SLAY THE DEMONS

FADE | N:

EXT. LOS ANGELES -- N GHT
BAM BAM BAM BAM

Fi recrackers.

Col orful explosions against a black backdrop of sky. Like
gunshots piercing the darkness over a city on the Fourth of
July. The CAMERA turns slowly, passing the tops of buildings,
nmoving in a circle, scanning a city in celebration.

And then it stops, |ooking at one building in the distance,
one floor near the top, one wi ndow on the floor where one
man i s framed, one man who apparently isn't in the nood to
cel ebrate.

Movi ng cl oser, the man can be seen clearly standing on the
| edge of the window, staring with tear-filled eyes at the
sky and the firecrackers beyond.

BAM BAM BAM BAM

Reds, bl ues, oranges, and greens. Happy, happy bursts of
enjoynent. The thrill of the shot, the brilliance of the
color, and then, like everything else in life, it quickly
f ades away.

The man, BRENT FI SCHER, is not, after all, alone. Another
man stands inside, by the w ndow, desperation of a different
kind clearly shown in his face. TONY KRI SHTON reaches out
to Brent, trying to coax him back inside.

TONY
Brent... Brent... Conme on in here,
man. Emly's on the way. You want
her to see you like this? You want
to scare her like you're scaring ne?
She | oves you, man... A lot of people
do. W love you and we need you and
we want you to stay here, with us,
maki ng our lives better for know ng
you. ..

Brent closes his eyes and a flood of tears rolls down his
face. H's breathing is shallow and without rhythm His
mouth is in a kind of scowming frowmn. A small voice echoes
in his mnd, questioning himfromthe great beyond.

COREY (V.Q)
Wiy did you let ne die?



Brent whi npers.

t he edge,

The door of the room behind Brent opens,

DAD (V. Q)
You wanna know about Christms, Core?
You wanna know about Santa C aus?

COREY (V.0Q)
Well where is he? Wen does he cone?

12- YEAR- OLD BRENT (V. Q)
If Santa's not real, who brings us
t he presents?
(beat)
When has Dad ever given us a present?

COREY (V.0Q)
Yeah.

VWi npers and slides one foot slowy toward

toward the great expanse of air and death that
waits just a short step away.

TONY
Brent, don't. Don't do it, nan.
Don't you give up on nme. |'Il help

you, we'll all help you. We'IlIl help
you face whatever you're facing.
Let us in, man. Just let us in.

and a young bl onde

woman, EM LY MOSS, rushes in. She sees himon the | edge and

st ops.

EM LY

(quietly)
How i s he?

Tony nobves over to her.

TONY
Emly, thank God... | can't get
through to him he just stands
there. ..

EM LY
VWhat happened?
TONY
| don't know. | noticed he wasn't

anywhere at the party, and | cane
| ooki ng for himand found hi m here.
| have no idea what's going on

She nods and gl ances over at a table nearby, where a near-
enpty plastic bag sits, white powder lining its bottom

She wal ks slowy to the w ndow and clinbs out,
him her feet spread w de and al nost next to his because
there isn't very nuch room

st andi ng behi nd



She |l eans up close to himand whispers in his ear.

EM LY
Brent. ..

He whi npers again and sags slightly.

EM LY (CONT' D)
Brent, you have to listen ne now. |
| ove you. You are the only man
have ever truly loved. You are the
only man who has ever cared about ne
inny entire life. | would be nothing
w t hout you, Brent. An enpty shell.
A perverse imtation of a human bei ng.
You are everything, you are ne, and
| cannot, will not live w thout you.

She slowy lifts her arns and waps them around his chest.

EM LY (CONT' D)
So you have a decision to make, right
now. If thisisit... if thisis
how you want it to end... then you
had better take ne wth you.

He sobs and falls back into her arnms. She hugs himto her
and presses her cheek against his. And slowy they back

t hrough the wi ndow and coll apse to the floor, and they |ay
there, and they cry, with Tony |looking on in relief.

DI SSCLVE TQO
EXT. LOS ANGELES Cl TYSCAPE -- SUNRI SE

Los Angeles. Sunrise. Reds and pinks and yellows paint the
sky with beauty. A perfect picture, a perfect nonent, frozen
forever in tine.

Li ke an invisible gust of air, the canera pans across the
cityscape and noves toward the real world, the busy world
filled wth people too consuned by their |ives, too rushed
and inportant to stop and admre the wondrous portrait above.

Two such people are talking to each other now, their voices
comng from nowhere, their bodies hidden within the walls of
one of the distant buildings. Brent Fischer. Emly Moss.
Lovers, friends, future nman and w fe.

EMLY (V.0)
Where are you goi ng?

BRENT (V. O.)
Wrk... Wiere el se?



EMLY (V.Q)
No, don't. Don't go. You don't go
to work, I won't go to the airport,

we can stay here and order in and
practice for this sumrer at the nudi st
col ony.

BRENT (V. Q)
Hey, I'mon board. 1'Ill call Krish
right now. But are you really gonna
| eave Terry hanging in New York?

EMLY (V.0)
(groans)

A few seconds pass. W hear a door open and close as the
canera follows its invisible path.

EXT. LOS ANCGELES -- CONTI NUCUS

Movi ng through the streets, passing quickly and silently
over the heads of so many incredi bly busy pedestrians and
even nore incredibly slow noving cars.

Beep beep beep beep beep beep beep... The unm stakabl e sound
of a touch tone phone being dialed, ringing, ringing again.
A new voi ce, another woman, JAN NE

JANINE (V.0O)
Hel | 0?

BRENT (V.Q)
We still on for tonight?

JANINE (V.Q)
(a smle in her voice)
You know it, babe.

BRENT (V. O.)
It's gonna be a blast. Bring sone
friends.

The canera curves abruptly and sharply upward and to the
right, passing through a third-floor w ndow and into

| NT. PENTHOUSE BEDROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

A bed, a dresser, a closet, a desk. Fromthe other room we
hear a door once again open, once again cl ose.

Turning toward the sound, the canera is nmet with an
entranceway of its own, bl ocked by an inani mate oaken guard.
Moving low, it slides beneath the janb and into



| NT. PENTHOUSE HALLWAY -- CONTI NUOUS
A short hallway, three steps, a U-turn into
| NT. PENTHOUSE LI VI NG ROOM - - CONTI NUOUS

Anot her door | eading, presumably, to the hall. Ping! An
el evator arrives. The canera passes through the keyhol e,
into

| NT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG HALLWAY - - CONTI NUQUS

as the elevator doors close. At the end of the hall, a MAN
comes out of the stairwell. The canmera streaks through the
enpty doorway—

| NT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG STAI RWNELL -- CONTI NUOUS

—and down three flights of stairs. A WOVAN enters the
stairwell, allow ng access to

| NT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG LOBBY -- CONTI NUQUS

A quick, circular pan reveals the |obby to be enpty, save
one young man, FREDERICK, in a bellboy's uniform As a
MAI LMAN enters the building, the canera exits onto

EXT. LOS ANCELES STREETS -- CONTI NUOUS

where the canera turns left, facing down the street as a
bl ack sports car rockets toward it, oblivious to the invisible
thing in its path.

The car grows |arger, closer, covers the screen with its
bl ackness and—

I NT. LAX TERM NAL -- MORNI NG

The airport termnal is crowded with people, travelers, sone
com ng and sone goi ng, sone on vacation and sone hard at
wor K.

There's people with famlies chatting and | aughing, there's
people with cell phones working on deals.

There's one man with a daughter, a young daughter at his
side, and he's scolding her for sone infraction.

Al RPORT FATHER
W don't have tinme now  You shoul d
have said sonething ten m nutes ago!

Al RPORT DAUGHTER
| wasn't hungry ten m nutes ago!



Al RPORT FATHER
That's too bad! You'll just have to
wait and eat on the pl ane!

Beyond them on one of the benches of hard plastic chairs,
Emly sits staring.

And in her head she hears | abored grunting, the sound of a
man having sex. And over that, a man's voice, dism ssive,
col d.

MAN (V. Q)
G play in your room Go on, get
out of my hair.

She cl oses her eyes, gets up, wal ks off away fromthe father.
Peopl e cross between her and him she gets lost in the crowd,
and—

EXT. H GHWAY -- MORNI NG -- AERI AL SHOT

The canera follows the sports car as it weaves its way through
traffic, not quite reckless but in no way safe. Fast, anxious
musi ¢ plays in the background.

The canera closes in on the car as Brent tal ks on the car
phone to his secretary, TAMW.

BRENT (V.Q)
Put himoff until tonmorrow. ... No,
" m not working this afternoon!
O course Krish knows, he set--
That's right...

It circles around to the front of the noving car, |ooking at
Brent through the windshield. He is tall, thin, handsone.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
I"'mat ny exit, Tam.. 1'll be there
in a few

He pushes a button next to him closing the connection, and
pulls onto an exit. The canmera pulls back and noves skyward
once again, focusing on the

HOLLYWOOD SI GN

| NT. LAX TERM NAL -- MORNI NG

A bat hroom door with a small stick woman. |t opens, and
Emly comes out. She checks her watch and pulls out a cel
phone, dials, waits for an answer.

EM LY
Hey, Tamy. Brent's not there yet,

is he?
( MORE)



EM LY (CONT' D)
... No, I"'mat the airport, | have
a neeting in New York. These panties
don't sell thensel ves.

(a laugh)
No, just tell himl called, I'lIl try
back later. ... Thanks.

She slides the phone back into her coat and frowns, checking
her watch, then wal ks off to catch her flight.

I NT. TONY KRI SHTON LI TERARY ACENCY -- MORNI NG

Tony Krishton Literary Agency. That's what it says on the
door as Brent enters.

The roomis alive wwth people at work; tal king on the phone,
talking to each other, talking to thensel ves.

Tanmy intercepts himhalfway to his office and wal ks with
hi m handing himslips of paper. She's a short woman with
red hair.

TAMW
Emly called fromthe airport. She
said she'll call again when she gets

to New York. Gary called about his
script. He's comng up in a week or
two and was hoping to squeeze in a
pitch. Carl called fromthe studio.
They stuck himw th a new producer
who 'don't know jack about novies.'
And M. Krishton stopped by to make
sure you' re keeping your appointnent
this afternoon.

(beat)
Oh, and Dave's on line two, he's
returning your call.

Brent rolls his eyes, snatches the nessages, wal ks into
| NT. BRENT'S OFFI CE -- CONTI NUCUS

and | ocks the door. He takes off his coat, sits down and
pi cks up the phone.

SERI ES OF SHOTS:

--This is his job, his life. To nmake people listen, to make
peopl e believe and want to see the novies he's selling. He
loves it, it invigorates him and he's definitely good at

it.

BRENT
(i nto phone)
Dave, hey!
( MORE)



BRENT ( CONT' D)
Listen, |I've got a script here you' ve
gotta see. You'll love it! It's
perfect for Gwneth Paltrow. ..

BRENT ( CONT' D)

Trust nme, Bill, it's great! 1'll
fax it over. It's perfect for Jack
Ni chol son. . .

BRENT ( CONT' D)
It's excellent, Nancy, phenonenal.
Best thing I've read all year.
Perfect for Greg Kinnear..

BRENT ( CONT' D)
Perfect for Julia Roberts...

BRENT ( CONT' D)
Perfect for Caneron D az..

BRENT ( CONT' D)
Perfect for Russell or Bruce..

| NT. CONTI NENTAL FLI GHT 241 -- AFTERNOON

BRENT (V. O.)
Seriously, Craig, |'ve got a new kid
here and man is he hot. You've gotta
take a | ook. ..

Emly sits in a window seat, her armresting next to the
gl ass, her hand hol ding her wallet, open to a picture of
Brent.

BRENT (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Just take a | ook...

She stares at it longingly, then flips to another picture,
picture of a man wth greying hair and a bl ank, bored
expr essi on.

BRENT (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Just let himpitch you, you'll be
begging for the script in four m nutes
flat...

a



And the sound of the grunts of ecstasy cone back, | ouder,
growi ng nore and nore inpassioned.

BRENT (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Trust ne on this one Dave. ..

BRENT (V. Q) (CONT' D)
CGordie, listen...

BRENT (V. 0O.) (CONT' D)

Carrie..

BRENT (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Kyl e. ..

BRENT (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Jess. ..

She closes her eyes, a tear escapes, and the man in her head
reaches a cli max.

She reaches to the back of the seat in front of her and picks
up the AirFone and dials.

| NT. BRENT'S OFFI CE -- DAY

BRENT
Look, the bottomline is, Spielberg
wants to get this done. ... That's
right. ... You're a doll, Kel. [1"lI

be waiting for your call.

He drops the receiver onto its hook, |eans back in his seat
and sighs. Looks over at the clock. Just about 12:30. He
rubs his eyes, grabs his coat, and heads out.

| NT. TONY KRI SHTON LI TERARY AGENCY -- CONTI NUOUS
Tanmy neets himat his office door.

TAMW
Ben called, he wants to do | unch
next week. Gary called again about
the script. And Emly just called
fromthe plane, she wanted to say
hi. | have to say, she's too cute.

Brent smles, walking briskly toward the exit. Tammy falls
away and goes back to her desk



10.

JACK TILLIS, thin, African-Anerican, cuts across a row of
desks and brushes Brent's shoul der as he passes. Brent turns
and points at him backing toward the door as he talks.

BRENT
You're com ng tonight, right?
JACK
(smles, still walking)

Three feet of horse shit couldn't
keep nme away!

BRENT

(a laugh)
It's gonna be a bl ast!

And he's out the door.
| NT. CONTI NENTAL FLI GHT 241 -- AFTERNOON
Emly sits back, staring at the phone on the back of the
seat. She lifts up the wallet and stares at the picture,
the picture of the man who isn't her fiancé.
MAN (V. Q)

Don't you ever cook anything new?

Buy a reci pe book or sonething..
She | ooks angry and sad and | onely.

MAN (V. Q. ) (CONT' D)
Whatever... Let's go have dessert.

She cl oses her eyes again, for a second.

MAN (V. O.) (CONT' D)

Let's go have dessert... Let's go
have dessert... Let's go have
dessert...

A door slans shut. She blinks and then shakes her head at
the picture.

EM LY
(whi speri ng)
" mover you. W' re done.

She shuts the wallet with a snap and shoves it into her purse.

EM LY (CONT' D)
Brent's nmade you go away.

And in her head the door closes again, and she hears a new
voi ce, a woman, quiet and dejected and a little bit
frustrated.



11.

WOVAN (V. Q)
Get to bed... I'll see you in the
nor ni ng.

DI SSCLVE TO
I NT. DR KATE GRI SSOM S OFFI CE -- AFTERNOON

An office. A psychiatrist's office. Shelves, books, a couch,
a chair.

A worman sitting behind a mahogany desk. A blond woman with
nice skin and pretty hair. DR KATELYN GRI SSOM PH. D

She's scratching notes on a | egal pad, notes about her | ast
patient presumably. She finishes up, sets down the pen
pi cks up her tape recorder and pushes a button.

KATE
June 14th, 2002, 1:13 p.m 1:15
session about to begin with patient--

Brent waltzes through the door and plops hinself on the couch.

KATE ( CONT' D)
(forced smle)
Brent Fischer...

She sets the recorder on her desk.

KATE ( CONT' D)
How are you today, Brent?

BRENT
Never better.

KATE
How are things?

BRENT
(1 ooks over at her)
Isn't that the sane question?

KATE
| suppose it is... Hows Emly?
BRENT
Peachy.
(claps and points at
her)

Did | tell you we're engaged?

KATE
(alittle put off)
No... Congratulations. Wen did
t hat happen?



12.

BRENT
Last nont h.

She sags in her seat, just a little. He sits there,
sl ouchi ng, arns behind his head, smling.

