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Bl ack water flickers with Iight. Suddenly a pool is radiated
an i ntense aqua blue. The sounds of a party fade in al ong
with the om nous opening of The Go-Go's "This Town".

A party in the backyard of a Bel Air mansion. 1983.

It's paradisiacal: huge flowering trees |lit by ground | anps,
t he massive steam ng pool, a giant fountain spraying water,
an endl ess maze of gardens, a house the size of a hotel

| oomi ng over the scene. It's a dream a mrage.

The col |l ege kids that nake-up the party are al

i nt erchangeabl e: bl ond, beautiful, tan. And everyone is
dressed in the clothing of the era: pastels, Polo shirts with
the collars up, tight jeans, pennyloafers, mni-skirts and
Canmp Beverly Hills tank-tops.

GRAHAM (21) and CHRISTIE (19) are two of these perfect

speci nens. They nake-out while sharing a joint on a chaise

| ounge by the pool. They bl ow snoke into each other's nouths
and kiss hungrily, oblivious to the rest of the party.

On the chai se | ounge opposite them MARTIN (20) and TIM (20).
Ti m does bunps of coke froma vial and is tal king nonstop at
Martin who just sips a Corona and stares coolly at the couple
grinding into each other on the chaise. W can't hear anybody
because of the nusic.

BRUCE (20) nmakes his way down the steps |eading to the pool,
followed by a drunken RAYMOND (20), who's trying to explain
sonething to him Bruce brushes Raynond off, stepping over
kids dotting the steps in pairs.

Bruce finally pushes through the crowd and | eans down to
where Graham and Christie are | ocked together. He whispers
sonething into Graham s ear. G aham nods.

Martin wat ches, anused. Tim keeps w ping his nose until two
girls flop down and seduce himfor the vial.

Raynmond wat ches Bruce whispering in Gaham s ear until G aham
pul s away from Christie, |laughing. Christie sees Bruce and
smles lazily, reaching over to stroke his face. Martin
flinches and drains the Corona.

Bruce pulls G ahamup off the chaise. The two of them say
good-bye to the group and stunble off, Christie follow ng.

Raynmond wat ches, di sappointed as the three of them| eave.
EXT. HOUSE, BEL AIR - N GHT

Bruce stunbles down the steps that lead to a street packed
with cars. Graham foll ows and then suddenly turns.

Christie is standing at the doorway, smling. Backlit from
the party behind her she's a stunning So-Cal goddess.



G aham wasted, smles back. Christie keeps smling. But
Bruce has turned around-and from behi nd G aham Bruce is al so
smling at Christie.

Who is Christie really smling at?

Kids running up the steps interrupt Graham s | onging stare.

Bruce reaches over and grabs him knocking himout of his
reverie. They bound down the steps to the street.

Suddenly, Martin appears behind Christie in the doorway and
wraps his arns around her. Christie |laughs and lets Martin
drag her back into the nmaze of the party.

They' re replaced by Raynond who stares at Bruce and G aham
di sappearing into the darkness of Bel Air.

EXT. STREET, BEL AIR - N GAT

Bruce bounds toward his Porsche. G aham staggers after him
towards his 450 SL. As he's unl ocking his door G aham
remenbers sonet hing and turns around, shouting at Bruce.

Bruce-already in the Porsche and pulling out of the space-
unrolls his wi ndow and tosses a vial that G aham catches.

The Porsche tears down the street, screeching. G aham
hurriedly does a couple of bunps and then hops into the 450
SL and follows his friend.

EXT. BEL AIR GATES - N GHT

The two cars swerve onto Sunset.

EXT. SUNSET -- NI GHT

The Porsche and Mercedes race each other to the 405 Freeway.
Wre Train's Chanber of Hellos whirs across the soundtrack.

EXT. FREEVWAY

The Porsche and SL race across the near enpty 405, swerving
in and out of |anes, zoom ng past the occasional car.

The cars nerge onto the 101.
EXT. DESERT
There are no cars on the two | ane bl ackt op headi ng t owards

the lights of Palm Springs. Whizzing out of the darkness: two
pairs of headlights illumnate the desert.



I NT. 450 SL

Graham snokes a cigarette, nmusic blasting, top down. In front
of him Bruce's Porsche speeds toward its destination.

Suddenly, in an instant, through the w ndshield, G aham
wat ches as the Porsche | oses control and flies off the road.

Graham shouts out and slams on the brakes, passing Bruce's
car tunbling through the desert sand.

EXT. DESERT

Graham panting with fear, junps out of the car and runs
toward the Porsche-lying on its side, headlights flickering,
nmusic still blasting, steamcurdling fromits smashed hood.

Grahamruns to the car scream ng Bruce's nane. He sl ows down
when he sees a body withing in the flickering headlights of
t he Porsche-a strobe light effect. Bruce has burst through
t he wi ndshield and has been thrown fifty feet fromthe car.

G ahamfalls to the ground. Bruce is kicking hinself around
incircles, his eyes |ocked open in a mask of bl ood and

gl ass. Bones are jutting fromhis chest and arns and | egs. He
reaches out to Graham who is stunned with horror.

As Bruce goes into his death throes, G aham doesn't know what
to do. He screans uselessly for help.

H's screamng is interrupted by a giant explosion that turns
the desert orange in one intense blast as the Porsche bl ows
up, revealing the smashed cactus and the coyotes runni ng back
and forth in the darkness.

Grahamis bl owmn backwards, | osing consci ousness.
I NT. HAVWKER 800X PLANE CABI N - NI GHT ( CONTI NUCUS)

BRYAN METRO (28), chiseled and rock-star handsone, |eans his
head agai nst an oval w ndow, staring out into the darkness
bel ow hi m when suddenly a tiny blast of orange appears and

t hen di sappears in the desert the plane is flying over.

ROGER (30-ish), razor-thin with a blond ponytail, shuffles up
the aisle. Behind himvarious band nenbers are zonked out in
swivel chairs in the darkened cabi n.

BRYAN
Tell me sonething, Roger...

ROGER
Set your watch back. There's a tine
difference. We're landing in Los
Angeles. It's a city in California.



BRYAN
What, man? No...did you see
that...down there? | think there
was, |ike, this explosion..

ROGER ( si ghs)
You didn't see anything, Bryan.
You' re wearing sungl asses and the
wi ndows are tinted. As usual, you
probably hal | uci nated an expl osi on.

BRYAN
That's...um cool...l guess...

ROGER
What is it? You on edge? You want
sone valiun? A |ude? A pack of gunf

BRYAN ( rur nur s)
It's so dark down there...
(a beat)
| used to live here...Didn't |?

EXT. SKY - EARLY DAWN

The Hawker descends into Van Nuys Airport, the city lights a
shi mrering bl anket. The roar of the engine billows.

EXT. EXECUTI VE Al R TERM NAL HANGER - DAWN

W LLI AM SLOAN (|l ate-40s), tan, fit, Polo shirt, wal ks around
the perimeter of a two-engine Cessna, guided by a sal esnan.

SALENVAN
They're | ooking for four seventy-
five. Maybe four-sixty.

W LLI AM
Tell me sonething el se: why am|
getting rid of the Piper?

SALESMVAN
Because the cub won't break a
hundred forty knots. You'll see the

di fference on a | ong haul .

W LLIAM (nurnurs to hinself)
Long hauls. | don't do |ong hauls.

Their conversation fades as the |anding of Bryan Metro's
Hawker drowns out all anbi ent noi se.

I NT. BEL Al R MANSI ON BEDROOM - EARLY MORNI NG

A ringing white tel ephone. A female hand lifts the receiver.



FEMALE VO CE (O S.)
Yes?

SPANI SH FEMALE VO CE (O.S.)
Senora Sloan, |lo siento, es Martin,
Senor Martin--

FEMALE VO CE (O S.)
Tell himl'mout. I'mnot here...

LAURA SLOAN (m d-40s), blond and classically beautiful, sits
up in bed, glancing at the digital clock on the nightstand
next to framed photographs of WIlliam and her son, G aham
and her daughter, SUSAN (18). It's 10:00 AM

She sighs and reaches for the renote, turns on the TV. CHERYL
LAINE (30s), a pretty, blond newscaster, appears on screen.

CHERYL
Hello, 1'm Cheryl Laine and |I'm
filling in for Suzanne Yakam oto

this nmorning. Qur top story:
Presi dent and Ms. Reagan visited-

Overcome by revul sion, Laura switches the TV off.

Dressed in a nightgown, she walks slowy to the Venetian
bl i nds covering the windows in the nmassive white bedroom She
peers through two slats, shielding her eyes fromthe sun

A flash of light and then the view adjusts: an O ynpic-sized
pool and a POOL BOY (shirtless, blond), sweat dripping down
his back. He renmpves two dead rats fromthe pool's filter.

Laura cl oses the slats and enters an i mmense, all-marble
bat hroom She stares at her reflection in the many mrrors
that wall the space. New |lines are form ng around her eyes.

She opens a cabinet and renoves a prescription bottle,
enptying two capsules into her hand. She pops themin her
nmout h and cups water fromthe faucet to wash them down. Then
she renoves another bottle and takes two nore pills.

Di srobing, she steps into the shower and turns the faucets,
rel easing a blast of water. She touches a breast while her
ot her hand noves bel ow her wai st. The water keeps running
over her naked body as we hear the sounds of sex.

INT. CHRISTIE S APARTMENT - MORNI NG ( CONTI NUQUS)

G aham Sloan thrusts into Christie and grunts |loudly as he
comes. He rolls over, panting. Christie reaches for a bong on
the nightstand and lights it, inhaling deeply. She passes it
to Graham who takes a nonster hit and slides into oblivion.



They lay on the bed, naked, snoke dissolving around them
Slow y, Gahamrealizes sonething.

GRAHAM
VWhat tine is it?

CHRI STI E (turning)
It's ten-thirty.

Graham noans, covering his face with his hands.
GRAHAM
Fuck. W've gotta go. W' re gonna
be | ate.
Christie | ooks over, confused. And then she realizes.

CHRI STI E
Oh. That... Yeah..

Wth a ot of effort Gahampulls hinself up. Christie lies
on the bed. G aham noti ces.

GRAHAM
What are you doi ng?
CHRI STI E
| don't want to go. | kind of don't

feel well...
Graham si ghs and gets up, paddi ng naked toward the bat hroom

GRAHAM ( si ghs)
Yeah? Well, neither do I.

I NT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG LOBBY - DAY

Graham and Christie walk out of the elevator dressed in
stylish black. They pass JACK (24), a cute, scruffy doornman.
Jack is on the phone and speaks in a hushed voice as they
pass. He places a hand over the receiver and sm | es.

JACK
Good norni ng.

The smi |l e di sappears as Jack renoves his hand fromthe phone.

JACK
You want ne to tell you why | don't
want you coming to town? You really
want to hear the reason? Because.
You. Are. Fucked. Up. That's why.



DEEP MALE VO CE (Q S.)
That's not a good enough reason.
That's not even a reason. That's
j ust one person's opinion.

JACK
Peter, I'mnot gonna | et you drag-

PETER (Q. S.)
I"mcalling you froma payphone
out si de of Barstow and | have no
nore quarters. It's sinple. Me and
the I ndian need a place to hang out
for a couple of days. W're com ng

down tonight... We have a plan.
JACK

| don't want to hear about your

plan. |1 don't want to know what

you're going to do.

PETER (Q. S.)
It doesn't involve you

JACK (wavers)
If you cone down you stay a night-
one night-and then you nove on.
kay?... Hello?... Peter?... Hello?

PETER (O S.)
You wanna know sonet hi ng?
(a beat)
It's not gonna happen |like that.

Jack is suddenly disconnected. He's gripping the phone so
tightly his knuckles are white.

I NT. BRENTWOOD HOUSE - DAY

TimPrice, |ost-1ooking, stands in front of a full-length
mrror as his nother, ELENA (40-ish), blond and thin, knots
his tie. He's dressed in a black suit and keeps sighing.

ELENA
Just tell himyou ve got too nuch
school wor k.

TIM (cl oses eyes)
But | don't want to tell him
anything. | want you to tell him
that 1'm not going.

ELENA
Tim I"'mnot married to the man
anynore. You're his son--



TIM (voice rising)
So what ? Li ke that neans anything?

ELENA
| don't want to be put in the
mddle like this. | hate to be put
in the mddle--

TI' M (pani cki ng)
How can you be put in the mddle if
you're on My side? | don't get it.
VWhat are you telling nme?

El ena si ghs, stands back. She stares wearily at Tim

ELENA (qui et enphasi s)
I"'mtrying to tell you that your
father doesn't give a shit what |
want or what | think. That is what
| amtrying to tell you

Timtakes this in and realizes his nother is right. But.

TIM
I"Mtrying to tell YOQU that | don't
give a shit what dad wants or what
dad thinks. That is what |I'Mtrying
to tell YOU

El ena stares at her son, and smles sadly.

ELENA
He's your father.

TIM
He' s an ASSHCOLE!

Timstornms out. Elena's left alone in Tims room She sighs.
I NT. CHERYL'S MALI BU CONDO - DAY

Sunl i ght streans in on DANNY (21) sl eeping naked on Cheryl's
bed in front of MIV. Martha Quinn introduces the new
Psychedel i ¢ Furs video. The alarmon the bedsi de cl ock huns.
Cheryl wal ks in, back fromwork, and turns it off.

Cheryl glares at Danny before she takes off her jacket and
slunps onto the bed, awakening him He stares groggily.

DANNY
Jenny's dead. Soneone cut her
throat. Al the bl ood was drained
fromher body. Biff told ne.

CHERYL (carefully)
Wo's Biff? Who's Jenny?



DANNY
Jenny. Jenny? That girl | net at
The Odyssey on the night of the
Duran Duran | ook-a-1ike contest?
They found her body in a netal drum
outsi de the Ral ph's on Sunset...
Biff called and told ne...

CHERYL
I thought | told you not to answer
t he phone. | thought | told you
"Il take my calls at the station.

Danny stares at her blankly. Until:

DANNY
Hey, why didn't you wake ne? What
time is it?

CHERYL
| set the alarm | had to fill in
for Suzanne this norning.

Danny pulls hinmself up fromthe bed just as Cheryl rolls
toward him He lights a cigarette, naked and confused. He
starts looking for his clothes. He puts on a winkled suit.

CHERYL
Where are you goi ng?
DANNY
To a menorial service.
CHERYL
Who? Jenny?
DANNY
No. Bruce.
CHERYL

Jesus, pretty soon you're not gonna
have any friends left.

Danny gl ares at her as he pulls on a purple Polo shirt.

CHERYL
|"msorry... Don't go..

DANNY
| don't even know what |'m doi ng
her e.

CHERYL (pause; softly)
What are you doi ng here?
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DANNY
My dad ki cked nme out of the house.
My dad asked ne why | don't have a
job. 1 told ny dad "Wy don't you
suck ny dick?" | can't be having
this conversation with you, baby-

The phone rings. Danny | ooks at Cheryl on the bed. She
reaches behi nd and unpl ugs the tel ephone. The ringing stops.

DANNY
Who was that? WIIlianf

CHERYL
Don't go right now.

DANNY (shrugs)
I"mgoing. |I'"mgone. Later.

Cheryl stares at the video flashing by on the screen.
I NT. STARK WHI TE BEDROOM - DAY

The sanme video is playing on another TV screen and as the
canmera pans over to a white headboard against a white wall we
see a pair of tan legs flop down fromthe bed and touch the
white flat carpeting.

We stay with the legs as they wal k toward a door. The door
opens to reveal a white marbl e bat hroom

The | egs nove to a toilet and soneone huns along with the
video playing fromthe bedroomas they piss into the toilet.
But suddenly the humm ng stops, followed by the pissing.

The canmera pans to the reason: a pool of blood on one of the
marble tiles.

The camera boons upward to the bathroommrror.

Init: JAME (22), tan, with white-blond hair, naked with
dried bl ood covering his chest and chin and jaw.

EXT. BEVERLY HI LLS HOTEL - NOON

A stream of cars unloads at the valet stand.

I NT. BEVERLY HI LLS HOTEL BALLROOM

Bl own-up photos of Bruce dominate an entire wall. In every

one he's grinning and wearing Wayfarers. Bruce's MOTHER
stands at a podium staring blankly at the crowded room
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MOTHER ( choked)
And in conclusion I'mgoing to play
Bruce's favorite song. It nmeant a
ot to him

She nods to a technician. Pat Benatar's bonbastic " Shadows of
the N ght" boonms |loudly. As the song plays we see:

Graham next to Christie, staring blankly at the photos;
Martin gritting his teeth and rolling his eyes; Timstaring
sadly into space; Raynond, seated in the back, the only one
vi si bly upset.

The song keeps playing. The audience is trapped.
I NT. BALLROOM - LATER

People m || around. There's a full bar and a sushi setup
where a bored Japanese chef stares idly at the nourners.

Laura wanders over with a plate and gestures. Wile the chef
prepares something, Wlliamhesitantly wal ks up to her. Laura
notices and nods. WIliamsmles nervously.

LAURA
So. Friday?

W LLI AM
Yeah, Friday. | nmade the
reservation for eight-thirty.

LAURA
Wer e?
W LLI AM
At Spago.
LAURA
Have you told G aham and Susan?
W LLI AM
Oh, no... | thought maybe it could

just be the two of us.
Laura takes the sushi fromthe chef.

LAURA
I don't think I"mready for that.

WLLI AM (a beat)
Okay. I'Il tell themto join us.

LAURA
"Il see you Friday, WIIliam
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EXT. POLO LOUNGE PATI O

Graham Martin and Timshare a joint. Raynond just stares at
them listening to their thick, drugged voi ces.

MARTI N
Fucki ng Pat Benatar, nan?
Personally, | just think his nom

i ked that song. Bruce had shitty
taste in nusic but no way--

GRAHAM
And what's up with the sushi bar?
Bruce hated sushi

TI'M
Thi s has not been what you woul d
call a fun week.

RAYMOND ( suddenl y)
| can't believe this. | can't
bel i eve you're acting this way.

A stunned, confused silence fromthe three guys.

MARTI N
Acting? What way?...GCh no. Are you
crying agai n?

RAYMOND
You all seemlike you just don't
give a shit.

MARTI N (shruggi ng)
Hey, maybe | don't. Bruce was a
jerk. 1t's over. Let's not fucking
dwell on it.

RAYMOND (i nsi stent)
G ahan? He was one of your best
friends, right?

GRAHAM (sur pri sed)
We were just driving out to Rancho
M rage because his grandparents
have this awesone place out
t here. .

RAYMOND (| ast chance)
Ti n?

TIM
He nentioned nme on his yearbook

page.
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RAYMOND
| can't believe this. | can't
bel i eve you guys don't give a shit.

MARTI N
If giving a shit neans wetting your
pants |i ke sone kind of fag over
this, then, no, | guess not.

GRAHAM
Hey, Martin, cool it. Look Raynond,
there's nothing we can do. It's
time to nove on

TI'M
He's right, Raynond. Drop it.
kay?...1t's already been a week.

Raynond stares in disbelief. Gaham notices while hol ding
smoke in his lungs. He lets it out and touches Raynond.

GRAHAM
Okay... He was a nice guy... He
wasn't a jerk...

Martin tightens up
MARTI N
What do you nean, G ahan? After
that shit he pulled with Christie?
TI'M (groans)
Oh Christ, Martin, what the fuck
are you doi ng?

Graham stares at Martin, confused.

GRAHAM
What shit...did he pull with
Christie?

TI'M (war ni ng)
Martin-

MARTI N
Bruce was fucking her BEH ND your
back.

TI M

Hey, Bruce screwed her
maybe...eight or nine tinmes. Don't
make it seemlike it was sone kind
of hot affair or anything.

Graham stares at everyone, trying to play it cool.
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GRAHAM
Wait... Like, you all knew about
t hi s?

MARTI N

Graham you always tell ne that
you're not serious about Christie
anyway. And it's not |ike you
haven't fucked around. You're never
gonna wi n Boyfriend of the Year.

GRAHAM
She's my girlfriend, Martin.

MARTI N
Consi dering the last two nonths, |
don't know what that neans, G aham

GRAHAM
But-wait a mnute. You all knew?...
Raynmond, did you know?

Raynond | ooks away and stares into space. He nods.

TI'M
Look, who even knows if it's true?
It's just sonething Bruce told
everyone and bragged about. Hey-
anybody want to go to the novies?

MARTI N ('si ghs)
Can't. Meeting soneone for |unch.

GRAHAM (trying to keep it together)
"Il go. Sure. What's playing?

RAYMOND (st ands up)
I can't believe you guys don't
care.

G aham | urches out of his seat and grabs Raynond.

