Christ, this
is all sbout meney! RAnd you two think
you'rs gonna muscls ma for jt?)

TEP
I'd hate to see whers things could end
up 1f we let thisz go on. I think you
know what I mean.

MORT
Well Teddy, I think I do, but bere's
the preblem, I don't respond well to
intixidation. I never have. Brings
cut my inner assbols,

- Ha givas Ted a hard shove in the shoulder, halfway between a
\ puach and a push.

. ’
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CONTINUED: {3} 101

HORT {cont'd)
Se¢ what I mean?

Ee gives him anothsr hard shove, in ths otber shoulder. Hardar

than ths last,

MORT (cont’d)
Just gets you all riled up, dossa’'t 1t?
Bo whataver alse you think you got for
me, bring it on. You started thia?
You're goznpa finlebh 1t? JFgok you, it'e
out of your contrel and you kmow it.
I'm going to fipish thia. Do me a

faver and tell «=
{a hard finger in Ted's chest)

~w that to your littls frisnd.

Suddexnly snraged, Ted lashes out, unleashing a hard right eross
that's headed straight at Mort's jaw. Hort bobs to the xight,
fast reflaxes, just missing the punch, which lands -~

-~ on the driver‘s window of Ted's car. Thara's a sharp CRACK,
but the glaes is intact, so it wasn't the window. It was two

bonea in Ted’s hand.

Ted CRIES OUT in pain and grunples to his kneas. Mort looks
down at hinm.

BORT {cont'd}
dot yourself? a temper, huh? 5o do I.

coT 2O

Ige CABIN - LIVIRG ROOM " DAY 102

Back home. HMort aits on the fouch in his living reom, arms
folded across his chest, staring at scasthing on the cofias

table, ‘
Shooter's hat., Dead centsr on the tabletop,

Mort =its forward, inspects it more ¢closely. Ea's just reaching
cut to plek it up when —-

~= the phone RINGE at about four thousand decibels. Mort jumps
a foot, as if auddezly awakenad.

MORT
About time, Ean.
{apawers it)
Helle?
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SEOOTER {0.5.)
@ to whare we mest the other day.

Mort freezes, recognizing Shootex's volcs.

SHOOTRR {C.8.) (CONP‘D)
¥alk down the path a little way.

MORT
Why?

SEOOTER (0.8.}
¥ou inpress ms as a man who thinks the
way vld folks chew their food, Mr.
Ralrney, but I'm willing to give you all
the time you need. TI'll catch up with
you this afternson. Anybady you call
betwsen now and then is your
rasponsibility.

RORT
What &id you do?

But thars's oanly a dead lins.

MOR? (cont’d)
{a whispsr)
What in God's name did you do?-

auT TO:

EXT PATE BY TEE LAKRE DAY 103

Mort scrambles up the hillside on the path by the lake, throngh
thae beaten-down bushas on either side. Be's bresthing harzd,
sveating, stumbling, hes must have run all tbhe way from his

house.

He resachea the top of the hil), comes cut into the clearing at
the edge of Laks Drive, and meas it.

Tom Greenlaaf's Scout, the same car that drove past the othar
day when Greenlsaf sow Mort and dhcootsr talking by the side of
the road.

Two men are ioside the car, cne inp ths driver's seat, the othar
in back. U¥Wsither one is moving.

Mort edges clossr, starting te hyperventilata.

Ton Gresnleaf is behind the whesal with his head thrown back -~
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CONTINUED: 103

-~ and & screvdriver buriad to the hilt in his forehead, above
his right eye.

MORT
Ok God... oh ¥y God... oh Jesgus...

Mort's eyss lock ountc the screwdriver handle. It's distinctivs,
a badly chippad rad plastic handle, the sams screwdriver Mort

pullsd aut of Bump.

It's Mort's,

Mort's head znaps to get thas bad news from the back seat. EKan
Kalszoh ia back thorsa, a bhatchet planted in the top of his head.
His eyes are open. Brains have tricklsd down arcand his sars

and dried.

Written along the hatchet's handle in faded but still lagibls
zad lsttere iz one word -- RAINEY.

Murt stands completely still, not sven breathing. 'The worlad
swins around him, it slows to z near stop, most sound draine
sway, ard the sounds thst don‘t baeccme unnaturally loud.

A CHICXADEE calls,
A WOODPECKER taps on a tree.
A freshealng breexe ralsas whitecaps on the lake.

Theis i3 a rustling sound behind Mort. He wheels arcund ae fast
he almoet falls -~ would have fallen, 1f he hatin't had the Scout

to lezn againet.

It'a a squirrel. It loocka down at Mort with bright hate freom
where it's frozsn balfway up the trunk of a maple tres, blazing

with red fall flare.

Mort stares at the squirrel for & long momant. The sguirrel
stares bauk., Sweat runs down Mort's chesk. BEe's still not
braathing. He tries to GASP, nothing comes in, his lungs are

clenchad and expty.
FROM HORT'S POINT QF VIEW,

the world divides into dozens of nsat rectangular boxas, dozans
of identical images of the equirrel on the tree, then the imagas
start to move, to tilt up, it‘s sky, then it's the Boout, then
it's the ground, we realize Mort is falling ~-

BACK BY THE FATH,
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CONTIRUED: (2) 103

-- and his face EMACKS loto tha dirt as he losas consciousness.
' o TO:

EXT FATH BY THE LAKE DAY 104

Mort cpans his eyaa. Ee's still lying next to the Scout, but
the sun has shifted guites a bit. Ha sits up grogyily and turns
his wrist to lock at his watch. Ris eyes are too blurry from-
slesp, he agquints and pulls the watch closer.

FHOOTER (0.5.)
A quarter past two.

Mort looks up. BShoetar is standipg over him, silhonettad by the
sun, whioh is directly bshind his head,

FEOCOTER (eoat’d)
You bean out about three hour. Thought
you had a heat stroks, oaly it isn‘t

SFUERST .

Hort tries to get up, but his right leg iz dead weight under
bim, it buckles and he collapses again.

SHOCOTER (oont’d)
You laid or the damn thing, Wouldas
moved you, but I didn'‘t want te waks

you.

Mort drags himself back agalinst the Boout, lifts his right leg
over his left, and starts pounding on it with his fists, trying

to get some blood back inte it.

SHOOTER (cont’d)
Got tirved of waltin and alwmost pinned a
nots on you. Decided not to. You

scara too sasy., °

NORT
(etill pounding his lag)
I know whet's geing on! I know Tad
hired yonl

SZ0OTER
Hired me? Somebody Airad ma? I ain't
naver worked a day for another man in
my lifa. No sir, like I saild right
off, this ia betwesr you and ma.

Mort is frantically hammering oz hix= lag, txying to qat it to
funetion again.
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104 CONTINUED: 104

: SEOOTER [cont'd)
Eeep bautin’ on it like that and you'll

naver walk.

Mort starts dragging himself awey from Bhocter, across tha dirt
and to the head of ths path, Shooter follows lazily.

SEOUTER (oont'd)
¥Wonldn't crawl toc far 1if I wvere you.
You got yoursslf acam work to do heze.
I hooked you to those two men in more
wvays than yon kuow. If you leavs ‘sm
hexrs and I disappsar, Mr, Rainey, you
are going to find yoursalf standing
with your head in a nosss and your faet

in Crisce.
MORY
You den't scars ms.
SHOOTER

Yaah, I do. The only thing is, you're
startin to scare me a little, too. I
can't guite figure you out.

Q Mort atops dragging himself, realizing its pointlessness. Be
’ turns, looka up st his tormantor, at the end of hisz rope. .

NORT
what do you want from me?

Fhooter sqguata lo front of Mort,

SHOOTER
{almost kindly)
‘ Whky, I told yeu that slready, KHr.
Rainey. I want you to #ix my story.
The one you stole., Or ain't you raady
to admit it yet?