KATE
Last nont h?

BRENT
Yeah. The sixth, | think.

KATE
Do you know that it's been al nost a
year since we net?

BRENT
That | ong?

KATE
That | ong...

BRENT

So what do we do to cel ebrate? Have
a party? Get drunk? Sleep together?

KATE
Normally I'd bring you a little token
to commenorate the occasion, a pin
or atie tack or sonething. To
synbolize the friendship we've
devel oped. But normally ny patients
don't go six sessions w thout even
telling ne they' ve gotten engaged.

BRENT
Never came up

KATE
That kind of news usually falls under
the 'how are things' category.

BRENT
| did not know t hat.
KATE
Now you do.
Brent nods.

They sit there for sonme tine, not talking.

She stares at him watches himclosely, and finally breaks
t he sil ence.

KATE ( CONT' D)
Are you cl ean?



BRENT

Yep.
KATE
Are you sure?
BRENT
That |'mclean? | think I'd know if
| wasn't...
KATE
But would you tell me?
BRENT
Look, |I'm here. | don't wanna be,

but I am Wiy? Because Krish says
if I wanna keep ny job, and | do
wanna keep ny job, | have to cone
see you once a week and | have to
stay off drugs. |If | were gonna do
drugs, why would | keep com ng here?

KATE
That's a good point, |I'msorry.

Anot her | ong pause.

KATE ( CONT' D)
So what have you been doi ng?

BRENT
Can | go?

KATE
Excuse nme?

BRENT
|"ve got plans tonight. Can | take
of f?

KATE
No, Brent, you can't take off. W' ve
got about, well, fifty-nine m nutes
left.

BRENT
Fifty-seven, and all we ever do is
sit here.

KATE

Well if you' d open up a little..

BRENT
Open up? \Wiy?

KATE
So | can hel p you.



14.

BRENT
| don't need any hel p.
KATE
| think you do.
BRENT
And you'd know best. ..
KATE
| think I know better than you.
BRENT
Yeah, you think you know a | ot of
t hi ngs.
Anot her pause.
KATE
You don't need hel p..
BRENT
Nope.
KATE
You're conpletely in control of your
life...
BRENT
Yep.
KATE
You don't have any problens...
BRENT
Not that | can think of.
KATE
Then why are you here?
BRENT
What ?
KATE

Wiy are you here?

BRENT
You know why |'m -

KATE
Yes, but do you?

BRENT
O course | do.

KATE
Then tell ne. Wiy are you here?



15.

BRENT
Because Krish says--

KATE
Yes. Tony Krishton, your boss, your
friend, says you need to cone here
to keep your job. Wy?

BRENT

Why what ?
KATE

Why does he nake you cone here?
BRENT

You know why he- -
KATE

Yes. | do. Do you?
BRENT

O course | do.
KATE

Then say it...
BRENT

Why ?
KATE

Because | want you to.
BRENT

WIIl it get ne outta here faster?
KATE

It mght...
BRENT

Fi ne.

He opens his nouth, pauses, | aughs.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
You know why |'m here.

She stares at himfor a few seconds.
He | aughs agai n.
BRENT ( CONT' D)
(frustrated)

VWhat are you | ooking for from nme?
That | tried to commt suicide?



Br ent

r ol

16.

KATE
Thank you. You clinbed out onto the
| edge of a seventh floor w ndow and
threatened to junp.

BRENT
It was the ninth floor. And we've
covered this. W covered this |ike
a week in.

KATE
At rehab, yes. Good. You renenber.

s his eyes.

KATE ( CONT' D)
Wul d you have done it?

BRENT
What ?

KATE
| f Tony hadn't found you, would you
have junped?

BRENT
(shaki ng his head)
W did this a long tinme ago.

KATE
Let's do it again.
BRENT
Why ?
KATE
Because | want to.
BRENT
Why ?
KATE
Because | do. Wuld you have junped?
BRENT
(1 aughi ng)
Yes. | probably woul d have junped.
KATE
Why ?
BRENT
(stands up)
Ch! | see! You're trying to get ne

to tal k about Corey!



17.

KATE
Corey. Your brother.

Brent just |aughs and shakes his head.

KATE ( CONT' D)
Wiy don't you tell nme what happened
to hinf

She waits for a response.
There is none.

KATE ( CONT' D)
He died, right? Wen you were very
young?

BRENT
You' ve been trying to get this story
for eleven nonths, why not give it a

rest?

KATE
Because |' mi nt erested. | want to
know.

BRENT

Well maybe | don't want you to know

KATE
You were twelve, right? He was ten?

He turns, runs his hands through his hair, |aughs sonme nore.

KATE ( CONT' D)

It was Christmas... 1982...
BRENT
(whirls to face her;
yel |'s)

What do you want nme to say? You

want nme to tell you I killed hin®
You want me to tell you it's ny fault
he's dead?

KATE
| want you to tell nme what happened!
BRENT
Not |ikely!
KATE
Wy not ?
BRENT

Because it's none of your fucking
busi ness!



Anot her | ong pause.

Brent's chest heaves as his anger dies down.

She once again just watches him watches how he reacts.

He stares

KATE
My business... ny job... is to make
you well. To make you realize why

you turned to drugs.

BRENT
(holds his arnms out)

| know that one already. Because it

was fun.

KATE
Fun?

BRENT

Yeah, fun. The drugs, the sex, the

booze, it was great. A real hoot.
The high life.

KATE
Then how did you end up hangi ng out
of a ninth story wi ndow i nstead of
dri nking and snoking and living it
up at the party downstairs? Wy
were you cel ebrating I ndependence
Day with one foot in the grave?

at her for a long tine.

BRENT
| wanted to see the fireworks.

down and nods.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
Can | go?

She nods again. He turns and opens the door,

She | ooks
back.
He | eaves.

BRENT ( CONT' D)

So | guess | don't get ny tie tack.

KATE
(can't help but smle)
Not |ikely.
BRENT
Damm.

t hen turns

She puts her head in her hands and sighs.

18.



19.
| NT. CONTI NENTAL FLI GHT 241 -- AFTERNOON

Emly sits in her seat, |eaning back. People are exiting.
She | ooks a little annoyed, inconvenienced. The pilot speaks
over the aircraft's intercom

Pl LOT
We're sorry for the inconvenience,
but better to err on the side of
caution. The delay wll be short as
we have sonme engi neers check the
engi ne and top off the fuel tanks.
We'll be back in the air before you
knowit. In the neantinme, enjoy Las
Vegas, where the tenperature is a
bal my ei ghty-three degrees. But
it's a dry heat, with humdity
checking in at just seven percent.
Wel cone to the desert everyone..

She checks her watch, sighs, gets a bag fromthe overhead
conpartnent and heads for the door.

| NT. LAS VEGAS TERM NAL -- AFTERNOON
She cones through the gate with her cell phone to her ear.

EM LY
That's right, | remenber. Al right,
sorry to bother you again, Tammy.
: No, I'lIl just talk to himlater.
... Yep... Yep, you too. ... | wll.
Bye.
She sl aps the phone shut, then opens it again, stopping by a

bench and dropping her bag and dialing a speed dial with her
t hunb.

EM LY (CONT' D)

Terry? It's me. ... I"'mstuck in
Vegas, the plane bl ew an engi ne or
sonething, | don't know. ... |'m not
sure. ... No idea. Have you heard
fromVictoria s? ... Unh huh... No,
no, wait. That's... No, don't |et
them.. No! W agreed on thirty-
five, I'lIl talk to them about it.
Maybe we'll set up a neeting for
tonmorrow, since we're there anyway.
"Il call them ... No, I'll doit.

She stares at the nearby departure board.

EM LY (CONT' D)
Maybe we shoul d push back today's
meeting, too. ... | don't know,
( MORE)



20.

EM LY (CONT' D)
they didn't say how long. You know

airlines. ... Are you sure you can..
Al right. 1'll probably be there
anyway. ... Ckay, talk to you later.
... I will... Talk to you later..
Bye.

She hangs up and goes to the board for a closer |ook.

DETRO T ON TI ME 1: 22 PM
NEW YORK DELAYED TBA
LOS ANGELES ON TI ME 3:17 PM

She checks her watch and goes back to pick up her bag.
EXT. H GHWAY -- AFTERNOON -- AERI AL SHOT

Brent's driving is fast, gutsy, selfish. He swerves from
| ane to | ane, passing car after car, too inportant to wait
for someone to nove out of his way, too hurried to bother
with a blinker.

Angry nusic plays in the background. He turns onto an exit.
The beach can be seen in the distance.

EXT. BEACH HOUSE -- AFTERNOON -- AERI AL SHOT

The bl ack sports car screeches to a halt in the enpty driveway
of a beach house, large and luxurious and with a great view

of the ocean. Just yards fromthe water, right out on the
sand.

Waves crash against rocks, foamtries to stay on the shore
but inevitably slides away.

Brent junps out of his car and jogs into the house.
DI SSOLVE TO
EMLY (V.0)

(through dissol ve)
Hey, Tammy, last tine, | prom se.

Do you know where he is? ... No, |
tried the penthouse... Qur beach
house? ... No, | just... W haven't

been there since before |ast year..
Vell if you talk to himtell himIl'm
| ooking for him ... Thanks.

EXT. BEACH HOUSE -- N GHT -- AERI AL SHOT
Twi light at the beach. The noon reflecting off the ocean,

the stars twinkling in the sky, the sand sparkling in the
nmoonl i ght .



21.

Cars line the driveway, music blasts fromthe house. Fast
musi ¢, happy nusic, party nusic. Mxed in with the songs
and the waves and the chirping of crickets is |laughter and
chatter and the clinking of glasses. A party is on, in ful
swing. It's tinme to have sone fun

The canera noves around the side of the house and into the
sand-fill ed backyard.

A hill leads off to the left, going up a rocky enbanknent
and leading to a cliff.

In the backyard is a Jacuzzi, filled with PEOPLE, nen and
wonen, drinking and | aughi ng and ki ssing and fondling.

On the back porch are nore people, nore drinks, nore |lips
| ocked in passion.

One WOVAN has her back to the wall, a MAN pressed agai nst
her, his tongue down her throat.

Anot her WOVAN cones out the back door, and the canera noves
i nsi de.

| NT. BEACH HOUSE KI TCHEN -- CONTI NUCUS

A MAN at the counter inhales a |line of coke, a WOVAN by the
sink gives herself an injection.

PEOPLE nove in and out al nost constantly; sone | aughing,
sonme singing, all taking their turns with their drug of

choi ce.

Of the kitchen is

| NT. BEACH HOUSE HALLWAY -- CONTI NUOUS

with a bathroomon the right, where a COUPLE is virtually
naked, having sex right there on the floor, paying no
attention to the open door.

Brent conmes down the hall fromthe other end, where the nusic
is comng from There's a smle on his face and a drink in
hi s hand.

He turns left, into

| NT. BEACH HOUSE BEDROOM - - CONTI NUOUS

Anot her COUPLE is on the bed, conpletely naked, getting hot
and heavy on top of the sheets.

They pay no attention to Brent as he smles at them and goes
to the dresser and pulls a bag of white powder fromthe top
dr awer .

The canera follows himback into
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| NT. BEACH HOUSE HALLWAY -- CONTI NUOUS
and toward the nusic, into
| NT. BEACH HOUSE LI VI NG ROOM - - CONTI NUOUS

where the real bulk of the party is. Dancing and | oud nusic
and drinks all around.

Jack comes up to himand hands hima fresh drink. Brent
chugs the one he has and exchanges wth the man w t hout even
m ssing a step.

They' re | aughi ng and shouting over the nusic.

JACK
Where you find all the hussies?

BRENT
Escorts, my man, they're escorts!

Jack pats himon the shoul der and | aughs sone nore and falls
back into the crowd.

Of to one side, a MMAN trips and falls and spills his drink
on the floor.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
(turns and points)
Hey, hey, no al cohol abuse!

Then he sees her, comng toward himthrough the cromd. She's
a red-haired, pale-skinned, woul d-be supernodel. She smles
at him He opens his arns to wel cone her.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
Jani nel

They enbr ace.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
| told you to bring sone friends,
not a fleet!

JANI NE
| f you can pay for em | can get em
her e!

They | augh, he gl ances back and sees the couple fromthe
bedroomrejoining the crowd. He smles at Jani ne and nods
toward the back and they head that way.

He stops for a second and calls out.

BRENT
Hey, hot wheel s!
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A man in a wheelchair turns and | ooks at himfrom across the
room Brent tosses himthe bag of powder.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
Save sone for ne!

HOT WHEELS cat ches the bag.

HOT WHEELS
(1 aughi ng)
You get ny scraps if | get yours!
Brent and Jani ne di sappear into the bedroom

HOT WHEELS ( CONT' D)
Ch yeah! Get sone. GCet sone.

He turns to a nearby HOTTIE

HOT WHEELS ( CONT' D)
G fix me turkey samm ch...

DI SSCLVE TQO
| NT. BEACH HOUSE BEDROOM -- N GHT

Alittle while later. Brent and Janine are in the bed, side
by side, naked and satisfied and basking in the aftergl ow

Brent turns his head, smles at her. She snles back.

BRENT
Let's go for a walKk.

He junps out of bed and starts getting dressed.

JANI NE
A wal k?

BRENT
Yeah. Qut on the beach, by the
moonlight, it's romantic.

JANI NE
You know you still pay ne, right?

He stops and | ooks at her.

BRENT
Yes | know | still pay you. Does
that mean you don't |ike romance?

JANI NE
It's cold out. | don't have any
gl oves.
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BRENT
It's June!

JANI NE
We're by the beach... M hands get
cold really fast.

BRENT
Aw, I'msorry.

He pulls on his shirt, thinking.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
Here, take these.

He reaches over to the dresser and grabs a pair of
EM LY S GLOVES

They're nade of purple suede, with small puffs of white fur
around the trim

He tosses them over to her. She shakes her head and | aughs.

JANI NE
Ckay. We'll... take a walk on the
beach.

Brent smles at her again.
| NT. BEACH HOUSE LI VI NG ROOM -- NI GHT

Brent has his armaround her. They wal k across the living
room | aughing, smling, being happy.

Brent snatches the bag of powder froma coffee table w thout
m ssing a stride. Hot Wheel s gasps, watching himgo.

HOT WHEELS
Yo, that's bootl eg!

He turns to a different HOTTIE

HOT WHEELS ( CONT' D)
G fix me turkey samm ch?

EXT. BEACH -- N GHT

They wal k away fromthe house slowy. Janine waps her arns
around Brent's waist, puts her head on his shoul der.

The surf invades the beach and tries to occupy, but is
ultimately doonmed to be sucked back into the ocean. It al npbst
touches their feet, but not quite.

It's quiet, with just the party nmusic heard dully in the
backgr ound.
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Even that's fading away as they get further fromthe house.

JANI NE
Were are we goi ng?
BRENT
Not far. | knowthis great little

spot down there a ways. Very private.
She steps away fromhima step and pulls on the gl oves.
He wraps his jacket around her shoul ders.
When the nusic is conpletely gone, Brent stops and points.
There's a rock formation on the beach. It fornms a snal
overhang, like a tiny little tent nade by nature to | ook

over the ocean.

BRENT ( CONT' D)

(slyly)
We'll have to lay down, but that's
okay, right?

She doesn't get a chance to answer.

A GUNMAN runs by, fromthe direction of the house, and sl ans
into Brent, knocking himaway from Janine. Brent stunbl es,
al nost falls, and--

BAM BAM BAM BAM

@Qunshot s.

Brent falls to the beach, only half on purpose. He covers
his head with his hands.

A SECOND GUNMAN runs up and falls to one knee, firing at the
man who knocked Brent down.