GRAHAM
I WAS THERE, YQOU ASSHOLE!
T M
Hey, come on, dude-
GRAHAM
| was there. | was the one who
wat ched him fucking bleed to death
out there. |I'mthe one who waved

down a car. Who waited for an
ambul ance. So don't give nme any
shit about how | don't care.
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Graham di sgusted, pushes Raynond away fromhimand falls
back into his chair. Raynond stunbles out of the patio.
Martin sits back, anmused. Tim | ooks worriedly after Raynond.

TI'M
Someone should go talk to him

MARTI N
And say what? And say what, Tinf

TI'M
I don't know, talk to the guy.

GRAHAM
I"'mnot doing it.

MARTI N (Il eaning in)
Tim Bruce thought Raynond was an
asshol e. Do you understand that? He
fucking | oathed the dude. He
tol erated hi m because VVE were
Raynmond' s friends.

GRAHAM
He's right, dude.

TI'M (studyi ng G aham
| thought Bruce was killed
instantly.

GRAHAM
He was.

TI'M (st ands)
You told Raynond he bled to death.

MARTI N
Jesus, Timwhat's the fucking
difference? I nean we're having a
fucki ng wake at the fucking Polo
Lounge. | nean, cone on

TI'M (hol ds hi s ground)
No, really, Graham Is that what
happened?

G aham cl oses his eyes, |eaning back, getting sonme sun.

MARTI N (nutters)
I hope it nmade himfeel worse.

TIM (still staring at G aham
You never grasp anything, G aham
You | ook okay but nothing really
wor ks.
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I NT. MEN S ROOM HOTEL

Timcan hear crying comng fromone of the stalls. He opens
t he door and sees Raynond hunched on the floor. Timstares,
not know ng how to confort his friend. Slowy, he lets the
stall door close, shutting Raynond out.

I NT. HOTEL SUI TE, CHATEAU MARMONT - DAY

A beautiful young girl's nude body is pressed against a
sl eeping Bryan Metro. Bryan suddenly wakes up and wonders
where he is. Myvenent on his other side distracts him a
young boy's nude body shifts in its sleep.

Bryan reaches for the phone and presses a nunber.

BRYAN
Get these kids outta here.

Bryan-with a ot of effort-puts the phone in its cradle. The
boy stares at Bryan. Bryan stares back, indifferently.

BRYAN (finally)
You're feeling sorry for yoursel f?
Is that it?

Bryan untangl es hinself fromthe bodies and struggles up out
of the bed. He staggers naked into the bathroom

Two | arge bearded GUYS open the door to the suite and nove
qui ckly toward the bed. Bryan watches from behind the half-
cl osed door of the bathroom

G RL/BOY (O S.)
Don"t... Hey don't... Please..

As the kids cries turn into noans, Bryan shuts the door. The
camera pans along the roomuntil it floats out the w ndow.

EXT. SUNSET BOULEVARD

A Jaguar drives by the hotel and stops in front of Le Donme. A
val et opens the car door and Laura Sl oan steps out.

I NT. LE DOVE, BAR
Martin sits at the bar, inpatiently finishing a drink. He

wat ches as Laura nmakes her way to him They stare at each
other. Martin lifts his wist to show her a gold Rol ex.

MARTI N
You're | ate.

LAURA
Yes. | am Let's sit.
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Martin | ooks at his watch and then at his enpty gl ass and
t hen back at Laura, who just stands there, inpatiently.

I NT. RESTAURANT

Laura stares at Martin as he wolfs down a salad. Her face is
a mask as she sips a glass of white w ne.

MARTI N
So they cone over to the apartnent
i n Westwood- - unannounced- - and ny
stepfather wants me to go to this
di nner party at Chasen's and | had
to stand there and tell them|
didn't want to go to the dinner
party at Chasen's and then ny
st epfat her nmentioned how much the
i nsurance on ny BMWN was costing him
and it just turned into this very
tired thing and it totally threw ne
off on that video I'mdirecting-

LAURA (i nterrupts)
Don't call the house.

MARTI N (a beat)
| called because | wanted to talk
to you. I was going to tell you I
couldn't nmake it today.

LAURA

Just don't call the house anynore.
MARTI N

Why? There's soneone there who

cares?

Laura lights a cigarette. Martin puts his fork down.

MARTI N
We're eating at Le Done. | nean,
Jesus.

LAURA

It shouldn't affect us-but WIIliam
i s noving back in.

Martin takes the informati on and reacts quizzically.
MARTI N
Are you telling nme he dunped the
newscaster chick?

Laura's face tightens. She stubs out her cigarette.
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LAURA
I"'mtelling you not to call the
house anynore. | will call you.

EXT. CENTURY CITY - DAY

Long shot of Tim and G aham wal king up to a theater where
"The Hunger" is playing, both of themstill dressed in their
suits fromthe nmenorial service. They buy tickets as the
canera pulls back and up until we're in:

INT. LES PRI CE S OFFI CE

Les Price (48), Tims father, medium height and build,
handsonme but weary, is on the phone watching his son through
a mrrored window, staring across the plaza fromhis sixth
floor office. Timglances at the w ndow.

LES
Yeah... No, | can't... Las Cruces
sounds great... No... |I'mtaking
Timto Hawaii for a couple days...
Yeah, the whole father-son thing..

Ti m keeps | ooking up at the building and then he di sappears
into the theater, G ahamtrailing behind.

LES
Yeah...it should be fun... I'm
| ooking forward to it...
(realizes)

I nmean WE' RE | ooking forward to
it...

I NT. RESTAURANT, MELROSE - DAY

Cheryl sits at a window table wi th Shel don. She ignores her
sal ad and the gl ances she's receiving fromother tables.

SHEL DON
Two weeks?

CHERYL
"Il take one if that's all you can
get ne.

SHEL DON
VWhat is this week for? Where are
you goi ng?

CHERYL
| just want to go sonewhere.

SHELDON
Where i s somewhere, Cheryl?
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CHERYL
I don't know where sonewhere is,
Shel don.

SHEL DON

Are you falling apart on ne, baby?

CHERYL
What is this, Sheldon? Can you get
nme a week off or not?

SHELDON
"1l try, honey.

CHERYL
You'll try? Just do it, Shel don

SHELDON
You lack faith. That's your
problem You lack faith.

CHERYL
My agent is telling me that | |ack
faith? My Iife nust really be a
di saster.

SHELDON

"Il talk to Jerry. Jerry will talk
to Evan. But it's gonna be a battle
because sweeps are com ng up and-
hey, don't look like that. Turn
that frown upsi de down.

CHERYL
What the hell are you talking
about ? What would that get ne? An
upsi de down frown? Are you on dope
or sonet hing, Shel don?

The check arrives. Wthout |ooking, Sheldon pays.

EXT.

SHELDON
You still living with that pretty
boy?

RESTAURANT, MELRCSE - DAY

Shel don and Cheryl stand at the valet. Cheryl stares at a

tan,

handsone boy wal ki ng across an intersection.

SHEL DON
Your phone has been busy lately.
You' ve becone hard to reach
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CHERYL
You can al ways get a hold of ne at
t he station.

SHELDON
Cheryl, does this little crisis
have anything to do with what
happened with WIIianf

CHERYL
Shel don, he's noving back in with
his wfe.

SHELDON

|I've seen himaround and | don't
know how happy he is about that.

CHERYL (staring at boy)
He's pathetic.

SHELDON
Cheryl: it was just the year that
didn't work out. It ended painfully
for you, | understand that. But I
think WIlliamhas regrets about
novi ng back in with Laura.

CHERYL
Then why is he doing it?

She keeps staring at the boy. Shel don noti ces.

SHEL DON
Know hi nf

INT. JAME S APARTMENT - DAY

Jam e frantically scrubs the blood fromthe floor of his
bat hroom Satisfied, he sits back, panting.

He stands up and stares at hinmself in the mrror, inspecting
his face, craning his neck, |ooking at hinself from al
angl es.

He | ooks around the bathroom It's shining white and
pristine. Satisfied, he turns to the shower and pulls back
the white curtain.

Blood is splattered everywhere in the shower stall. The
bathtub is half filled with blood and flesh. On the tile wall
are a series of circles and lines drawn in bl ood.

Jani e stands there, stunned.
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EXT. RUN- DOAN VAN NUYS HOUSE - DAY

Jack pulls his Dart into the dilapidated driveway lined with
dying palms. A lowrider creeps by slowy, blaring Sal sa.

PETER (25)-too skinny-sits on the patio steps waiting. As
Jack approaches, Peter flicks a cigarette away and stands.

PETER (unsmi | ing)
Jackson. How s it hangi ng, buddy?

JACK
What the fuck are you doi ng here?

PETER
| told you I was coming. Wat? D d
you think that was a joke?

JACK
I thought you said tonight.

PETER
| wanted to surprise you

JACK (breathes in)
| told you one night. Understand?
Just one night. Then you nove on.

PETER
VWhat ever, dude.

Jack stares angrily but reigns hinself in.

JACK
So...where's the I ndian?

PETER
The Indian's in the desert.

JACK (confused)
The Indian's in the desert? \Wat
does that nean? The Indian's in the
desert?

PETER
The I ndian did sonme bad things and
decided to stay in Barstow, |ay
low. But Mary's in the van

JACK
Who?

PETER
She's in the van. Foll ow ne.
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Peter smles and wal ks towards a Chevy van. Jack foll ows
reluctantly. Peter opens the van's cargo door.

MARY (17): strung out and pretty, withes against the wall.

PETER
That's Mary. Mary, this is Jackson

Mary keeps kicking the wall of the van, w |l d-eyed, npaning.

PETER (finally)
She's...sort of ignoring the whole
si tuation.

JACK (‘hunbl ed)
How...old is she?

PETER (shrugs)
Si xt een? Seventeen... | never ask.

JACK
Let's just get her into the house.

I NT. UCLA DORM ROOM - DAY

SUSAN SLOAN (19, blond)-Gahamis sister, and WIIliam and
Laura's daughter-is nervously cleaning her room WIIliam
shifts in a chair and runs his fingers over the keys of a
typewiter that sits on a desk bel ow a poster for The Mtels.

W LLI AM
So, hows ny little punk rocker
doi ng at school ?

SUSAN
I"mnot a punk rocker, Dad.

W LLI AM (smi | es)
OCh, conme on. You look a little, um
punk.
(smle fades)
I nean...don't you?

SUSAN (gi ving in)
Alittle, | guess. How s work?

Susan m ndl essly rearranges a shelf: cassettes and magazi nes.

W LLI AM
Geat. W' ve got a full slate of
pictures that are testing through
the roof. One you'd really Iike.

SUSAN
Yeah? What is it about?
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W LLI AM
It's about a twelve year old boy
who becones President.

SUSAN (st ops, confused)
President...of what?

W LLI AM ( st uck)
Un the United States.

SUSAN ( si ghs)
It sounds better than the one about
the tal king car. How s G ahan?

W LLI AM
Vel |, you know your brother.
He's...he's a little hard to
reach... |I'msure he was very upset
about his friend' s death. That nust
be tough... But I"msure he's fine-

SUSAN (finally and hard)
How s Cheryl ?

W LLI AM (flinches)
"' m not seeing Cheryl anynore.

SUSAN (stops busying herself)
What ? When did this happen?

W LLI AM
Actually, |1 wanted to talk to you
about that.

SUSAN (tense)
So-this is the reason for the
shoppi ng expedition and the |unch
at La Scala and the trip to nmy dorm
room whi ch you had no interest in
seeing until today.

W LLI AM
I don't know if you've talked to
your nother |ately.

SUSAN
| talk to her. When she's coherent.
VWhich is rarely. Wy?

W LLI AM ( pause, then)
" m nmoving back. Momand | are
going to live together again.

SUSAN (surprise; disgust)
She didn't tell ne that.
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W LLI AM
Wl |, how do you feel about this?
SUSAN (unent hused)
Geat. | think it's great. Areally
good nove.
W LLI AM
Do you really think it's great?
SUSAN
Vll, it hasn't really hit nme that

you mght be like, totally serious.

W LLI AM
W're going to be a famly again.

SUSAN
Graham and | aren't noving back in,
Dad. So you're not going to be a
famly again. You re going to be a
coupl e again. Not a famly.

W LLI AM
When you give ne that type of
response, honey, | can't tell how

you feel about this.

SUSAN (nutters)
Don't worry about it.

W LLI AM
But | want your approval.

SUSAN (whirls around)
Way? You never wanted it before.

I NT. CHRISTIE S APARTMENT - DAY

Fun Boy 3's on MIV singing "Qur Lips Are Sealed" while
Christie, her top off, dances, eyes closed, running her hands
over her body. The roomis hazy wi th snoke.

Grahamlies on the floor with Martin-both wasted, watching
her. Timis on the couch in his underwear, rolling joints and
pl acing themin a baggie. Sonething sexual has gone on.

The video ends and Christie falls to the floor, giggling. She
| ands between G-aham and Martin and the three of themstart
maki ng out. G aham keeps pushing Martin away but he's too
stoned and gives up. Christie responds to them bot h.

A Bryan Metro video appears on MIV. Christie sits up

CHRI STI E
He's gorgeous. | |ove this song.
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Graham pul I s her back down while Martin's hand reaches for

her panties. Christie npans and ki sses G-aham and t hen turns
and kisses Martin. Gahamtries again to pull her back to him
but fails. H's hand joins Martin's.

The phone rings. The wasted threesone ignore it. Timl ooks up
fromthe joints he's rolling and and answers the phone.

TI M
Yeah?... Graham it's for you...

G aham | ooks up, eyes hal f-closed, his hand and Martin's both
novi ng under Christie's panties.

GRAHAM
I'"'m not here.

TIM
It's Lance.

GRAHAM
Ch shit.

Graham stunbl es up, adjusting hinself, and takes the phone.
Timstands up and starts getting dressed.

GRAHAM (i nto phone)
Hey, Lance... Yeah... Wat do you
need?... Wen?... | can get you
that... Dude, bogus, but okay...

Martin stands and takes Christie's hand and they stunble out
of the living roomand down a hallway. G aham s gaze foll ows.

GRAHAM (i nto phone)
kay... Gve nme an hour... Yeah, |
sort of get what you're saying...

Graham hangs up and | ooks down t he darkened hallway Martin
and Christie disappeared into. He sighs.

TIM
Busi ness?
GRAHAM
Yeah. You wanna drive ne?
TIM
Can't.
GRAHAM
Way not ?
TIM

I"mgoing to Hawaii .
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GRAHAM (a beat)
Vell, fuck dude. Gve ne a better
excuse than that.

TIM
I wish | could.

(lifts bag of joints up)
Thanks. Al oha.

Tim | eaves. Graham stands alone in his living room

I NT. PHARMACY - DAY

Laur a-wearing | arge sungl asses-hands her prescription bottles
to a pharmacist. He studies them concerned.

PHARMACI ST
M ss?

LAURA
Yes?

PHARMACI ST

It says here "no refills.’

LAURA (startl ed)
What ? Where does it say that?

The pharmaci st points to one of the prescription bottles.
Val i um prescribed by a Dr. Wayne Nova. Exp. Date 10/10/ 83.

LAURA
Dr. Nova made sone ki nd of m stake.

PHARMACI ST (si ghs)

Wl l, there's nothing I can do.
LAURA
But... | need themrefill ed.

The |ine behind her sways inpatiently. The pharnmaci st hands
the bottles back to Laura. She tries to hand t hem back.

PHARMVACI ST
There are reasons why your doctor
did not want these prescriptions
refilled, Ms. Sloan.

Laura gazes distantly, and then fakes a | augh.

LAURA
He' s al ways pl ayi ng j okes on ne.



I NT. HOTEL SUI TE, BATHROOM - DAY
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Bryan hauls hinself out of a bathtub filled with ice water

scattering cubes across the tiled floor.

a snoke,

and chases it with a swig froma bottle
Wal ki ng out of the bathroomin a towel, he slips
hi s hand outstretched

cube and falls face first,
fl oor where the bottle breaks into several
cuts a huge gash in the fleshy part of the palm
noi se.

fromthe wound as Bryan nakes a shrill, awful

| ar ge

He dries off, lights

of vodka.

on an ice
onto the

pi eces. It

Bl ood gushes

He pulls hinself together and sits up. Blood streans down his

wist and forearm He takes the towel

and waps it around his

hand. Naked, he picks up the phone and dials a nunber.

BRYAN (i nto phone)
Luci fer?

ROGER (O S.)
What the fuck are you doing with
two underage ki ds? How many tines
are we going to go through this?
It. Does. Not. Matter. If. It. Was.
Consensual

BRYAN
I need sonet hi ng.

ROGER (O S.)
VWhat ? Your M. Potato Head broke?
You need anot her one?

BRYAN
| fucked up ny hand..

ROGER (O S.)
How did you do this? Did sonmeone
hel p you?

BRYAN
| did it shaving. W the fuck
cares. My hand is fucked-up. Just
get a doctor.

ROCGER (a worried beat)
Wi ch hand? The right hand?

BRYAN (a worried beat)
The one... | wear ny ring on..

ROCGER (relieved)
That's your | eft hand. You can play
with the left hand fucked-up. Look,
we're neeting Gary Gray in an hour.
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BRYAN (| ong pause)
| don't knowif |I'mavail able for
t hat neeti ng.

ROGER (O S.)
"Il send the hotel doctor to sew
you up and then you' re gonna pul
it together and get yourself ready
for a neeting wwth Gary Gray. And
when | knock on your door you are
going to answer it w thout your
cock hanging out of sone fourteen
year-old girl's ass. Got it?
And you're going to be wearing
sonething with |l ong sl eeves.

BRYAN
Wy ?

ROGER (O S.)
Mul tiple choice. A You | ook nice
in long sleeves. B: You have hol es
in your arms. C. You have holes in
your arnms, or D You have holes in

your arns.
BRYAN (a | ong beat)
Cc?
ROGER
Rel i ef .

Bryan hangs up. The towel is a deep red now. He scans up to
the track marks in his arns.

I NT. TELEVI SI ON NEWS STUDI O - EVEN NG
Cheryl sits at the anchor desk getting nmade up.

PRODUCTI ON ASSI STANT
Cheryl. There's a call for you.

CHERYL
Wo is it?

PRODUCTI ON ASSI STANT
WIlliam Sl oan. He call ed before.
VWhat should | tell hinf

Cheryl detaches her mic and wal ks to the phone next to the
studi o nonitors. She braces herself before picking up.

CHERYL
VWhat ?
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W LLIAM (Q. S.)
I was calling the house but | think
it was the wong nunber.

CHERYL
It nust have been the w ong numnber
because |'m not hone.

W LLIAM (Q. S.)
Way haven't you been hone?

CHERYL
|"ve been busy. |'ve been filling
in nornings for Suzanne Yakom at o.

WLLIAM (O S.)
I want to see you

CHERYL (| osing patience)
What about Laura, WIIlian? Have you
asked her if this is okay?

W LLIAM (Q. S.)
She's in Palm Springs for a couple
of days.

CHERYL
I don't believe you. \Wat about
Laura, WIIlian®

W LLIAM (Q. S.)
VWhat about her?

CHERYL
What - about - Laur a?

WLLIAM (O S.)
I think I've mssed you. | think
m ght be making a big m stake.

Cheryl hangs up and heads back to the anchor desk.

EXT. BRENTWOOD HOUSE -- DUSK

Alinmo idles in front as its driver places Tinms bags in the
trunk. Tim-stoned--hugs El ena goodbye. She watches as Tim
anbles toward the lino. Timgets in. The lino pulls away from
t he house. El ena sighs.

I NT. LI MO

Les holds a glass of vodka and squeezes Tinis knee.

LES
So, how ya doin, Tin®
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TIM
Um good. I'’mfine. How are you?

LES
Oh, 1’ m okay, | guess. Hey--you
wanna dri nk?

TIM
No, that’s all right.
LES
Aw, conme on. Have a drink
TIM
It’s okay.
LES

"1l pour you one anyway.

Les reaches over and lifts a bottle of Stoli froman ice
bucket and pours the drink. He hands the glass to Tim

LES
So, what are you up to?...You had
to go to that nenorial today, huh?
Do you wanna tal k about it? I nean--

TI M (sharp)
What tine does the plane | eave?

LES (turns away)
El even sharp

Sil ence. Les suddenly | ooks back at Tim

LES
You wanna hear sonet hing?

TIM (startl ed)

VWhat is it?

LES
I neant: do you want to play sone
nmusi c?

TI'M

Oh. Un No. Watever you want to
hear is fine.

Les fiddles with the radio. He |ocates Devo' s “Beauti ful
Wrld”. Les nods his head to the beat, sipping his vodka.

LES
Who is this?
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TIM
I think it’'s Devo.
LES
Devo. G eat.

Les keeps nodding to the nusic. Timsips his drink.

LES

Were you in Century Cty today?
TI'M

No.
LES

You sure? | thought | saw you going
to that vanpire novie.