MORT
{for the thousandth time)
I did not... steal... your story.

SHOCOTER
(sighs)
No, I sxpect you'll lst yoursslf go to
Gresnhaven for murder before you'll
admilt it,

o MORT
I dide't] I didn't]l You're crazy, and

. I can prove it!
{MORE )
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104 CONTINUED: (2}

®-

The responsa

MORT? (cont‘’d)
I have tha magamine, yon lunatic! Do
vou hesr ma?! T have the goddam

magazinal
to this i no respoense.

MORT {cont'd)
Did you hear wvhat I said?!

SEQOTER

(acltly)
You bhave it? Tou Bave thils so-called

magazine? Right novw?

MORT
Ho.

SEOOTER
Wall, there...

EORT

It's coming Federal Bxpreas. I1'll have
it at three, I can plek it up in towm
at threa o'cloek.

SHOOTER
Pick what up? BScme fuzzy old thing
that's suppoRed to be a copy’

HORT
He., The aagazine, The actual
magazine, datad 1993, two full years
bafore you wrote your story.

ZEOOTER
There can’t ba any magazine., Not with
that story in it. That story is mipe/

Por the firgt time, thcr- was something like raal anguiah in
Bhooter's voica.

MORT
Three o'¢clock. I1'll mast you at four.

Someplace public.

SEOOTER
Ho. !0“: hOuEﬁ-.

MORT
You'll kill nxa,

/
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Qx

Has stands up

He atarts to

BEOCTER

You? Mo, sir! Thasa othsrs here ware
going to get in the way of oar
businesa. I couldn't bave that... and
I figured I could uss them to make you
face up to your reaponsibility. That's
all.

{chacks his watch)
Your house 1o two hours.

(Jjecks a thumb at tha Scout)
You got some heavy 1lifting hera first.
I'd get to it if I wers you.

to go.

SHOOTER (cont-’d)
By the way... if yom talk to that
Shsriff of yourk again, or if you don't
show vp at four o’'sleck... T will burn
your life and svery permon in it liks a
canafisld in a high wind, Yeu’ll go to
jall for killing those two man, but
that'll be the least of your BOrrows.
Ondarstand?

MORT

And suppoes, just suppose, I show you
the magazine, and it has my name on thas

contents page and my story inside.
What then?

SHOOTER

{thinks)
Than I turp xyself in. But I'll taks
tars of mysalf before a trial, Mr,
Reiney. Bacausa if things turan cut
that way, then I guppoas I am crazy.
And that kind of crazy man... that kind
¢f crasy man har Do exCuse or regson to

live,
welk away, then turmns back with onme last thought.

SHOOTER {cont’d)
Listen, you got my hat. I'll want it,
oD@ Way or ths othar.

And he disappears down the lake path.

Mort turns, shaking, ard locks at the Scout and the dead mezn in
(\; it. Prom down the rosd, be hears the NOM of a car sngine, ssen
' sunlight gliating off the windshield of an approaching car.
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Ha glithers back onte the ineline, out of gight except for his
eyas.

The car JIPF past, takes no notice of the S¢out and its lifelesa
ccoupants. Moxrt takes a desp brasath.

A MOMENT LATER (PATH BY THE LAKE}, i05
wa're looking at the door handle of the Scout. Nort's trembling

hand, wrapped ipo his shirt tall, reaches out and opens it
slowly, Tevealing Tom Gresnleal‘s corpse in the front seat.

Nort staods there, breathing hard. Firet things firet, that
soravdriver's gotta come out of his head.

Mort triaz to gat himself betwean Tom and the ateering whesl,
but thare izn’'t roem. Hea reachus down, to the iloct:lc geat

adjustor, and poshas it toward ths back.
The saaT HUMB back, =liding Tca along with it,
In back, Xen Kslech shifts, turning toward Mort abruptly.

Mort SHOUTS and jumps badk, ha's =still alive!

But Ealsch mstops, and Kart takes ancther lcok. No way he's
alive with a hatchet in his hesd. HNort pushes tha ssat lsver
back again and Kelsch shifts agalp ~- the driver‘s seat is

pushing up against his dead legs.

¥ow thers's rocm for Mort to get batween Greenleaf and tha

atsering whaal. He weadges bimsel?f in, lays a forearm against
Greenleaf’s chest, closss hic Irss hand around the serswdriver =

MORT
I'm scrry, Tom.

-= and gives it an almighty vank. Just as the sarswdriver
starts to slids out with a WET CRUNCH --

CUT T0:

EXT QUARRY DAY 106

The bloody screwdriver and thes axs, both with dried human mattar
dslling thelr blades, lie on the ground, rsmoved froem their

victims,

Mexrt atands beside the Ecout now, its driver's door clossd.
We'Te in & differant location, also abandonsd. Ths Scout is
Tunning and Mort is reaching through the driver‘s window,

putting his hands on the wheel.
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geraining, he reaches cver and puts the thing ia drive. Ths

car's parked on & slight hillsids and it starts to roll. Mort
walks alengesids, keeping up with it, steering it straight sbead.

It picks up speed and Mort has to jeg -

-= toward tha sdge of & shesr rock face. The sparkling waters
of an abandoned quarry ars visible Zar balow.

he Scout moves fester still), it'll make it over the adge on its
own and Mort 1s just gbout to pull himself cut when the car goes
over a buzp and Tom Greenleaf's body pitches forvard over the
wheel. Tom's a heavy guy, and his walght and awkward posturs

pin Mort's arms wvhere they ars.

The HORW begins to blare.

The Scout movas fastar now, Mort is running to keep up with the
rolling, bumping, HONXING thing. Mort yanks his arms as bard as
he can and manages to shove Greenleaf's body back off him, but
the open part of the cuff of Hort's overahirt slips ovar the

geatr shift lever.

Mort is running as fast a# he can, struggling like hell to free
bis arm, now stuck by his shirt to the gear shift, The car's
bounaing along fast, Hort's feet lift off the ground, he's
running out of reazl estate fast, he's going over with the God

damn thing.
Ha gives his arm opme vicious pull, half the threads io the

button at the end of kis slesve RIF out, the othar half stay
put, the Scout's fropt tires are just & few fest awvay from the

edgs of tha rock face --
«- KHort EAULS his arm back as harﬁ as he can ==
-~ the final threads RIP fres, ths button pops off —-

-= but sc does Mort's wristwatch, which falls to the floor of
tha Scout, ths angraved words “Y LOVE YOU, ANMY” glittering ina

the sup ==

-~ and Mort stops abruptly, windmilling bis arms et the very
adge of the earth aa the Bcout tips over the sdge and plummets
two hundred feat, SPLASHTHG into the water.

Mort watches as the Scout bubbles and bobs and disappears into
the desp-bottomed black quarry watsrs below.

CUT TO:
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INT CABIN -~ LIVING ROOM DAY 107

The clock en the wall in Mort's cabip ~- it's ten te three.

On the coffea tabla, the phons RINGE. It's ian the foreground,
big. After three rings, Mort bursts through the door in the
bsckground, dumps his shirt, grabs his wallet, his car keys froo
the hook {they'rs there this time) and heads back for the deor.
But through it all, the phose Xeeps RINGING. Iz the doorway ia
the background, Mort stops, thinks.

RING. RING. RING. Somebsdy sure is iasistent.

Mart turns, is it bim?

He CURSES and edges over to the phons.

MORY
Ballo?
AMY (0.58.)
Hort?
MORT
{mouths tha word)
Shit.
{aloud)
Hi-
INT TED'S APARTMENT DAY 108

Amy is mitting on the edge of a bed in &4 man's badrocm, a room
wva haven't ssaen before. She's been corying, still) is. Bbea
speaks softly, casts the cocagional Jlook to thea badroem door,

which iz closed.