The first gunman ducks behind the overhang, pulls out a gun,
returns fire.

Brent is terrified. Hs face is buried in the sand, nmuffling
t he sound of his sobs.

For a few seconds the noise is deafening, the gunshots,
bullets flying in both directions.

At one point soneone chokes, falls, hits the ground with a
t hud.

And then it stops. And both gunnmen continue down the beach
t he one chasing the other.

Brent gasps, coughs, spits sand granules fromhis nouth. He
gets up slowy; dazed, confused, buzzing sonething fierce.
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He turns just as slowy and | ooks down.
BLOOD

A pool of it. Spreading out toward him He noves his eyes
along the trail to

JANI NE
Dead. Lying at his feet.

He chokes and gasps and stunbl es back. Bends over but doesn't
vomt. Falls to one knee. Puts his head in his hands.
Cries.

The bag of cocaine is right beside him sitting where he
dropped it when the man bunped into him

BRENT (V. Q.) (CONT' D)
Look, I'mhere. | don't wanna be,
but I am Wiy? Because Krish says
if I wanna keep ny job, and | do
wanna keep ny job, | have to cone
see you once a week and | have to
stay off drugs.

He sobs and lets one hand fall to his side. H's eyes are
cl osed, tears run down his cheek

KATE (V. Q)
How s Em | y?
BRENT (V.Q)
Peachy.
(a cl ap)

Did | tell you we're engaged?

KATE (V.Q)
No... Congratulations. Wen did
t hi s happen?

BRENT (V. Q)
Last nont h.

He groans and tries to get control of hinmself, tries to stand
up, but falls back to his knees.

TAMW (V. Q)
And Emly just called fromthe plane,
she wanted to say hi. | have to
say, she's too cute. ...she's too
cute. ...too cute. ...too cute.

He | ooks up and yells at the top of his lungs. Just a noi se,
sonmewhere between a growl and a noan, cursing fate, cursing
God, cursing the nmoon. Cursing everything. Cursing the
world for the spot it's put himin.
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He |l oved Janine, in a weird hooker/client sort of way. But
he |l oves his job and he Ioves Em |y and this could destroy
t hem bot h

He gets up and stunbles over to the body and starts dragging
it across the sand.

DI SSOLVE TGO
EXT. BEACH HOUSE -- N GHT
He searches through his car trunk and pulls out a shovel.

DI SSOLVE TGO
EXT. OVERHANG -- N GHT

Janine lies at his feet as he digs a hole under the rock.
It's a shallow grave, but it'll have to do.

He rolls the body in.

Emly's gloves stick up, the purple contrasting the col or of
t he beach as he covers the body with sand.

EXT. BEACH -- N GHT

The surf invades the beach and tries to occupy, but is
ultimately dooned to be sucked back into the ocean.

And now it carries Janine's blood with it.

FADE QUT.
FADE | N:
EXT. BEACH -- NI GHT -- BLACK & WH TE
Brent is alone. Back on the beach. There's no overhang, no
house in the distance, just darkness, surf, and mles and
mles of sand.
He turns a circle, takes a step back.
A hand touches his shoulder. He junps and whirls around.
It's Janine. Her face is white, her eyes are red. There's
a hole in her chest where the bullet went in. She smles a
ghostly sml e.
He backs away, toward the ocean.

JANI NE
Wy, Brent?

Her voice is soft and hollow. He backs away faster.
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JANI NE ( CONT' D)
Wiy did you let ne die?

He bunps into sonething behind him junps, turns to face it.
A small boy, also dead | ooking, also smling a ghostly sm|e.
H's face is cut and bruised, the side of his head grotesquely
def or ned.

COREY
Wiy did you let ne die?

He backs away, parallel with the ocean now, until he can see
t hem bot h

They're wal king toward himslowy, repeating the question
agai n and agai n and agai n and agai n.

JANI NE COREY

Wiy did you let ne Wiy did you let ne
di e? di e?

(beat) (beat)
Wiy did you let ne Wiy did you let ne
di e? di e?

(beat) (beat)
Wiy did you let ne Wiy did you let ne
di e? di e?

(beat) (beat)
Wiy did you let ne Wiy did you let ne
di e? di e?

He turns and runs as fast as he can.

The ghosts fall away, don't give chase, and he's once again
al one, but he keeps running.

Suddenly there's soneone there, in front of him A DREAM
MAN, an old man, smling at himthrough crooked and dirty
t eet h.

Brent stops just inches away and stares at him

The man raises a hand, swings, hits Brent across the face.
| NT. PENTHOUSE BEDROOM -- MORNI NG

Brent wakes up, breathing heavily. He licks his |ips,
swal | ows hard, and | ooks over at the cl ock.

10: 16.

BRENT
Ch, shit!

He junps out of bed and starts to get dressed.
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EXT. H GHWAY -- MORNI NG -- AERI AL SHOT

He's driving |like a madman now. Reckl ess woul d be an
i nprovenent .

| NT. TONY KRI SHTON LI TERARY AGENCY -- MORN NG
He bursts through the door to find a virtually enpty office.

He stops, |ooks around, confused. There are only about five
peopl e wor ki ng.

A man wal ks up to him Tony Krishton.

TONY

Hey, Brent. Wat are you doi ng here?
BRENT

Krish... Wat... Wat do you nean?
TONY

just haven't seen you work Saturday

I
in along tine.

BRENT
Satur... No, I'mnot. |I... just
canme in to grab sonmething fromthe
of fice.

TONY
Oh. Well good. | don't want you

pushi ng yoursel f too hard.
Tony wal ks away.

Brent lets out his breath and closes his eyes and sinks to
the floor by the door.

| NT. PENTHOUSE LI VI NG ROOM - - MORNI NG

Brent is sitting on his couch, hunched forward, his el bows
on his knees and his head in his hands. He breathes deeply.
Hi s eyes are cl osed.

The phone rings.

He chuckles. Such a normal thing, a ringing phone, invading
a world that's gone to hell.

He takes one | ast breath, reaches over and picks it up.

BRENT
Yeah. ..

FREDERI CK THE BELLBOY (V. Q)
M. Fisch--



30.

JACK (V.Q)
Tell this overdressed clown |'m not
gonna rob you or rape you or gouge
out your eyes with ny thunb.

BRENT

(sighs)
Let himup, Freddy.

He hangs up and goes to the door, opens it, goes back to the
couch, puts on a happy face.

A nmonment |ater Jack walks in. He tosses a newspaper onto
the coffee table.

JACK
You seen that yet?

Brent | eans forward and reads the headli ne.
HOOKER FOUND DEAD - BURI ED AT BEACH

He chokes, alnpbst falls, catches hinself and | eans back on
t he couch.

JACK ( CONT' D)
Wel | that answers ny next question.

Brent hunches over, bites his lip. He's dizzy. He can't
br eat he.

JACK (CONT' D)
She was there, right? At the party?

He closes his eyes tight and rocks back and forth.
JACK ( CONT' D)
| thought | recognized the picture.
VWhat was her nane?

BRENT
Jani ne. ..

Jack nods and goes into the kitchen.

JACK (O S.)
You want a beer?
BRENT
There's... no..
JACK (O S.)
Ch, right, you' re supposed to be off

ali t hat .

He cones back in the room and hands hima bottle of water.



Brent takes a long drink and tries to conpose hinself.

| ooks up at Jack.

Brent and Jack | ook up. Jack left the door open, they didn't
her cone in.

hear

Brent junps up and throws his arnms around her.

BRENT
Nobody can find out about the party
| ast ni ght.

JACK
No ki dding.. .
BRENT
"1l lose ny job. I'll lose ny
fiancé.
JACK
(1 aughs)

Not to nention us all going to jail.

BRENT
You... Go hone... Get on the phone..
Make sure everyone knows it never
happened.

EMLY (OS.)
What never happened?

EM LY ( CONT' D)
VWat's the matter?

t he paper and shoves it under the couch.

BRENT
What are you doi ng here, En?
EM LY
came home early. | mssed you
BRENT

| m ssed you too.

He ki sses her.

Jack practically flies out the door.

JACK
| shoul d skedaddl e, |et you two
pl aymat es al one.

EM LY
So what's goi ng on?

BRENT
Wth what?

31.

Jack snatches

Brent kicks it closed.
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EM LY
What never happened?
BRENT
Ohn! That was... sonething with work.
Areal... script... fiasco. Not
good.
EM LY
Oh... Is it going to be okay?
BRENT
Yeah, yeah, it'll be fine. Jack'l
take care of it.
EM LY
You sure?
BRENT
Absol utely.
EM LY
Good. 1'm gonna go unpack

Emly carries her bag into the bedroom

Brent turns and watches her go. He |eans back against the
door and runs his hands through his hair and noans.

EXT. BEACH -- MORNI NG

DETECTI VE | SAAC RITCH E i s kneeling by Jani ne's body, which
is laying next to a pile of sand and an enpty hole. He gets
to his feet and | ooks around.

DR. ANDREW SCORTI NI, the coroner, cones up beside him

RI TCH E
What you got for ne?

DR. SCORTI N
Not much really. Three shots to the
chest. Kill wound through the heart.

Rl TCH E
Anyt hi ng on | D?

DR. SCORTI N
Not fromny guys. She's a prostie,
won't carry a license. We'IlIl run
fingerprints with the report, but
ot her than that...

RI TCH E
Al right, well get it to nme quick
will ya?
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DR. SCORTI NI
Quick as | can. Can | take her?

Ritchi e nods and wanders down the beach a ways.

Dr. Scortini and his assistants get the body onto a gurney
and cart it away.

DETECTI VE PAUL KROALEN wal ks up to Ritchie anxiously. He's
Ritchie's student, protégé. R tchie |ooks over at him

Rl TCH E
Fi nd anyt hi ng?

KROW.EN
W're too close to the water. Tracks,
bl ood, even a wallet or earring or...
anyt hing... would have been washed
out overni ght.

Ritchie nods and rubs the back of his neck, staring off into
t he di st ance.

KROALEN ( CONT' D)
So what do we do? Wait for the
aut opsy?

Rl TCH E
(1 ooks over at him
And what? Sit on our hands? No,
you never, never sit on your hands.
There's always a question you can
answer, even if it's not whodunit.

KROW.EN
So what's the question here?

RI TCH E
How many hookers you know roamt he
beach? What was this girl doing
here last night? Wwo was she with?
VWho buried her?
(beat)
Better yet, who dug her up?

He | ooks toward the horizon again. Krow en follows his gaze.
There, down the beach, sits the house.

Dl SSOLVE TO
| NT. CURRANG O S RESTAURANT -- EVEN NG
Currangio's is a famly-owned Italian-style restaurant,
authentic all the way. Fromthe checkered tablecloths to

the pictures on the wall to the ol d-fashioned Italian cuisine,
t he pl ace screans anbi ance.
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Brent and Em |y wal k through the door and confidently up to
the MAI TRE ' D

BRENT
Fi scher, party of two.

The naitre 'd consults his reservati on book.

Emly | ooks over at Brent and smles. Brent pecks her on
t he cheek.

MAI TRE ' D
|"ma sorry, M. Fischer. | don't-a
see you here.

BRENT
VWhat? | called this norning..
Fi scher, eight o'clock

MAI TRE ' D
| check again...

BRENT
Do that. Thank you.

Brent blows air out through pursed |ips and | ooks around the
restaurant.

Red and brown walls, black and white pictures, candl es and
homemade rolls and parnesan cheese on the tables. Anbiance.
If there's anything Italians can do it's serve a neal.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
Did you find it?

MAI TRE ' D
(still | ooking)
| don't-a see a Fischer. |If you'd-a
li ke to come back another tine...
BRENT
No | don't want to come back anot her

tinme!

(qui ets down)
Why don't you check once nore? F..
... S...

AL PACI NO
|s there a problem here?

Brent turns and | ooks.

Pacino is standing in front of the maitre 'd counter, holding
a glass of red w ne.
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BRENT
Al  This noron can't seemto find
my reservation...

MAI TRE ' D
As | say to M. Fischer, it's just
not -a here.

PACI NO
Hey now, Antony, this is M. Brent
Fi scher. Check one nore tine, I'm

sure it's there.

MAI TRE ' D
O course, M. Pacino.
(gl ances down)

Ah, here it is. | apologize.

(cal l'ing)
Vito, would you pl ease-a seat the
Fi schers?

A youngi sh-1 ooking waiter, VITO cones over and nods at them
then starts toward the tables.

BRENT
Thank you.

Brent and Em |y wal k passed the desk, armin arm
Paci no stops him

PACI NO
Brent, a word...

BRENT
Sur e.

Brent nods. Emly and the waiter disappear into the
restaurant.

| NT. POLI CE STATI ON -- EVEN NG

Police. Busy at work. Phones ringing, people noving,
of ficers running back and forth.

Ritchie comes in and goes to his desk, calling to the PAA as
he wal ks.

RI TCH E
Any nmessages for nme, Lily?

LILY
Nope.

He sits.
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RI TCH E
Not hi ng from a Yancy Ogabon? A real
estate guy?

Lily chonps on a piece of gum pretends to | ook down at her
message slips, | ooks over at himand smles an annoyed smle.

LILY
Nope.

Ritchie frows and shakes his head and | ooks down at anot her
case file. He flips through pages of material, |ooks at
sone pictures, glances at a tape cassette and sets it aside.

LILY (CONT' D)
Detecti ve Ri tchie?

He | ooks up at her.

LILY (CONT' D)
Phone call. Li ne three.

He snatches up the receiver

Rl TCH E
Detective Ritchie..

CALLER (V. Q)
You're on the beach hooker nurder?

The voice is muffled and distorted, Iike the person is talking
t hrough a handkerchief or a cup. R tchie sits up and gets a
pen.

Rl TCH E
Yes | am

CALLER (V. Q)
| know who she is.

RI TCH E
(gl ances around)
The victin?

CALLER (V. Q)
No! She wasn't a victim She was
just a stupid bitch in the wong
pl ace at the wong tine.

RI TCH E
(clears his throat)
kay. . .

CALLER (V. Q)
You're not going to find the man who
killed her.
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Rl TCH E
Wy not ?

CALLER (V. Q)
Because he is nanel ess. Facel ess.
A phantom H m and the man he was
chasi ng.

Rl TCH E
You were... there when it happened?

CALLER (V. Q)
(hurried)
Her name is Janine. She was working
| ast night, at the beach house down
shore. You've seen it?

Rl TCH E
(flustered)
Yes. Yes, | sawit. Wat's your--

CALLER (V. Q)
Find the man who owns the beach house.
Find the man who threw the party
there last night. Then you'll find
out who she was.

The line goes dead. Ritchie stares at the receiver.
A witness. That changes everyt hing.
| NT. CURRANG O S RESTAURANT -- EVEN NG
EM LY
(cal l'ing)
Brent !

She's standing at a table not far from Brent and Paci no.
She waves hi m over.

Brent extends an arm holding up a stalling finger. He backs
toward her, pointing at Pacino with his other hand.

BRENT
"1l get back to you on that, Al,
will. There's a script on ny desk
right now | think it's just what

you' re | ooking for.

He sits down, laughing. Emly smles at himas she takes
her seat.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
You think these guys are using their
real names?
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EM LY
Who?
BRENT
The waiters... Antony, Vito, | saw

anot her one naned G useppe..
Em |y | aughs.
There's a short pause as they stare into each other's eyes.

EM LY
| Iike that.

BRENT
What ?

EM LY
(touches her nout h)
Thi s.

He | ooks confused, touching his lip, wiping at it lightly.

EM LY ( CONT' D)
The sm | el You haven't smled al
day. . .

For just a nonent, Brent had been able to forget the problem
that had been domnating his mnd. The party, the cops, his
j ob, Janine. But now they all cone rushing back, and when
he speaks again, his voice is thick with worry.