TIM
It wasn’t ne.

Les knows Timis |lying. He downs his vodka.

EXT. FREEVAY - N GHT

The linmo zoonms down the 405 towards LAX. The canera pans
ri ght and noves forward towards a club off the road. Misic
thunps and a line waits outside.

I NT. CLUB

A large concrete warehouse. Tal k Tal k bl asts over a packed
dance floor while a pink strobe flashes.

Jamie's wearing a suit with a thin tie. He |l eans toward a
young bl ond G RL, drunk, checking her lips in a conpact.

JAM E
You sure you're not younger?
G RL
No. |'m nineteen.
JAM E
Vel |, you | ook sixteen. Maybe
fifteen. But nineteen's cool. |I'm

psyched.

The girl stares at Jamie blankly. He grins. He's so striking
| ooking that the girl's reluctance fades and she snil es back.

G RL
What now? It's kinda early.



JAM E
Wiy don't you tell your friends
you're about to |leave with the best-
| ooki ng guy here while | order
anot her white-wi ne spritzer. That
sounds like a plan, right?

EXT. CLUB VALET - N GHT
Janm e hands the attendant his ticket.

JAM E
It's the anthracite Porsche.

Jam e waps his arns around the girl.

G RL
You' ve got a Porsche? Cool .
JAM E
This is gonna be great. I"'mtotally

j azzed.
The girl smles, weaving drunkenly.

INT. JAME S PORSCHE - N GHT
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Jam e drives as David Bowie's "China Grl" blasts fromthe
speakers. In the passenger seat the girl nods to the nusic.

JAM E
| got a joke. What's an Ethiopian
wi th sesane seeds on his head?

G RL
What ' s an Et hi opi an?
JAM E
A Quarter Pounder.
G RL
I don't understand. Wat's an
Et hi opi an?
JAM E

Boy, that really cracks me up

The girl rests her head back, unsmling, closing her eyes.

EXT. JAME S HOUSE - N GHT
Jam e's Porsche dives into the garage.

EXT. JACK' S HOUSE, PORCH - N GHT

Jack, in his doorman's uniform shares a joint with Peter



33.

JACK
That's a | ot of noney.

PETER
VWhat does that nean?

JACK
What do you think THAT neans?

PETER
That's the question. That's what
' masking you. Way don't you give
me an answer ?

JACK
The answer is: You' re out of your
fucking mnd. | don't have that
ki nd of noney.

PETER
You told ne you were all set-up out
here. That you were working in sone
pent house and were naki ng decent
cash. That you cane all the way out
to LA and that you nmade it.

Jack stands up and | ooks down at Peter.

JACK
| don't have shit, Peter

Peter | aughs so hard he falls to his side. Jack just stares.

JACK
You're taking this pretty good.

PETER (stops | aughi ng abruptly)
| need to make a paynent. | need to
pay soneone off. Do you understand
that? That's why |'m here.

Jack wal ks away from Peter

PETER
Hey-where are you goi ng?

JACK (turns around)
My shift starts at eleven. You're
| eaving tonmorrow. |I'Il be back at
noon and you will be gone. Do you
understand what I'mtelling you?
Are you processing the info? You
will be gone when | get back.

PETER (a beat)
"Il tell Mary you said goodbye.
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JACK
Tell her whatever you want.

EXT. HOLLYWOOD HI LLS ULTRA MODERN HOUSE - NI GHT

Grahamis 450 SL rolls into the driveway. He hops out and
wal ks past two teenage girls in headbands and sweats sharing
a joint. Their eyes follow his ass as he enters the house.

I NT. HOUSE - N GHT

Graham noves through a grand foyer, passing a couple of PAs.
In the living room caneras, a filmcrew headed by Martin,
and a band--The English Prices. Martin confers with Leon, the
| ead singer. The drummer, Rocko, jokes around with Spaz, the
synth player, until he notices G aham

ROCKO
Hey, Graham s here.

SPAZ
Totally excellent.

LEON
Perfect timng, dude. W so need
your services.

MARTI N ( pi ssed)
What you need, Leon, is to do this
shot. And I'’mgoing to tell you why
you need to do this shot.

LEON
Thrill nme, you piece of trash.
MARTI N
Because the video won’t make sense
w thout it.
LEON

It’s a fucking video, Martin. It
doesn’t need to nake sense. It just
needs to be NOT LAME... G aham -
what do you think?

GRAHAM (startl ed)
Ch man, |eave ne out of this.

MARTI N (gl ares)
Thanks for the support--as usual.

LEON (to G aham
Hey man, you got us covered?

Graham reaches into his pocket. He hands Leon four vials.
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GRAHAM
You' re all set.

LEON
Totally excellent.

Leon heads over to the band, hands everyone their individua
vials, and then does four massive bunps. Martin keeps gl aring
at Leon until he gives up and turns to G aham

GRAHAM
Isn’t Christie supposed to be here?

MARTI N
She left after you and Timsplit.
And she never cane back

GRAHAM
| thought you were going to put her
in this.
MARTI N
| did too. But she’'s alittle
unreliable...l guess you know t hat
now. Ri ght?
GRAHAM
So...where are you staying tonight?
MARTI N
Probably at Nina's. In Mlibu
Rel i eved?
GRAHAM

Cool . Who's Ni na?

MARTI N
Ni na. N na Metro.

GRAHAM
Bryan Metro’'s wife?

MARTI N
Ex-wi fe. Wiere are you staying?

GRAHAM
Honestly, Martin? | don’t know how
| feel about the situation anynore.
"1l probably just crash at ny
nomn s.

At the nention of “Laura” Martin flinches, checks his watch.

MARTI N
Look, we’ve got eight nore shots...
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GRAHAM
Yeah. You’re busy.

Martin wal ks away from G aham and over to Leon. G ahamwaits
a beat and then heads out.

I NT. LAURA'S MANSI ON - NI GAT

Laura lies in her massive bed, sipping w ne, |ooking through
her phone book. On the TV: "Dynasty". She finds a nane:
MARTIN. There are a series of phone nunbers beneath it. She
reaches for the phone and dials slowy.

Two rings and a voice answers. It's Christie.

CHRI STI E
Hel | 0?
LAURA
Is...Martin there?
CHRI STI E
Uh, no. Wait...let ne check..
Laura waits, inspecting her manicure. She pours a pill bottle
out onto the nightstand. Two pills left. She takes one.
CHRI STI E
Oh, | forgot... He's not here...
LAURA

Do you know where he is?

CHRI STI E
| think he's up in the hills. He's
wor ki ng tonight. Have you tried his
pl ace in Westwood?

Laura keeps | ooking at her hand.

CHRI STI E
Wait, is this Julie? The girl
Martin picked up at 385 North? Wth
the white Rabbit?... W all went to
nmy place and partied with G ahan?
You and Martin di sappeared? Hell o?

At the mention of her son's nanme, Laura stares up from her
hand to the framed photograph of G aham on her nightstand.

LAURA
No. This isn't her. I'lIl call back

CHRI STI E
VWhat ever.
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Laura hangs up. She finishes the wine in one gulp.
I NT. HOTEL SU TE, BALCONY - N GHT

Bryan stares out from behind bl ack Wayfarers at the LA
skyline. Sitting wwth him eating Sushi, are Roger and Gary
(35)-a novie producer, bald and wearing a kinmono. On the
floor is a young blond girl, topless, flipping through an

i ssue of Billboard. Bryan keeps glancing at her: is she the
girl he threw out of his hotel roomearlier? Gary sucks in on
a fat joint and gestures at Roger's ponytail.

GARY (exhal i ng snoke)
That's nifty. Like Adam Ant. Right?

ROGER
| could have been aimng for Ant.

GARY
Hey, did anybody feel that
ear t hquake?

ROGER
I think I did. It was really scary.
(gl ances at Bryan)
Well, scary is subjective.

Bryan lights a cigarette, sucks in deeply, and then slowy
rai ses his hand. Silence.

ROGER
Pl ease don't feel like you're
sayi ng too nuch.

BRYAN
Way don't you just ignore ne.

GARY
kay. An idea for a novie. And the
reason we came to Bryan Metro is
because peopl e renmenber how i ntense
t hat novi e turned out about the
life of the band. | nean-holy
Christ-the four of you guys- Sam
and Matt and...um..

ROGER
Ed. H s nane was Ed.

GARY
Right. Ed. What is known as a real
tragedy. A real shame. Upsetting
too, | bet. Right?



BRYAN
When your bassist junps off the
roof of The dift Hotel, 1'd say
so.

ROGER
They were al ready broken up by
t hen.

GARY

VWl |l you guys were like a

pi oneering force in rock and it's a
shane you broke up- (sucks in on
joint)--and can | interest you in
sone sashim ?

ROGER
Yeah. It was a shane. But Bryan's
sol o career has been incredibly
successful. It's a new stage.

They both |l ook to Bryan for a reaction; there isn't one.

GARY
Anyway- si nce that novie turned out
to be so cool and profitable
wi t hout exploiting anyone we were
wondering if you' d be pleased and
thrilled to star in a novie. One
where you woul d actual ly play
your sel f.

ROGER
We get so many scripts. Bryan just
turned down Anmadeus, so we have
rat her hi gh standards.

GARY
This novie is basically your
typi cal rock-star-in-outer-space
thing. An alien creature, this ET-

BRYAN (cl utches Roger)
ET?

ROCGER ( soot hi ngl y)
Extra-terrestri al

38.
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GARY
The ET sabotages Bryan's lino after
a gig and there's a big fiery chase
and somehow but we haven't quite
nailed it-The English Prices show
up and you all go to a planet where
Bryan falls in love with a princess-
we're thinking Pat Benatar or a Co-
Go-and in order to escape fromthe
pl anet you have to performthis big
concert for the enperor who is
basically this, um giant tomato.

Gary hugs hinself, grimcing, shuddering. Deadly silence.

ROGER (guessi ng)
So, it's madcap, right?

GARY
It's not tacky and everyone is
getting very excited by it.

Bryan slowly gets up and quietly renoves hinself fromthe
room Sil ence.

ROGER
Vell...we're grateful for your
i nterest.

I NT. FIRST CLASS CABI N, PLANE - N GHT

Tims got his Wal kman on, reading a copy of GQ (when it stil
had nodels on its covers). Les--headphones on, drinking
chanpagne--reads Janes Mchner's "Hawaii." He | ooks over at
Tim but Timdoesn't notice. He just stares at the GQ

Les is startled when a stewardess offers himnore chanpagne.
He smles at her, letting her pour.

EXT. CHERYL'S CONDO, MNALIBU - N GHT

Cheryl's Jaguar pulls up to the small driveway where Danny's
red Porsche is parked. She gets out carrying groceries.

I NT. CONDO

Cheryl walks in and sees a BOY (19), wearing only a bathing
suit and sandals, drinking QJ in front of her open
refrigerator. She sets the bag of groceries on the counter.
The boy turns around when he hears the noi se.

Cheryl and the boy stare at each other. Finally.

CHERYL
Um hell 0?
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BOY
Hey.

CHERYL
Who are you?

BOY
I"'mBiff. Hi.

CHERYL

Biff. You're Biff?

BOY
Sure am See ya around.

Biff wal ks out of the kitchen. Cheryl stands still, thinking.
I NT. BEDROCOM CONDO

Cheryl carries a bottle of white wine into the bedroom Danny
lies under a sheet on the bed staring at The Cars on MV,
surrounded by wadded-up Kl eenex and a bottle of baby oil.

Cheryl opens the bal cony doors: the sounds of the Pacific
crashing agai nst the shore. As she starts undressing she
noves to the Betamax and rew nds a tape, then presses PLAY. A
Beach Boys concert appears. She fast-forwards and presses
PLAY. Mre Beach Boys.

CHERYL

You didn't tape the newscast.
DANNY

Yeah, | did.
CHERYL

But there's nothing here.
DANNY

Real | y?
CHERYL

There's not hi ng here.

DANNY ('t hi nks; groans)
Oh man, I'msorry. Had to tape the
Beach Boys.

CHERYL (a beat)
You had to tape a Beach Boys
concert?

DANNY
Yeah, it was |like the | ast one
before Brian WIllians died.
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Cheryl sighs, drumm ng her fingers on the Betanax.

CHERYL
It wasn't Brian WLSON. It was

Denni s.

DANNY (sits up a little)
No, it wasn't. It was Brian.

CHERYL
You' ve m ssed taping the show two
nights in a row now.

She brushes past the bed and into the bathroom where she
turns the faucets in the bathtub

CHERYL (calls out)
And it was Dennis.

DANNY (Q. S.)
I don't know where the hell you
heard that. It was Brian.

CHERYL (loudly; feels water)
It was Dennis W/I son.

DANNY (O S.)
Bri an.

Cheryl stal ks back into the bedroom nearly hysterical.

CHERYL
It was Denni s.

DANNY (fooling with renote)
It was Brian. You are wong to the

max.

CHERYL (scream ng)
It was Dennis WIlson, you little
asshol e!

As Cheryl starts undressing-practically ripping her clothing
of f - Danny stares at the TV, hunbl ed.

DANNY (finally)
WIlliamkept calling all afternoon.

Cheryl downs the glass of wi ne and pours herself another.

CHERYL
He didn't nmention that to ne. Wat

did you tell hin®
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DANNY (grins)
That we were dry-hunping and you
couldn't nmake it to the phone.

CHERYL
Dry- hunpi ng? So you weren't exactly
| yi ng.

DANNY (snorts)
Ri ght .

CHERYL (ungl ued)
Wiy don't you just |eave the
goddamed phone unpl ugged?!? Don't
pick it up! Don't answer it! Don't
touch it!

DANNY (sits up)
You're crazy! What is this shit
about the phone? You're fucking
crazy! You're-

CHERYL
And what was that little surfer
doing in ny house?

DANNY (def ensive)

That was Biff. He was Jenny's best
friend... He doesn't surf...

CHERYL
Wl | he | ooked real upset.

Naked, Cheryl wal ks into the bathroomw th her gl ass.
| NT. BATHROOM
Cheryl eases into the water, |ying back, sipping w ne.

Danny, wapped in a sheet, walks in and sits next to the tub.
He lights a joint. Cheryl closes her eyes.

DANNY ( coughi ng)
You want a peace offering?
Sone. . . peace weed?

CHERYL
No... | don't want any peace
weed. . .

DANNY
It'll make you peaceful ...

CHERYL ( si ghs)
It's no use..
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DANNY
I"mtoo young. Duh.

Cheryl sighs and reaches out to touch Danny's | eg.

DANNY
Does WIIiam know about ne?
CHERYL
I guess he does now... Does it
mat ter ?
DANNY
Do you still |ike hinf
CHERYL
Don't ask ne that... Please..
Danny?. ..

DANNY (hoarse voice; noving finger)
Ye-e-es, Ms. Torrance?

CHERYL
Wiy do you keep staying here?

INT. JAM E'S BEDROOM - N GHT

Jam e, naked, quickly lights candles. The bat hroom door opens
and the girl he picked up wal ks out carrying her shoes. He
ignores her until he has finished lighting all the candles.

G RL
You'll take ne back... after?

JAM E
Yeah. Sure. Cone here.

G RL (nears him
Do you have any coke?

He pulls her towards himand they kiss. Jam e undresses her.
Finally she's naked and he pushes her head down to his waist.

After a while he pulls her up and tosses her on the bed. He
clinbs on top of her and starts pounding into her, hard. The
girl starts whinpering. She tries to push himoff.

G RL
Hey...easy...you're hurting mne...

In one swift novenent he punches her rapidly in the face
until she's knocked out. He pulls out of her, and panting,
lifts her unconscious body off the bed.
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INT. JAM E'S BATHROOM

Jam e dunps the girl's body in the bathtub. He nobves to the
mrror. And stares.

He opens the nedicine cabinet. On a shelf: a row of five
razor bl ades and a sickl e-shaped cutting instrunent.

He lifts the sickle and cl oses the nedicine cabinet. He noves
towards the girl. He makes a small incision above her breast.
He presses his fingers against the incision.

On the white tile above the tub Jamie draws a series of |ines
and circles-- shapes that signify something only to Jam e--
whi | e whi spering to hinself.

Sol emnly he touches his fingers to the bl eeding incision
again and stripes a line of blood across his forehead. He
cl oses his eyes and continues whi spering to hinself.

And then he abruptly stops. He opens his eyes and stares at
the girl before reaching for the sickle.

EXT. BRENTWOOD SCHOOL DI STRI CT PARK - MORNI NG

Kids ride bi kes and skateboards before class starts. The park
is enptying out. Peter's circles in his blue Chevy van
nervously snoking a cigarette. Mary sits next to him dazed.

Peter hones in on one particular kid: a boy, 10, bl ond,
skat eboar di ng, wearing a Wal kman. The van circles the park
until the boy checks his watch and jogs toward the sidewal k.

Peter flicks his cigarette out and pulls up to the boy just
as he throws down his skateboard. The van lurches to a stop
Peter effortlessly shanbl es up behind the kid-who can't hear
anyt hi ng because of the Wal kman-and grabs hi m by the wai st.

The cargo doors open. Mary is on her knees in back hol ding
them Peter throws the kid in, slamm ng the doors shut, and
races back into the driver's seat. Mary stares at the

skat eboard wheeling down the enpty sidewal k as the van
screeches away fromthe park.

EXT. CHRI STIE' S APARTMENT ROOF - DAY

Susan wal ks the perineters of a pool on top of Christie's
bui I di ng. A panoram c view of Los Angeles surrounds it.

Martin stands at a makeshift bar blending Margaritas with a
stacked G RL and a nuscled GQUY. Culture Club blares. Christie
(in an inpossibly revealing top) sits next to G aham (bat hi ng
suit; Wayfarers) at the deep end. She whispers in his ear as
he sips a Corona.
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Susan wal ks over. She waits to be noticed. Christie realizes
first and nudges Graham who | ooks up and snil es.

GRAHAM (ami abl e)
Hey, what are you doi ng here?
...Christie, you know ny sister,
Susan, right? Have you guys net?

SUSAN (col d)
Yeah. H .

CHRI STIE (gets it)
Hey, 1’ m gonna get a drink, okay?

Graham worried, |ooks over at Martin as Christie stands up.

GRAHAM
Cool , baby. Why don’t you bring ne
one, okay?

Christie drifts over to the bar.

SUSAN
Does she, like, go to restaurants
and novi es dressed like that?

GRAHAM
You a little jeal ous?

Susan kneel s down and whi ps of f G ahanmi s sungl asses.

GRAHAM ('squi nti ng)
Hey, mell ow out.

SUSAN
Look, did you know they were going
through with it?

GRAHAM (a nonent)
OCh. You nmean nom and dad? Yeah, nom
menti oned sonet hi ng when | woke up.
What a scandal, huh?

SUSAN
She’s letting himcone back.
GRAHAM
Do you really care?
SUSAN
Oh God, you' re so stoned. You're
such a stoner. | can't talk to you

GRAHAM ( genui ne)
Hey, I"'mnot. I'mreally not stoned
yet .
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G aham stares as Martin brushes sonething off Christie s
breast. The Guy and Grl |ean against Martin suggestively.

SUSAN (i npati ent)
You should talk to him

GRAHAM ( mur er s)
And say what exactly?

SUSAN
Li ke: “Dad, this is a really
terrible idea. Don't do it"?

GRAHAM (scow s)
Wiy would | tell himthat? | don’t
even |ike him

SUSAN
You shouldn’t just sit back and
wat ch this happen w thout saying
sonet hi ng.

The Quy strides over and kneels next to G aham and hands hi m
a Margarita. He whispers in Gahanis ear while touching his
chest. The Guy wal ks away. Weird sex vibes.

SUSAN (‘exasper at ed)
Don’t you care what he did to Monf
And now he’ s com ng back and he’ ||l
probably do it again. | had to dea
with her, Graham | was the one who
had to take care of her. And |’ m
not doing it again, okay?

GRAHAM
They're like these ghosts to ne--

G aham turns back to the bar. Everyone has gone inside.

SUSAN ( pl eadi ng)
Graham pl ease. W have to do
sonething. If Dad pulls this shit
again, Momis not gonna make it.
This will destroy her.

GRAHAM
Look, I'"mgoing inside. |I'Il be
back up in about an hour, okay?

Susan just stares at the tiles she’'s kneeling on as G aham
wal ks away from her

I NT. CHRISTIE S HALLWAY

G aham pads toward a cl osed door. He slowy opens it and
peers into the sem -darkness.
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Martin, Christie, the Guy and Grl: on the bed, naked, noving
into each other. Muffled noans, bodies repositioned. G aham
wat ches, transfi xed.

And then he enters the bedroom and cl oses the door.
I NT. BRYAN S HOTEL SU TE - DUSK

Bryan lies in the trashed suite, watching TV. He flips
t hrough channel s m ndl essly. Reagan, Reagan, Reagan.
Suddenly: Bryan's face is on the screen. It's MV News.

