


































































































33.

IN THE BACK OFFICE

Seth and Polly watch the screens. Looking down on the parking
lot. No movement.

No one breathes.
CUT TO:
THE FRONT DOORS
Silently, the right door opens inward. A few inches, nothing
more. Face glistening with sweat, Dennis crouches low. His

hand reaches out into the night air...

And grabs the dark-socaked fabric of Shay’s jacket. Pulls, but
she barely moves. Dead weight.

CUT TO:
IN THE BACK OFFICE
Seth and Polly watch, faces tense.

SETH
C'mon, ¢'mon...

CUT TO:
THE FRONT DOORS

Dennis pushes the door a little farther open. From above on the
ramada, a wet UNCURLING SOUND.

Grip tightens, he pulls harder. 8Slides her a couple inches back.

CUT TO:
THE OFFICE
As Seth and Polly focus on the screen, we push in on it, the
image of front doors filling the frame.

CUT TO:

THE FRONT DOORS

Dennis opens the door a little wider. Arm straining, he slides
the body a little further back.

CUT TO:




































































































































