BRENT
Sure | have.

EM LY
Not really. You' ve faked a coupl e,
but... Anyway, apparently talking to

Al did you sonme good.

She fiddles with her place-setting. Her eyes take on a
strange expression. Al nost sadness, but not quite.

EM LY (CONT' D)
Way don't you tell nme about | ast

ni ght ?
BRENT
What ?
EM LY
Last night. Wat'd you do while I
was gone?
BRENT

Not hi ng.
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EM LY
You nust have done sonething. .
tried calling the penthouse.

BRENT
was out.
EM LY
(fishing)
Qut where?
BRENT
Work stuff, you wouldn't be
i nt er est ed.
EM LY
(masked di sappoi nt nent)
How do you know? | |ike hearing

about your work.
Vito conmes up to them
Brent tries to hide his relief.

VI TO
Sonmet hing to drink?

BRENT
Bl ack Russi an.

Emly stares at him

VI TO
And for you, mss?

As far as she knows Brent hasn't had a drink in al nost a
year. And now he just orders one like it's nothing. She's
shocked. She stares at himlike he's gone insane.

He just | ooks back at her, unaffected.

VI TO ( CONT' D)

M ss?

EM LY
Cl ub soda.

VI TO
Very good.

Vito goes over to the bar.

EM LY
What are you doi ng?

BRENT
Don't start, Em
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EM LY
Don't start? You--

BRENT
' mnot an al coholic.

EM LY
| didn't say you were

BRENT
But you're thinking it.

EM LY
| " m thinking you've been cl ean for
el even nont hs and- -

BRENT
(qui et but forceful)
There! Right there! |'mnot an
al coholic, so having a drink isn't a
slip...
EM LY

Brent. Last tine you drank you--

BRENT

| know what | tried to do!

(deep breath; quieter)
Wiy the hell does everyone suddenly
think I've got ammesia? Look, you're
here, you'll make sure | don't do
anything crazy. | just really need
a drink right now, okay?

EM LY
You need a dri nk?

BRENT
| want a dri nk.

EM LY
You want a dri nk.

BRENT
Yes. Want. |'mnot an al coholic,
Emly. | wasn't only drinking that
ni ght .
Vito conmes back and sets their drinks in front of them
Brent takes a long sip, staring at Emly the whole tine.
She sighs and | ooks down at her napkin.

VI TO
Are we ready to order?
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I NT. BRENT' S PENTHOUSE -- N GHT

Brent and Em |y burst into the apartnent | ocked in a
passi onat e enbrace.

Brent pushes her away and ki cks the door shut, then pounces

on her again. They spinin circles, kissing and noving toward
t he couch.

Emly is the one who hits the cushions first, with Brent

just a half second behind, unbuttoning his shirt. He presses
hi msel f agai nst her and pins her down.

The canera noves | ower, past their |egs, focusing on the
floor at their feet.

Em |y noves her feet, sliding themon the floor, |aughing
and panting and grunting with delight.

Her heel kicks nomentarily under the couch, catching a corner
of newspaper, and pulls it out with her.

Not all the way out. Not even enough to really notice it.
But the corner is there, visible if you | ook, waiting, just
wai ting to be found.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. BEACH -- NIGHT -- BLACK & WHI TE

On the beach. The enpty beach. The enpty beach that reaches
forever into the cold, dark night.

Brent stands there, shivering, staring at the ocean.

He suddenly junps with a start, |looks to the left, |ooks to
the right. Turns, stares into the distance, and sees that
it's not enpty.

The house. The beach house. There, down the shore.

He finds hinself wal king toward it, wal king toward the house.

He stares at it, in the distance, a synbol of normalcy, a
synbol of the way things are supposed to be.

Sil ence surrounds him an eerie silence, an abnormal sil ence.
No noi se, not even the waves.

The house is safety, the house is where everything wll return
to nor nal

He's al nost there, just yards away fromthe front steps, and
suddenly the silence is broken.

Broken by the high, shrill screamof a child in pain.



42.

Brent stops, stares at the door, forced into paralysis by
fear. He recognizes that scream it haunts him its sound
is engraved in his brain.

The child screans again, screans frominside Brent's house.

He opens his nmouth and tries to speak, but his voice is caught
in his throat.

The screans are replaced by a soft, echoing cry. A child's
tears. A child s crying. The sound that cones when you've

gi ven up, when you've resigned yourself to fate.

Now Brent finds his strength, finds his voice. He screans
as | oud as he can.

BRENT
Cor ey!

The call, the name echoes through the enpty space around
hi m

He runs forward, onto the steps, and tries to open the door.

Locked. He's locked out. Corey is crying. There's nothing
Brent can do.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
Cor ey!

He junps off the steps and runs to the nearest w ndow, peering
in, trying to see.

Not hing there. Just an enpty room

Not a room of the beach house, either. A strange room a
room he recogni zes fromhis past. A room nmade of wood.

A wooden table, wooden chairs, wooden wal | s.

There's a wi ndow, one, on the far side, |ooking out at a
ni ght sky.

But no people, no occupants. Just the sound, the crying,
t he whi npering of a child in pain.

COREY (O S.)
Wiy did you let ne die?

Brent junps and whirls around.

The boy is there, the boy fromhis earlier dream Corey.
Hi s brother.

Brent opens his nmouth but no words cone. A tear rolls down
hi s cheek.
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COREY ( CONT' D)
Wiy did you let ne die?

BRENT
Corey. |...
COREY
Wiy did you let ne die?
(beat)

Wiy did you let himkill me?

Corey | ooks passed Brent, at the house, at the wi ndow. Brent
turns back to it slowy.

Sonmething flies through it fromthe inside.
d ass sprays against his face.

He recogni zes the flying object as Corey for only a split
second before--

| NT. PENTHOUSE BEDROOM -- DAY

Brent's eyes burst open. He's panting and sweating and
[icking his |lips.

The sound of a faucet is comng fromthe next room the
bat hroom The sound stops, Emly walks in wearing a silk
r obe.

EM LY
Did you say sonethi ng?

Brent closes his eyes, opens them calns hinself.

BRENT
No. What tine is it?

EM LY
Al nost eleven. After |ast night, |
figured you could use the sleep.
She winks at him He feigns a smle.

EM LY (CONT' D)
You sure you didn't say sonething?

He nods.

| NT. POLI CE STATI ON | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - - DAY

The roomis bare, grey, with an atnosphere that | eaves you
feeling enpty and alone. There is a table, two chairs, and
a mrror on one wall. That's it. Nothing else.

A girl sits at the table, facing the mrror that everyone
knows i s one-way.
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She's young and pretty and dressed in clothes that clearly

define her profession.

She's alone in the room staring at her hands folded on the

t abl e.

The canmera backs away from her and turns to the mrror, nobves

toward it, noves through it into
| NT. POLI CE STATI ON OBSERVATI ON ROOM - - CONTI NUQUS

where Ritchie and Krow en stand, staring at the girl
ot her side of the gl ass.

RI TCH E
She says she worked with her?

KROW_EN
She says they were friends. Wn't
admt what she does, as if we can't
tell.

RI TCH E
Never take anything for granted,
Krow en. Maybe she isn't what she
seens.

KROMN_EN
Look at her. ..

RI TCH E
| f you're gonna survive, you need to
expect the unexpected. That's all.
What' s her nanme?

KROMN_EN
Pear| .

RI TCH E
(1 aughs)
And then there's sonme people who
show t hensel ves right on the
surface... She cane in on her own?
She's cooperating with us?

Kr oW en nods.

RI TCH E ( CONT' D)
Then let's not keep her waiting..

They | eave the room
The canera backs through the glass into
| NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - - CONTI NUQUS

as they cone in.

on the



PEARL | ooks up at them Ritchie smles at her.

Rl TCH E
|'"'m Detective |saac Rtchie. You' ve
nmet my partner...

She nods sl owy.

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
How ol d are you, Pearl?

PEARL
Ei ght een.

Rl TCH E
Yeah. M too. So... You knew the
girl... who was killed?

PEARL
(nods agai n)
Jani ne.

Ritchie's eyes glinmer with nane recognition
was telling the truth, at |east partially.

Rl TCH E

What can you tell ne about her?
PEARL

What d' you wanna know?
Rl TCH E

How did you two neet?
PEARL

On the street. At a bar.
Rl TCH E

Whi ch one?
PEARL

We net outside a bar.
Rl TCH E

What were you doing at a bar?
PEARL

What does anyone do at a bar?
Rl TCH E

But you're only... eighteen.

45.

The w t ness

Pearl gives hima |ook |ike he's naive. He smrks.

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
Ckay. So what can you tell ne about
Friday night?



PEARL
What d' you wanna know?

RI TCH E
Were you with Jani ne?

PEARL
Not when it happened.

Rl TCH E
But before...

She frowns and nods.

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
At the beach?

She nods agai n.

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
What was goi ng on there?

PEARL
There was... this party. At this
guy's beach house.

Rl TCH E
What guy?

PEARL
| don't know his nane.

Rl TCH E
So you were worKing. .

PEARL
| don't have a job. | was there to
party.

Ri tchi e nods patronizingly.

Rl TCH E
A guest. But you don't know the
host' s nane.

PEARL
Jani ne knew him

Rl TCH E
| see. So you're at this house..
this party... and Jani ne, what?
Left?

PEARL
| guess.

46.



Rl TCH E
Was she with soneone?

PEARL
| don't know. Didn't see her go.
RI TCH E
Wen was the |last tinme you saw her?
PEARL
She was going into the back... the
bedroom .. with sone guy.
Rl TCH E
What guy?
PEARL

| don't know who he was.

Rl TCH E
Know soneone who m ght?

PEARL
Maybe. Maybe this guy | was talking
to there, seened to be friends with

ever ybody.
RI TCH E

VWhat's his nane?
PEARL

Jack. Jack... Tillis.
RI TCH E

Jack Tillis. Got an address?
PEARL

(chuckl es)

| just nmet himthe other night.
RI TCH E

Right. Anything else you can tell

nme?
Pearl shakes her head.

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
You sure?

PEARL
Can't think of anything.

RI TCH E
You' ve got Detective Krow en's nunber,
right? 1In case you do think of
sonet hi ng?
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She nods. So does Ritchie.

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
| guess that's all then. Thanks for
com ng down, talking to us. You' ve
been a big hel p.

She smles alittle and heads for the door.

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
Hey Pearl ...
(beat)
You stay outta trouble, okay?

She rolls her eyes and | eaves.

Rl TCH E ( CONT' D)
(to Krow en)
Get ne an address for Jack Tillis.

I NT. TONY KRI SHTON LI TERARY AGENCY -- DAY

The desks are enpty, the phones are silent. Three people
are in the office. One of themis Jack Tillis.

He's on the phone when Ritchie and Krow en wal k in.

The two detectives nove to the center of the room and | ook
fromone person to the next to the next.

Rl TCH E
Excuse ne.

The three nmen | ook up.

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
VWi ch one of you is Jack Tillis?

Two of them go back to work. Jack stares at the detectives.

JACK
(i nto phone)
W're clear, right? ... Good. Catch
ya on the flip side.

Ritchie raises an eyebrow. Jack hangs up and wal ks over to
t hem

Rl TCH E
Catch ya on the flip side?

JACK
What can | do for you?

Rl TCH E
Catch ya on the flip side?



JACK
Sonmet hing wong with that?

Rl TCH E
Haven't heard it in anwhile is all.

JACK
What can | do for you?

Ritchie gl ances at Krowl en and Krow en steps forward.

KROALEN
My nane is Detective Paul Krow en
this is ny partner Detective Ritchie.
We were hoping to ask you a few
gquesti ons.

Jack puts his hands in his pockets.
The detectives involuntarily stiffen, just a tad.

JACK
Questi ons about what?

KROW.EN
VWhat were you doing Friday night?

JACK
Friday night...

KROW.EN
There was a party, right? At the
beach?

JACK
| don't think so... No. Friday night
| was... yeah, | was honme. Playing
poker with sone friends.

KROMN_EN
You sure?

JACK
| shoul d think so.
(1 aughs)
| didn't have that many beers.

Krow en gl ances over at Ritchie, not sure what to do.
Ritchie takes a step back.
KROW.EN
W talked to a young wonman earlier

t oday, and she said she was with you
at a party on the beach that night.

49.



JACK
She's wrong.
KROALEN
Because you were at hone...
JACK
Pl ayi ng poker.
KROALEN
Al l night.
JACK

(anot her | augh)
And sone of the norning.

KROWALEN

How many people were there?
JACK

Five or six...
KROWALEN

Whi ch?

Jack glares at himfor a second.

JACK
Si X.
KROWNLEN
Friends from here?
JACK
A coupl e of them
KROWNLEN
VWhat are their nanes?
JACK
"' msorry?
KROWNLEN
Their nanes... Can you give ne their
nanmes?
JACK
Why ?
KROWNLEN

l'd like to talk to them

JACK
Why ?

Ritchie' s jacket starts ringing.
conversation and pulls out a cell

He steps away fromthe
phone.

50.



Rl TCH E
Ri t chi e here.

LILY (V.Q)
Yancy Ogabon is on the line. You
want nme to patch himthrough?

RI TCH E
Absol utely.

He gl ances over at Krow en as he waits. The two nen are
still talking, nothing seens to have changed.

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
Yancy, hi! \Wat you got for nme? ...
That's the one. What's the name on
the |l ease? ... Geat, Yance, thanks
a bunch. "1, uh...

He | ooks at Jack.

He | aughs

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
"1l catch ya on the flip side.
What? People say it...

51.

and hangs up and wal ks back over to his student.

JACK
"1l give you the nanes, fine.
just don't see the point in--

RI TCH E
Tony Krishton at the poker party?
JACK
(beat)
Tony Krishton's my boss.
RI TCH E
Yeah, | saw his nanme on the door
He there Friday?
JACK
No... We don't... socialize.
Rl TCH E

But you were at his beach house Friday
ni ght. ..

JACK
(1 aughs)
Guess you don't hear too good. |
wasn't at the beach--

Rl TCH E
No, of course not.
( MORE)



52.

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
Because if you were and you lied
about it, that would inplicate you
i n murder.

Jack stares at him

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
Wiy don't you take your hands out of
your pockets?

JACK
VWiy?  You think |I'm gonna shoot you?

RI TCH E
| think you' re |lying about where you
were the other night and that makes
you a suspect and that neans | can't
trust you.

JACK
Anyt hing you see in nmy pocket is al
me, okay? AIn't no gun in here..

RI TCH E
l"d still like to see your hands, if
it'"s all the sane to you

Jack chuckl es and rai ses his hands above his head nockingly.

RI TCH E ( CONT' D)
Tony Krishton at the poker party?

JACK
No.
RI TCH E
He here today?
JACK
No. He generally takes a nap on
Sundays.
RI TCH E

Wiy are you?
Jack rai ses an eyebrow.

Rl TCH E ( CONT' D)
Wor ki ng. .. on Sunday. ..

JACK
Wiy are you?

RI TCH E
Murderers don't generally take naps..



53.

JACK
Nei t her does Hol | ywood.
Rl TCH E
You know where Tony Krishton..
sl eeps?
JACK
No.
Rl TCH E
Know how I can find out?
JACK
Nope.
Rl TCH E

Wuldn't it be in sone sort of
dat abase on one of these conputers?

JACK
Coul d be | suppose.
RI TCH E
Way don't you | ook for nme?
JACK
(1 ong pause)

Sure.
He goes to one of the desks and sits at the conputer.

Krow en | ooks over at Ritchie, Ritchie nods toward Jack,
Krow en steps over and watches the conputer screen.

Ritchie steps away a couple steps and opens his phone back
up and dials three digits.