ANY
‘Mort, I... I've besn »o worried about

you.
Mort rolls kis eyea, looks cover at the clock on the ﬁall.

MORT
I'm okay, Any.

ANY
Are you sure? When I sav you
yasterday, I thought you locked. ..
strained. I msan, I kaow you ars
gtrainad, But...
{& new thought)
Po you... Mort, do you...
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o
v MORT

What?

AMY
Do you think things would kave bean
differsnt if we'd had children?

NORT
Jesus, I don't know, Amy. Loek, can I
call you later? I gotta be someplacsa.

Hes glances at his wrist to check the tima, but Lhis watch is
gons. He's puszled, but doesn't have tims to think about it, as
Amy sterts to cry. Mort gighs and sits on the adge of the
coffpe table. Ploase God, lat me ount cf thiszs cenversation.

MORT (cont‘d)

What is it?
More erying.
MORT (cont’d]
Take a breath.
r\\ . Eniffling‘
. ’ MORT (cont’d)
Are you at Ted‘sy
AMY
Yan.
MORT
{knows hs shouldn't, can't help
it)
Bow do youn feal about him, these days?
AMY
I laove him.
MORT
Right.
Amy

I didn’'t go with othazr men. I'vwe
always wactad to tell you that, I
didn't go with cther men. Only Tad.
And only the last few months, whan wyou
and ne were,.. when it was over
already.
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CONTINUED: {2) 108

MORT
If va wars "ovar” whan we warse still
together, you might have menticmed it.
Bacause 1t was fuckin nesws to me.

AMY
That's bacause you weren't thera
aoymors, You wars goRne 3o much,

HORT
What are you talking about? I worked
at 2ome, for Christ's sake.

AMY
That's hot what I msan. 3Bven when you
wers with ma, you were gone. Up in
your head. %¥ou used to joke about it,
you'd tap the side of your head, “Going
up to the sttic, honay, ses you in a
fow days. That was 0o jekea. I don't
think I looked into your eyes and gaw
you locking back at ma, really with ne,
for tha last twe ysacs.

MORT
Taah, it's all my fault.

AMY
No, I was & coward, Taed wanted us to
go and tell you together. He kapt
asking, and I kept putting bhim off.
I'1ll nevar forgst the leck on your facs
vhen yeu cpened the docr of that motael
room. I'll oarry that to my gravs.

Mort cleses his oyes to try to hold off the memory, but good
lJoeck with that -~

IRT MOTZL ROOM DAWN ig5s

Wa‘'re back in that motel zoom we saw at the beginming, bursting
through the door, first parson Mort, We ses Amy and Ted in bed,
fumbling for the shasts, but this time we ses & 1littla bit morse,
we spin arcund and see Mort's face, and it's twistad and pained
and angry, rsally angry, but it's just a flash and then we're —-

m? CAEIN -~ LIVING ROQM DAY 119

~=- back in the liviag rocm, wheaze Mort forces his eyes open,
wiping out the unpleasant memory-movie playing on his ayelids.

HORY
I gotta go.
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110 CORTINUED: 110
ANY
can’t wa-
NORT
¥o, I really gotta go.
AMY
Will you call if you oewed na?
MORT
I doubt it.
AMT
Can I coms up there?
MORT
Why on sarth would you do that?
AMY
{pauesa, than blurts it sut)
You still haven't sigoad tha papers,
Mort. I know you don't want to deal
with it, I didn't want to sithar, but
ccme on. Evarything's been negotiated,
ws don't disagras about a thing, I
den‘t undsrstand why you're rsfusing to
sign. Don't you want it over with?
Nort shakss hisz head ~~ po that's why the phons call.
NORT
You're "worried about ma." And I
balieve you. What an idiot.
ANY
I am worriad. You sound that way,
Mort, you sound like you did six months
age and {t's my fault, I think it's my
fault and I wish I conld take it back
bat-
. MORT
I guess you shouldn‘t have fucked hinm,
then. ’
He BANGS the phona down.
111 IwT TED'S APARTMENT DAY 111

Amy sits with her hand on the phona, staring at it. Making a
decision, she gets up and gces to the dresser, 5Sha ahoves the
ahenf of divorue papers inte her purss and turns toward thas
door, Ted is standing in the doorway.
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Q:“,

113

C
®

TED
You'ze not going up thers?

ANY
1 don't want to dance around it
anymors, once he signs it'll be over
with and we won't have to hava thexe

horrible conversaticns avery other day.
She leaves the rocm. He follows.

INT LIVItG ROOM DAY

Amy scoops her oar keys off a table nesr the Iroat dcor.

TED
I'll go with you.

Ha goas to get his jacket and wa notice his right band is
heavily bandaged. :

. AMY
I'd rather go by mysaelf.
TED
Amy. ..
ANY

You threw a puoch at him, Ted, You
wont up to get a simple signature and
came back with a broken hand. If you
walk through bis door with me, just the
sight of you is gouna send him off.

111

112

Ted can sse the truth io that. B£he puts a hand on his chesak.

AMY (cont'd}
I was marzisd to the guy for ten years.
I know hew to talk to him, I just want
to gat this ovar with., That's all ha
wants. Bring things to an end,

TED
Ba carsful.

AMY
{kisses hkimj
I'll be back tonight.

And she's gone. Ted toasss bis cont over a chalr and stares at

the closed door, thisking,

CUT TO:
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113

A Federal Bxpress truck ROARS past, revealing Mort's car, parked
cutside the post office. Mort is imaide it, staring at the

departing truck.

He locks at the post office. Doesn’'t want to go in. Is
desperats to go im.

oxX THE STREXET,
Mort's car door slams, A2 he starts across the strest toward
tha bnilding, a VOICE calls to him.

Me turns. DPown the bloock, he sess Dave Rewsowme, the Sheriff he
apoks to sarlier, gesturing to him.

Moxrt leooks sround, not sow, Dave. Is Shootsr watching him?

He waved back tc Hewscms and kssps walking, pratanding hs
deasn't hgar the Shariff‘s "hold up & sec.”™

Hs hurriss up the steps of the building.

INT POST OFFICE DAY 114

The post affice is nexrly empty, but an innocuous government
building never seemed »0 menacicg. At the far end, there's a
single clark babind the counter, JULIEY SETOKER, mid-thirtiss,

boyn, brad and will dis in Tashmors Laka.

Bhe lsoks right at ua, emiles az wo float up to har countsr.
Bha says something to ug, but we don't haar it, Just see har
lipe move. Shs fIurrows bhar brow, worried about us. Ehe speaks

again, this time we hear her:

JULIEYT
Hr. Rainey? Are you all right?

Hort clears his throat, ceollects himsalf,

, MORT
Sorry, Juliet. My thrcat kind of
double-olutched on me for a ssoond.

JULIEY
Tou're very pals,

She Irowns, not sure what to do with him, aa if he's a slightly
irritating child prodigy whe nmeds apecilal care and fesding,

Hort steadies himself, gripping the ccuntar.
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MCRY
Somsthing I ate last night, I guess.
Did radaral Express leave anything for
may

JULIET
No, not a thing.

Mort's fingers sgueeze the counter ferociously, turming white.

BORY
Pardon me?

JULIET
{already turning away}
Just the one thing, I maid.

She pulls a pasxage off the back rack and slidas it across tha
conntsr to him, ita bright red and blua Fad Ex lettering liks a

lighthouse ip a storm.

HORT
(sighs in relisf)
Thark you.
JULIET

Welcoms, You know, the post office
would have & ¢ow Iif thay kneaw we handle
that Federal Exprasza zmac's mail.

_ MORT
Wall, I cartainly appreciste it.

He pleks up tha package and reaists the urge to tsar it ospen on
the apot.

. JULIET
You won't tall them, will you?

Mort forces a smile and a grisly wink.

MORT
Ho way.