V. J.
Bryan Metro, the forner |ead singer
of Lunar Park, plays four sol d-out
dates at L.A.'s Geek Theater this
week on his massively successful
"Informers”™ World Tour. "The
Informers,” Metro's first solo
effort, has gone plati num

CUT TO Stock concert footage of Bryan rocking out on stage.

V. J.
We caught up with Matt Dunn, the
former guitarist of the now defunct
Lunar Park and asked if he pl anned
to see his old band mate this week.

CUT TGO Matt-a clean-cut, New Wave-ish rocker (md 30's)
standi ng at sone vague rock event, squinting into the canera.

MATT
Oh, um really? He's gonna be in
town? Just ki dding. You know, yeah,
| don't know if |I'm gonna do
that... We really haven't been in
touch... Um there was a | ot of,
you know, tension when the band
fell apart and I nmean who doesn't
know THAT?... But, y' know, it was
so |l ong ago-years. And |'ve noved
on and um | wi sh Bryan the best...
But...no... |I'mnot going.

Bryan turns off the TV, drowning the roomin darkness.
EXT. MAUNA KEA HOTEL DI NI NG ROOM HAWAI I - NI GHT ( CONTI NUQUS)

Les and Timsit at a table overl ooking the darkened beach. A
waiter clears their plates. Les downs another Mai Tai. Tim
lifts the candle fromthe table and lights a cigarette.

LES
Ah Christ, Timdon't snoke. We're
in Hawaii for Christ's sake.



48.

Timstubs the cigarette out, then folds his arnms-a stance.

LES (softening)
Un listen...

TIM (a beat)
Uh- huh. Go on.

LES (graspi ng)
Who. ..do you think is gonna nmake it
to the Super Bow this year?

TIM
| have no idea.

LES
Think the Raider's will make it?

TI'M (shrugs)
Rai ders have a chance.

A long silence. Les flags down a waiter and points at his
enpty glass, then sits back and studies his son.

LES
Hey, how s G aham doi ng?

T M
G ahant?

LES (uneasy)
Yeah... G aham

TIM (staring)
Who is G ahan?

LES (a beat)
Don't...you have a friend naned
G ahan??

TI'M
I don't know anyone nanmed G aham

LES
| thought you told ne you did.

They sit in silence until a waiter places another Mai Tai in
front of Les who imediately takes a big swallow Les |ooks
over at the table across the aisle: four gay nen (40s)
 aughing | oudly. One of them glances at Tim

LES
So- how s your Monf?

TIM (stony)
She's great.
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LES
Do you renmenber when we used to
come here during the sumers?

TI'M (shrugs)
Not really.

LES (getting |ost)
Jeez...when was the last tinme we
were all here together?

TIM
| don't renenber.

LES (still 1ost)
Could it have been three years ago?
August? That can't be right...

TI'M
July. Right before you noved out.

LES (renmenbers)
That's right. The 4th. Right,
right. That's when we went scuba
di ving and your nother dropped the

canera overboard. Yeah, | renmenber.
T M
Al 1 remenber are the fights.

Les notices the gay nmen | owering their voices-and suddenly
they all glance at Tim

LES
Hey, let's go to the bar.

TIM
VWhat ever.

I NT. BRYAN S HOTEL SU TE ( CONTI NUQUS)

Sitting on his bed Bryan dials a nunber while holding the
phone with his bandaged hand. He waits. He breathes in.

MATT (Q S.)
Hel | 0?

BRYAN
Hey Matt, it's ne...

MATT (a | ong beat)
Whoa...Umn where are you?...How did
you get this nunber--

BRYAN
I'"'mhere. L.A.



MATT (a | ong beat)
Uh, well, what has it been?..
Three years?

BRYAN
No man, not that long...l nean-

MATT (cuts himoff)
Soneone told ne you were touring.

BRYAN
It's been fucked-up grueling. You
remenber .

MATT (O. S.)

I renenber it was fun. For a while.
Bryan doesn't know what to say. Matt realizes and sighs.

MATT (O. S.)
| saw...the video.

BRYAN
The one with Rebecca De Mornay?

MATT (O S.)
Um..no. The one with the...nonkey.

BRYAN
Oh yeah... That was Roger's idea..
It was a...very popul ar...nonkey...

MATT (O S.)
How s Roger? Qut of Rehab?

BRYAN
A long tine ago. Hey-did you hear
t he record?

MATT (hesitant)
Yeah, ny little girl has it...
Un.. It was, um really...valid

BRYAN (i nches forward)
Wl |, are you doing anything now? |
t hought | heard that Lindquist was
gonna produce sonething...right?

MATT (a beat)
I mght be going into the studio in
a couple of nonths. Wiy, what's up?

BRYAN (hard for him
Vell, man, | wonder if you'd |ike
to...

50.
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| don't kn5ﬁ?ﬁgwﬁﬁﬁﬁ§”&@t t oget her

and...wite some songs when |
finish with the tour...mybe even
record some stuff...

MATT (hard)
I don't think that's ever going to
be a possibility. The old days are
over. Do you understand that?

BRYAN
Well, it's not |iKke-
MATT (O S.)

It took nme a long tinme to recover
fromwhat we went through and I've
noved on.

Bryan's digging at his bandaged hand-bl ood starts flowering.

BRYAN
| am too, yeah so am | but-

MATT (no bullshit)
Look. It's over. | don't know what
happened. But it's over. It's gone.

BRYAN
Is this all because of Ed and-

MATT (O. S.)
No, Bryan. It was over before Ed
junped. It was over way before
that. And | don't have the faintest
fucking clue why you're calling ne
or how you got this nunber.

BRYAN (a | ong beat)
Maybe. . .you' ve got a point.

MATT (O S.)
Bryan? | don't care if you think
have a point.

BRYAN (finally)
I guess | don't care either then...

But Matt's already hung up and Bryan's just nuttering into
t he dial tone.

I NT. MAUNA KEA HOTEL BAR ( CONTI NUQUS)
Les is drowing in a Mai Tai. Timsips a Corona. Two

attractive WOVEN (30's) sit nearby sipping huge pink drinks.
They keep glancing at Les and Tim Les notices.



LES (quietly)
What do you think?

TI M (al ar ned)
About . . . what ?

LES (playfully)
What do you think I mean? Next to
us. Them

Tim| ooks over at the two wonen and then back at

TIM
VWhat about thenf

LES (a beat)
Don't you go out with girls?

TIM
Excuse nme?

LES
Don't you date?

TI M (shudders)
What are you asking ne?

The brunette smles at them an invitation.
LES (slurring)

The odds | ook good. The odds | ook
pret-ty good.

TI M
What odds? What are you tal king
about ?
LES
Watch this.
Les leans in for the kill. He turns, grinning.
LES
Vel |, what are you | adies drinking
t oni ght ?

The brunette holds up her drink, smling.

BRUNETTE
Pahohoes.

LES
Pahohoes. That sounds intriguing.

BRUNETTE
They' re del i ci ous.

Les.

52.
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TI'M (under breath)
| don't believe this.

LES (to bartender)
Hey, Hi ki-why don't you bring these
two gorgeous | adi es anot her round

of , Pahohoes... So, \Were are you
gal s fronf?

PATTY
We canme in from Chicago. |'mPatty

and this is Darl ene.

LES (aim ng for suave)
The Wndy City. | know it well.

PATTY
Were are you both fronf?

LES
L. A. Los Ang-el-eezz. The City of
Angels. I'mLes Price and this is
nmy son, Tim

Timstares at the bar. A blender whirrs.

LES
He's, um a little shy.

PATTY
H, Tim

Timsmles to hinself and keeps | ooking down. Les stares at
his son, not anused.

LES
He goes to USC. He's majoring in
the "I've Lost the Ability to
Speak" program

Les and the wonen | augh and Ti mgoes along with it.

DARLENE
I have a niece out in L.A She goes
to Pepperdi ne. Her nane's Nornma
Perry.

LES
Hey, Tim you ever neet Norna
Perry? She's a niece and goes to
Pepper di ne.

TIM
No, I'm um afraid | haven't...
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LES
Hey- how | ong are you both on The
Bi g Island?

PATTY

Until Sunday. What about you guys?

LES
Until Saturday, Patty.

PATTY
That's nice. Just the two of you?

LES (sl aps Tim s back)
Thass right. Just the two of us.

PATTY
Isn't that nice, Darl ene?

DARLENE
Fat her-son. It's nice.

Darl ene fini shes her drink. The bartender sets the next round
on the bar. Timclences his jaw

LES
Wll, it doesn't have to be just
the two of us. | hope |I'm not being

too forward if I ask you sonething.

PATTY (| eaning in)
I"msure you won't be, Les.

TIM (nutters)
Jesus. ..

DARLENE ( pl ayi ng al ong)
What do you want to know, Les?

LES
Vell, if you two | adies are here
wi th anyone.

PATTY (nock-sadly)
We're here al one.

DARLENE ( nock-sadly)
All al one.

TIM (to Les)
Can | have the key to the roonf?

LES (turns; realizes)
Why? Where are you goi ng?
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TIM
I"mgoing to the room Were do you
think I'd be going?

LES (falling)
But, you didn't finish your drink.

TI'M (hol ds out hand)
I don't want the drink. Just give

me the key.
LES (sobering)
Vell, I'lIl come with you..
TI M

No, you just stay here and see how
it plays out with Patty and
Mar | ene.

DARLENE
That' s Darl ene, honey.

TIM
VWhat ever.

Confused, Les slowy hands Timthe key. Timgrabs it and
stal ks out of the bar.

PATTY (per pl exed)
What's wwong with him Les?

Les takes a contenplative sip of his M Tai.

LES (shrugs)
Probl ens at school... H's nother...

EXT. RESTAURANT PATI O - DAY

At a table overlooking Melrose: Gaham stares |ongingly at
Christie scanning a nmenu until a waitress stops by.

CHRI STI E
My stomach's been queasy... 1'I1
just have that salad nade up of ten
di fferent kinds of lettuce. G ahan?

GRAHAM ( si ghs)
Just a Coke... Got to have dinner
in a couple hours with The Famly.

The wai tress | eaves and Graham keeps staring at Christie
whil e she inspects a purple bruise on her arm

CHRI STI E
Renmenber that girl--Tamara--from
Pasadena?



56.

W net hergﬂRuﬁg %&QENESD%nd you

know - what ever happened that night?
Well, she was found in the back of
the Ral ph’s on Beverly, conpletely
drai ned of bl ood and her neck was
i ke chewed open--and | don’t know
what this is. | have another one on
ny foot.

Christie holds out her armfor Grahamto inspect.

GRAHAM
I don’t know either. Look,
Christie, tell nme sonething. Wat
do you think about Martin?

CHRI STI E (shrugs)
He's nice. He's...hot.

GRAHAM
Yeah, hot. Hm Well. |I’mnot sure
I’mat the sane place you are...
y’ know, with everything that’s been
going on with him..

Christie stares blankly. G aham | ooks away, enbarrassed.

GRAHAM
Forget it. Sorry | brought it up.

CHRI STI E
Martin’ s not even staying at ny
pl ace, Graham He’'s staying at
Ni na’s, even though he told nme that
Nina is insane. Ch, that rem nds
me. | wanna see Bryan Metro at The
G eek tonorrow night. Can you cal
your dad and see if he can get
tickets like through the studio or
sonet hi ng?

Graham t hi nks things through. Christie notices and sighs.
CHRI STI E

Martin doesn’t nean as nuch to ne
as you do, G aham

GRAHAM
Yeah. | know that. But, Iike,
aren’t VWE seeing each other?

CHRI STI E
| guess. We're together now. |I’'m

about to eat a salad with you now.

GRAHAM
But you're also sleeping with him
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Christie smles--she’s dazzling--and | eans forward.

CHRI STI E
G ahan?
GRAHAM
Yeah?
CHRI STI E
You' re forgetting sonething.
GRAHAM
What ?
CHRI STI E

W' re sleeping with him okay?
WE RE sleeping with Martin. And if
I’mcool with that, well...

Graham finally | ooks down, brow furrowed, |ost.
EXT. THE 1VY, PATIO - N GHT

Jami e sits with MRANDA (late 30's)-tall, beautiful, tan.
Mranda snmles wanly while Jam e chews a bl oody steak.

JAM E
Even t hough you' re ol der than ne by
like fifteen years you | ook totally
great. Hey- what's the definition
of 'superfluous' ? Ethiopian after-
dinner mnts. That so totally
cracks nme up.

Jam e laughs, sawing into his steak. He notices Mranda' s not
| aughi ng.

JAM E
Hey, talk to nme. Tell ne things.
How s Marsha doi ng?

M RANDA ( nmur nur s)
She's in Malibu with one of the
Beach Boys. Before that: Emlio
Est evez.

JAM E (surprised)
No way, dude.

M RANDA (softly)
Wuld Il lie to you, Jam e?

JAM E (resunes eating)
| al ways thought Marsha was too
weird. Al that animal shit?
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Li ke she m&éhglﬁ(m'o[))horses and

t he occasional cow or dog. | nean |
heard she would go out to

Cal abasas, to the stables, and

bl eed a fucking horse in thirty

m nutes. | mean, holy shit, baby,
that's getting sem -ridicul ous.
Personal ly? | can't stand being
around horse bl ood- -

M RANDA (i nterrupts)
You need to be nore careful, Jam e.

Jam e suddenly stops eating and | ooks at Mranda, confused.

JAM E
What do you nean?
M RANDA
You' ve been getting sloppy. |I've

been readi ng about your exploits
with an alarm ng frequency |lately.
The girls that have been dunped
behi nd vari ous supermarkets?
Correct me if I'm m staken but
there seemto have been five in the
| ast nonth alone. It sounds like
things are getting a little out of
control for you

JAM E
M r anda-

M RANDA
You need to be careful, Jame. Do |
need to rem nd you about Roderick?
Renenmber Roderick, Jam e?

Jami e to put down his knife and fork and stares off.

JAM E (softly)
Did they...did any of you ever find
out who did that to hin®

M RANDA (si ghs)
W were told they were |ed by the
father of the Dawber girl. W think
he tracked Roderick down and broke
into his house. Wth a machete.
That's all it took. So: in other
words, Jam e, just be alittle nore
di screet. And try to control
your sel f.

JAM E (| ooks down)
Now | ' m bumred. You' ve bumed ne.
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M RANDA (finally grins)
I have a few i deas on how we can
pep you up again.

Jami e slowy | ooks up and as his eyes neet Mranda's w cked
expression he smles again.

I NT. CHERYL'S CONDO - NI GHT

Cheryl lies in bed with Danny, stroking his face. He kisses
her. Her hand noves down his toned chest. But she becones

di stracted. She closes her eyes and tries to relax. Danny
gets on top and starts to nove into Cheryl, thrusting slowy.

Cheryl opens her eyes: he's staring into her face, straining.
She puts her hands up to his chest. It seens |ike she's
reaching for him but then she pushes himaway. Danny stops.
He falls off her and rolls onto his back, exhaling deeply.

CHERYL
" msorry.

DANNY
For what ?

CHERYL
I don't know what you want from ne.
| don't know why you're here.

DANNY
This is starting to matter to you?

Cheryl closes her eyes. Danny stares at the darkened Pacific.

CHERYL
What do you want us to do?

DANNY ('t hi nks)
I"m hungry. Let's do Spago.

I NT. SPAGO - N GHT

The front room overl ooking Sunset. Laura sits across from
WIlliam Susan sits next to her nother- their backs to the
mai n dining room Gahamis next to his father.

Everyone hol ds up chanpagne flutes-a toast is in process.

W LLI AM
To new begi nni ngs.

The famly clicks glasses and sips chanpagne. Laura smles at
Wl liamwho seens overly ani mated. G aham stoned, gazes out
the window as he lights a cigarette. Susan is intent on
keepi ng the peace. Finally: a waiter hands out nenus.



60.

SUSAN
So I"'mtotally psyched we're seeing
Bryan Metro at the Geek tonorrow
That's if Graham got the tickets.

GRAHAM
Yeah, | got the tickets and stop
saying 'totally."’

SUSAN (suspi ci ous)
Who did you get them fronf

W LLI AM (| ooks up)
He got them from ne, honey. | got
t hem t hrough the studio.

Suddenly Wlliam s face freezes.

Cheryl and Danny are being led to a table in the center of
the dining room Since Laura and Susan aren't facing that way
t hey don't see Cheryl.

But Graham does. He slowy closes his eyes.

SUSAN
Vell, I"mglad you didn't go
t hrough Marti n-

Laura flinches at the sound of the nane.

GRAHAM
He coul d have gotten us backst age.

SUSAN
Oh who cares? He's always getting
us crappy seats. And he's such a
total stoner. Plus, Mom get this-
he's a male prostitute.

A long beat while Laura processes this.

LAURA
Wy. ..did you direct that statenent
toward ne?

GRAHAM (tiredly)
Mellow out. | didn't go to Martin
for the tickets. | asked Dad. And
Dad cane through. And Mom Martin's
not a male prostitute. That's on
t he record.

LAURA
Wiy do you think I would care?

G aham | ooks over at his father who stares at Cheryl.
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GRAHAM
Plus, Martin's conmng to the show
with me and Christie so | hope you
get over how "like, totally grody"
you think Martin is.

SUSAN
I hope your girlfriend renenbers to
wear a shirt.

Wl liamwatches as Cheryl gets up fromthe table and strides
towards the restroons. He stands abruptly.

LAURA
Where are you goi ng?

W LLI AM
I"mgoing to use the restroom and
when | return | hope ny delightfu
children will have finished their
conversation about their wonderful
friends.

Laura sips her chanpagne and watches as WIIiam wal ks away.

Graham wat ches as Danny waves to a table of gorgeous bl ond
girls. Danny stands and carries his drink over, kneeling by
one of them They giggle as he closes his eyes and opens his
mouth. A girl feeds hima small slice of pizza. He leans his
head agai nst her chest, chewing gratefully.

I NT. BATHROOM

Just as Cheryl is about to close the door of the private
bat hroom W/ 1iam pushes in.

She stifles a cry of surprise and backs away. He hurriedly
cl oses and | ocks the door. They stare at each ot her.

CHERYL
Who are you here with?

Wlliams silence is an answer. Cheryl |ooks away.

CHERYL
Oh god. ..

W LLI AM
Baby... Cheryl...

CHERYL
Don't cone near ne.

W LLI AM
| know you're angry, but | know
you've m ssed ne...
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CHERYL
| can't deal with this. You're with
t hem t oni ght -

W LLI AM ( hel pl ess)
But | want to be with you..

CHERYL (loses it)
Oh shit, Wlliam | don't want to
hear it again! | don't want to hear
how nuch a divorce i s gonna cost
you! If you really |loved ne you
woul d have just done it. | was
ready to be there for you but
i nstead you deci ded to nake
everyone m serabl e.

W LLI AM

Don't you still want to be with nme?
CHERYL

Not if you're still with her.

Wl liamgrabs her roughly and starts kissing her. Cheryl
pushes away until she relents and falls into the kiss.

Soneone knocks on the door. WIliampulls away.

W LLI AM
| haven't noved out of the condo
yet. Stop by. Ckay? |I'm gonna take
a coupl e days off. Come see ne.

CHERYL (torn)

l...can"t... | don't want to...

W LLI AM
Well...conme to The Brodkey's party
on Friday. There'll be a |ot of

people. W can talk there..

Cheryl, her eyes filled with tears, nods. WIliam stares at
her |ongingly, then opens the door and | eaves.

I NT. SPAGO

Laura sighs and puts her nenu down. She gazes up at the

mrrors that panel the upper walls of the dining room She
spots WIliam behind her, striding back into the room He
stops by a table of executives and lingers for small talk.

Laura | ooks back at her nmenu. She then | ooks back up to see
where Wlliamis. In the mirrors she sees Cheryl quickly walk
back into the room purposely ignoring WIIliamwho gl ances at
her-and then she sits at the table Danny scanpers back to.
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WIlliam agitated and flushed, sits back at the famly's
tabl e and qui ckly downs his chanpagne. G aham | ooks at his
father. Hs reaction: silence, anused disgust.

W LLI AM
Honey, we're going to the Brodkey's
party Friday night, right?

LAURA (stone-faced)
Wiy woul d we go to the Brodkey's
party Friday night? That's TV.

Laura lights a cigarette.

W LLI AM
It's not only going to be TV
people. | think it should be fun..

LAURA (a beat)
| don't want to go to the Brodkey's
party Friday night.

Wl liamneets her gaze. A |onger beat.

W LLI AM
Wl l, what do you want to do
i nstead? Sl eep? Lay out by the
pool ? Count your shoes?