RI TCH E

Los Angeles. Krishton, Tony.
Yes, pl ease.

(pause while it rings)
M. Krishton? M nane is Detective
| saac Ritchie. ... Detective...
lsaac... Ritchie... I"'mwth LAPD, |
was hoping | could conme by and see
you today. ... I'd really rather
wait till | see you. ... Geat!
And... what's your address?

He pulls a pen fromhis pocket and wites on his hand as he
|istens.

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
Ckay. 1'll see you in a few m nutes
t hen.
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He hangs up and wal ks over and pats Krowl en on the shoul der.

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
Let's go.

JACK
What ?

RI TCH E
You' ve been a big help, M. Tillis.
(sml es)
"1l catch ya on the flip side.

The detectives |leave. Jack stares at them as they do.
| NT. TONY KRI SHTON' S CONDO -- DAY

Tony's condo is mapped out with the kitchen and living room
attached to each other, the front door sort of on the border
bet ween the two. The bedroons and bat hroons are in the back.

Tony is standing at the kitchen counter, staring at the door
and drunmm ng his fingers, anxious to know what Detective
Ritchi e wants.

He's been racking his brain, trying to figure out what it
coul d be about, and all he keeps com ng back to is Brent.
The way he acted at the office, the abnormality of being
there on Saturday, the night he tried to throw hinself out a
wi ndow and Tony had to tal k hi m down.

Hs fingers drum faster.

There's a knock at the door. Tony al nost | eaps over the
counter, but rushes around it instead. He opens the door

and sees the two detectives. They cone inside wthout waiting
to be asked.

Rl TCH E
M. Krishton?

TONY
Yeah.

Rl TCH E

|'"'m Detective Ritchie, we spoke on
t he phone. This is ny partner,
Detective Krow en. W just—

TONY
VWat's this about?

RI TCH E
It's about your beach house.



TONY
My beach house... The one in Santa
Moni ca?

KROALEN

How many you have?

TONY
Two. But | haven't been down to
Santa Monica in years. Wen | get a
day off | don't wanna spend it that
cl ose to honme, you know? | usually
fly out to Cape Cod. CQuieter there.
Prettier.

RI TCH E

(1 ooks down at his

shoes)
M. Krishton, we have a probl em here.
W were told that there was a party
at the Santa Monica house Friday
night. Afairly... wld... party.
| s there anyone who may have used
your house for sonething like that?

TONY
(fear flashes across
his face)
Not... really. | nean, no one asked

for perm ssion or anything. Wat
exactly do you nean by w |l d?

Rl TCH E
W can't be sure. W assune there

were booze, we think there were drugs,

we know t here were hookers.

TONY
And, uh... Wiy are you involved?

RI TCH E
We're homicide detectives, M.
Kri sht on.

TONY
Hom ci de?

RI TCH E
One of the prostitutes was kill ed.

TONY
| see. How did it...

RI TCH E
She was shot. Then buried in the
sand. Then soneone el se dug her up
and cal |l ed us.
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TONY
So there was a wtness...
RI TCH E
There may have been.
TONY
When. .. Wat ni ght was she killed?
Rl TCH E
Fri day.
TONY
(1 ooks up at the
ceiling)
Maybe. ..

A pause as the detectives wait for himto finish

RI TCH E

Maybe what, M. Krishton?
TONY

Oh, | was just thinking out |oud.
Rl TCH E

(sml es)

Well why don't you finish the thought?
TONY

| just... It's probably not hing.
Rl TCH E

Tel | us anyway.

TONY
He hasn't been up there for at |east
a year, far as | know.

Rl TCH E
VWho?
TONY
A friend of m ne. He works for ne.
KROMN_EN
Jack Tillis?
TONY

VWhat? No. What does he have to do
with this?

Rl TCH E
Who hasn't been up there, M.
Kri sht on?

56.
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TONY
A few years ago, when | stopped using
t he house, | gave the keys to a friend
of mne. He needed a place to get
away with his girlfriend. 1... He's
been sober for alnost a year. | was
t hi nki ng maybe he got nostal gic and
went down there and maybe he w tnessed
somet hi ng.

Rl TCH E
VWhat's his nane?

TONY
Br ent . Brent Fi scher.

He goes to a table by the couch.
TONY ( CONT' D)
| have his address in ny book, [|'lI
get it for you.
Ritchie | ooks over at Krow en and sm | es.
| NT. PENTHOUSE LI VI NG ROOM - - DAY
Brent is sitting on the couch, his head back, his eyes cl osed.

Foot steps cone fromthe back. Hurried footsteps, noving
back and forth. The phone rings.

EMLY (OS.)
Can you get that? | need to scoot...

Brent sighs and sits up and | ooks for the phone. It's a
portable, always in the last place you | ook, this tine hiding
in plain sight on the coffee table in front of him

BRENT
(i nto phone)
Yeah. ... Hey Jack—what? Wen?
VWait, Krish knows? ... Wen did they

| eave? How nmuch did they know?

Emly hurries toward the door, pulling on her coat. She
stops and gives hima quick peck on the cheek.

EM LY
See you | ater.

BRENT
(nods at her, listening
to Jack)
You think they bought it? Then why
did... Hang on.

He watches Emly | eave, waits until he hears the ping! of
the arriving el evator.
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BRENT ( CONT' D)
Wiy did they call Krish if they bought

t he poker story? ... Christ. This

is bad. Does everyone know the party
never happened? ... Al right. Al
right, | guess there's... | guess
it's ny problemnow 1'll just have
to wait and see if they show up.
Thanks for trying. ... | know

It's... not your fault. 1'IIl...

it's not your fault.

He hangs up and falls back onto the couch, bringing his hands
to his face.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
Chri st!

There's a knock at the door. His head whips toward it, he
stares at it, suddenly very sure it's the detectives Jack
just told himabout. He gets to his feet very slowy.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
Co. ..
(clears his throat)
Com ng.

He stops with his hand on the knob, takes a deep breath,
turns it and opens the door. There's nobody there.

He steps forward to | ook around and kicks a box at his feet.
He | ooks down at it, bends to pick it up. H's eyes
imediately go to the return address. But there is no return
address. Just a word where a nane should be. A single word.

VHY?

He | ooks down the hall, to the stairs. Nobody there, already
gone.

He grabs the box and junps to his feet and takes it to the
tabl e by the couch, kicking the door shut behind him

Wth that done, with the package inside and out of sight, he
takes two steps away fromit and runs his hands through his
hair. The one-word question could only refer to one thing,
and only one person knew about that one thing, and she can't
be sendi ng hi m packages, for obvious reasons. He goes to

| NT. PENTHOUSE Kl TCHEN -- CONTI NUOUS

and opens the refrigerator, then slanms it shut, renenbering
there's no booze in the house.

He groans and | ooks back at the other room He taps his
foot rapidly, trying to think, trying to decide what to do.
Finally he nods and snatches a knife fromthe counter.
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| NT. PENTHOUSE LI VI NG ROOM - - CONTI NUOUS
He wal ks purposefully to the table, sits down on the couch,
cuts through the package's tape. He drops the knife and
swal | ows hard and rests his hands on the lid. Cosing his
eyes, he pulls the box open. Wth one | ast breath, he opens
his eyes and | ooks i nside.
A PLASTI C BAG COVERED W TH BLACK TAPE
And a note attached to it, three nore words.
W TH LOVE, JANI NE
He looks at it as if it's evil, pulls it out, smacks the box
across the room Dropping the bag onto the table, he grabs
the knife and slices intoit. He stares at what's inside.
EM LY S GLOVES

JANINE (V. 0O)

It's cold out. | don't have any
gl oves.

BRENT (V.Q)
It's June!l

JANINE (V.0O.)
We're by the beach... M hands get
cold really fast.

BRENT (V.Q)
Aw, I'msorry.
(beat)
Here, take these.

He closes his eyes tight for a second.

Hi s hand is suspended i nches above the gloves, terrified.
Terrified because there's sonething in the gloves, sonething
filling them Terrified that they're filled with Janine's
hands.

He holds his breath, picks up one of the gloves and tips it
and stares at what spills out.

SAND

The gl oves are filled with sand. He forces hinself to
breathe, to think. He junps up and practically runs to

| NT. PENTHOUSE KI TCHEN -- CONTI NUOUS
From one of the cupboards he pulls a box of matches and a

bottle of lighter fluid. Frombeneath the sink he pulls a
trash can. Arned with these things, he goes back to
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| NT. PENTHOUSE LI VI NG ROOM - - CONTI NUOUS
and the evidence that nust be destroyed.

Wth a sweep of his arm the gloves and the sand and the

bl ack plastic bag drop into the can. He jabs the knife into
the lighter fluid and drops the whole bottle inside. A match
is struck, a fire is set, the evidence burns.

The phone rings. There's a knock at the door.
He grits his teeth and gl ances around.

BRENT
(cal l'ing)
Just a mnute...

He pulls off his shirt quickly and uses it to pick up the
burning can, carrying it into

| NT. PENTHOUSE BEDROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

The phone stops ringing as he shuts the door and puts his
shirt back on and goes back out to

| NT. PENTHOUSE LI VI NG ROOM - - CONTI NUQUS
and over to the door.

BRENT
Who is it?

RITCH E (O S.)
Pol i ce.

He takes a step back and bends over and puts his head in his
hands, suppressing a scream

BRENT
(hal f-openi ng the
door)
Sonmething | can do for you, Oficer?

R TCH E
Detective. Detective |Isaac Ritchie,
and this here's Detective Paul
Krow en. Can we cone in?

BRENT
Actually, 1'd rather you didn't.
The place is kind of a ness and—

Rl TCH E
Ch we don't m nd.

They push past himand into the living room He turns to
face them trying to hide his fear with anger.
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BRENT
What do you want, Detective?
KROALEN
You go to a party Friday night?
BRENT RI TCH E
No. | s sonet hi ng burni ng?
BRENT

(to Ritchie; sharper
t han i ntended)

No!
KROALEN
You weren't at the beach?
BRENT
No. . .
KROALEN Rl TCH E
Were were you? You sure nothing's burning?

Ritchie takes a step toward the stairs, toward the back.
Brent steps in front of him

BRENT
Not hi ng' s bur ni ng.
(to Krow en)
| was here.

Rl TCH E
It snells |ike—

BRENT
| burnt a roast!

Rl TCH E
A roast?

Brent stares at him trying to hide his desperation.

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
Isn't that the kitchen over there?

BRENT
Yeah. ..

RI TCH E
It's comng from—

BRENT
(puts a hand on
Ritchie' s chest)
| told you it's nothing.
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RI TCH E
Al right, let's have a |ook in the
bedr oom

BRENT

| don't think so.

Ritchie chuckles and tries to go past, but Brent pushes him
back.

RI TCHI E
Watch it.
(beat)
Move asi de.

Krow en steps up, a hand in his jacket.

BRENT
(trying to act strong)
Show ne a warrant.

RI TCH E
| think I can prove probabl e cause.

BRENT
Not the way | see it.

Rl TCH E
There's sonet hing burni ng back there.

BRENT
| told you there isn't.

RI TCH E
VWhat is it? Evidence? d othes?
Pi ctures of her?

BRENT
| don't know what you're talking
about .

Rl TCH E

A oves? The gl oves you were wearing
when you did it?

BRENT
D d what ?

Rl TCH E
That's it, isn't it? Mve aside.

BRENT
| want you to | eave.

Rl TCH E
Move asi de.
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BRENT
No.

Rl TCH E
Krow en, nobve him

Krow en steps forward and grabs Brent's arm Brent shrugs
hi m away, turns.

BRENT
Don't you touch ne!

Ritchie's gun is half out of its holster.
RI TCH E
Get up against the wall and stay
there. Krow en, go check out the
back.
Krow en starts toward the stairs.

Brent steps up to him R tchie grabs him gun drawn, and
shoves hi m away.

Brent stares at the barrel pointed at his face, breathing
heavily and sweating badly.

Krow en di sappears into the back.

Brent closes his eyes, licks his |ips.

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)

There's still time, Fischer.
Cooperate. Just cooperate. I1t'll

go so nmuch easier if you do.
He swall ows hard and tries to control his breathing.

Rl TCH E ( CONT' D)
It's a matter of seconds. Seconds.
Krowl en' s gonna cone back out with..
what ? A basket? A trash can ful
of ashes? Maybe it burned, naybe
it's unrecogni zabl e, but we'll figure
out what it is. W'Il nmake our case,
Fischer. You will go down.

H s eyes are on fire. H's head is spinning.

RI TCH E ( CONT' D)
And even if we can't, even if it's

conpl etely destroyed, we'll have
nmore than enough for a warrant.
W'l conme back here in an hour or

two and turn this place upside down.
| nmean really tear it apart.
( MORE)
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RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
What' Il we find? Drugs? Coke? O
is there another corpse or two hiding
behi nd the tub?

BRENT
Shut up! Just shut up! Just shut
up and | eave ne al one!

Rl TCH E
VWiy? Am| getting to you? Aml
touchi ng a nerve?

He turns away and cl enches his eyes shut and bites his | ower
lip.

Rl TCHI E ( CONT' D)
Sonet hi ng you wanna say, Fischer?
Sonet hi ng you wanna tell nme? Say
it... It's that easy. Just open
your nouth and... speak.

He cl enches his teeth and holds his breath.

RI TCH E ( CONT' D)
Running outta tinme, Fish. Running
outta—

Brent steps forward, shouting, forcing Ritchie to back away.

BRENT
No! Don't call nme that! Don't you
fucking call ne that!

H's hand is raised, poised to strike.

KROALEN (O S.)
Step away!

Krowen is at the top of the stairs, gun ainmed at the back
of Brent's head.

KROWLEN ( CONT' D)
Back away right now.

Brent stares at Ritchie, takes a deep breath, steps back.
Krow en noves to his partner's side, strafing, keeping his
gun on its target.

RI TCH E
Looks like tinme's up. Wat'd you
find?

KROALEN

Not hi ng.
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BRENT
What ?

BRENT ( CONT' D)

...did | tell you?

Brent | ooks down and away, trying to hide his confusion.
Ritchie starts to slowy |lower his gun.

KROALEN
Al right, you're comng with us.
BRENT
On what charge?
KROALEN
Assaul ting an officer.
BRENT
| never touched him
KROALEN
You cane cl ose enough!
BRENT
| don't think so...
KROALEN
| don't remenber—
Rl TCH E
He's right.
KROALEN
What ?
RI TCH E

(laughs and shakes
hi s head)
A roast, huh?

BRENT

They're a bitch, aren't they?

Rl TCH E

We'll be back, M. Fischer. You can
count on that.

Brent stares at his feet, listens to the footsteps and the

door and the elevator's ping!

When they're gone, when he's

al one, he falls to one knee and sobs.

I NT. CASINO -- N GHT -

- BLACK & WHI TE

The dreamman is standing in a casino, by a roulette wheel,
listening to people call out nunbers, place their bets. He

| ooks over at a snmll

boy beside him Brent at age ten.
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DREAM MAN
Running outta tinme, Fish! Better
make a choi ce!

10- YEAR- OLD BRENT
| shouldn't even be here..

DREAM AN
VWll you are! You are because |'m
your dad! Now make a frickin' bet!

10- YEAR- OLD BRENT
Red! Red even

DREAM AN
(drops sone chi ps on
the table)
Red even

The wheel spins, the people cheer. The man cheers. Brent
just looks at his feet and breat hes.

| NT. PENTHOUSE LI VI NG ROOM -- DAY

He sobs one nore tinme, junps to his feet, runs up the stairs
and to

| NT. PENTHOUSE BEDROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

He spins a circle, looking around. [It's gone. The trash
can is gone. He |ooks over at the wi ndow, stunned. The
curtains blow up, billowing in the w nd.