JULIET
good.

Mort turns and heads for the door.

JULIET {cont‘d)
Bacause I sav what you did.
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114 CONTINUED: (2} 114
MORT
{stops)
Pardon ne?
JULIBT
I said they'd shoot ma if you did. You
ought %o go bonme and llie down, Mr.
Rainey. Yon really don't look well at
all.
MORT
That's not such a bad idea.
1158

115 =x7T POST OFFICE DAY

116

117

il8

Mort comes cut of the post office and stops. He flips the
packags over to spen it but stops, noticing TWO WOMEN staring at
tim. One of them whispers something te the othar, the second

ona laughs, the first ona SHUSHES her.
Mort hurries toward his car.

INT  MORT'S CAR DAY

Mort slidaes behind the wheel ©f his car, SLAMS the door. Once
again he'’s about te open the pavkige --

116

~- when there‘'s a KNOCK at his passenger door. He lsaps a foot,
locks over, sess Dave Rewsoms amiling at him, bent down, looking

through the passaager window.

PAVE NEWCOME
Biys! Geot a minmute?

Hort tosses the still-unopaened Fed Ex package on the passengar
seat as if it were communicabls.

MORT
Can't right now, Dave! Give you a call

in a bit!
¥ort drops the car in gear and pulls away.
Px? STREET DAY 117
Dave Rewscme straightens, watching Mert's car drive awvay.
coT TO:
INT TED'E APARTMENT DAY 118

Tad is sitting in & chair io his apaxtment, anxious as hsll.
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CONTINUED: 118

Making a dseision, he bolts to his feat, grabs his jacket oIf
ths chalr and his car keys off a desk, and races out the mams

dooy Amy want out.
CUT TO:

EXT CABIH ~ DRIVEWAT DAY 119

Mort’s Bulck skids and CRURCHMES to a stop in the gravel driveway
of kis cabin.
INT MORT'S CAR DAY 12¢

Finally, a moment of peace. Mort picks up the Fad Ex package
and holds it ir his hands, determined to cpen it this tims.

But as he starts to tura it over, & soft graynsss comes over his
vision. Things dull, besnd, darken. Ee tries to blink it away,

hisg lidg eloaa for just a sacond -~

~- and then it's gone. Whole thing only teck three cor four
ssconds. That's odd.

Okay, no more bullshit. MHort flips the Fed Ex envelope over in
his hands, reaches for the tear strip --

-~ and findg it balf pulled off.

The package ham already bsen opaned.

MORT
-ur thl.fuﬂk.-. T

He rips the tear strip the rest of the way ofi. Ee turas the
envelope upsids down and a magazina drops ipte his lap. ZXilery
Qusen ‘s Mystary Nagazins, the loge says in bright red lsttars.
Boansath that, in much smaller type, June, 21993,

MORT (gont’d)
1983,

Allowing himwself a grim smile, he flips it open, looking for the
contanta page,

MOR? {comt’'d)
Contants...

tHe flips back and forth, can't fipnd it. He goes kack to the
baginning, where tha page ought tc be, and finds a thin strip of
paper in the magarine's guttar. He thinks he kaows what that
means. With growing alarm, he thumbs franticelly through the
magarine, dropping it onmce and picking it up with a little cry

cf desparation.



e-

5. 02/12/2003
129

120 COMTIRUED:

121

On tke second pases through he locks more carsfully.

MCRT {cont’'d)
80, 81, 82 --

Ha Iflips tc the mext page, sess the number on it.

MORT (cont'd)
98,

He goes back a page. B2 again. And in the margio is the sliced
oIf svidence that pages 83 to 57 have baan cut oput.

MCRT {cont’'d)
Yo oo Ir orr!?
Hea BARGS his fiswt down on ths steering wheel, again and again
and again.
MORT {contqd)
Jou cut It ovnt, you son of s bitzh/

How did you do that?l You cut it out,
you cut it out, you out it outl

Mert hears a voice from ingide tha car, a familiar voica. His
owl volica,

INNER VOICE [0.8.)
Bow would he do thak?

MORY
I den't know. He did it though.

INKER VDICE (0,.S.)

Qkay.
{pauas)
How?
: MORT
I DON'T KEOW!
EXT CARIN -~ DRIVEWAY DAY 121

Tha car door cpens and Mort climbe out, stepping on & bundls of
white printed pages Tight bansath tha driver's window. Ee
stalks acrogs The drivaway toward the houss. The voics follows

binm.

INWER VOICE (0.8.)}
It doesn’t make senze,

MORT
8hut wup.
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CONTINUED: 121

Ha vinces as an image flickers through his mind:

MORT'S NBNTAL IMAGE (MOTEL ROON) 122

is that same scene from ths wotel room, the one we've sesan twice
before, his point of view aa hs races in ¢z Amy and Ted, then
the camera whips arcund, sses Mort's face, and it'a fierce with
anger. We pes for the first tims he'f holding somsthing in cne

hand, But befors we can saa what it is -~

IRY CABIN - LIVING ROOM DAY 123

Mort BAMGS through the door and drops onto ths touch, canter
oushion, arms foldad asress his chest. Yet again, he finds

himaelf face to Zace with --

~« Shooter's hat. §till eitting on his coffss table. Waiting
for him.

Mort #its forward. This time ha picke it up. He looks at it
carefully.. : And than, for no reason vhatsoaver and without a
moment's thought ww

-« ho puts it on. He shudders oncd, the way you do at a

mouthful of stronog liquor. But that pagsss., He smooths tha
brim, It fits gquite well, sctually.

ACROSS THE ROOK,

the mirror over the entry table f£ills with Mort as hs stands up,
hat on his head, acd walke forvard. He positicns himmelf in
Iront of thy mirrox. The hat completely covers his hair and

just touches the tops of his ears.
g
Mort's Inner Volcoe speaks up again -- quiet, gantly prodding.

INNER VOICE (0.5.)
Why'd you put it ‘en?

MORY
I don't know.

INNBR VOICE {0.5.)
- .. Maybe he wanted you to,

At thisx mﬁhiut, wa'ré lockirg at Mort straight on. We start to
nove, to creep around him to kis right zide.

: NOET
¥hy wonld he want me to put on bis hat?

IHNEER VOICE (0.5.)
Maybe hs wants you to...
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MORT
Yeah?

Mo ansavar. Ws settle into & full profile. Mort turns and looks
directly at us for the first tims,

MORT (cont’d}
Wante me to vhat?

A faos moves in slowly from the side of tha frams and whispers
in Mort's ear -~ it's Mort’s facew. HMNOrt'a Ynnar Voice has baen

given body, Mort‘s body. Same guy, same clothes. Two Morts,
side by sida. ‘Talk about talking to yourself...

INNER VOICE

MORT
I'm alzready confused, Pllgrim,

" Bo sooner 1s that last word ocut of his mouth than he wishar ke
could snatch 1t back out of the air. BHe whisks Shooter's hat
off his haad and tosses 1t into a coraer.

INEER VOICE
Yoah. Yeah, what abeut that?

MOR?T
What about what?

INRER VOICE
“Pilgrim."

Rathexr than answer, Kort tuzrns snd wtalks out of ths room. Wa
go with bhim (wans shot] as bhe passss the stalircase, wvhers his
Inney Voilce 18 nmow leaning against the railing.

INRER VOQICE [cont’d)
*Shooter*s EKnob."*

Mort reaches the kitchen deer but stops, as his Inner Volece i
alraady leaning agalnst it.

IRNNER VOICE {cont'd}
Half a doren othar details yon'va baan
ignoring.

Mort just steres at bim, brsathing hard. Ths Voice takes a step
forward, They are ncse tc nose, both meddenly quite calm.

INNER VOICE {cont’d)
Are all of these things ocincidencas?