G aham giggles at the awmfulness of it all. Susan, confused,
| ooks at her parents. They are in a staring contest.

When the waiter finally arrives, Laura |ooks up to the
mrror: Cheryl's table is enpty.

I NT. JACK' S HOUSE - DAWN

Peter sits dazed in an arncthair watching MIV: Bonnie Tyler.
He doesn't | ooks up as Jack wal ks in.

JACK
What are you still doing here? |
t hought |1 told you | wanted you
gone. What did | tell you this--

Jack suddenly hones in on a pair of children's tennis shoes
sitting on the coffee table.

JACK
VWhat are those?

Peter's silent-a dunb smle on his face.

Jack hears a muffled thunp and noi ses fromthe bathroom
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JACK (startl ed)
What the fuck's going on in there?

Peter remains om nously silent as Jack slowy makes his way
to the bat hroom door. He opens it.

I NT. BATHROOM

The kid lies in the bathtub, crying, his hands and feet bound
with electrical cord. Duct tape holds a sock in his nmouth. He
kicks the sides of the tub with his small white feet.

Jack slanms the bathroom door and runs over to Peter, tackling
him He starts punching blindly.

JACK
What the fuck have you done?!? What
t he fuck have you done?!? \Wat the-

Peter grabs Jack's punching armand snaps it back. Jack how s
in pain and rolls off Peter. Peter stands up and reaches down
and pulls Jack up by his hair. He leans into Jack's face.

PETER
Shut. The. Fuck. Up.

Pet er pushes Jack away. Jack cries softly, cradling his arm

JACK
Way? Why? What are you doi ng?
PETER
The kid' Il bring us noney.
(a beat)

That was the plan. The plan
i nformed you about ?

(a beat)
This is the plan.

JACK
You're holding a kid for ranson?

PETER
No. These freaks in West L.A pay
five-six thousand bucks for
sonething like this...
(a beat)
They think they're vanpires.
(consi ders)
Hel |, when you think you're
somet hi ng maybe you are.
(shrugs)
To each his own.

Jack stares at Peter in disbelief. He realizes Peter is nmuch
wor se than he ever inmagined.
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PETER
" m maki ng the necessary calls.

Jack races to the kitchen sink and vomts. Panting, he slaps
cold water on his face. Peter |oons behind him

PETER
You' ve got to relax. That's your
probl em Jackson. You don't know
how to | ay back. Even when we were
kids out in the desert you could
never nellow out. Even surrounded
by all that sand and rock and
silence you could never relax. At
ni ght and all there was was
darkness and the wi nd and the
desert and you coul d never accept
that this is where you bel onged.
This is where you woul d al ways be.

JACK (crying)
But that was different. That was a
long tinme ago. W're not in the
desert, Pete. W're not in the
fucki ng desert.

PETER
Oh. | think we still are.

EXT. TENNI' S COURT, MAUNA KEA HOTEL - DAY

Timand Les in their tennis whites on opposite sides of the
net. Les slans the ball forward. Timm sses. Les serves
agai n, harder. Timducks. Les keeps serving. Finally, Tim
hits the ball back, grunting with exertion.

TIM
Not so hard, Dad.

LES
Hard? You call that hard?

TI'M (stuck)
Vel l, um yeah

LES (good- nat uredl y)
Hey, you win sone, you | ose sone.

Les slanms the ball forward again.

EXT. BEACH, MAUNA KEA - DAY

Timand Les lie side by side on chaise | ounges. Timwears
Wayfarers and listens to his Wal kman. Les reads "Hawaii",

occasionally sniffing the lei around his neck. Patty and
Darl ene pass by and wave. Les waves back.
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LES
You were pretty rude to them| ast
ni ght.

Ti mshrugs. Les downs his Mai Tai. Two of the gay guys wal k
by, glancing at Timas he rubs suntan lotion on his chest.

LES
Hey, Tim..could you get your old
man a Mai Tai or a rum and Coke?

Ti m because of the Wl kman-doesn't hear his father. Les
reaches over and taps Timis arm Timjerks up suddenly.

T M
VWhat ?

LES
Way don't you get your Dad and
yoursel f a drink?

TI'M (sighs, gets up)
What do you want ?

LES
Rum and Coke.

Timpulls on a USC T-shirt and wal ks listlessly to the bar.
Les watches as the two gay guys strike up a conversation with
Tim Timlaughs and says sonething back. And then Les notices
The Grl.

She's wal king up fromthe shoreline, 20-tan, long blond hair,
a bikini. Stunning. She noves sensually to the bar and stands
next to Timwho is, as usual, oblivious.

Les watches. Finally The Grl says sonmething to Tim Tim
| ooks at her and smles and they talk for a nmonment until the
bartender hands Tima drink. Les keeps watching.

As Timwal ks back to Les, The Grl says sonething, and Tim
alnost trips as he turns around and nods. He jogs back. Les
takes the drink fromTim Timrenoves the USC T-shirt.

TIM
Met a girl from San Di ego.

Les smles as Timraces off to The Grl, now standing at the
shoreline. The two of themdive into a breaker.

EXT. WLLIAM S CONDO, CENTURY CI TY - DAY
Cheryl's Jaguar pulls up outside WIlliam s condo. She gets

out of the car and wal ks up to the front door. She rings the
bell and waits. And waits. Finally she wal ks back to the Jag.



67.

I NT. JAGUAR - DAY

Cheryl sits in the driver's seat staring through the

wi ndshield at the enpty condo. She opens the gl ove box and
renoves a pad and pen and a vial. She snorts a few bunps of
cocai ne, then furiously scribbles sonmething. She crunples the
paper into a small ball and throws it at the condo door.

EXT. BEVERLY BLVD - DAY

The Plinsouls "A MIlion Mles Away" blares. Cheryl's Jag
passes CBS studi os-- she al nbst swerves into another car.

I NT. JAGUAR

Pul ling over, Cheryl catches her breath. She tears through
her purse for a cigarette. She finds the pack. Enpty.

EXT. CANTER S - DAY
Cheryl gets out of the Jaguar and wal ks toward the entrance.
I NT. CANTER S

A large fluorescent-lit deli. Late afternoon: only a few
el derly people sitting listlessly in booths.

Cheryl makes her way to the cigarette machi ne passing a table
of young punks-The English Prices-hanging with a journali st
and various girls. They get quiet when they notice her. And
after whispering to each other, they start giggling.

The vendi ng machi ne won't take Cheryl's noney. Behind her,
The English Prices keep snickering.

Finally she picks up a fresh pack. She slides in to a booth
and opens the Marl boros as an old waitress wal ks up.

WAI TRESS
What woul d you |ike, hon?

CHERYL
Just tuna on wheat and a water.

WAl TRESS
Okay... You're Cheryl Laine, right?
I think you' re great, honey. The
piece you did on Kitty Genovese? |
remenber when that happened. It was
so sad.

Cheryl smles thankfully. She | ooks at her cigarette and
realizes she has no matches. She | ooks around hel pl essly.
More | aughter from The English Prices table. Suddenly: Leon-
the | ead singer fromMartin's video shoot-heads her way.



LEON
Hey, aren't you, um on the news or
sonet hi ng?

CHERYL
Yes. Yes, | am

LEON
You' re Cheryl Laine, right?

CHERYL (straining)

Yes. Yes. | am You don't have a
light, do you?
LEON

Sorry, no light. But listen, can
have your autograph? I'm IliKke,
your biggest fan.

The band | aughs hysterically. Leon hands her a napkin.

CHERYL (flinching)
Do you have a pen?

LEON (to the booth)
Hey Spaz, you gotta pen?

Spaz shakes his head no, burying his face in his hands.

SPAZ
Ask her if she has any |ipstick.

CHERYL (keeping it together)
I think I have one..
(rummages in purse)
What would y-you like it t-to say?

LEON

Un | don't know. .. Sonething nice?
CHERYL

Wl l, what's your name?
LEON

Un maeke it out to Spaz.

CHERYL (concer ned)
S-spaz?

LEON
Yeah. Wth an S. And a Z.

Cheryl wites: "To Spaz. Best Wshes. Cheryl Laine."

CHERYL
Here you go.
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LEON
Hey, thanks a lot, Cher. Um by the
way, we're opening for Bryan Metro
at The Geek tonight. You wanna go?

CHERYL
Thanks, b-but, I've got to-

LEON
Yeah, tal k about the plane crash
with a gleamin your eye. Got it.
Thanks a | ot, Cheryl.

Leon struts back to his table waving the trophy. The English
Prices convul se with drugged | aughter. Cheryl, humli ated,
turns her head and stares at her sandw ch.

EXT. GREEK THEATER - N GHT

The audi ence cheers as Bryan finishes a song. Behind themis
a huge billow ng tapestry: | NFORVERS WORLD TOUR 83/ 84.

BRYAN (counts off)
One, two, three, four-

The band | aunches into another song. The audi ence roars.
Bryan hol ds onto a m crophone with his bandaged hand.

BRYAN
"Anot her ni ght passes by/and still
you wonder what happened..."

And then he freezes. The song continues w thout the vocals.
The guitarist jerks his head up. The bassist noves cl oser
toward Bryan. The drummer keeps beat. Bryan | ooks down,
breathes in, waits. And then:

BRYAN
"Anot her ni ght passes by/and still
you wonder what happened..."

After that: nothing.

The guitarist and synth player exchange worried | ooks.
Bryan's face is tense with concentration. The band keeps
pl ayi ng as Bryan pulls the m crophone stand cl oser.

BRYAN
"Anot her ni ght passes by/and still
you wonder what happened-"

I medi ately the guitarist steps up to the mc stand.
GUI TARI ST

"You give the world one nore try as
you send in your stand-in."
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Bryan noves away fromthe mc stand, clapping. The guitari st
sings the rest of the song as Bryan twirls hinself off-stage.

EXT. CHATEAU - N GHT
Bryan exits a linmo, his face a mask of pain; he's a weck
I NT. HOTEL CORRI DOR

Bryan staggers down a dimy lit corridor. Two roadies and a
security guard sit across fromBryan's room They nod as he
pushes his door open and di sappears into his suite.

I NT. HOTEL ROOM
Bryan wal ks into the bedroomand turns on a lanp that casts a

faint glow A girl-17,topless-lays propped up on Bryan's bed
wearing only white panties. She smles eagerly. Bryan stares.

G RL
Sur prised?

Bryan isn't. He just stares sadly at her, disappointed.
Finally he sighs and starts undressing.

G RL
Don't you want to know who | anf?

BRYAN (so tired)
Are you from around here?

G RL
Not really. I"'mofficially from
Nebraska. Alittle town near

Li ncol n?

Bryan tiredly takes off his T-shirt and falls into an arm
chair, staring at the girl in the sem -darkness.

BRYAN
You had a job at the mall, right?
But the mall closed down, right?
It's all enpty now, huh?

G RL
Have you been there?

BRYAN (f adi ng)

I'"ve been to a mall in Nebraska..
G RL

Yeah?
BRYAN

And it's all flat. It's all
totally... totally... flat...
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The girl keeps staring hopefully at Bryan, wetting her |ips.
But Bryan's eyes are closed and he isn't noving... But then
he opens them

BRYAN
Cone here.

I NT. CHRISTIE S APT, BEDROOM - NI GHT

A tangl e of bronzed, nuscled |inbs conposed of G aham
Christie and Martin, sleeping naked on a vast mattress.

Suddenly: the sound of nuffled gunshots from sonmewhere
out si de the buil ding.

Graham opens his eyes and carefully sits up as two nore
gunshots go off. He stares at Christie and Martin, his eyes
scanning Christie's beautiful body- they stop on a snal
purple mark on her arm He's about to touch it when anot her
shot is fired.

I NT. LOBBY

As the el evator doors open two nore shots are heard. G aham
wearing shorts and a t-shirt with the word "ALMOST" on it,
slow y wal ks through the darkness of the | obby.

Jack stands at the door, |ooking across WIshire Boul evard
where six or seven police cars are parked, lights flashing.

GRAHAM
What's goi ng on?

Jack shouts out, totally startled, as he turns around.

GRAHAM
Hey, easy man, it's only ne.

JACK

You scared ne...
(turns back to door)

I don't know. | think some guy has
his wife up there and is, I|ike,
t hreatening to shoot her or
sonet hi ng. Sonething |ike that.
Maybe he's al ready shot her. Mybe
he's killed a whol e bunch of
people... There's a SWAT team
trying to talk to him.. | don't
t hi nk you should go out there.

GRAHAM
| won't.
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JACK (‘shivering)
You live on the 11th Floor, right?
The guy who does videos-- Martin?
He visits you a lot?

GRAHAM
It's actually ny girlfriend s
pl ace. |I'm G aham
JACK (hol ds out shaki ng hand)
I"mJack... | thought, um Martin
was her boyfriend... |'ve talked to

Martin a couple of tines. He knows
soneone in a band | was al nost in.

Jack offers Grahama cigarette. Three nore shots. A
hel i copter circles. Jack's hands are trenbling so badly that
G aham has to steady them when Jack lights his cigarette.

JACK
So what do you do?

GRAHAM
I go to school at USC.

JACK
Yeah? That's cool ..

GRAHAM
Do you go to school ?

JACK (noddi ng rapidly)
No. I"man actor, really. Well, |
was in a couple things: a
conmmercial for gum Boyfriend in a
Clearasil spot. Unless you're
willing to do sonme pretty awf ul
things it's hard getting a job in
this town...and I'mwlling.

Jack is now starting to freak G aham out.

GRAHAM
Yeah. | guess.

JACK
| really want to get into video.
That's why Mark is a really good
cont act .

An anbul ance pulls up to the police cars.

GRAHAM
You nmean Martin. It would probably
hel p out a lot, dude, if you got
t he nanme right.
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Jack nods. But then he starts pani cking when he realizes
G ahamis | eaving him

JACK
Hey, where are you goi ng, man?

GRAHAM ( poi nts over his shoul der)
|"ve got to...drink sone juice
and...um then get sone sleep..

He backs toward the el evator. Jack noves with him worriedly.

JACK
Yeah, sure, dude. | understand. You
sure you don't want to stay with
me? | could really use the conpany.

GRAHAM (worried now, in the el evator)
I"msorry... | have to go.

JACK (stricken)
But | think sonething s gonna
happen.

Graham sm | es weakly as the el evator doors close.

EXT. CLUB RAMPAGE - NI GHT

Anot her club in another warehouse in another part of nowhere.
I NT. CLUB BATHROOM

A pretty blond girl (19) sits in a stall, shooting up. Wen
she renoves the needle fromher armthe dope hits and she
sl unps against the wall, then slowy regains her conposure.
She drifts out of the stall and stares in the mrror.

I NT. CLUB

The girl glides slowy through the club as The B-52's
"Mesopot am a" bl asts out over the sound system (" Turn your
wat ch back, turn your watch back, about a 100,000 years...").

She noves along the perineters of the dance floor as hundreds
of kids gyrate to the thunping beat. Jam e suddenly steps in
front of her. The girl stops noving.

JAM E (grinning)
I thought | [ost you.

EXT. VENTURA BOULEVARD - NI GHT

Jam e's anthracite Porsche races down the enpty boul evard.
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I NT. CAR

Jam e jabbers away, while the girl sits in the passenger seat
noddi ng off to The Bangles "Hero Takes A Fall."

JAM E
| usually hate skinny chicks but
you |l ook hot. What I'mtrying to
tell youis that | aminto you
anyway. Hey-what do you call an
Et hi opi an wearing a turban?
(a beat)

QT Tip. That really cracks ne up.
Even you nust admt it's riotous.

G RL (vaguely)
Doesn't M chael Jackson |ive around
here?

JAM E
Yep. He's a buddy.

G RL (spacey)
I"mreally inpressed.

JAM E
I only went to one party after the
Victory tour but it was really
shitty. | hate hanging out with
ni ggers anyway. | have a problem

G RL
That's not exactly the nicest thing
you coul d say.

JAM E (groans)
Oh, nmellowout. | said | have a
probl em

EXT. JAME S HOUSE - N GHT

Jam e's Porsche dives into the garage.

I NT. JAM E' S BEDROOM

The candles are Iit and Jam e's fucking the girl hard. He

reaches over to the nightstand for the sickle and while
punping into the girl he lays it next to themon the bed.

And then, lifting the sickle, he nmakes a deep incision in her
neck. Jam e | ocks his nouth on it and drinks heavily. The
girl is laughing--out of it, eyes closed, her |egs w apped
around Jam e's ass.
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Suddenly, Jami e stops fucking the girl. He sits up and w pes
his nouth. He | ooks down at the girl: [aughing, oblivious,
st oned.

JAM E
What are you on?

He |lifts a candle up, inspecting her body. And then he finds
them -her track marks. She rolls around, lost in the dope,
bl ood pooling onto the Calvin Klein conforter.

Jam e bolts up. Standing over her body, in a blank nonotone,
he whi spers to hinself.

JAM E
You' re uncl ean. .

Jam e suddenly runs, doubl ed-over, to the bathroom where he
falls by the toilet and starts vomting. And then he
col l apses onto the tiled floor, panting, holding hinself,
whi spering an incantation that neans only sonething to him

He waits until his strength returns to stand. He staggers
back into the bedroom his nouth snmeared wi th bl ood.

He stands over the girl and watches as she slowy dies, too
weak to nove. She stares in horror at Jame as the life
literally drains out of her. And then it does.

EXT. BU LDI NG COVWPLEX, WLSH RE - DAY
Laura's Jaguar pulls into the building s underground |ot.
INT. DR NOVA' S OFFI CE

Dr. Nova is a young shrink in his early 30"s-hip and tan and
wearing an Armani sweater. The office: grey carpet, Patrick
Ni gel prints, Venetian blinds. Laura sits across fromhim

NOVA
...1t was out in the Colony. At the
house of the ex-wife of this rock
star-have you heard of Bryan Metro?
Anyway, she's a little crazy but-

LAURA
| need the Valiumand the Librium
refill ed.

NOVA (a beat)
Way do you think that?

LAURA
Don't ask nme why. Just do it.
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NOVA
Way shouldn't | ask you?

LAURA
Because | asked you not to? Because
| pay you $135 an hour?

NOVA (pauses)
How is the situation with WIIlianf

LAURA (hard)
The situation? He's noving back
in... But he's still seeing her..

NOVA (a beat)
And how do you feel about that?

LAURA
| feel that you should refill the
prescription.

NOVA
Laura... I"monly | ooking out for

your best interests.

LAURA (ruefully)
Oh, isn't everyone?

I NT. MAUNA KEA HOTEL SU TE - EVEN NG

Timstands in front of a mrror in the bathroom perfecting
his hair. Les peers in, wearing a linen suit and holding a
drink, watching as Timstudies hinself fromall angles.

LES (clearing throat)
We're gonna mi Sss our reservation.

TI'M
"Il be done in a sec... Is it okay
if I invited Rachel to dinner?

LES (pause)
Who' s Rachel ?

TIM
The girl | nmet on the beach today?

LES ('t hi nks)
|"ve already invited Patty and
Darl ene so the nore the merrier.

Timwhirls around with a "Don't fuck with nme" expression.
LES

Hey, it was a joke. Cal m down.
Fi ni sh your hair.
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Ti m wal ks out of the bathroom and across the grand suite into
a wal k-in closet. Les wanders the roomw th his drink.

LES
VWhere's she fronf

TIM(O.S.)
She goes to UC San Di ego.

LES
VWho is she here with?

TIM(Q S.)
Her parents.

LES (rmul l'ing)
Vll, won't they want to have
di nner with her?

TIM(OS.)
They're in Hilo for the night.

Timtakes two shirts back into the bathroom He puts one on
and i nspects hinself. Then he tries the other one.

LES
Do you like her?

TI'M (tonel ess; studying hinself)
No. | think she's a raging bitch.
That's why | invited her.

Les drains his drink and wal ks over to the m ni-bar.

LES
Tim | wanna ask you sonet hi ng and
I want you to tell ne the truth..
Are you gl ad you cane?

TIM (flat)
Sure. Wiy wouldn't | be?

LES
| thought maybe you didn't want to.

TIM (not even |istening)
Way woul d you think that?

Ti m deci des on the first shirt.
LES
Your nother said maybe you didn't
want to.

Timfreezes for a second and then buttons up the shirt.
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TIM
| never said that.

Timstudies hinself one last tine in the mirror and then
turns to face Les with a bl ank stare.

I NT. NINA METRO S MALI BU HOUSE - DUSK

The phone rings in the living roomof a |avish house. Through
the floor to ceiling windows | ooking out over the beach:
Martin and Nina playing with a little boy, Kenny (4).

Nina (30s)-a rock and roll survivor wife, hears the phone
ringing and jogs up the patio steps to answers it.

NINA (British accent)
Hel | 0?

BRYAN (O S.)
It's ne.

NI NA (a shocked beat)
How do you have this nunber?