He stares for just a second, then runs over and | ooks out on
the fire escape. Nothing there, either.

He staggers back and falls onto his bed and brings his hands
to his face, his chest heaving with relief, confusion, and
nmore than a little fear.

FADE QUT.
FADE | N:
I NT. CASINO -- NI GHT -- BLACK & WHI TE

10-year-old Brent and his dad, the dream nman, are wal ki ng
into the crowded casino. The roomis filled with the sounds
of ganbling. Spinning wheels, shouts of victory, nopans of

| oss sail through the air. Brent |ooks nervous, glancing
around, pulling at his dad's shirt sl eeve.

10- YEAR- OLD BRENT
Dad. . .
(beat)
Dad. . .
( MORE)
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10- YEAR- OLD BRENT ( CONT' D)
(beat)
Dad. ..
The man finally stops wal king and | ooks over at him

10- YEAR- OLD BRENT ( CONT' D)
Dad, the sign. It says you gotta be
ei ght een.

DAD
Don't worry about it! They know ne
here, you're all right. Now | ook...

He hands Brent sone chips.

DAD ( CONT' D)
These are yours to | ose, okay? You
can do whatever you want with them
This is gonna be great, Fish! You
want a Coke or sonet hi ng?

Brent nods, not excited at all.

DAD ( CONT' D)
Al right, wait here.

The man pats himon the shoul der and goes over to the bar.
Brent | ooks down at the chips in his hand, shakes his head,
| ooks back up.

COREY
Wiy did you let ne die?

Brent junps back, drops the chips. Corey is standing right
in front of him pale and bruised and cut, the side of his
head brutally caved in.

COREY ( CONT' D)
Wiy did you let himkill me?

Brent's nmouth drops open slightly. He backs away. He shakes
his head. He bunps into soneone's |egs.

JANINE (O.S.)
Wiy did you let ne die?

He whirls to face her, his breathing shallow He stunbles
back, turns, |looks around wildly. They're gone. His dad
wal ks over with a soda.

DAD
VWat's the matter, Fish? Were're
your chi ps?
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| NT. PENTHOUSE BEDROOM -- DAY

Brent is laying on the bed, spraw ed out as he fell, his
eyes closed and his breathing slow

EMLY (O S.)
Br ent ?

He rolls onto his side, pulling his legs up onto the bed.

EMLY (O S.) (CONT' D
(cl oser)
Brent ?

He groans and begins the journey back to the waki ng worl d.
The door opens, Emly wal ks in.

EM LY ( CONT' D)
Br ent ?

He sits up slowy and opens his eyes.

EM LY (CONT' D)
You okay?

BRENT
VWhat? Yeah, |'mfine.

EM LY
(l ong pause, staring
at him
Tony cal |l ed.

Brent groans and falls back.
EM LY (CONT' D)

Said to call himright away, it was
on the machi ne when | got hone.

BRENT
Al right.
EM LY
(fishing)
About that script problen?
BRENT
The script... Yeah, probably. You

could say that.

EM LY
Didn't Jack take care of it?

BRENT
(staring at the floor)
No. And it's starting to get outta
control



She sits down on the bed with him

EM LY
(hopeful)
Anyt hi ng you want to tal k about?
BRENT
No. | can handle it.

He gets up and goes to the w ndow.

EM LY
Are you sure? Brent... I"'mworried
about you.
He turns to her.
BRENT
Why ?
EM LY

You... Wiy did you go to the beach
house Friday night and not tell ne?

BRENT
What ?

EM LY
Way did you go to the beach house
Friday night and not tell ne?

BRENT
How did you. .

EM LY
Tanmy. You weren't here, so | called
Tanmy. She said you said sonething
about a party, about the beach, but
you haven't thrown a party in a year
and that's our house...

BRENT
Emly, I...

EM LY
And it's not like you to lie, Brent.
|"ve never known you to lie, not to
me. So what happened? What's wrong?
Way did you go to the beach house
Friday night and not tell ne?

Brent rubs his face and turns away, trying to think what

say.
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to
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BRENT
... It was just a little thing, nme
and Jack and a coupl e people. Poker.
No bi g deal.

EM LY
(di sappoi nt ed)
Then why did you |ie about it?

BRENT
| didn't lie...

EM LY
Yes you did, Brent! At the restaurant
you did. | asked you where you were

and you said...

BRENT
| said | was out.

EM LY
You said you were working. And then
you wouldn't tell ne what on

BRENT
Well | was working, sort of. There
was... The script thing, it started

Friday, and we spent a |lot of the
night trying to figure out what to
do about it...

EM LY
But you just said you were playing
poker!

BRENT
W were! God, Em what do you want
fromme?

EM LY

| want you to tell nme the truth

BRENT
| can't!

He stops and | ooks down and can't believe what he just said.

EM LY
Wy not ?

He puts his hands on the wi ndow and cl oses his eyes.
EM LY (CONT' D)
Brent? Wiy not? |If you tell nme, |
promse |I'll try to understand..

He sobs quietly, half a chuckle.
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She goes to him waps her arns around his waist, puts her
head on his shoul der.

EM LY (CONT' D)
| love you, Brent. You know | do.
| need you or else | can't survive.
That's what a relationship and
marriage and life are all about.
We're engaged to be married because
we | ove each other that nuch, because
life would be pointless and | ovel ess
and... lifeless... without it.
Wt hout each other we can't go on.
So just tell nme. Tell nme what
happened. 1'Il help you get through
it. I'll help you get past it.
Tell me and we can end your pain.

He turns to her and pushes her away.

BRENT
| can't tell you because it's a secret
project, Em It gonna be big, the
next Titanic. Titanic and Jurassic
Park and E.T. all in one. That's
why it's so hard, and that's why |I'm
wrapped up init. Just bear with nme
a few days, maybe a week, and we'l|l
be set for life. GCkay?

She stares at him her eyes watering.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
| swear, that's all it is.

She blinks away sone tears and | ooks past himat the w ndow,
staring off into space.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
| swear, Em | |love you too. |
| ove you just |like you |love ne, nore
even. | swear it on everything I
am But | can't let you in on this
one yet, | have to handle this nyself.
It doesn't nean | don't |ove you.
|"mdoing it for you. I'mdoing it
to make sure we never end up apart.
W'l |l be together forever and have
nothing to worry about. | swear it.
| swear it. Ckay?

She sighs and shakes her head, then nods.

EM LY
(masked anger)
Ckay. Gkay. You do what you have
to do.
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She turns and starts for the door, then stops and snells the
air.

EM LY (CONT' D)
Did you burn sonet hi ng?

EXT. H GHWAY -- DAY -- AERI AL SHOT

Brent's bl ack sports car noves slowy, avoiding the place he
is going but knowing he has to go there. Slow, sad nusic is
pl aying in the background.

I NT. TONY' S CONDO -- DAY

There's a knock at the door. Tony cones out fromthe back
and opens it. Brent brushes past him storm ng inside.

BRENT
(angry)
What did you tell thenf
TONY
Excuse nme?
BRENT
The cops! What did you tell thenf
TONY
... | told themyou used to use
t he—
BRENT
Damm it, Krish! | got a pair of

hard-up sherlocks trying to pin ne
up for nurder, and you're handi nhg em
the nail s!

TONY
Al right, wait just one second,
Brent! Were you or were you not at
t he beach house Friday night?

BRENT
| was not! But they don't believe
me! Why? Because you told themto
| ook at ne!

TONY
| didn't tell themto do anyt hing!
They said there may have been a
W t ness, that there probably was,
and | thought nmaybe you were it!

Brent sinks. He'd built hinself up all the way over,
preparing hinself to put on a show, and Tony stopped it cold.
A W tness...
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TONY ( CONT' D)
| thought maybe you went to see the
old place, to do sone thinking, and
saw sonet hi ng you shoul dn't have! |
t hought that was naybe why you were
all flippy at the office yesterday!
| did not tell themyou' re a nurderer
| did not tell themto | ook at you!

BRENT
(bl'inks and | ooks up
at him
That's horse shit. Wat else did
you tell then? Did you tell them
about the drugs? D d you tell them
| tried to kill nyself?

TONY
No, | didn't tell themthat. Shoul d
| have?

They stare at each ot her.
BRENT

|'"'mclean, Tony. Have been since
that night. WII be for many nights

to cone.
TONY
Good. 1'm gl ad.
BRENT

Are you? Maybe you'd like ne to
slip. Maybe you'd like nme to have
killed that girl. Then you' d have
an excuse to cut nme | oose.

TONY
Oh, just shut up! Before you really
piss nme off...

BRENT
(1 aughs)
That's rich! Before | piss you off!
Yeah, you're the victimhere! [|I'm

attacking you! Stupid old Brent
Fi scher, doped up again, flying off
t he handl e!

TONY
| don't think you re—

BRENT
Don't patronize nme, Krish! Don't
patroni ze ne and don't play along to
get rid of nel!

( MORE)
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BRENT ( CONT' D)
You think I'm paranoid! About the
cops, about you out for blood! O
maybe you want nme to think you think
|"m paranoid when really I'mright
on the noney!

TONY
Brent —

BRENT
" mthe best agent you fucking got,
you know that? Know who | saw | ast
night? Al Pacino! Al Pacino! Wnts
a new novi e, asked nme for a script!
So maybe you better stop and think
before you throw ne to the wol ves.

Brent stornms out, slamm ng the door shut behind him Tony
stares after him and shakes his head slowy.

| NT. POLI CE STATI ON -- DAY

Ritchie is sitting at his desk, Krowen is sitting on top of
it. Ritchie is on the phone.

RI TCH E
Right, | know. ... Thanks anyway.

He hangs up. Krow en |ooks at him

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
No good. Judge G een says we need
nore to go on.

KROW.EN
He attacked you!

RI TCH E
| provoked him Krowen! | was trying
to push his buttons. It worked.

KROALEN
So what now? He's our guy, how do
we get hinf

Rl TCH E
Go talk to himagain tonorrow, see
if he |l eaves anything laying out for
us to find.

KRON_EN
Meant i me?

RI TCH E
It's Sunday. Go honme. Get sone
sl eep.
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KROWALEN
Home? Thought this was hone. ..

Rl TCH E
Common m sconception. Seriously,
go. I|I'mgoing to, once | finish up
sone paperwor K.

KROWALEN

Yeah?

Ritchie nods. Krowlen sits there for a few seconds, | ooking
down, contenplating the idea, then shakes his head and wal ks
away.

Ritchie opens a file on his desk, glances over it, turns to
his conmputer. Lily wal ks over and tosses an envel ope down
in front of him

LILY
Just cane for you, Detective.

She wal ks away. He gl ances at the envel ope, addressed to
him No stanp, self-delivered. No return address. He opens
it and pulls out the contents.

Pi ctures.
Hi s eyes w den.

RI TCH E
(under his breath)
Never sit on your hands..

I NT. JACK' S LI VI NG ROOM -- DAY

Brent is sitting on Jack's couch, his foot tapping and his
hand tw tching. Jack conmes in from another room carrying
two bottles of beer. He hands one to Brent. Brent guzzles
fromit hungrily.

BRENT
Thanks, man. Christ... I"'min a
| oad of shit.

JACK

The good detectives pay a visit?

BRENT
Krish sent emright to ne. Right
fucking to ne.

JACK
How d it go? What'd you tell then?
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BRENT
| didn't tell them anything, but I
blewit. | still managed to bl ow
it.

JACK

VWhat happened?
Brent enpties the bottle and sets it on the table. He sniffs
shortly and pulls a small plastic bag fromhis pocket, tosses
it to Jack.

BRENT
Want sone?

Jack |l ooks at it. Filled with | eaves and buds.

JACK
Weed?
BRENT
Best | could do. Short notice.
JACK
| ain't done this shit in... what?
Three years. Let nme go get sonething

st ronger.
Jack gets up and runs to the back
| NT. PENTHOUSE LI VI NG ROOM - - DAY

The penthouse is enpty. A key works in the |lock. The phone
rings. The door opens and Emly wal ks in, hears the phone,
tosses her keys on the table by the couch and runs to get

it. She doesn't see the keys slide across the glass and
fall to the floor.

She answers the phone from sonewhere in the other room

EMLY (O S.)
Emly Modss... Tony, hi, no he's not
but 1'mglad you call ed.

She conmes back into the living room notices the keys, bends
down to grab them stops, staring at the couch. Staring at
t he newspaper beneath the couch. She pulls it out and | ooks
at the headline.

HOOKER FOUND DEAD - BURI ED AT BEACH
The sound of the man grunting and panting plays through her

head while she talks into the phone, growi ng gradually | ouder
and faster and nore passionate.
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EM LY (CONT' D)
| wanted to have a little dinner
party tonight here at the penthouse.
... You, ne, Brent, maybe Jack..
You know, nothing big, just sone

fun. ... Well I don't know when
Brent'|l| be back, so |I guess just
stop by in an hour or twd. ... Geat.

See you then.

She hangs up, sets the phone and the paper on the table,
stands up slowy. The man in her head is nopani ng now,
grunting fast and incredibly Ioud, and then he suddenly lets
out a long groan of conpletion. Emly takes out her wall et
and | ooks at the picture of the man in the sleeve after Brent.

DI SSCLVE TQO
I NT. MOSS HOUSE -- EVEN NG

A kitchen/living roompainted in yellows and whites. A table
in the center, cheap, square. A YOUNG G RL sitting at it,
staring off into space. A door in the far wall, which opens
now.

A WOMAN, dressed in a silk robe, comes out and stops. She
cocks her head and stares at the girl, gets a strange | ook
on her face, |ike something she should have known for years
has just suddenly occurred to her.

WOVAN
Get to bed... I'll... see you in the
nor ni ng.
And the woman goes off into a hallway.
And the girl stares after her sadly.
DI SSOLVE TO
| NT. PENTHOUSE LI VI NG ROOM - - DAY
Emly stares at the picture angrily.
EM LY
(to herself)
Al right, Dad... Nowit's finally
over.
She snat ches her keys and wal ks briskly out the door.
I NT. JACK' S LIVING ROOM -- DAY
Brent is |eaning back, |laughing. He sniffs, w pes his nose.

Half a plate of cocaine sits on the table between himand
Jack.
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BRENT
Ah, man. The cops... they really do
have incredible timng, don't they?

Jack is leaning forward, straw in hand. He tosses the straw
down and blinks a few tines.

JACK
Li ke a radar. Like when you're in
bed with anot her woman, your girl'll
show up, sure as church on Sunday.

BRENT
(spits with |aughter)
You don't go to church...

JACK
No, but sone peopl e do.

Brent shakes with laughter, ripples with it, |eans forward
and clutches his stomach and roars with it.

JACK (CONT' D)
Dude, cal mdown. Wasn't that funny...

This gets himgoing even nore. He starts to stand, stunbles
forward, alnost falls into the table. Jack starts to |augh
too, helps Brent sit back down.

JACK (CONT' D)
Ckay. .. Ckay al ready!

Brent starts to cal mdown, the laughter dies away. He
chuckles a few nore tines and sits back

JACK ( CONT' D)
Ckay? Wiat happened with the craps?

BRENT
The. ..

He starts | aughi ng again, harder than ever.

JACK
VWhat ? What | say?
BRENT
The cr— The cra—
JACK
The cops, noron! What happened with
the cops?
BRENT

Oh, Christ... Wat happened with
t he. ..
( MORE)
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BRENT ( CONT' D)
(anot her short
convul si on)
Wth the cops... You know... Ten
mnutes earlier, twenty mnutes |ater
and everyt hing woul da been fine.

JACK
But . ..

BRENT
But! But! But they had to show up
right when it was burning. R ght
when | set the damm thing on fire.