Q

on

s8. p2/12/2003
123

123 CONTINUED: (2}

MCRT

[defensive}
I'm wearing his bruises, aren't I?

The Ipnar Voice dosssu't answer, just holds his eye.

MORT [cont’d)
Aren’'t IV

INRER VOICE
Are your

Mort rips his shirt off angrily, rotatss his srms ocut, goes to
the sxact spot where the bruilsas were yesterday.

But now thaey'rs not thers.

NOET
It dossn't...

Ea ssarches, paws bis fleazh.

MORT (cant’d)
It doasno‘t make sezse!

INNZR VOICKE
Weuld you liks to bear something that

dossy nake aansa?

Actually, no, Hort would rathsr not. He turns and heads for the
door, reaches for the keys on the book -~

~= but the Innar Voice 13 thare ahead of him, leaning against
the wall next to the hook.

INRER VOICE {gont'd)
call tha poelice.

Nort tarns to the front deor bunt it BANGS shut ahead of him, his
Inner Voice is leaning against it.

. IMHER VGICE (cont‘d)
Call Dave Newscme and tell him to coms
dovn hers and lock you up.

MORT
If I could get a4 knife and cut you out

ol ms...

He turns away, but ths Inner Volos 1s rigbt bebind him,

IGRER VOICE
Belore you can de aoy more damage.
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124

125

- MORT'H MENTAL IMAGE (MOTEL ROOM}

BORT
I'm wezrning youl

Be turns again -~ Innar Volce is thare too. All arcund him now,
vharaver he turns bhefore he svea turns there,

INKER VOQICE
Before you kill anyons ales.

MORT
I'LL KILL ¥ou!

But suddenly the lnper Voice is gons, and Mort is standing alone
in tha smpty living room, chast Reaving, sorsaming at the wvalls.
Ha holds his head in pain, because here comss another mental

image, and this one’'s a doesy:
124

is that shot in the moctel room, the startled lovers, the enraged
husband, Mort holding somathing, and for the first time we see

wvhat it fa.

A gun.

Eeld in fromt of bim in a sbaking hand, and novw we understand
vhy Any and Ted wersn‘'t just shocked and ambarrassed and upset,
they vere terrifisd, because Nort is SCREAMING at them, RAVING
like & lunatic, waving that gun arcund, shoving it between Ted's
testh, snarling and spitting and complstely out of control.

IRTY LIVIHNG ROOM DAY 125
Nort shakXss hias head to chase away the memory.

MORT
It was unloadsd.

The Innar Voloe is ir his ear, it circles him now, walking
aronnd and around bim in ever-~tightening circles, always in his
ear, inchea away no matter whers Mort turns.

INNIR VOICE
Was it?

¥ORT
Tua!

INNER VOICE
WVas it, Morzt?

MORT

I told them!
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IENER VDICE
Was it reallp unloaded?
HCORT
Any bslisved me.
IKNER VOICE
You almost killed them. Tou wanted to.
MORT
The gun waz HOT loaded!
INNER VOICE
You stiil want to,
MORT
Skut upi
INNER VOQICE

Listen tc ma. Bacauss this iy how it
happens. This is bow it happens teo

paspls.

MOBT
gkut up!
IBNER VOICE
There is nc John Shootsr.
MORT
Mol
INNER VOICE
There never haz bsen.
BORT
I do not accapt that!
INNER VOICE
You inventad him.
MORT

I do not accapt that at alll

INNER YOICE
Listen to ms, not to him, Before it¢'s

too late, bafore you-

MORT
SHUT THE ruCX UF AND LEAVE MM ALCOHE!

02/12/2003
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Ee plcks up a heavy ashtray -- s dog standing over a large
marble basin that's supposed to be for the cligarette butts, ga
figurs -- and hurls it at ths Inner Voice as hard as he can.

But of course ths Innar Volce ls gone before Mort aven releases
and the ashtray SMASHES intc the wall jusat over the entry table.
It puts a large dent iz the plaster and cpens up a crack.

It‘'s & small prack that originates in the middle of the creass
sade by the ashtray, But as Mort watches --

== the crack grows. It cresps all the way up the wall,

CRUNCHING the plastar apart as it grows. Befors Mort's
vondaring ayss, the crack creeps acrosa the csiling ovar his
bead, zig-zagging ita lightning bolt way yight down tha center
of the room, directly above Nort, and finally crawling dewm the
fax wall, ending in the cornar whare ha has thrown Shooter's
hat, now resting cock-eoyed against the wall.

Mort stands very still iz the middle of the room, staring at thae
hat.

MORT ({comt‘d)
Fhat is happaning te ma?

He turn# around, catches sight of himsalf in the mirror, and
GASPS in horror ~-- ,

-= becauge Shooter's hat i on kiwx head again.

He whips it off and hurls it acros2 the room. The hat skips
twice aff the Iloor, and comes to a stop in the dooxway of tha

sEudy -

-~ where Jchn Shooter is leaning against the doorjam. Ha picks
up the hat and twirls it lightly on one fingezr, amoking a Pall
Mall with his fres hand. :

' MORT {cont’'d)
{backing away)
Yol don't axist.

SHOOTER
Oh, I sxist, Mr. Rainey.

Mort backs right iate tha wall. Shooter advances on him.

SHOOTER [vont d)
T erist becauza you nade De, You
thought me np. Gave ms my nams. Told
ne averything you wanted me to do.
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CONTINUEBD: (3) 125

Mort iz horrified, holding his head as the truth pours into his
ronscicusnass. We =es flazhes of his thoughts as Shooter talks:

EXT AMY'E ECUEE NIearT 12¢

(Tbis image and all the flashback Imagas that follow fly by
rast, rractured and jarriag.}

We 'ze looking through the window of Mort's study again, the one
at the bouss ino Riverdale, bhefors it burnad down. We ses
ghootar's shadow on the wall, thst crazy hat, BPut wa're closer
this time, and ip a flash of light we see Shooter's face balow
the kat, but of course it isn't Ehcoter’'s face at all but Nort's

face, Mort burnad down the house.

IAT CABIN - STUDY DAY 127
Shooter is drawing slowmer.
SHOOTER
You had a job of work needed doing.
128

EXT BOWIE'S STORE DAY

A shot we haven't sesn bafore, it's moroing oo Main Street, and
Ken Kalsch is walking toward the front door of Bowia's Store
whan Hert steps out from a doorway and intercepts him.

ERELSCH
Thought we said nine?

MOET
I called Tom. Hs said to plak him up.

IRT CARPIN - STUDY DAY 123

Shootar‘s aloser still.

SHOOTER
Didn't have tha atomach to do it
yourself. But you knew I did.

INT GREZNLEA®'S CAR bpay 139

Ton Gresnleaf, aliva again, is driving his Scout, Ken Eelsch iz
in bavk, Mort is in the passenger seat.

MORT
Right up thers, Tom! Ws wvers standing
right thera. -
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CONTINUED: 13¢

GREENLEAYF
(sick about this}
I know, Mort, I sav you. I didn’'t want
te say it in froat of him -«
(jerks & thumb back at Kelsch)
~-- but you ware alagze.
IET wOM'S CAR |{PLASHBACK) DAY 131
Tram Tom's point of view, we're driving down Lake Drive on that
sunny day. Ws see a figure up ahead, standing by the side of

the road -= it's Mort, standing thera by himsalf. Tom wavesz to
him, Mort tips u« fingar back at him in that practiced, country

vay.
INT TCM'E CAR DAY
Nort laughs dissrmingly at Taom'sa nervousness.

MORT
T know, I can sxplain. Just pull ovar.

132

As Greenleaf turps the wheal, we drop down naxt to Mort's leg
and sesa his fingers close around tha handls of tha hatchat, the
one that will scon be buried in Ken Kelsch's head.