BRYAN (a beat)
What ' s goi ng on? How are you?

Ni na | ooks back fearfully at her son and Martin through the
wi ndow. Martin sw nging Kenny up into the air.

BRYAN (Q. S.)
Hel | 0? Are you there?

NI NA (flinches)
It's funny, but you actually sound
i ke you care.

I NT. BRYAN S HOTEL SUI TE

Bryan sits by the wi ndow, cradling the phone as he chops
l[ines on a giant mrror with the hand that's not bandaged.

BRYAN
Maybe | do.

NINA (Q S.)
Maybe you don't. Look, how did you
get this nunmber?... Was it Roger?

BRYAN ( si ghs)
Let me just talk to Kenny.

I NT. NINA METRO S MALI BU HOUSE

Ni na | ooks out at her little boy. Martin has wal ked away and
is snobking a joint while staring out into the Pacific.
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NI NA
He can't right now He's on the
beach with a friend.

BRYAN (a beat)

Who?... Afriend of his or a friend
of yours?
Ni na reaches for a cigarette, lights it. She says not hing.
BRYAN

Well, that's just great. Let's get
this over with. Let me talk to ny
kid without freaking out, Nina.

NI NA
Look, sone other tine, Bryan. Okay?

BRYAN (Q. S.)
Il would like to talk to my son

NI NA
You don't even have visitation
rights, Bryan-

BRYAN (voice rising)
Put himon the phone, N na-

NI NA
Bryan, why are you naki ng nme say
this? He doesn't want to talk to
you. What do you want ne to-

BRYAN (over | appi ng)
Just tell whoever you're fucking to
bring ny kid in and put himon the
phone- -

I NT. BRYAN S HOTEL SUI TE

NINA (Q S.)
Okay, |I'mgoing to hang up now

BRYAN
Ni na, just because | don't have
visitation rights doesn't nean |
can't talk to nmy kid. Now, if you
want nme to have ny | awyers-

NINA (QS.)
FUCK YOUR LAWERS, BRYAN. JUST FUCK
THEM |' M HANG NG UP!

BRYAN ( pl eadi ng)
Ni na, Jesus, please, I'"'msorry, |-
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NI NA (breaki ng down)
Don't call here. I have no idea how
you got this nunber but don't ever
call here again.

(whi spers)
He's so afraid of you. You scare
him Bryan

BRYAN (suddenly furious)
And you don't you fuckin' Medusa?

Ni na hangs up. Bryan's bandaged hand is bl eedi ng again.
MONTAGE (BEG NS IN JAM E' S BEDROOM - NI GHT):

"Love My Way" by the Psychedelic Furs blares. Jame lifts
wei ghts and does "cl ap” push-ups wearing only briefs.

Jam e lies on a tanning bed.

Jam e, at a supermarket, sips a blood-red Snoothie as a
checkout girl rings up a cart filled with organic herbs.

Jam e whi ps through West L. A in his Porsche, passing strip
mal I s and nightclubs. Two blonds in a BMNpull up next to him
at a stoplight. He winks at them They laugh and flirt back.

Jam e stops at another light. Suddenly his wi ndshield is
tinted blue fromthe giant glowing | ower-case "t" that sits
atop the Thrifty Drugs sign. Jam e stares, nesnerized. The
"t" is a cross. The cross synbolizes sonething that causes
Jamie to flinch

Overcome by revul sion, Jam e floors the Porsche through the
light and swerves to avoid getting hit by oncomng traffic.

EXT. JACK' S HOUSE - NI GHT

Jack's car pulls up to the driveway. He gets out holding a
McDonal d's bag and wal ks hesitantly into his own house.

EXT. BACKYARD -- N GHT

Jack sits at a rusted patio table snoking a joint. Police
sirens, dogs barking, a helicopter. He closes his eyes and
t akes anot her toke. It's not doing anything.

I NT. JACK' S HOUSE

Jack wal ks to the bathroom door. Silence: and then a sudden
t hunpi ng noi se. The ki d kicking against the bathtub.

Jack nmoves away and drifts into his bedroom Only one |ight
isonandit's dim Mry, strung-out, lies on his bed, in
panties and a white T-shirt. Jack stares at her: she's sexy.
But there's Peter to contend with. So: he backs away.
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MARY
Hey, Jackson. You got any nore pot?

He starts to wal ks out but turns when Mary calls his nane.

MARY (softly)
Hey...don't go...stay...why don't
you stay... Peter's gone...

JACK
Where...did he go?

MARY
He...had to neet with these
people...they can...only neet at
night... So...why don't you...keep
me conpany. . .

JACK
| have to be at work soon

MARY
But...you just cane hone...

JACK
| was driving around all day. I
didn't want to come back here. And
| don't want to be with you now.

MARY
Way. .. not?

JACK (a beat)
Do you want to know what |'m
t hi nki ng? 1" mthinking any girl who
hangs out with Peter is fucked-up.
How di d you get so fucked-up, Mary?

MARY (a beat; sniles)
I know what el se you're thinking...

Her hand noves down to the wai stband of her panties.

JACK (swal | ows)
What ? Tel |l ne.

MARY
You' re thinking about ne... And
you're thinking Peter's gone
out...why not stick around and see
what happens. ..

JACK (gul ps)
| don't want to see that...
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Mary lies there, drugged, touching herself. Jack's breathing
hard, staring at her. He's drawn to the mattress.

JACK
Wiere did you neet hinf

MARY (like a child)
In the desert... Peter did sone bad
stuff out in the desert...

JACK (al nost awed)
Yeah? Li ke what ?

MARY
W net the Indian in Carson... And
he turned us on to sone real heavy
shit...so we hung out with him and

he was real nice and peaceful...and
one norning when Peter left...our
room..to get sone --1 don't know

cigarettes?-the Indian came in
and...and...and we fool ed
around. ..and he was nice...

Jack puts his hand on Mary's thigh. He slowy noves the hand
toward her panties.

MARY
And then Peter cane back... And do
you wanna know what he did?..
(giggl es)
Quess.

JACK (a whi sper)
I don't want to guess that.

MARY

He took the Indian to the desert...
JACK

But you...were already in the

desert...
Jack's other hand is massagi ng one of Mary's breasts.

MARY
But we went...deeper...farther than
we had ever been..

She starts npani ng softly.

JACK
What happened out there?

MARY
He...he shot himin the eye...
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Peter's hand stops noving. Mary is now a child, |ooking at
Peter with wi de eyes, nodding.

MARY
And. .. his head opened up...like a
giant red flower...

Jack moves his hands away from Mary.

MARY
And then he took...he took the
Indian's...jeans...he took them
of f...and Peter pulled out
a...knife and..

Jack st ands.

MARY
...and he cut it...he cut it
off...right there in front of
ne...and there was a fountain in
t he sand...and when he brought it
to nme...he asked in the sweetest
voice |'ve ever heard..."ls this
what you wanted...?"

Jack stands in the doorway. Mary's face is wet with tears.
EXT. MARTIN S APARTMENT - DUSK

A nodern buil ding near the UCLA canpus.

I NT. MARTIN S APARTNMENT, BEDROOM

MIV: Prince is the only color in the grey-on-grey bedroom
Laura |ies under the covers. Martin |lies next to her, naked,
doing leg-lifts, a cigarette clenched in his teeth. He stops,

then rubs Laura's flawl ess | egs. He straddl es her, grow ing.
Laura takes the cigarette fromhimand drags off it.

LAURA
Were you at the beach yesterday?

MARTI N (nuzzling)
No. Why? Thought you saw ne there?

LAURA ('t hi nki ng)
I called one of your nunbers. A
girl answered. She said you were in
Mal i bu.

MARTI N (the brush off)
I"mthe tannest one in ny famly...
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Martin takes her hand and guides it to his dick. Laura
renoves her hand and traces Martin's stomach and chest and
t hen touches his lips. He sucks on a finger. She pulls away.

LAURA
I wonder what your parents woul d
think if they knew a friend of
theirs was sleeping with their son.

MARTI N (faltering)
You're not friends with ny parents.

Martin tries kissing Laura. But she pushes himoff.

LAURA
I think twi ce was enough.
(a beat)

And | don't feel confortable here.

MARTI N
Wll, Big Bad WIIliam noved back

in. Sooo. Unless you wanna shel
out for a roomat The Bel Air..

Martin lays there, absently touching hinself. Finally he
heaves hinself off the bed and pulls on his underwear.

LAURA
Were are you goi ng?

MARTI N
| have a class at six.

LAURA
One you actually go to?

Martin zips up faded jeans, throws on a Polo shirt. Laura
reaches into a Qucci purse. She pulls out a brush and strokes
her hair. Martin sits next to her with a boyish smle.

MARTI N
Baby, could | please borrow sixty
bucks? | gotta pay this guy for
these Billy ldol tickets and |
forgot to go to the Instateller and

it's just really a hassle..

Laura stops brushing her hair and stares at Martin as if
she's renmenbering sonet hi ng.

MARTI N
VWhat?...VWhat is it?

LAURA (shakes it off)
Never m nd. Just sonething ny
daught er sai d about you.
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MARTI N
She's not ny biggest fan.

Laura reaches into the purse and hands Martin the cash.

MARTI N (ki sses her)
Thanks baby. [1'Il pay you back.

He bounds out of the room

LAURA (calls out)
Don't call ne baby.

Laura waits for the sound of a door slanmm ng shut.
EXT. MAUNA KEA, DI NI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Rachel stands, her back to us, |ooking out over the darkened
Pacific and a beach dotted with tiki-torches.

TIM(O.S.)
Rachel ?

Rachel turns around. Her hair is pulled back-a purple flower
init, her tan dark, a perfect white smle. Les breathes in.

RACHEL
H, Tim

TIM (reluctantly)
Rachel, this is ny dad, Les Price.

RACHEL (hol ds out hand)
H, M. Price.

LES
Hel | o, Rachel .

Les takes her hand, then tentatively lets go of it.

RACHEL
You both | ook nice.

TIM
You | ook great.

LES
Yes. You do.

Tim gl ances at Les, then at Rachel. H's shy smle fades.

RACHEL
Thanks, M. Price.
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EXT. DI NI NG ROOM - N GHT

At a candlelit table, Timand Les and Rachel are in the
m ddl e of dinner. Les is drunk. Things have unravell ed.

RACHEL

So what did you do after the beach?
LES

Vll, | watched Timperfect his

hair for two hours and choose what

shirt he was gonna wear. ..
(reaches over)

What is that stuff anyway...

TIM (| eans away)
It's just gel for your hair. And it
wasn't two hours.

Tim | ooks at Rachel in nock-exasperation. Rachel sml es.

RACHEL
So, what do you do M. Price?

LES (| eaning in)
You' ve been calling ne that al
night. Call me Les.

RACHEL
kay, what do you do, Les?

LES
Timdidn't tell you? I"'ma rea
estate investnent analyst. It's
| ess interesting than it sounds.
And, may | ask, what do you do?

RACHEL
I'ma student.

LES
O what ?

Only Les can make this sound like a | ewd cone-on.

RACHEL
Cceanography. | go to UCSD

LES (drunk)
Thass interesting.

Rachel notices Tim|looking at his father and perceives that
she needs to nove the conversation in another direction.
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RACHEL
Di d anybody see that Robert Waters
is here?

TIM (staring at her)
Who' s that?

LES
Come on, Tim Robert Waters. He
stars on "Flight Patrol."” It's a
tel evision show... On television.

TIM

| guess | don't watch enough TV.

LES (snorts)
Yeah, right.

RACHEL (to Tim
You really don't know who Robert
Waters is?

TIM (on edge)
No, | don't. But you do, right?

RACHEL
I met himat Reagan's inauguration.
God, | thought everybody knew who
Robert Waters is.

TIM(irritated)
| don't. Why do you guys care?

RACHEL
Vell, it's alittle weird...

TI'M (col dness evapor at es)
Wy ?

LES
He's here with three guys. The very
macho star of "Flight Patrol"-
that's a very popular TV show, by
the way, bud-is here with three
guys. Get it?

T M
So?

RACHEL (surprised)
So?

LES
One of themtried to pick up Tim
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TIM
Me? When?

RACHEL
At the bar. Today. On the beach.

TI M
H n? That guy?

LES
Yeah. That guy.

TIM
He was nice... a nice guy. So what?

LES (i nsinuating)
I"'msure he was really nice.

RACHEL (grins)
Real ni ce.

Ti m | ooks at Rachel -and then, sharply-at Les. He realizes
sonmet hing and rel axes. He lights a cigarette with a candle.

TI'M
I guess you two woul d notice.

LES (pats Rachel's arn
| guess we woul d.

RACHEL (pulling away)
Come on, Tim They like you. You're
probably the youngest guy here.

TI'M (deep drag)
I haven't noticed how many "young
guys" aren't here. Sorry.

RACHEL (concer ned)
You snoke?

LES
| told you, Tim

Tim shocked, | ooks at Rachel, then at Les.

T M
VWhat ?

RACHEL
It's bad for you.

LES
He knows. | told himlast night.
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TIM (gl ari ng)
No. You told ne not to snoke
because we're in Hawaii. Not
because it's bad for ne.

LES
Wll, it's bad for you and | find
it offensive.

TI M
I"mnot blowing it in your face. Am
| really bothering you? I nean,
Jeez, we're outside. W' re outside.

RACHEL (softly)
You just shouldn't snoke, Tim

TI'M (st ands)
Vell, I'"mgoing sonewhere else to
finish this cigarette since you two
don't like it... Are the odds
pretty good tonight, Dad?

RACHEL
Tim don't go. Just sit down. It's
okay.

LES (hard)
No. Let him go.

Ti m wal ks away. Rachel turns in her chair.

RACHEL
Tin? On Cod. ..

Ti m has di sappeared into the darkness. Les doesn't speak.

RACHEL (st andi ng)
Good night, Les. Thanks for dinner.

LES
Where are you going? W're not done
yet. Have anot her dri nk.

RACHEL
Please tell TimIl'msorry.

As she wal ks away, Les reaches out and grabs her arm

LES
Rachel . ..

She pulls her armfrom Les's grasp.

RACHEL
"Il see you guys tonorrow.
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LES
Rachel . ..

She wal ks out of the dining room A waiter brings a check.
I NT. HOTEL BAR - NI GHT

Roger and Bryan sit at a private table in the corner of the
enpty bar. At the entrance the roadies and security guards
stand wat ch. Bryan swi gs Jack and picks at his bandaged hand.

BRYAN
Wiy do | have to neet thenf

ROGER
Because they opened for you the
| ast five nights and you' ve refused
to be available for one neasly
cocktail. They feel a little shut
out. Stop picking at that. Wat are
you doi ng? Are you on coke?

BRYAN
G anms and grans and grans of it. If
you knew how nmuch you woul d choke.

ROGER ( si ghs)
| suppose that's better than the
angel dust routine from'81l. Wasn't
t hat when you tried to set your ex-
wife on fire with a Tiki torch?

BRYAN (sul | en)
I was married to her then.

ROGER
| suppose it was a good thing that
Ni na had the sense to hurl herself
into the ocean. Considering how
smart she was when you first net |
was gl ad her reflexes had inproved.
(lights cigarettes)

Christ, | can't believe she got
custody... But then | hate to think
what woul d' ve happened to that kid
if it was given to you...The Alien
woul d have nade a better parent.

BRYAN
I"mgetting up and | eavi ng.
ROGER
They' || be here any mnute. They're

shooting the cover of the new
Rol I i ng St one.
(a beat)
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Oh. | forg£¥¥I$X§XHSEJW read t hat

publ i cati on.

BRYAN
Not after that shit they pulled
with Ed's death.

ROGER
Li sten: they have a very hot al bum
and it would be a favor to ne if
you were cordial and cool to them

BRYAN
Way the fuck do | have to be cool ?
They're terrible. They're a
terrible, shitty band. Wiy do |
have to be cool to these fuckheads?

ROGER
Because they are going to be huge
and I amgoing to sign them and
they are going to be opening for
you t hroughout Europe. That is the
plan. Help facilitate it.

BRYAN
I don't think I'm capabl e of
Europe, Roger. I'ma weck. | think

the tour is over after this-

ROGER
That's what you al ways say and-oh
shit, here cone the little
bastards. Just be cool.

BRYAN
Jesus fucking Christ. | am cool.

ROGER
Just keep telling yourself that and
roll your sleeves down.

Bryan rolls them down as Leon and Spaz from The English
Prices walk in followed by two underage Mexican girls.

Leon holds out a hand with a spi ked bracel et wapped around
his wist. Bryan shakes it, smling wanly. They sit.

LEON
Man, it's so cool you took sone
time out to finally say hi. W' ve
been fans for, like, forever.

SPAZ
Yeah, since like fifth grade.



ROGER (suddenl y)
VWhere's Rocko?

LEON (tappi ng nose)
Rocko has "nono".

ROGER
I'"l'l have to send hi msone fl owers.

LEON (to Bryan)

Rocko is the drumer... But we may
have to get a machine... He's from
Anahei m

BRYAN (st uck)
OCh...that's, um..nice..

ROGER
Does anybody want any sushi ?
LEON
No, I"ma vegetarian. | already had
a big dinner of SpaghettiO s.
ROGER
H p.
LEON (to Bryan)
Anyway, man, like it was such an
honor to open for you this week
because, well, the band's records-

just blew ne away when I was a kid
and you really influenced our
songwiting and shit.

Bryan keeps smling wanly and nods. No other reaction.
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Leon

stares and then turns to Roger, who pours Bryan a gl ass of

the Jack and hands it to him Bryan drains it.

LEON (to Roger)
He's, umpretty, uh, subdued, huh?

ROGER
We call him in-fact, The Sub Dude.

LEON (apprehensi ve)
That's...cool ..

ROGER (gesturing at the girls)

So, who are your friends?

LEON
Oh, man, these girls are so
bitchin. They can't understand one
word of English but they fuck Iike
l[ittle junpi ng beans.
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SPAZ (1 aughing, turning to the girls)
Can't you? You a good fuck, you
little Aveira street bitch?

Spaz has a sincere expression on his face, nodding. The girl
| ooks at the expression, takes in the nod, and snl|es back a
worried, innocent smle and nods, too. Everyone | aughs.

LEON (nods; smiles)
You give real good head, right? You
like it when | slap your taco-
eating face with ny fat |eathery
cock you spic bitch?

The girl nods, smling, and | ooks at her friend. The band

| aughs and hi gh-fives. Roger |aughs. The Mexican girls |augh.
Bryan smles but the smle fades as he stares at Leon. Leon
notices. Bryan keeps staring. Leon |eans forward.

LEON
What is it, man?

BRYAN
l... | see nyself in you... | see
you...in ne...

LEON (i npressed)
Whoa. . . yeah?..

BRYAN
You'll be there...in another ten
nont hs. . .

EXT. CARNEYS, SUNSET - DUSK

Graham and Martin sit outdoors inspecting the cover of People
magazi ne whi ch di splays a pretty, young actress.

GRAHAM
I can't believe you fucked her.

MARTI N
Way's that so hard to believe?

GRAHAM (consi ders)
| guess you fuck anything, right?

MARTI N (wi t hout | ooking up)
I did you, dude.

Graham sighs. Martin opens the nmagazi ne, studies nore photos.
GRAHAM

So... you're not staying at
Christie' s anynore?



MARTI N
| needed to finish that video, man.
But it ended the night you stopped
by and no one's called. They
probably hired someone el se. |
mean, it sucks. W've known Leon
for a long tinme and now t hat
they're on the cover of Rolling
Stone-1"moutta the picture?

GRAHAM
Wiy do you shoot those things
anyway? It's |ane.

MARTI N
It's supposed to be a career... You
know, Graham not everyone has a
ri ch daddy and not everyone can
afford to deal drugs "for fun."

GRAHAM
Your parents are | oaded.

MARTI N
Loaded is a relative term dude.
(cl oses nmgazi ne)
My parents aren't exactly ny
bi ggest fans.

GRAHAM ( si ghs)
Look: are you at Christie's or are
you somewhere el se?

MARTI N

| always felt that you...weren't
into it as nuch as Christie and I
were, y'know the whole thing...
That you had, well, let's just
say...reservations about certain
aspects of the...whole set-up..
So, no, I'mno |longer there.
Anyway, the place is enpty now.

GRAHAM
What do you nean-it's enpty?
Where's Christie?

MARTI N
She noved in with ne and Ni na.

GRAHAM
Nina Metro? Qut in the Col ony?

MARTI N
Yeah. | thought she told you...

94.
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GRAHAM
No, | haven't been able to get in
touch with her

MARTI N
She hasn't been feeling well. She

has these night sweats and swol | en
glands and this weird rash that
comes and goes and these little
purple bruises... She's also
dropped a helluva | otta weight. Too
much, if you ask ne.