JACK
Fire? Set what on fire?
BRENT
The gl oves! | set the fucking gl oves
on firel
JACK
Wait a mnute, what | mss? Wat
gl oves?
BRENT

The gl oves! The ones 1I..
(1 ooks down)
The ones | gave to Janine.

JACK
(gl ances around)
The ones... The ones you gave to

Jani ne when?
Brent sits there, staring down at the cocai ne.

JACK ( CONT' D)
Br ent ?

He | ooks up at Jack slowy.

JACK ( CONT' D)
The ones you gave to—

BRENT
That night! The night of the party.

| NT. POLI CE STATION -- DAY

Ritchie jogs up to Lily's desk, searching the roomwth his
eyes.

RI TCH E
Detective Krowl en | eave al ready?



LILY
Just a minute ago. Want ne to page
hi m back?

Rl TCH E

No. No, don't bother. Get Judge
Green on the phone.

I NT. JACK' S LI VING ROOM -- DAY

JACK
VWhat are you telling me, Brent? You
gave her sone gl oves and she went
for a wal k?

BRENT
We. W went for a walk.

JACK
You and Janine. Went for a wal k.

Brent nods, then blinks slowy, dizzy fromthe novenent.
JACK (CONT' D)
You're telling me you were... with
her when... when... when it happened?
Wen she di ed?

Brent's eyes suddenly focus, or try to focus, on the man

80.

across the table fromhim Fear floods his face. Qilt.

He swall ows hard and licks his |ips.

BRENT

| don't think I should tal k anynore.
JACK

No, | think you should... | think

you should tell me exactly what we're
deal i ng with.

BRENT
(stands up slowy,
supporting hinself
on the table)
No. | think | should go.

JACK
You're not driving |like that.

He lets go of the table and tries to stand on his own and
S

fall back onto the couch.

_ BRENT
(gi ggl es) .
You're right. | think I should stay.
But | don't think | should talk.
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JACK
No. You have to talk. You have to
tell me what happened.

Brent shakes his head drowsily, |eans back agai nst the couch.

JACK ( CONT' D)
Brent. Stay with ne. Wat happened
when you went for a walk with Jani ne?

BRENT
(out of it, half asleep)
W wal ked. We wal ked and we tal ked

and we. ..
JACK
Did you kill her, Brent?
BRENT
Who?
JACK
Did you shoot Jani ne?
BRENT
Jani ne. ..
(groans)
Janine... |... | didn't nmean for it
to happen. | didn't... nean... for..

And he slips into the world of the subconsci ous.
DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. FI SCHER HOUSE -- N GHT -- BLACK & WHI TE

The room The wooden room The wooden roomfromBrent's
second dream Only this tinme it's not enpty. Two people
kneel by the w ndow, kids, kids staring out at the night
sky. One of themis Corey, the other is Brent. Brent is
twel ve years ol d.

COREY
(excited)
Do you see hinf

12- YEAR- OLD BRENT

(pl ayi ng al ong)
No. Not yet.

COREY
Wl l where is he? Wen does he cone?

12- YEAR- OLD BRENT
| don't know. [It's after m dnight,
he could cone any tine.
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Corey | ooks over at him watches him Brent | ooks back.

12- YEAR- OLD BRENT ( CONT' D)

What ?

COREY
Sone guys at school... They say he's
not real

12- YEAR- OLD BRENT
What ?  What guys?

COREY
Sone ol der guys. Sixth graders.

12- YEAR- OLD BRENT
Well they're nuts. |If Santa's not
real, who brings us the presents?

COREY
They say it's parents. Parents trying
to trick us.

12- YEAR- OLD BRENT
(1 aughs)
You know that's not true. When has
Dad ever given us a present?

COREY
(hal f-grin)
Yeah. ..

They turn back to the w ndow, watching for sleighs and
rei ndeer.

I NT. JACK' S KI TCHEN -- DAY

Jack is standing at his kitchen counter, |eaning on his hands.
H s head is down and his eyes are shut tight. He's trying
to deci de what the hell he should do. He licks his teeth
and takes a deep breath and goes to the fridge for a beer.

He pops the cap and takes a long pull and gl ances at the
door to the living room The confession, if that's what it
was, is still ringing in his ears. He shakes his head and
t akes another swallow. He |ooks up at the ceiling and pats
his |l eg nervously with his free hand. Finally he nods and
heads for

I NT. JACK' S LI VI NG ROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

JACK
Nap tine's over, man. Tine to chat.

No answer.

Jack circles to the front of the sofa and stops, staring.
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It's enpty. Brent isn't there.

Jack licks his lips and glances around. His eyes |and on
the table. The cocaine is mssing too, replaced wwth a twenty
dollar bill and a note.

He picks it up and reads it.

JACK (CONT' D)
Thanks for the bag. Catch ya |ater.
Brent.

He drops the note and sighs.

JACK (CONT' D)
Yeah, like a twenty covers it...

EXT. H GHWAY -- EVEN NG -- AERI AL SHOT

Brent is driving normally, or as normally as he can. The
music is quiet, tired, reflective.

| NT. PENTHOUSE LI VI NG ROOM -- EVEN NG

Emly is sitting on the edge of the coffee table, her back
to the door, her gaze |ocked on sone unseen point across the
room The newspaper is in her hands, her eyes are filled
wth tears. W see her fromthe wai st up, nothing bel owthe
hi ps.

A key works in the door's |ock. The canera circles around
and noves away, never showing the floor directly in front of
her. Brent wal ks in, but stops when he sees her.

He was feeling a little better about things, his mnd rel axed
by drugs, his tension rel eased by unl oadi ng on Jack. He
hadn't neant to say as nuch as he had, but he's glad he did.

Jack wouldn't tell anybody the truth, that nmuch he knew.
Jack could be trusted. Jack was a friend. But now, walking
in and seeing Emly sitting there, staring off into space,
clearly upset, he realized Jack was all he knew. And the
terror canme floodi ng back

He takes a step forward, absent-m ndedly |eaving the door
open.

BRENT
Em|y?

She doesn't answer. He steps slowy up to the table and
rests his fists onits surface. He and Em |y are separated
now by five feet of glass.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
Emi —
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EM LY
VWho is she?

BRENT
VWho?

EM LY

(laughs angrily)
You know damm wel | who!

He | ooks down at the table and swal |l ows hard.

BRENT
No. ... | don't.

EM LY
(junmps to her feet
and turns)
Stop it, Brent. Don't lie to ne.
Not now.

BRENT
...
(1 ooks up at her)
| didn't want you to...

EM LY
Didn't want ne to what, Brent?

BRENT
| didn't want you to find out.
didn't want you to know.

EM LY
Well that's a relief! And here
t hought you kept forgetting to tel
nme!

BRENT
Stop yel ling!

EM LY
Wiy? Why should I, Brent? Wy should
| listen to anything you say?

BRENT
Because | love you and | deserve a
chance to expl ain!

EM LY
You think you can explain why you
slept with another woman? You t hink
you can explain why I wasn't good
enough for you?



BRENT
Stop it! Don't say that! You don't
know, you don't understand! | never
| oved her! | love you! Only you!
EM LY
Ch, you don't love her! Then that's
okay!
(beat)

Thi nk back a m nute, Brent.

Thi nk

back to the first time we nade | ove.

You renmenber that? It was sweet...
and passionate... and unlike anything
t hat happened before. It was real.

It was true. And | told you that

ni ght that you were the first man |
ever truly loved. That you were a
savior to ne, a hero, because I'd
been spending ny |ife bouncing from
one man to the next, trying to prove

to nyself...
(tosses the newspaper
down)

VWho is she? A hooker? Like the one

in there?

She points at the story. Brent blinks, |ooks at

back at her.

BRENT
What ?
EM LY
Did you know that one too?
who di ed?
BRENT
What ?
EM LY

Where'd you neet her, huh?

The one

On a

curb? In a hotel? At sone seedy

strip club?

BRENT
Emly, who are you ta—

EM LY
Brent, for Christ's sakel It's over!
| know | know all about Jani ne!

H s eyes go wde. He stares at her.

BRENT
Her name wasn't in the..

it,
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| ooks



She tosses a snal

EM LY
In the what? No, don't answer. [
don't care. She left this for you.

at it like it's Satan hinsel f.

She steps to the side and notions to a trash can.
to the trash can.

EM LY (CONT' D)
Aren't you gonna read it? Don't you
wanna know what it says? Don't

bother. 1'Il tell you. 'Wth |ove,
Janine.' That's what it says. That's
all. How sweet. How passionate.

How real. How true. [I'msure it's

so much better than us.

BRENT
Did... you...

EM LY
Meet her? No. No, the note was
here when | got back fromthe store.
Here, attached to this.

fromhis bedroom H's nouth gapes open.

He stares

He stares

He stares

EM LY (CONT' D)
| think she may be mad about
sonmething. Thing's full of ashes.
Maybe you should go talk to her

at the can.

EM LY ( CONT' D)

See your lineis, "No, Em |I'mhere
with you.'

(beat)
But maybe that's not what you wanna
say at all... Maybe what you wanna

say is, 'Yeah. Yeah, | probably
shoul d."

at the can.

EM LY (CONT' D)
Are you paying attention, Brent?
" m giving you a choice right now
Me or her. Who's it gonna be?

at the can.

Then he suddenly blinks and | ooks up at her.

BRENT
You. You. O course it's you.

slip of paper onto the table.

86.

Brent gl ares

Mbti ons

The one with the gl oves that had vani shed
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EM LY
Because you | ove ne. ..

BRENT
Yes!

EM LY
Only ne...

BRENT
It's al ways been youl!

EM LY
Yeah. Al ways been ne.

(beat)
If it's always been ne, how cone you
ended up in bed with her?

He | ooks down and bites his |ip.

EM LY (CONT' D)
That's ki nda what | thought you'd
say.
(gl ances at her watch)
Time for me to go.

BRENT
What ?
EM LY
Got a plane to catch. I'mgoing to
New York. ..
BRENT
Why ?
EM LY

Wiy? God you're dense! Al nost nmakes
me glad we're over. ..

And she wal ks out, not bothering to shut the door. The

el evator ping!'s and he sinks to the couch with a quiet sob.
The doors slide open, he | ooks up. He watches as they slowy
shut, taking half his life awmay fromhim Al he has |eft

is his job. He leans back and cries quietly.

H's hand finds its way to his pocket, to the half-enpty bag
of cocaine. He pulls it out and holds it in his pal mand
stares at it through salty eyes. Drugs are confort. Drugs
are relief. Drugs wll make you forget. He opens the bag
and dips in a finger. The elevator ping!'s again, but he
doesn't hear it. He brings the finger to his nouth, tastes
t he snowy escape.

TONY (O S.)
Br ent ?
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Hi s eyes close, he sighs. He knows the voice, knows who it
is. And who else would it possibly be?

TONY ( CONT' D)
Tell me that's sugar...

He | aughs softly, tosses the bag to the table, stands up and
faces his boss.

BRENT
Wul d you believe ne if | did?

TONY
Jesus, Brent. \Wat's the matter
wi th you? You've been clean for—

BRENT
God, you are so gullible! You know
how I ong | stayed clean, Krish? You
know how long | waited? Five days!
Five days after rehab! And why?
Cause that's how | ong before you
paid nel That's how | ong before I
had the cash

Tony just stands there, stunned, staring at the stranger
bef ore hi m and wonderi ng what happened to his friend.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
You're waiting for ne to say |I'm
sorry, aren't you? You're waiting
for me to say I'mwong. Well not
this time! Not anynore! |'ve done
sorry! |'ve done sad and |onely and
afraid! Were did that get ne?
Nowhere! \Where did you get nme?

Nowhere! |'m done bei ng your project,
Tony! |'m done doi ng everything you
say! Take a hike..
TONY
|"ve only tried to help you, Brent...
BRENT
Damm it, | don't need your hel p!
don't need your help, | don't need
Dr. Gissoms help, and I don't need
Emly's help either! | don't need

peopl e who care about ne as |ong as

| behave! As long as | do what they
want me to, act how they want ne to,
say what they want ne to! | don't
need any of you, so just go to fucking
hel | !
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TONY
(nods, clears his
t hroat)
G ve ne the keys to ny beach house...

Brent stares at him then reaches into his pocket, tears a
key off the ring and chucks it across the room Tony stares
at it laying on the floor, then turns back to Brent.

TONY ( CONT' D)
| gave you that so you and Em |y
could use it, so you could have a
pl ace to go and rel ax and get away
fromit all. | gave you a place to
be happy and rel ax, and you turned
it into a place to die. To slowy
kill yourself with al cohol and drugs,
to slowly kill your spirit. To betray
your friends and your fiance and
yourself, just to have a little fun

Brent stares at himcoldly.

TONY ( CONT' D)
| don't want the damm house. It
woul d only rem nd nme of what you
are. A druggy and a deadbeat, a man
who' || be found naked on a carpet in
a pool of his own piss and vomt,
killed by an overdose of fun.
don't want any part of it, Brent.
Not anynore. Don't bother comng in
t onor r ow. . .

BRENT
You couldn't pay nme enough.

Tony nods again and turns away. He glances at the key on
the floor by the door, shakes his head and | eaves w t hout
taking it. He slanms the door on the way out.

Brent steps back and runs his hands through his hair and
groans. He kicks out, sending the trash can rolling across
the room spilling ash all over the carpet. He drops back
onto the couch and | ooks over at the bl ackened fl oor.

There's sonething there, in the nmess, sticking out fromthe
pile of ashes. He squints, |leans forward, then drops to a
knee and sifts it out.

A Pl CTURE

A picture of him A picture of himdraggi ng Jani ne across
t he beach. He chokes, glances around, flips the picture
over. There's witing on the back.

ASK DETECTI VE RI TCH E FOR THE REST



90.

Scrawl ed in ink, handwitten, the sane hand as the notes.
He grits his teeth and flips the picture across the room

BRENT ( CONT' D)
(al most a grow)
God dam i t!

There's a knock at the door. He gets up slowy and wal ks
over, | ooks through the peephole.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
(whi sper ed)
Christ...

He snatches the bag fromthe table and jogs toward the
bedr oom

A second | ater the door bursts open and Ritchie stunbles in,
gun in hand. He |ooks around, runs over and glances into
t he kitchen, then heads for the back.

The el evator ping!s and Jack wal ks in.

JACK
Al right, Brent...

He stops, staring at the ashes on the floor, at the picture,
at the key. He goes for the picture, looks at it, flips it
over and reads the back.

JACK ( CONT' D)
Holy shit...

RITCH E (O S.)
Freeze!

Jack | ooks up.

RI TCHI E ( CONT' D)
VWhere is he?

JACK
You tell ne...

Rl TCH E
Don't play coy, Tillis, we've got
him He's going down. Don't go
dowmn with him

Jack stands, glances at the table on his way, notices the
newspaper and the note on top of it. He steps over and | ooks
at the note.
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JACK

(like he knew it all

al ong)
He didn't do a damm thing, Ritchie!

(tosses the note at

hi m

Think he wote that? Christ, man,
sonmeone's stringing himup by his
bal | s!

Ritchie | ooks at the note, at the ashes, at the picture on
the fl oor.

R TCH E
Where is he then? Let himtell ne
what happened hinsel f. ..

JACK
! don't know. | don't know where he
iS.
(1 ooks at the key on
the fl oor)
But | have an idea..
He jogs out the door, snatching the key on the way.
Ritchie foll ows himout.
EXT. H GAVWAY -- EVEN NG -- AERI AL SHOT

Brent drives toward the beach. Fast. The nusic is angry
and desperate and about to expl ode.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. BEACH HOUSE -- EVEN NG -- AERI AL SHOT
He pulls into the driveway and junps out of the car and runs
i nside, stopping by the door to lift up a false rock and
retrieve a spare key. As we

DI SSOCLVE TO

we hear a cell phone ring, then voices in the background.