INT CABIN - STUDY DAY 133

Shooter is right in cur facs.
SHOOTER

7 did themx things so you wouldn't havs
to.
EXT LARKE DRIVE DAY 134

putside the Scout now, we sea Mort whip around from tha front
aeat and EMACE tha hatchet down in the middle of e Kelsch'a
skull, We hear Pom Greenleaf's horrifisd SHRIEX, but it's
abruptly cut off as Mort turas te him a split-sepond later and
drives ths screwdriver home in the middls of his forshead,

THT CASIN - BATHROOM HIGHT 135

In the shower in his cabin, Mort cleans up, blood swirls down
the drain.

iNT CARIN - LIVING ROOHM DAY 136

Mort awakens, stretchss, grabe his arms and baak, can't balievs
bow unbelievably sors he is. Now we know why.
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! ' 137 INT  CABIN - STUDY DAY 137

Bhootar smilss.

SHOOTER
Qfthand, I'd say yoo 'rs the ons don’'t
axirt, Not anymore. HNot really.

MORT
What do you want?

SHOQTER
You tell ma, Am I done yet? Wa got
things all oleanad up arcund here?
{oDo answer)
Do wa?

HORT
I don‘t know!

SE0ODTER
Think on it. What's the real reason I

coma for?
- NORT

‘ *ix your stery.

SHOOTER
That's right.

’ MORT
Fix ths ending.

EROOTER
And how sxactly d¢ you supposs you
caghta do that?

Ontaide, they hsar the pound of tires oz gravel. Thay both 'tu:n
in time -o .

= L0 sea Amp’'s car drive past the Yropnt door.

Thay look at sach other.’

SHOOTER (zont d)
"Todd Downay thought that a woman who
vonld steal your love whsn your love
vas really all youv hed wag not much of

2 wozan.

Nort takss & step straight forward, but that's whare Shooter is
standing, ao when he moves ahsad w-~

O
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137 CONTINUED:

13s

-~ he passes right throogh Shooter, whose image falls all to

l plecee, but they’'re sticky pisces, and they dissolva and cling

to Mort at the same time, it’'s like walking through a spiderweb,

Shooter is gone. Or maybe Bhooter was right, and Mort's the one
who's gons. Bacause when Mort finishes Sheooter's guotation, he
is speaking with 3hootsr's volce and moving with his mannerisms.

Be is Shoptex.

HORT
“He therefors decided to kill her.™

Ee turns and looks at the mirror again, and from this angle he

can see the driveway, and Axmy's car parked in it. Wa move
toward ths mirror, fmst, than we go throogh the mirror and zoom

in on Amy and in that sema shot wa find oursslves =--

EXT CABIH DAY 138

=~ out in the driveway as Amy SLAMS tha dooxr of har car. BShe
takes one step and stops, her attention gsught by scmething in

the driveway.

It's a sook, Part of it is a rusty red color. 0©dd. B8he looks
up frem it.

AMY
Mort?

No answer. She starts walking toward the cabin. Up ahead, some
whites pagee are fluttering on the driveway next to Mort's car.

She stoops down, piloks one up. it's page B3 of Fllary Queer’s
Mystery Nagazine, lying right whers Mort dumped it after he cut
it out of his own magazina.

It's a short story:

Fowing Season
shere rictien by Morton Railnsy

That's welrd. Aamy dossn’'t like it. She lets go of the page, it
flaps away in the light braeze.

How she raally takes in the view of the czabin, and there are a
faw more detalls that aren't quite the way we’'ve been seeing
them. The scrsen door, for example, which ip hanging from ona
Yroken hinge. And & single shoe sitting on the froant step of
the cabia, must go with the sock ia the driveway.

Any passez the garbage cabinet and hears Flies BUZZIING, GShke
looks over at the spot whars Bump had hean pinned to the wood.
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139

Ho Bump, of coursa, Mort did bury her, but the wood is stainad,
big dark red chunks of dog stuck to it, flies feeding on it,

With & growing senze of alarm, Amy steps up to the screen door
and peera through.

AMY {cont’'d]}
Mort?
{no anawar)
You home ¥

Btill no answer, 8he puts » hand oo the deoor ~=-
INT CABIN ~ LIVING ROQM DAY 139

-- and steps loside. Bha atops, locking arcund the room in
shock,

The ocutside of the house was a mess, but inside is a dimasmtar.
Half-geaten "meals" ars on plates around the room, the flies ars
feansting on thoss too. The ashtray with the dog on it is buried
in the wall, where it has starctsd & small crack, about a foot
long. The trash can is full and has overflowsd onto the floor.
Paper is littared everywhere. It looks as if Moxt has axhumed
svery copy of avery panuscript he had in the place and strewn

the pages aroccnd the room.

In short, the room looks nothing like it.did two minutes age,
wien we were looking at it through Mort's ayas. But =25 we Zow
kaow, thoss ars very unrsliable ayss indaed.

Worst of all, evarywhere, everywlers is ons word. The word iz
SHDOTXER.

It's written on the walls in chalk and ink, it's sprayed on the
¥indow twices in what looks like dried whipped cream -- and
thers’'s the Redi-Whip can or tha floor under the window to prove

it, '

"3hecter” is written on the stair railings in pencil, neat
¢columny stacked on top of each ethar liks additien problems.
It's even carved intc ths cherry wood coffes table in great
jagged letters thres fest high, like a grotexgus daclaration of

love == SKOOTER.

The screwdrivar bha used to do the carving is lying on thae
tabletop. It‘s & familiar-looking scrawdriver, with & red
chipped handla, and driad red s¢tuff on its steel shaft, We'va
fsan thizx screwdrivar befora. Twica.

AMY
{8 whispar)
Bort?
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She hears a scund., BShes turns, looks in the direoticn of Mort's
study. The door iz closed again.

She walkes toward it, kickipg the issuye of Xilery Queen con the
floor on tha way. 8is donesa't gotics,

S8he puts & hand on the docr to the study and pushaes it open.

In? CABIN - BTUDY DAY 1490

The door swings wide and Amy takes a gtap iate the study. The
first thing ske notices is Nort's computer monitor, which bas
besn swept off the desk and is lying oz its side on the floox,

where it Implodaed.
On the desk in ite place is an old Royal typawriter. A typed

sapuseript is neatly stacked on top of it, Amy takes a quick
look around the roox and walks toward it »-

== passing Morf, who is standing just behind the dooxr, hands
folded primly behind his buck, Shooter's hat parched atop his

haad. .

Sha dossn't notice. And he dcesn't move., Amy orossas the room
to the desk and comes around behind it, pesring down At the

saguscript. The title page is on top:

Sfacrst Nindew, Sacret Garden
by John Shooter

Amxy rtarer at it, puzzled,

_ ANY
(& sutiar}
John fhooterxr... ¥

Ehe looke up and eees “Shooter® is also written on the walls of
this room, acress the walls in a nearly straight lina. &he
follows the lips, but as she nears the end of it, the last cne
decesn't say “Shooter™ anymore, scmehow it has avolved into two
words, two words that are right over Mort's head:

SEOOT HER
Amy GASPS, sesing ¥ort and ths words at the same time,
Ehe's acarad as hall, tries to sound normal, feils.

AMY (cont‘d)
Bi,

He dosan't reply, just starag at her.
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.
ghe locks at tha bat.
AMY {(cont'd)

Where'd you find that old thing? The

attice?
He 3till doesn't acswer, but bis facs twitches, and as it
twitches, we ses & theught that flashes through his mind:

141 EXT RUMMAGE SALE DAY 141
Mort, younger, is at a ruzmage sale in the country with Amy. He
puts the hat on, turns around to face her, smiling. He afimcts
a Southern accsnt, =ounds just like Shootar.

MORT
Time to plant the porth forty, ma'am,
142

142 IEHT CABEIN - STUDY DAY

The flinoh goas away ss Mort banishes the memory. He smilex., X

fhooter smile. Ha speaks softly, as Shodter.