GRAHAM

Wait, she's sick? | just saw her a
coupl e of days ago. ..

MARTI N

| don't know what's going on with
her. She wanted to get out of the
apartnment and hang at the beach.

Said she woul d feel better there.

Graham pushes his plate away. He | ooks down.

Martin..
Christie-

GRAHAM

.did you guys-you and

ever fool around when |

wasn't there?

Martin, shocked, stares at Grahamuntil he realizes.

Ch nman,

MARTI N

no... | wouldn't do that to

you... Wait a mnute... Ch Cod...

VWhat ?

GRAHAM

MARTIN (in awe)

You really like her, don't you?..
It's not just a thing for you...
You really |ike her.

GRAHAM (final I y)

I want to... | want to...a |ot.

EXT. MJULHOLLAND DRI VE - DUSK

Jam e pulls his Porsche up to Mranda's house: an inposing
Spani sh-style colonial at the top of a long, gated driveway.

I NT. M RANDA' S HOUSE

Jam e lets hinself
out of the fridge.

in through the kitchen and pulls a Corona
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He notices two hacksaws in a sink filled with pink water. On
the counter: a pile of nen's Calvin Kl ein jockeys stained
with bl ood.

I NT. DI NI NG ROOM

M randa's inspecting a | avishly decorated dining tabl e-china,
crystal, gold. And the table's odd centerpiece: a |large

por cel ai n basi n.

Jam e wal ks up behind Mranda, grabs her by the shoul ders.
They ki ss each other deeply, and then they back away.

M RANDA
Hey, Jam e.

JAM E
Hey, beautiful. So-what's on for
t oni ght ?

M RANDA

As we speak Dirk is at "The
Butcher's" picking it up at sone
place out in the Valley... It's a
surprise so don't ask ne anyt hing.

JAM E
Excellent. Totally excellent. I'm
psyched.

Jam e sips the Corona while Mranda |ights candl es.

JAM E
Hey-what's brown and full of
cobwebs? Et hiopian's asshole. OCh
hel |, that's funny.

M RANDA ( nmur nur s)
That's cute. Do you nmake those
little jokes up all by yourself?

JAM E
Y' know, M randa, you told ME that
was being bad. What's going on with
the Calvin Kl ein jockeys out there?
| mean, there's a hacksaw in the
si nk.

M RANDA
That was Andre's night, not mne.

JAM E
Oh. VWhere is Andre?
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M RANDA
Andre has a hangover from | ast
ni ght but he's definitely going to
stop by.

Jam e suddenly hears sonething and whirls around.

JAM E
VWhat is that?

M RANDA (busyi ng hersel f)
What ' s what ?

JAM E
In there...

Jam e noves towards a door adjacent to the dining table. He
turns the handl e and pushes it open. Inside: A bed. Agirl-
16, 17. Blond, naked, conatose, chai ned.

Jam e noves toward the girl as if in a trance. Mranda
abruptly shuts the door.

M RANDA
No. Dirk will be back soon. Just
hol d on.

I NT. JACK' S HOUSE - NI GHT

Jack is passed-out on the couch, an enpty bottle of tequila
by his side. Heavy banging on the front door startles him out
of sleep. He sits up, |ooks around for Peter or Mary. And
then his stare turns to the bathroom door. He opens it.

The kid is still there-passed out, shivering. Jack slans the
door, panicked. The bangi ng continues. He walks to the front
door, w de-awake. He | ooks cautiously through the peephole.

He's relieved. It's just a cute blond guy-tan with nmuscles in
shorts. He nmust have the wong house. Jack opens the door.

JACK
Yeah?

Dl RK
H, I'"'mDirk. Wwo are you?

JACK
Nobody. What do you want ?

Dl RK
I"m | ooking for sonmeone. | have
sonething to pick up here.

Jack stares at this kid, unconprehending. And then he
realizes with horror who this is.
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JACK
Soneone's not here..

Jack closes the door. Dirk stops it with his Topsider.

DI RK
Dude. A deal was nade. |'mhere to
pi ck up what is ours. Now, | don't
know who you are but there is
sonet hing here that | now own.

JACK
| want you to go away, okay? |
don't want any troubl e-

Dirk pushes the door open and wal ks into the filthy house.

JACK
What the fuck do you want?

DI RK
Where's The Butcher? |I' m | ooki ng
for The Butcher... His nane is al so
Pet er.

JACK

I don't know... Maybe you' ve got
t he wong house.

D RK
No. This is the right place.

Dirk wal ks around, pokes his head into the bedroom Jack
wat ches as he passes the bat hroom door.

D RK
What the fuck are you | ooking at?

JACK
Peter's not here. | don't know
anyt hi ng about what you're talking
about... I'm.. |I'mjust
really...tired, man..

DI RK
This is very inportant. So think
carefully before you answer: tel
me where the fuck Peter is.

JACK (pl eadi ng)
| can't tell you that because |
don't know.
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DI RK
This isn't funny. It's very sinple.
Peter was paid. W want what we
paid for. Now where is it?

JACK
| swear to God | don't know.
DI RK
Wl l, you better find out. You know
why?
JACK
| don't know why...no... | nean...
Suddenly Dirk grabs Jack by the collar and sl ans hi m agai nst
a wall. Dirk opens his mouth and scans Jack's face with it.
Jack presses against the wall, shuddering.
DI RK

You better find out because he wll
be in a very dark place if we
becone di sappoi nted. And we are
becom ng extrenely di sappoi nted.

Dirk pushes Jack away. Jack cowers by the wall, stammering.
JACK (trying to keep it together)
| promise... | promse I'll tel
him..you stopped by...but | don't
know when he'll be back...and-

DI RK (casual)
It's a sinple nessage. Wen
return if Peter does not have what
we want-what is ours- you are al
vapor. And it won't be quick and
painless. It will take hours and by
the end your walls will be very
red.

Dirk wal ks out. Jack, shattered, closes the door. Sil ence.
And then from the bathroom thunping noises.

I NT. SLOAN HOUSE, BEDROOM - N GHT

Silently Wlliamand Laura dress for a party. They brush past
each other in the giant wal k-in closet.

In the enornous bathroom Laura sits in front of a nultitude
of mrrors and carefully applies nmake-up. WIIliam stands on
t he opposite side of the bathroom shaving.

Their backs are to each other but they can see their faces in
the mrror's reflection. They keep stealing gl ances.
Suddenly, WIIliamrenmenbers sonething.
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W LLI AM
Oh, Christ. | need a shot. Do you
have any syringes? | can't seemto
find them..with the nove and all

LAURA (opens drawer)
Yes. There are sone still here.

He unzi ps his slacks and noves over to where Laura sits.

takes out a bottle of insulin and fills the plastic syringe,

tappi ng out air bubbles. WIIliam exposes his thigh. Laura

sticks the needl e through his skin and depresses the syringe.

The camera pulls back: witnessing a ritual that has been
perfornmed many tines.

LAURA
| saw her at the restaurant the
other night. | saw her.

Wl liamnoves away. He puts his pants back on.

W LLI AM
You saw who?
LAURA
DON' T MAKE ME SAY HER FUCKI NG NAME!
W LLI AM
| don't know what you're talking
about .
LAURA
Oh just get dressed. I'mnot going
to have this conversation if you're
going to lie to ne. I"'msick of it.
If you want to talk, tell me the
truth.
W LLI AM
I want to talk. I want to talk.

Laura pushes herself away fromthe dresser in frustration

LAURA
At di nner the other night when you
came back and sat down and
menti oned the Brodkey party, | knew
why you wanted to go. Do you think
I"man idiot?

W LLI AM
No, of course | don't.
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LAURA
What | can't understand is, if you
still have feelings for her, why

are you here? Wiy are you back in
t his house?

respond.

LAURA
Are you so selfish that you
expected nme to stay here with you
whil e you fucked her? Do you really
not care about anyone but yourself?
| mean really, WIlliam did you
ever care about ne? Did you ever
care about your children?

W LLI AM
You nmean our chil dren.

LAURA
Oh, our children. Don't be boring.
You did this for our children? For
G ahan? Grahamis in college. G aham
deal s drugs. He thinks you're a
j oke. And Susan | oat hes you, you
must know that. Just be honest.
Just be honest with ne for one
nonent in your goddamed life. D d
you ever |ove nme?

WLLIAM (a great effort)
| don't know. | thought I
did...once.

LAURA
Was it because you were too afraid
to be alone? O was it because you
knew you woul d have to give ne
fifty percent of everything you
think you own? Is that it?

W LLI AM
No. . .

LAURA (sighs)
"Il come with you to the party.
"1l make an appearance. W'll have
a fewdrinks. W'll tell everyone

that everything's fine. And then
when we get back hone, you can pack
your things and | eave. So, yes,
we'll go to the Brodkey's party.

W LLI AM
Way woul d you do that?

101.
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LAURA
| want to see her.

EXT. SUNSET - N GHT
Laura's Jaguar drives past Westwood.
I NT. JAGUAR

WIlliamdrives. Laura sits in the passenger seat. Neither of
t hem speaks. Both of themstare intently out the w ndshield.

EXT. BEL AIR MANSION - N GHT

The same house we saw in the opening but with an ol der crowd.
The Jaguar pulls up to a valet stand. WIIliamand Laura step
out and wal k up the stairs that Graham and Bruce tunbl ed down
and which lead into the massive house.

EXT. BACKYARD - NI GHT

The massive pool is lit in the mddle of a vast green | awm. A
band plays standards. Striped tents billow in the breeze.

Laura vacantly scans the party as she stands with Wlliamin
a small group, sipping a glass of white wine. Laura nods and
sm | es at soneone passing. She returns her gaze to WIlliam
and before slipping into her own dreany worl d-she's jolted.

She hones in on Cheryl Laine who stands across the pool,
conferring with a group that includes her agent, Shel don.

Laura's reaction is a series of slow fade-out expressions:
anger norphs into sadness which norphs into resolve. And when
she | ooks back at WIlliamtenderness |laced with pity.

Wlliamreturns the stare. But he silently understands what
he's receiving fromher. Sonething passes between Laura and
Wl liam and | ands: acceptance.

W1 Iliam excuses hinself fromthe group |eaving Laura
stranded. Cheryl notices from across the pool and excuses
hersel f from Shel don

Laura stares at her drink and smles sadly to herself.

And then Laura turns away fromthe group and di sappears past
the crowds, past the tents, past the palmtrees into
dar kness.

I NT. HALLWAY, MAUNA KEA - N GHT

Les unl ocks the door to the suite and stunbles in. Only one
lanp is on. Timsits on the bal cony stoned, staring into
darkness, the curtains billowing into the room Wves
crashing al ong the beach nmake the only sound.
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LES
Ti nf?

TIM (doesn't turn around)
What ?

LES (noves cl oser)
Tim..what's wong? Wat happened?

TI M
Not hi ng.

LES
Do...you wanna talk...?

Timtakes a toke and then stubs the joint out. He stands.

TI'M
Did you ask ne if | wanted to tal k?
LES
Vel |, yeah...
TI'M
About what ?
LES

You tell ne...

TIM (finally turns)
There's nothing to talk about...

Red-eyed, Timstares at his father with hel pl ess di sgust.

LES (graspi ng)
Pl ease, Tim..cone on-

TIM (whirls)
What ? There is nothing to TALK
about .

LES (ranbling)
Gve ne a chance... Don't ruin ny
chances. .

Les reaches out to Tim Ti mpushes Les away.

TIM (angrily)
You don't have any chances left to
ruin, dude.

LES
Tim cone on, you don't nean that.
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TI'M
There's nothing. Just forget about
it. I'mtelling you it'll be easier

that way. Just accept it. There's
nothing I can tell you, dad, and
there's nothing that you can tel

me that will make any difference.

Les slunps against a wall. Timslans the bathroom door.

I NT. STADI UM DRESSI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Bryan sits inpatiently in a nake-up chair. Roger paces behind
him snoking a cigarette, holding a wal ki e-tal ki e.

BRYAN
Wiere's Reggie? | don't feel too
good.

ROGER (hol ds up wal ki e-tal ki e)
He just passed Security.

BRYAN
| swear to God, |I'mnot going out
there if Reggi e doesn't cone.

ROGER
What happened to that distinctly
upbeat air you had earlier tonight?

A knock. Roger strolls over and answers the door. A roadie
| eans in and hands hi m sonet hing. Bryan's already w apped a
rubber tube around his bicep. Roger drops the skag in front
of Bryan who greedily opens it and starts cooking it up.
Roger wat ches di spassi onately.

ROGER
So. You beat up that nice girl from
Kansas the ot her night. Taking out
all your hostile feelings about
Ni na on a teenager who probably
wal ked across a world of garbage
just to touch your face? She's
threatening to hire some scunbag
| awyer if-

BRYAN
Fuck, Roger. Not now. I'Il fucking
do it again if you don't shut up-

ROGER
Don't talk that way to ne-

BRYAN
Hey, |I'm Bryan Metro, |I'm
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The heroin hits himin md sentence and he slunps back into

his chair,

rel axed and dreany. Roger |oons over him

ROGER
I know who you are. You're the sane
tired, fucked-up asshol e who went
to town on those girls in Mssouri
with a carving knife. We're stil
payi ng those girls off. Do you
remenber M ssouri, Bryan? What went
down there? Do you renmenber the one
you al nost killed? She was in a
wheel chair for a year. Does any of
this jog your menory?

BRYAN ( spaced)
You' re getting heavy, man... |
t hi nk you' ve gotta | eave ne al one,
now. But...but |I've gotta tell you
sonething first-

ROGER
What ? You' re announci ng your
retirement? You' re going to sell-
out big tine?

Bryan dutifully cleans his works while licking his |ips.

After he shuts his case, he sits back in the chair and stares

at his reflection in a Wayfarer |ens.

Suddenly the wal ki e-tal ki e bl ares.

BRYAN

| hate L. A
ROGER

You say that about everywhere.
BRYAN

No. This is different, Roger. I'm

telling you- it's different.

ROGER
But you always tell nme every place
is different. And it never is.
You' || be saying this in every
city, in every country, on every
tour that you do...

BRYAN
There isn't going to be another
tour. ..

Roger gets it and confirmnms sonethi ng back.

It's indecipherabl e but
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ROGER
Focus, focus, focus, for Christ's
sake. Stop dream ng and focus.

BRYAN
Adj ust ny dreans for ne... | need
sonmeone to adjust ny dreamnms for ne.

Roger hel ps Bryan up.

ROGER
That's a good lyric. You should
wite it down.

BRYAN
It wasn't a song.

In the hallway, Bryan maintains his balance. Arnmed by Roger
and security guards and the rest of the band, Bryan | eads
themtoward the crowd chanting "BRY-AN BRY- AN BRY- AN' and
Bryan starts wal king with nore purpose, getting jazzed, and
then it's tine to face his audience.

I NT. PHASES - NI GHT

One of Bryan Metro's songs plays across the thunping club.
Jam e's standing at the bar with Brooke-very young, bl ond
hair. They | augh and down dri nks.

EXT. VENTURA BOULEVARD - NI GHT
The anthracite Porsche races through green |ights.
I NT. PORSCHE - N GHT

Greg Kihn's "The Break-Up Song" is on the radio. Jam e speeds
mani acal | y. Brooke runmages through her vintage purse.

JAM E
| was a little bunmed tonight.

BROOKE (uni nt er est ed)
Oh. Wy?

JAM E
| went to a dinner party. It broke
up. People got angry.

BROOKE ( di si nterested)
Way? What happened?

JAM E
The food never showed up.
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BROOKE (suddenly pays attention)
Vell... was it invited? Did it need
aride? | don't get it.

JAM E
Yeah, we got ripped off. But
someone' s gonna take care of the
peopl e who ripped off our food.
Very shortly | would imagi ne. But
hey-you' re cheering nme up.

Jami e lights a cigarette, rocking out to Geg Kihn. Brooke is
still runmmagi ng through her purse.

JAM E
Hey- how many Et hi opi ans can you get
into a Vol kswagen?

BROOKE (still runmmagi ng)
"Al'l of them"

Suddenly Jami e slans on the brakes and the car screeches to a
halt. Jam e breathes in deeply, trying to cal m down. Brooke
gives hima | ook and then returns to her purse.

JAM E
Ckay. How many Et hi opi ans can you
get into a Vol kswagen?

BROCKE
| told you. "All of them" |'ve
heard it before. Were are we? \Wat
are we doing? Are we going to your
pl ace to do coke or not? Wat is
this? W're parked in front of a
fucking "Ralph's." Let's go.

Jam e | eans back, taking her in. Could she be the one? Brooke
finds what she was | ooking for: a joint. She lights it.

JAM E
How ol d are you?
BROCKE
Ei ght een.
JAM E
No. Really. Cone on. It's just the
two of us. We're alone. I'"mnot a

cop. Tell the truth. You won't get
introuble if you tell the truth.

BROOKE (f ake-scared)
Oh no-will | get in trouble if I
[ie? Who am | gonna get in trouble
with. You? Ha ha ha ha.
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Jam e just stares at her as she inhales deeply on the joint.

JAM E
W' re not goi ng anywhere until you
tell nme the truth.

BROOKE (as if it matters)
Oh god. I'mfourteen. I'mfourteen.
Can you deal with that?

JAM E (awed)
No way.

BROCKE
Yes way. |'mfourteen. | was bat-
m tzvah-ed at The Beverly Hills
Hotel and it was hell and 1'll be

fifteen in Cctober.

JAM E
How did you get into the club?

She reaches into her purse to show himher fake |.D.

JAM E
How do | know you're not j ust
t easi ng nme?

BROCKE
Look real close. Yeah, | was born
twenty years ago in 1964. Unh-huh.
Right. No, I'mfourteen.

Jamie |looks at it, then hands it back. He smles to hinself
and resunes driving toward his house in Encino.

JAM E
Al of them Wew.

BROCKE
Wiere's that gramyou were
prom sing nme?

JAM E
It's at ny place.
BROOKE
Vll, hurry up. I'mlike totally

j onesi ng.

JAM E (in another place)
You' re doi ng sonething to ne.

EXT. JACK' S HOUSE - NI GHT

Jack's blue van parks at the curb. Peter and Mary step out.
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I NT. JACK S HOUSE
Jack paces. As soon as Peter wal ks in, Jack rushes over.

JACK
Someone cane by the house.

PETER (a beat)
Yeah? And?

JACK
Sonebody came by here to pick up
sonet hi ng.

PETER
Yeah... That's right...

JACK
Some fucking blond kid said he
want ed his fucking "package". .

PETER
Yeah...and did he take it?

Somet hing slowWy dawns on Peter and he wal ks to the bat hroom
and opens the door. He slans it shut and whirls around.

JACK
| told himwe didn't have it...

Mary lets out a nopan and covers her nouth with a hand.

PETER (cont ai ni ng hi nsel f)
And what did Dirk say?

JACK
You. . . know hi s nane?
PETER
What did Dirk TELL YOQU, Jack?
JACK
He told ne he would...they would be
com ng back here... He was upset...
PETER
So this is why he's-
poi nt s)
still here? Because you told

soneone who is quite possibly the
nost fucked-up dude EVER that what
he and a group of freaks paid for
| SN T HERE?
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JACK (loses it)
You were fucking serious? W in
the fuck are these peopl e?!?

Mary runs into the bedroom and col | apses on the mattress.

PETER (cal m but shaky)
I think it would be in our best
interests if we left imediately.

JACK
And go where? And go fucking where?

MARY (crying, frommattress)
| told you. | told you. | told you
we shoul dn't have gone to them

PETER (screans)

SHUT UP

MARY
They're gonna kill us, they're
gonna kill us all-

Peter wal ks quickly to a wi ndow and | ooks out in al
directions and then-oddly- UP into the night sky. Peter,
trying not to panic, turns back to a dazed Jack.

PETER
Okay. Get whatever you have to.
We're getting out of here. Now.

JACK
This is not nmy problem | didn't-

PETER (grabs Jack)
You don't know what these things
are capable of. You don't have a
clue. They're |like sonething out of
a fucking nightmare. So get your
fucking shit together and let's go.

Peter renoves a swi tchblade fromhis pocket and snaps it
open.

JACK
Wai t-what are you doi ng?

PETER
If we | eave the kid, somebody'l]|
find himand he' Il talk.

JACK (pl eadi ng)
Let himstarve. Just let him
starve. We'll be gone-
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PETER
No. He will talk. And believe ne-
this is a lot better way than if
t hose things get a hold of him

Jack doesn't npve.

Peter starts wal ki ng towards the bat hroom door. Jack wat ches,
| osing his m nd.

JACK
Peter. Wait. 1'll doit. I"lI
fucking do it.

Jack, acting tough, wal ks up to Peter and holds out his hand.

PETER (stops; turns)
Wy ?

JACK
Because...you' Il like it.

Peter considers. Finally he hands Jack the knife.