MORT
It's my hat. Wasn't svar anybody

‘ wlsm’s.
' ANy
Mort? What's wrong? What's~

MORT
You got you a wrong aumbar, weman.
Zin‘t no Hort hare. Mort's damd. Ee
did a lot of squirmin around, but in
the end he couldn’'t lia to himsaelf
anymors, leat alone to me., I navar put
a hand oz him, Mre. Rainey. I awaar.
He took the coward's way cut.
Amy loocks around the room. Oue door, and Mort's standing right
naxt to it.

ANY
Khy are you talking that way?

MORT
This is just the way I talk. EBEvarybody
dewn in Misa'ippi talks this way.

AMY

(—\3 Mort, stop it
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HCRT
Don't you undsrstand what I said? 7You
ain‘t daaf, ara you? Ea's dead. Hs
killed himself.

AMY

[starting teo cry)
Tou're gcaring ma...

MORT
Don‘t matter.

Ha takxes his hands out from babirnd his back., In ona of tham he
holds a pair of aclsaors.

ROR® {comt’d)
{walking touward her)}
Tou won't be scarad long.

She stays still for & moment, in total disbelisf, but than snaps
out of it. She bolts fox tha door.

Mort lungee toward bex, bringing the scissors down in a silver
YO ~-=

-~ but his foot slips on the looss papsrs on ths floor and ha
falla, missing her by a few inches. The bladss stab into the

bardweod floor, right through page nine of “Secret Window,
Bacret Gardan.”

Mort'z mouth BANGS of? the floor and sprays blocod. A half-
suoked package of Pall Malls zhoots out of his shirt pocket .and

slides acroas tha wooden floor.

Mort yanks the scisscze Ircm the floor and gets up on his knees,
smiling and snarling through the blood runhing ever his lips and

teath.

MORYT [cont’'d)
Woen't do you ne help, Mrs. Rainey)

He checks the scisscrs, sess thalr bluntsd 4¢ips, and topaes thea
impatiantly aside as he gets to his faet, .

MORT {cont d)

I got a plage for you! I got it all
picksd out!

Hm wa;ki cut tha door after her.
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BXT CABIM ~ DRIVEWAY DAY 143

Anmy racags down the front steps of the cabin and to her car. She
tlirows open the door and leaps ilnside, SLAMMING down the locks.

Through the passanger window, we ses Mort walk calmly cut of the
house aftsr her. She fumbles for har ksys, pawing for the right

QnE.

Mort walks toward the car, bending down whan he gets oear it,
just ocut of our sight, below the window line.

Asy jama thas key in the lgnition =~
~~ Mort stands up nsxt tc tha pazsenger window --
~= Ay turne the ey and the engine ROARES to lifa --

«= and Mort BMASFES the bonlder hea picked up through the
passenger windew,
To Amy‘s credit, she dossn't scream, doasn’'t lat harsal? gat

distracted. B5he reaches cver for the gear shift {it‘'s a atick
shift) and starts to jam it inte reversae.

But Mort lunges through the window and grabs hold of that hand,
gets bay hard by the wrist. Asy fights him, shoves the oar into

IeVerse anyway.

The car starts to move, but Mort's half in it, and he's got both
hands on her now.

Amy shoves a foot down on the gas, Mort pulls her with all his
strangth -

~= and kauls her right out through the broken passangar window
as the car Tolls away.

How Amy SCREAMD as her legs rake over the jagged broken glass in

the window frame. Sbe THUDS to the ground on the gravel
driveway as her car rolls in a broad, backward pemi-clrcls,

SLANMING ass-snd intc & trse and coming to a step.

INT CABIN - LIVING ROON DAY 144
Mort BANGE through the screen door of the cabin, dragging Amy
behind him, a firm grip on her hair. She's half-crawling,
tIying to step bhim or at least keep up, it hurts like hell.

Mort raaches the coffwe table and grabs the screwdriver, the one
he used on the doy and Tom Gresnleaf.
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CONTINUED: 144

MORT
" (still Bhootar)
Bs still, will you.

He knouks har over onto her back, raises the scrawdrivar, and
brings it down. Amy SERIEES and rolla away --

-= but the serewdriver buries in her calf. Now she SCRERNMS.

Ee pulls the blade cut and she rolls over, crawling away frem
him fast.
MORT {coat’d)
Mo, ma'am.

He grabs her by the ankle.

MORYT (cont'd)
Fo, ma’uxm,.

Amy swings her other leg around hard and connscts with his nose,
braaking it with a wat SNAP. '

He turns and looks back at her as blood runs down his iip,

. MDORT {econt’'d)
I'm about dope fussizn with you.

Ehe drags berself to her feet and races toward the back door.
Har right loafer, Iilling with blood, SQUELCHEE and BMOOCHES on

har foot., )
Eho hits ths screan door with both handsg -

EX? CASIN - LAKE SIDE DAY 145

-- and staggars out into the bagk yard. Mort flies cut tha doox
behind her and SLAMS inte her, & hard tackle, Bhe hits the
ground on her stomachk, all his weight on her, and the alr

WHOOSHES out of har.

Mort climbs off of her and flips her over. She's GASPING, the
wind kaocked ocut of her, unable teo breathe for the momant,

¢ertainly unable to stand.

Mort gets up, locks arcund «-

-= and grabs the shovel ocut of the pile ©f dirt in the back
yazd,
MCRT

I am soxyy, Mizsus. Kone of this was
my idea. It was Mr. Rainey all along.
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ANY
(dexpsrats for air)
Mort...

MCRT
‘Cause right is right. And fair is

fair.,

s comes over and straddles her, holding the shovel iz both
hands.

AMY
You are...

MORT
And scmething has got to bas dous.

AMY
Yon are Mort Rainey...

MORT
I got & place for you.

Ea heits the shovel.

AMY
Fou are Mort Rainey.

KORT
I got it all picked out,

He raises thae shovel ovear bhis head, about to bring it down on
hez .

ANY
YOU ARE NORT RAINZY!

Mort pausss. (If we're listaning carefully at this point, we
might have just hsexrd ¢ar tires on gravel.)

AMY (cont’'d)
YOU ARE MORT RAINEY] YOU ARE NORT
RAIXNEY!

Mort's brow furrows. The shoval lpowars, slightly at first.
Amgis tone changas, becomes more soothing, she's trying like
hall,

AMY (cont'd)
You are Mert Ralney. Your name is Mert
Min.f »
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CORTINUED: (2) 145

The shovel lowers evan more, Mort's thinking like c¢razy now,
avan cocking his head like a dog.

AMY (eont'd)
ay it. Your name. Mort Rainey.

The shovel lowars svan zore, ha's holding it across his walst
sow. Is tbis it? BHas she dona it? Rave her words raached him?

At that very mcmant, we hear THUNDERING FEET inside the houss,
we ses the outlina of a man zmncing through the houss, hes calla

out A nams, we recognize the volce --

TED (0.85.}
AMY? !

-- snd the back scorssn docor BANGE open and Tad comss barraling
outsida, just in time to Best -

-- NORT'S SNOVEL, which hs brings across hiz chest in a two
hundrad and ssventy dsgres bassball swing that catches Tad full

in ths face.
¥o. Amy’'s words did not reach Mort.

He was juet listaning.

vod fligs off hiy fest and lands op hiz back on the stairs,
SNAPPING two verteabTam.

Amy SCRERME. 5She watohes aa, in a flash, Nort is standing over
Tad, raising the shovel again, this tima like a long-handled axas
over hip head, and ke briags it down on Ted's hsad,

Wa don't see ths desth blow, but Tad’s head scunds pratty much
az you'd think it would, like an overpipe watermslon.