PETER
I"mgonna pull the van into the
driveway. Mary, get your stuff
ready. Now

Peter rushes out the front door. Jack stares at the bathroom
He wal ks toward it. Mary staggers towards Jack, struggling to
stop him Jack pushes her away.

Jack opens the bat hroom door and wal ks i nside. And then he
closes it.

EXT. CHERYL'S CONDO - NI GHT

Cheryl's Jaguar pulls up to the darkened house.

| NT. CONDO

Cheryl stands in the foyer. She flicks on a | anp and

i mMmedi ately spots the note. In childish handwiting: "I'M
SORRY THIS DIDN' T WORK QUT. LET'S STAY FRI ENDS. DANNY. "

Suddenly, fromthe darkness of the living room breathing.

W LLI AM
| read it, too.

Cheryl can make out Wlliamsitting in the darkness.
W LLI AM (funbl i ng)

I"'msorry we didn't get to talk at
the party but Laura saw you and...
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I realizedvgéﬁéfwﬂﬁajgﬁéw. What had

| been expecting? That getting back
together with her was going to be
nore conveni ent? But for who? |
don't want to live a fucking
convenient life. You were right. |
made the nove back to her because
of nmoney. It woul d have been easier
to just stick it out and so |
pretended it was for Susan and
Graham but- they're adults
and...they don't give a shit about
us...and Cheryl...we should have
stayed together. ..

CHERYL
No, we shouldn't have stayed
together. And, WIlliam you
shoul dn't be here.

W LLI AM
| was wong. | was wong about us.

CHERYL
Wlliam.. I"'mtired...just go...

W LLI AM
Don't...you still want ne?

Cheryl just stands there, in the light, holding the note from
Danny. WIliam holds up his own note, the crunpl ed piece of
paper Cheryl threw at his condo door.

W LLI AM
You don't have to answer that...
CHERYL
| told you how | felt and then you
nmoved back in with Laura... You

lied to ne for the entire year
That's why | never returned the
calls, that's why-

W LLI AM
| left her. Do you understand? It's
final.

Wl liamnoves out of the darkness towards Cheryl .

W LLI AM
Does the fact that | still want you
mean anything or. ..
(gestures at Danny's note)
...do you want soneone else?
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CHERYL
He was...just a kid. He was good to
have around... He clarified things
for me... made ne realize what ny
choices were... That | really
didn't have any...in the end...

Cheryl starts crying. WIIliam noves cl oser.

W LLI AM
Cone on, don't crack up. It's okay.

CHERYL (through tears)
How can you say that when
everything' s wecked?

Wlliamleans in and kisses her deeply. She pulls away but
finally gives in and she's the one kissing him They stop.

W LLI AM (gazing at her)
Let's go away.

CHERYL
What are you tal ki ng about ?

W LLI AM
Hey, let's go to Vegas... W'l
just be with each other and when we
come back, we'll start over

CHERYL (smling, hopeful)
What time is it?

W LLI AM
M dni ght .

CHERYL
But there aren't any flights.

Wlliamthinks about it and then sm es.

W LLI AM
Sure there are.

EXT. MAUNA KEA HOTEL GROUNDS - NI GHT

Les wal ks through the deserted grounds, heading toward the
sea, nursing a drink.

EXT. MAUNA KEA BOARDWALK - NI GHT

Les reaches the end of the boardwal k. Tiki torches |ight the
sand bel ow. He col |l apses onto a bench and | ooks down into the
sea. Two manta rays swmin circles, flapping their fins. He
stares, sipping his drink.
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Rachel

RACHEL (O S.)
Manta birostris, or manta ray.

steps out of the darkness.

RACHEL
They're rel atives of sharks. They
spend nost of their lives buried in
nmud. Because of their size they are
greatly feared

sits on the bench next to Les.

RACHEL
When they mate they | eave dark
green eggs, with little tendrils.
When they hatch, the enpty cases
drift to shore.

LES
Wiere did you learn al
that...useful infornmation?

RACHEL
I got an A in Cceanography at UCSD.

LES (sighs)
Well, that's inpressive... |
guess... You majored in
Cceanography...you ' re here at the
Mauna Kea with your parents...so
you' ve got noney-

RACHEL
Did you talk to Tinf

LES
Yeah. He's okay.

RACHEL
Don't you two get al ong?

LES
As well as npbst fathers and sons.

RACHEL (consi ders)
That's too bad, then..

LES (shrugs)
Do you think ny son is handsone?

RACHEL
Yes. Very. Wy?

114.
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LES
He just seens like this blank page
but he's always | anded the nost

attractive wonen. | just don't see
what's there, so, | guess now I
know

(a beat)

He | ooks good on the surface...

RACHEL
He's not dunb, Les.

LES
Real | y? So what did he talk to you
about this afternoon?

RACHEL
Just...things...

LES
What things? Get specific, Rachel.

RACHEL
Wiy, Les?

LES
I want to know what handsone not -
dunb Timtal ks about... Did he talk
about ne, for instance?

RACHEL (quietly)
No. He didn't.

LES
Are you lying to ne?

RACHEL
We only spent an afternoon together-

LES
Yeah, getting to know each ot her.
And when you neet someone who i S on
atripwth his father certain info
t hat reasonabl e peopl e-even
handsome not - dunb people Iike ny
son-offer to explain why they are
where they are is exchanged. This
is called comunication. This is
called "information" Rachel. Now
what "information” did nmy son
impart to you about ne?

RACHEL (quietly)
He didn't say a word about you.
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LES (shocked)
I don't believe you.

RACHEL
You have no choi ce.

Les leans in and kisses her. It takes her a nonent to give
in. She puts her arnms around her as he kisses her hungrily.

But then Les quickly becones nore aggressive, trying to pin
her down. It's too forceful. He runs a hand up her dress,
gropi ng. Rachel pushes hi m back. Wen he doesn't stop, she
pushes harder.

RACHEL (struggling)
Stop... Les, stop...STOP IT.

Les pulls back, red-faced and panting. Rachel quickly stands
and snoot hs her dress.

LES
What is it? You wanna go to your
roon? W& can go down to the beach

RACHEL
Good ni ght, Les.

LES (reaching; drunk)
Rachel , hey, cone on-

RACHEL
Good ni ght, Les.

She di sappears into the darkness.
INT. JAME S HOUSE, BEDROOM - NI GHT
Jami e is going through his usual ritual, Iighting candles.

But this time he's paying attention to Brooke, who wal ks
around, uninpressed. Finally she sighs and stares at him

JAM E
Yeah?
BROOKE
The coke? Duh.
JAM E
Were are your nanners?
BROOKE
| left themw th the Mexi cans who

rai sed ne.

Janmi e snmles. Brooke npbves around the barren room bored.
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BROCKE
Wiy do you have an herb garden in
your refrigerator? Wiy don't you
have any furniture?

JAM E (gestures)
Wll, | have this bed. Wuld you
like to try it?

Alittle scared, Brooke falters.

BROOKE
| have to use the bat hroom

JAM E
Go right ahead. It's through there.

Brooke steps into the bathroom and cl oses the door. Jam e
begins to undress. Naked, he props the pillows up. And then
sits on the bed and waits. He keeps | ooking at the bathroom
door. Finally he gets up and opens it.

I NT. BATHROOM

Jam e stands in the doorway. Brooke has opened the nedicine
cabi net and hol ds the vicious-looking sickle to the Iight,
turning it so she can see its serrated edge at different
angl es.

Brooke sm |l es know ngly when she sees Jam e behind her in the
mrror. Surprised, he smles back. He noves towards her.

BROOKE
I want you to tell ne
sonething...but | think I mght
know t he answer. ..

JAM E
kay. ..go ahead. ..
BROOKE
It's just that...l think I want...
JAM E
Yeah?
BROOKE

| want what you are..

JAM E (shocked)
Yeah? You do?

BROOKE
Yeah... 1've been thinking about it
ever since we left the club and...|
think I"'ve figured you out. ..
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JAM E (noved)
You. .. have?

BROOKE ( noddi ng)
Yeah...and | want to be with you..
I want you to...take ne on...

JAM E
| can do that..

BROOKE (| ooks up at him
You can... It's possible?

JAM E
|'ve been | ooking for soneone...
I'"ve met so many...but no one's
right... | think you' d be perfect.

BROOKE
That's so cool ..

JAM E
But...do you know what this really
nmeans? Do you what we do? Do you
know what | anf

BROOKE ( hushed)
Yeah. | do... Now. ..

Jam e-heartstruck-is standing in front of her, caressing her
cheek, lovingly.

BROOKE
You're an agent...right?

Jam e stops caressing her face. The eagerness of his
expression slowy coll apses into defeat and then sudden rage.

We don't see what Jamie is now doing with his hand but it's
gr abbi ng Brooke and we can tell he's squeezing sonething
because of the exertion present on his face. W hear a
slicing noise and then, in a matter of seconds, gasping.
Jam e face is painted red.

Suddenly, we hear the sound of a wi ndow breaking frominside
t he house. Jami e gasps, whirls around. Voices are whispering
fromthe living room Then stop.

Jam e wal ks cautiously to the bathroomdoor. He listens. He
wal ks through the bedroom past the flickering candles, and
peers into the living room It's enpty.

But Jam e sees the broken wi ndow and starts realizing
somet hi ng. He rushes back into the bedroomand throws his
cl ot hi ng back on.
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A shadow rushes behind him He whirls around. He starts
whi npering to hinself. He rushes back to the bedroom door and
| ooks into the living room

Nobody. Then he makes a run for the front door.

Just as he starts funbling with the |ocks, trying to open it,
three pairs of hands grab Jam e and yank hi m back, throw ng
himto the floor. He cries out in protest as two pairs of
hands hol d hi m down.

And when he sees the nmachete ai ned over his heart, he starts
scream ng. One of the hands stuffs a rag in Jam e's nouth.

Jam e continues withing, trying to break free. He shuts his
eyes tightly as the nmachete hacks away.

The force of the blade entering his body causes Jamie to arch
upwar d, shocki ng his eyes open and the bl ood he vonm ts makes
the rag fly out of his nouth.

Soneone strikes the nmachete again, driving it deeper into
Jam e's heart. Bl ood expl odes everywhere, spraying upwards.

Jam e weeps, gasping for breath. H's hands break free and he
grabs at the machete. Trying to pull it out of hinself, he
slices his palnms. Another blow is dealt and the machete
energes from his back

The hands nove away. Jamie rolls over onto his side in a
fetal position. H's POV: Pairs of boots running out of his
[ ine of vision.

As his vision dinms, Jam e stares at his bedroom and the
candles flickering in the darkness, and beyond that, the
carnage in the bathroom

I NT. JACK' S HOUSE, BATHROOM - NI GHT

Jack's | ocks the bathroom door and turns around. The kid-pale
and weak-sees the knife he's holding and starts crying,
struggling desperately. Jack's eyes fill with tears.

He brings the knife towards the kids stomach and cuts the
ropes binding the child s hands, and then the ones knotted
around his legs. He takes the gag out of the kid' s nmouth. He
leans in close to the kid and points to the w ndow.

JACK (whi spers)
Wait until | walk out this door and
t hen get out of here and don't make
a sound, okay?

The kid nods frantically, crying with relief.



120.

Jack brings the knife up and as the kid, bew | dered, watches,
he cuts a gash in his own forearm He snears the bl ood over
his hands and shirt. He | ooks |like he just nmurdered soneone.

Jack gives the kid one nore | ook and then wal ks out.
EXT. JACK S HOUSE

Jack shanbl es across the dead | awn and then slides into the
passenger seat opposite Peter. Mary is weeping in back.

I NT. VAN

Peter | ooks at bl ood-soaked Jack and gives a grimnod of
approval . Jack just stares straight out the w ndshield.

EXT. STREET

Peter pulls away fromthe house. Suddenly, Peter (and only
Peter) sees sonething in the rearviewmrror: the kid
craw i ng out the bathroom w ndow and runni ng down an all ey.

Peter quickly glances at Jack-who is taking deep breaths,
controlling hinself.

I NT. LOBBY, CHRISTIE S BU LDI NG - MORNI NG
The canmera glides by the desk Jack is supposed to be nmanning.
I NT. CHRI STIE' S APARTMENT, BEDROOM

G aham and Martin lie in bed together, sleeping deeply. The
phone on the nightstand rings. G ahamis shocked out of a
dope-i nduced sl eep and reaches for the phone.

GRAHAM ( cr oaks)
Hel |l 0?... Yeah?... Wo?...

Graham sits up. He listens for a long tine. He's
expressionless. W hold on this face for a long tinme as it
processes the information. Finally.

GRAHAM
kay... 1'll be there...

He hangs up and calmy reaches for a pipe. Martin groans and
sits up on his el bows, yawning. He squints over at G aham

MARTI N
What time is it? What's going on?

GRAHAM
It's eleven. My father died.

MARTI N (a beat)
What . . . happened?
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GRAHAM
Pl ane crash.

MARTI N
Are you serious?

GRAHAM
Yeah.

MARTI N (stunned)
Are...you okay? Can you deal ?

GRAHAM
I"ve... got to make a flight in an
hour. Sonepl ace near Vegas.

MARTI N (after a beat)
I"mgoing out to Malibu. 1"IIl tell
Christie, okay?

GRAHAM (getting up)
Maybe I'Il see you guys later..

EXT. MAUNA KEA BEACH - MORNI NG

Les and Ti m play backganmon. Les concentrates intently. Tim
wears a Wal kman and noves his discs |istlessly.

Rachel approaches wearing a small bikini and a pink lei, nore
beautiful than ever. She's rel axed, nellow.

RACHEL
Hi, Les. H, Tim It |ooks like
it's gonna be a nice day.

LES (sm | es)
Hi, Rachel.

Tims notionless. He doesn't | ook at or acknow edge her.

RACHEL
Ti n®?

Rachel |ooks at Timfor a nonent, then at Les, then back at
Tim She glares hard at Les. And then she finally gives up

LES
See you | ater? Maybe at the |uau?

Rachel wal ks away with one last | ook at Tim

Les turns his attention back to the board. He rolls the dice,
noves a few di scs and wi ns the gane.

LES
Doubl e score.
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Ti m si ghs and | eans back against his chair. He takes off his
sungl asses and rubs his eyes. Les |eans back, watching his
son. Maybe the odds weren't so good fromthe start.

Timstares out into the ocean, squinting, his face a bl ank
mask. Finally he puts his sunglasses back on and |ies down.
Les stares at his son for a nonent and then he does the exact
same thing. The canera pans down to the sand...

EXT. DESERT - DAY

We pull up fromthe sand as a jeep arrives at the crash site.
Grahamis escorted by a police ranger.

Mel ted wings, the burnt cockpit, smashed gl ass covered in
charred bl ood, a propeller still intact. A photographer snaps
photos of the engine remains. All we hear is the desert wi nd.

Graham gazes at the weckage, devoid of enotion. The Ranger
wal ks away. EMI"s collect charred human remai ns and pl ace
themin zi ppered bodybags.

Pul | back to a wide shot of the men surrounding the w eckage
in a vast desert.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

From a di stance, Peter's van nakes its way across a rocky
pat h bel ow an unrel enting bl ue sky.

The van stops. A single gunshot - |oud.

We can nake out Peter exiting the driver's side. He noves to
t he back of the van and opens both doors. He reaches in and

drags out a body and throws it in the sand. He | ooks down at
it for along tine and then gets back in the van.

The van backs up, turns around, and then makes its way down
the rocky path and toward an Interstate.

Jack's body lies alone in the desert sand.
I NT. SLOAN MANSI ON, ENTRY FOYER - DAY

Susan, beaten fromthe news of her father's death, wal ks
t hrough the massive entry of a grand hall.

SUSAN
Monf?. .. Hell o?..

Susan scans the living and di ning area. Nobody's hone.

SUSAN (cal I s out)
Monf? Are you here?
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Susan clinmbs the grand curving staircase. The canera foll ows
her in one long tracking shot as she peers down side
hal  ways. She's wal king a maze toward her nother's room

As she inches closer to her nother's bedroom she hears faint
crying noises. Softening her steps, Susan noves nearer to the
door. She listens to her nother nourning the loss of WIliam
Susan takes a deep breath and prepares herself enotionally.

As she opens the door to the master bedroom suite and wal ks
t hrough an entry hall, the nuffled cries anplify. But Susan
stops. This isn't crying. What she's hearing are npans.

Susan opens the door and her bew | dered expression norphs
into horror.

Laura is getting fucked savagely by Martin.

Nei ther Martin nor Laura notice Susan. Susan doesn't nake a
sound. She sinply watches, her nouth creased, and then she
turns away, her eyes welling with tears.

The npans and grunts increase in their intensity.

Susan cl oses the door behind her and starts the |ong journey
t hrough the maze again.

I NT. BRYAN S HAWKER - LATE AFTERNOON

The plane is just taking off. Bryan sits slunped in the sane
chair we first saw himin, wearing Wayfarers, staring out the
wi ndow of the plane. Band nmenbers and groupies chatter in the
background. Roger wal ks up the aisle.

Bryan | ooks up at Roger and stares. Roger lights a joint,
takes a hit, and passes it to Bryan.

Bryan sucks in on the joint and passes it back to Roger. The
two of them exchange a slightly affectionate smle. They've
been through this many tines before.

And then Bryan turns his head away and | eans it against the
wi ndow. In the distance, LA s lights shinmer.

EXT. NINA METRO S HOUSE, MALIBU BEACH - DUSK

Graham's 450 SL swings into Nina's driveway. He gets out of
the car and slowy makes his way down the deck stairs.

EXT. DECK
Ni na plays on the beach with Kenny beneath a pink sunset.

Martin, in a bathing suit, lies on a chaise |ounge,
contenplating them a bottle of Cuervo Gold by his side.
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Graham sits next to Martin. Martin turns to G aham

MARTI N
She' s down t here.

G aham | ooks to the beach bel ow them and squints. Past N na
and Kenny soneone lies on a towel near the shoreline.

MARTI N
I don't know what's happening to
her. She | ooks pretty shitty, dude.

GRAHAM
Yeah?

Ni na wal ks up the deck stairs. Kenny runs into the house.

MARTI N
Nina, this is G aham

NI NA
H Gaham.. Oh, you' re Gaham..
She's really sick... | have no idea
what it is. But she needs to see
soneone... We can't talk her into
it... Maybe you can...

GRAHAM

VWhat about her dad?

NI NA
He's on location. In Italy.

GRAHAM (a nonent)
That's... an answer?

NI NA
G aham she needs hel p-

GRAHAM
Wiy do you think I can help her?

Ni na | ooks at Martin. Martin shrugs and sw gs the Cuervo.

NI NA
Aren't you the one...who | oves her?

GRAHAM (angui shed)
What's that going to fix? Is that
going to help her?

Ni na sighs, looks pitifully at G aham and then di sappears
into the house. G aham stands up and wi t hout | ooking at
Martin heads down to the beach.
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EXT. BEACH - SUNSET
Graham sl oW y approaches Christie lying on a towel.
She's wearing a bikini and sungl asses.

The change is so sudden, so shocking. Gahamhitches in a
br eat h.

She's pale and too thin with small purple bruises dotting her
once vol uptuous body. In a matter of days she has wasted
away. And the oil rubbed over her body just accentuates its
skel etal aspects.

G aham kneel s next to her on the sand-and for once we see
nore than just a flicker of conpassion.

He kneels down to stroke her hair. She shivers. She doesn't
acknowl edge him The shivering continues then subsides. Her
breathing is raspy.
Her |ips nove. She whi spers sonething. G aham | eans down.
GRAHAM
What are you trying to tell nme,
baby? What are you sayi ng?

Graham listens and then sits up.

GRAHAM
But we'd better go inside... Tide's
comng in..

CHRI STI E

| want...to stay...

The sun is | ow now. The ocean's getting darKk.

GRAHAM
But it's getting cold...
CHRI STI E
| want to...stay...| need sone

nore...sun...
A fly lands on a white, bony thigh. It just sits there.

GRAHAM ( choki ng)
But...there's no nore sun..

G aham takes a last |look at Christie, his eyes filled with
tears. He wi pes them away savagely with his fist.

Graham turns away and trudges back to the house. Over the
soundtrack: The Waterboys' "This Is the Sea" begi ns playing.
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G aham wal ks up the stairs back to his car, ignoring Martin.

G aham gets into the 450 SL. He sits there, slunped agai nst
the steering wheel, tears staining his face.

He starts the car. He drives away fromthe house.

As Graham drives away from Christie, Bryan's plane conets
across the sky, disappearing into a new worl d.

The canera follows the plane and then it pans down to the now
bl ack ocean, a rem nder of the dazzling blue lights that
flickered in the pool at the beginning.

"This I's the Sea" keeps playing over FADE-QUT and CREDI TS.