Amy SCREAMS one more time, for good measurs. Mort turns to her,
in ne moed to fuck arcund any longer, he walkse toward her aand
raisas the shovel up cver his head and hesitates, Jjust holding
it up there, over his head, deciding whether or not to end this
thing, and in that instant of indecisicn everything goes

BLACK.

BIT BOWIE'S STORE DAY 145

Downtown Taahnore Laks on a lovely fall day. The lsaves hava
changed, sc a few monthas must have gooe by. Mort'as Buick parks

iz front of Bowis's Stoare.
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CONTINUED: 146

Mort climbe out and heads intc the stors, WEISTLING. TIwo women,
the same two woman who watched him when he came out of the post
office with the Fad Ex packagse, stop whers they are on the
sidewalk as he approaches.

MORT
‘Moraing, ladies!

The Women stare. The First Woman whispers something to the
Secend Woman. This time, the Second Woman doss not laugh. They

are afraid of hin, ha's 0.J. in Brentwood.
147

Hort Ereszea inside.

MORT
Hiya, Gerda!

Gerda doesn‘t look at him, doesn't answer. The sntire place
tanpes. _
Hort heads for the back ccunter, not the diner part, but tha

gtore part. As he passes the usual Department of Public Works

guys baving their breakfast at ths counter, they turn their
hasds, one by one. After he passss. HNot befors. Thare is no

eyes contact this time.
AT THE BACK,

Mort chearily picks s few items cff the shelves, bringa them
over to the gounter as Gerda meets him reluctantly at the

xegistar.

HORY {(cont’d)
¥o time foxr breakfast today, I'm
afraid. :

Garda rings up the itsms. Thers's butter. MNorton Salt. A
stack of napkins.

Gurda nsver locks at him,

GERDA
Bix twanty-six.

Mort PLUNRS downo 4 tan.
MORT
Eow's buslnass?

Gerda bhands bhim bhis change, finally looks hiw in the eye.
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147 CONTIRUED: 147
GERDA
Beel better.
NORT
Ak, it'll pick up. Always doss. "I
avarything there is & season.” Thanks,
Gexrdal
He takes his kag and leaves, ©Gerda watches him go.
CcUT TO:
148

148

145

EXT CABIR DAY

Mort's cabin, Mort's Bulek parked in front. The trees changing
coler. You know, this place ig Just absclutely besutiful.

A police car rolls slowly intc the driveway, “Tashmorae Lake
Sheriff 's Despartment® om the side.

INRT CABIN - LIVING ROOM DAY 149

The back door cpena and Mort ¢omes into the cabin from ths back,
carrying & basket of scmething fzrom outsida.

DAVE REWIOUME
{through tha soreen)
My, Rainay?

Mort jumps, startled. He smiles when he recognizes Newscme.

MORT
Daval You startled ma.

DAVE NEWEOMR
May I coma in?

MORY

Uh... can you vome back? I'm a little
busy right zow.

 DAVE NEWSOME
‘frald net, Mr. Rainey. Official
visit.

But witkout another werd, Mort just turms and walks into the
kitchen, carrying his basket.

Dave iz surprised. He opsns the screan door and comes insidas.
He hears a bumping and CLAHGING from the kitchen and walks

2lowly toward the swinging deoor.

Be pushes it open.
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INT CABIR - EITCHER DAY 159

One hand still on the door, Newsome gradually resveals tha view
into the kitchen. The place is a foul, fatid mess. There are
stacks of rotting corn busks sverywhere, & hugs pot boiling oo

the stova.

Mort chucks the basket hs was carrying laote a cormer of the
kitchean beside two athezs. It's full of freshly picked ears of
corn.

Rawscea looks around, shocked. Mort's at the stove now, putting
on hot pads to remeve tha boiling pot.

MORT
Pold you, Dave, I'm kinda swampad.

Ha carriez the pot over to tha aink and dumps it inte a large
strainer thers. Ths boiling watar and bright yellow ears of
eorn tumble out and staam billows up over Mort's head in a gresat

kot clomd.

MORT (cont'd)
Harvest time,

_ DAVE NEWSOME
B I see,

Mort pnlls off ths hot pads and plucks the still-steaming sars
of corn frem the strainer, placing them in a bowl one by one.

Pause, than out with it:

DAYE NEWECME {oont‘d)
We finally found Tom Greonleaf's car.
Sgaems it wae at the bottom of Dunsmoor
Quarry.

Mort doesn’'t answer, just carries the bowl of cora to the table
aund has a smat.

. . DAVE NEWSOME (cont’'d)
And old Tom was in it, along with
anothar body. Too decayed to ildentify
right off, but I got & hunch it's gonna
turn ocut to be that private
investigator you hired down in the
clty. But 1 expect you Knsw that
glready.

Mort #till dossn‘t anawsr, He plcks an ear of ¢orn and jabs two
o2 those prongy corn-sater things into the sads. Eaaisr toc eat
that way, you dom't gat your fingers messy.
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150 CONTINUED: 150

"Ilf“\ DAVE HEWSOME [cont’d)
And we found a wristwatch in the car,
too. I don't think there's a2 soul in
town has any doubt it‘s gonna turn out
to be yours. HNHot with that
insoription. Ysah, you had us rumning
in circles for a few months there, I'll
give you that. Wa may pever find what
you did with the body of your wife aud
Tad Milner, but we got ancugh now.

Mort slathers goms bpttar over the hat aar of corm, it melts and
drips onto the plats.

PAVE NEWSCOME (cent’d)
Thera's a half dozen fellas from tha
FBI on thair way up hars right now to
put you under arrest. Shonld ba hare
in three or four minntaz. I just
wantad to tall you mysslf.

Mort spricskles salt on tha corn.

DAVE NEWSOHE (cont'd)
X Did you hear wbat T said? You're going
‘ : to jail, Mr. Rainey, and you won't be
"I" doning out.

MORT
Ch, I'm not worried about that. The
only thing that mattars is the ending.
He was right to push ms on it, 1It's
the most important part of a atery, the
tnd:l.ng.

He looks up at the Sheriff, his face full of the modest pride of
craftsmanship.

MORT (cont‘d)
I think I got it right this time. A
perfact ending.

He bolds the sar of cors up in fromt of him, studies the shiny
vyallow kearnels, the beautiful cozing buttar, the bright white
flakes of aalt. Ee recites from msmeory, in Shootsr’'s wvolce:

MORT (cont‘d)
*T Xpow I can do 1t, " Todd Downsy said,
helping himeelY to ancthkar ear of corn
from the steaming bowl. “I‘m sure that
ﬁ I time pvery bit of her will be gone
aznd her deaths will be a aystery. ZEven

. to =a."”
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CONTINUED: {2) 150

He leanz forward to take 2 hita, clesaxring our lime of vision,
and we notice somsthing waving outeide his kitchen window.

Corn stalks,

We drift toward the waving green stalks, acress the kitchen, out
ths oper window --

BXT HOUSE - LAXE S5IDE DAY 151

-~ and intoc the middle of the garden, Once & bare patch of
dirt, it's now full of seven Ioot corn stalks, thair tassels

CLICKING against one another in the light breeze.

We keep drifting, but down now, down the lengths of the stalks,
down whate the irregular shaftx of sunlight barely strike, past
thas base of tha stalks, down to the dirt and then JIsto the dirt,

gtill wmoving, undesrgronnd now, following tha roots of the corn
stalks lato the molst black earth. '

Thay go deep, thesa roots, thick at first, then thinnar, thinnar
still, we’'re pix fast undarground now and atill following the
spidery tandrils of corn root down, past tha corpse of Bump the

dog, all the way dowa -~
-- Into the decampeosing bodiss of Avy Rainay and her lover.

INT EITCHEN DAY 152

HORT
Fertact,
CRUNCH]

Hort ginksz his taeth into the oorn and tears the kernsls fres,
butter ruaning down his chin.

FADE QUT.