TONY (V. Q)
Jack?
JACK (V.Q)
Kri... M. Krishton?
TONY (V. Q)
| was wondering... Could you check

on Brent? |'mworried about him..
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EXT. BEACH HOUSE -- N GHT -- AERI AL SHOT

The sky is now totally dark, the stars shining bright, the
moon reflecting off the water. The canera noves down and
around the house, closing in on a kitchen wi ndow. Inside,
Brent sits on the floor, |eaning back agai nst the counter.
The canera continues forward, passing through the w ndow to

| NT. BEACH HOUSE KI TCHEN -- CONTI NUCUS

Hi s eyes are closed, his breathing is slow, there are tears
but he makes no noise. The roomis dark, a pale grey that
seens to match the nood. What light there is comes fromthe
back, the patio, the security lights that automatically cone
on at night. A noise conmes fromdown the hall, the living
room A voi ce.

COREY (O S.)
(exci ted)
Br ent !

Hi s eyes open, turn to the hall in surprise.

COREY (O S.) (CONT' D)
Brent, cone here! Come | ook

He blinks, licks his lips, rolls and pulls hinself up.

As he does, as he pulls hinself up, his hand slides off the
counter above, pulling down a silver mrror. The mrror
shatters and the white powder it held spreads across the
floor.

Brent | eans against the counter and breathes.

COREY (O S.) (CONT' D)
Do you see hinf

He swall ows and closes his eyes to fight off a dizzy spell.

COREY (O S.) (CONT' D)
Well where is he?

I NT. FI SCHER HOUSE -- N GHT -- BLACK & WHI TE

Corey and Brent kneeling by the wi ndow, staring out at the
sky.

COREY
Well where is he? Wen does he cone?

| NT. BEACH HOUSE KI TCHEN -- N GHT

COREY (O S.)
When does he cone?
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He | ooks over, stares at the hall like it's a portal to Hell.
Slowy, cautiously, he staggers toward it. Toward the voice.
Toward the voice of his dead brother

| NT. BEACH HOUSE HALLWAY -- CONTI NUCUS

COREY (O S.)
Sone guys at school ... They say he's
not real

12- YEAR- OLD BRENT (O S.)
What ?  What guys?

COREY (O S.)
Sone ol der guys. Sixth graders.

12- YEAR- OLD BRENT (O S.)
Well they're nuts. |If Santa's not
real, who brings us the presents?

As the end of the hall approaches, Brent blinks and clears
his eyes and stares at what's in front of him He stunbles
forward, into

| NT. FI SCHER HOUSE -- CONTI NUOUS
and stares at hinself and his brother kneeling by the w ndow.

COREY
They say it's parents. Parents trying
to trick us.

BRENT
(stunned, desperate)
Don't... Don't say it...

12- YEAR- OLD BRENT
VWll you know that's not true. Wen
has Dad ever given us a present?

COREY
(hal f-grin)
Yeah. ..

Brent lets out a long, sad breath and staggers sideways and
| eans against the wall. H's dad walks slowy into the room
fromthe direction of the front door.

DAD
When has Dad ever given us a present?

The boys turn to their father, get to their feet. Corey's
face nelts with fear. The young Brent just rolls his eyes
and si ghs.

DAD ( CONT' D)
When has Dad ever given us a present?
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COREY
He didn't nean—

DAD
Let me tell you sonething about what
| give you. | give you food.
give you clothes. | put this God
dam roof over your heads, and | ook!
VWhat do | get fromyou? Crap!
Not hi ng but crap!

12- YEAR- OLD BRENT
Oh, don't start, Dad. Don't start
w th your sob story now

DAD
Sob story?

12- YEAR- OLD BRENT
| was just nmaking a point about Santa.

DAD
Sob story?

12- YEAR- OLD BRENT
Not tonight, Dad. It's Christmas E—

DAD
Chri st mas! [t's Christnms!

He's wal king forward slowy as he tal ks, wal king toward the
boys, his sons, wal king toward Corey.

DAD ( CONT' D)
You wanna know about Christms, Core?
You wanna know about Santa C aus?

12-year-ol d Brent shakes his head and | ooks away.

DAD ( CONT' D)
|'"'m Santa Claus! Me! | work ny ass
off all week, all year, to put food
on the table and cl ot hes on your
back and maybe have a little extra
for me! And what | don't spend on
that or lose at the fucking roulette
wheel, | have to save and spend on..
guess! You! You and your ungrateful
bastard of a brother! So that the
two of you can have a Christmas and
believe in a big, fat guy wwth flying
deer!

He grabs Corey and throws hi macross the room

Leani ng against the wall, Brent cringes, staring at the scene
fromhis past but unable to bring hinself to stop it.
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Hel pl ess. Just |i ke before.
Hi s dad steps across the room and grabs Corey by the shirt.

DAD ( CONT' D)
Wiy can't | just conme hone and rel ax?
Wiy do you al ways have to piss ne
of f?

He sends the ten-year-old sprawling with a backhand to the
face and i nmedi ately pounces, hitting the boy with his el bows
and fists and whatever el se happens to nmake contact first.

BRENT
(sobbi ng, | ooking
away and staring at
the sanme tine)
Leave it alone. Leave it al one.
You can't stop it. Just leave it
al one.

But the young Brent doesn't leave it alone. Can't |eave it
alone. Not again. Not anynore. H's face is nmasked with
anger, his breathing is fast and | abored. He snatches a
baseball bat fromthe wall behind himand charges forward.
He plants a foot, sw ngs and connects. Hone run! H's dad
rolls away and hits the floor on his back.

It doesn't end there. The boy charges again, his eyes ful
of rage, and arcs the weapon down, down at his father's head.
But the man sees it comng, blocks it, pulls the bat away
and ki cks, knocking the twelve-year-old into the far wall.

Dad | eaps to his feet, and Brent |eans forward and cones at
hi magain. He swings with one hand, off-balance and not
nearly as hard as he can, and connects with the young boy's
cheekbone. The boy falls to the side, lands on his stomach
and stays there.

Over by the wall, the adult Brent cries and brings a hand to
hi s cheek.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
No! Leave! Leave it al one, you
bast ar d!

Not likely. His dad grits his teeth and wal ks forward,
forward toward his fallen son, the bat held high over his
head. And then Corey charges into his back, hitting his dad
as hard as he can but hardly even making himflinch. The
ten-year-old's fists swing pathetically against the man's
sides. And Brent, his brother, lays there, on the floor,
hi s hands over his head, weeping.

And against the wall, the adult Brent is weeping too. Crying,
sobbing, reliving the pain and horror of the worst night of
his life.
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He watches in torture as his father turns, turns, turns and
SW ngs, sw ngs the weapon Brent gave him sw ngs and connects
with his brother's head.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
NO No! Not again... Not again..

He drops to his knees and sobs as he hears the bat conme down
once, twice, three nore tinmes. And then he |ooks up slowy
and sees his brother, his ten-year-old brother, lying in a
pool of bl ood.

H s father is gone, his younger self too. Vanished. He
groans and crawls forward and cradles Corey in his arns.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
h God. On God, | amso sorry. W
were... W were supposed to nove in
together. To get away fromhim W
wer e supposed to get an apartnent
and nove far away and be together
forever. Qur kids... our kids would
grow up together, would play with
each other, would teach each ot her
all the things a parent can't. W
wer e supposed... we were supposed to
have a life!

A hand touches his shoul der.
He junps and whirls around and
| NT. BEACH HOUSE LI VI NG ROOM - - CONTI NUQUS

Janine is there. Standing in front of him Frowning.

JANI NE

Way did you let himdie?
BRENT

| couldn't... | couldn't stop it...
JANI NE

You didn't stop it.

BRENT
| didn't stop it...

JANI NE
You know, right? You know what has
to be done...

BRENT
| know. ..

JANI NE
Then go. Do it.
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He nods and wal ks slowy into the hall, turns back.

JANI NE ( CONT' D)
Do it!

He sobs one nore tinme and goes, wal ki ng through the
| NT. BEACH HOUSE HALLWAY -- CONTI NUOUS

t hrough the

| NT. BEACH HOUSE KI TCHEN -- CONTI NUOUS

out the door, to

EXT. BEACH -- CONTI NUOQUS

where he turns left. He walks slowy up the hill that's

t here, staggering, stunbling as he goes. He falls but
continues forward on hands and knees and slowy gets to his
feet. Then he stops at the top of the hill, at the edge of
t he enmbanknent, staring out at the ocean bel ow

He sways slightly, staring at the water as if he's in a
trance. Waves crash against the rocks below him The drop
is at least fifty feet.

JANINE (V.Q)
You know, right? You know what has
to be done...

He inches forward, the toes of his shoes hang off the edge.
He | ooks down and takes a step back, closing his eyes from

di zziness. He rocks but doesn't fall, steps back but doesn't
back away. When the vertigo fades he steps forward again,
then stays there, staring, trying to decide his fate.

COREY (V. 0O)
VWll where is he? Wien will he cone?

DAD (V. Q)
You wanna know about Chri stms, Core?
You wanna know about Santa C aus?

Brent stares at the water, tears rolling down his face.

BRENT (V. Q)
Let's go for a walKk.

JANINE (V.0O)
A wal k?

BRENT (V. Q)
Yeah. Qut on the beach, by the
moonlight, it's romantic.



98.

JANINE (V. Q)
You know you still pay ne, right?

He swal lows hard and licks his lips and starts to inch forward
agai n.

JANINE (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
We're by the beach... M hands get
cold really fast.

BRENT (V. O.)
Here, take these.

Feet clap against the rock behind him footsteps slowy
appr oachi ng.

JANINE (V.0O)
Were are we goi ng?

BRENT (V. Q)
Not far. | knowthis great little
spot down there a ways. Very private.
(pause)
We'll have to lay down, but that's
okay, right?

A figure appears at his side, largely unseen.

H's feet inch forward, his toes are once again off the rock.
He stares at the water below, stares at it |ongingly, alnost
hungrily.

BAM BAM BAM BAM

The nmenory of the gunshots rings in his ears. He grits his
teeth and takes a deep breath. The figure beside hi mspeaks.

EM LY
(whi spers)
Go ahead. Junp. 1'Il tell theml

pushed you.

He closes his eyes, opens them tries to swallow the lunp in
his throat.

COREY (V. O.) JANINE (V. Q)
Wiy did you let ne Wiy did you let ne
di e? di e?

COREY
Wiy did you let himkill me?

Emly smles at him
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EM LY
You deserve it, Brent... You deserve
for it to end. Not a punishnent.
An escape. An escape fromthe horror
that is you.

DAD (V.Q)
Running outta tinme, Fish! Better
make a choi ce!

EM LY
You can't, can you? You aren't strong
enough. .. You weren't strong enough

to save themthen, and you aren't
strong enough to save yourself now.
Do it, Brent. Be strong. Show ne
how strong you can be. Show yourself
how strong you can be.

He stares down at the waves, the waves crashing against the
rocks. Waves that hit the rocks with a sickening crash that
sounds perversely like gunfire.

EM LY (CONT' D)
It was easy you know, driving you to
the edge. Because it's exactly where
you want to go. You've been here
before, standing at the precipice,
ready to put an end to it all. It's
easy, it's confortable. And you
knowit's right. You killed your
brot her, you killed your whore, and
you know you'll kill again if you
don't stop yourself.

COREY (V. O.) JANINE (V. Q)
Wiy did you let ne Wiy did you let ne
di e? di e?

COREY
Wiy did you let himkill me?

EM LY
But you didn't go through with it
before. You didn't take the plunge.
Why? And you aren't doing it now.
VWy? Why are you waiting? Wy are
you hesitating? Wy aren't you doing
what needs to be done?

She | eans forward and | ooks at him |ooks at his face, | ooks
at his bl ank expression.

EM LY (CONT' D)
Ch ny God... You... You still blane
him don't you?

( MORE)
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EM LY (CONT' D)
Sonmewher e deep down you still think
it wasn't your fault. You think you
couldn't have stopped him You think
you coul dn't have stopped your brother
from dyi ng.
(1 aughs)
That's it, isn't it? You still want
to blane your father. The obsessive
ganbl er who took out his | osses on
you. He killed Corey, it was his
fault. And everything that happened
after that was his fault too, because
it happened because of the scars.
(getting angry,
passi onat e)
He hit you. He cane hone and threw
you around and beat you sensel ess
time and tinme and tinme again. And
one ni ght you fought back. You fought
back and he won and Corey di ed because
of it. Because of you. Because of
what you did. You. Not him

COREY (V. Q) JANINE (V. Q)
you let nme Wiy did you let ne
di e?

COREY
Wiy did you let himkill me?

EM LY
You say it's his fault because that's
what people tell you. Psychiatrists,
friends, teachers, famly. They
tell you he was a bad man. They
tell you he was vicious and cruel
and didn't deserve to be a dad.
They tell you there was nothing you
could do to stop him because he
abused you and that's not your fault.

Let me tell you sonething. He cut
you and brui sed you and bl oodi ed
your |ip, but he never abused you.
You don't know the first thing about
abuse, real abuse. You think you
do, but you don't.
O her people... other people suffer
a whole lot nore than you and they
live with it. They didn't let him
win They didn't let himkill.
O her people can suffer abuse, real
abuse, and get on with their lives.
O her people can work through that
and remain functional.

( MORE)
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EM LY (CONT' D)
O her people can do that and stil
gi ve sonething to society, to the
wor | d.
(beat)
O her people can be |ike ne.

She waits a long tinme before speaking again, breathing deeply
and trying to cal mdown.

EM LY (CONT' D)
My father... he didn't hit ne. And
| didn't have any brothers or sisters,
so he didn't hit themeither. He
never cut me or bruised nme or bl oodied
my lip. But he did hurt ne. He did
ruin ny life. He ruined ny life by
bei ng sel fish
|"ve told you about him about how
sel fish he was, how greedy. How he
woul d buy nme gifts for Christmas and
nmy birthday, but only if he could
wite themoff as a business expense.
How he woul d bring things hone |ike
chocol at e and soda and say they were
only for him How he would di sm ss
me when he didn't feel |ike dealing
with me and nake everyone cater to
him Well | didn't tell you all of
it. | didn't tell you the half of
it. | didn't tell you how far he
went .

The waves against the rocks. The ocean trying to invade.

EM LY (CONT' D)
My nother... she felt his greed worse
than ne. Wrse than anyone. She
had to sleep with him to satisfy
him to... be with him.. forever.
And he didn't care about her. He
didn't care about her needs. So

when he was... done... they were
done. And he would roll over and go
to sl eep.

The grunting and panting echoes through her head.

EM LY (CONT' D)
| would... hear them .. when they
were in the bedroom They woul dn't
wait until | was asleep. No... Dad...
he had to have her... every night...
right after dinner.

( MORE)
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EM LY (CONT' D)
They would go in the bedroom and
cl ose the door and stay in there for
the rest of the night.

He woul d never last very long. Never
nore than ten mnutes. The squeaking
and the grunting and the whispering
woul d stop and ny nother woul d get

up and go to the bathroom

She swal | ows hard and cl oses her eyes. The man once again
climaxes in her m nd.

EM LY (CONT' D)
She woul d... take care of herself in
there, satisfy her own needs. And
then she would tell ne to go to bed.
And I would. | was eight years old
when that all changed.

I NT. MOSS HOUSE -- EVEN NG

A kitchen/living roompainted in yellows and whites. A table
in the center, cheap, square. A YOUNG G RL sitting at it,
staring off into space. A door in the far wall, which opens
now.

EMLY (V.0)
One ni ght she cane out and stopped.
She | ooked at ne. She got this | ook
on her face |ike she'd had an
epi phany, |ike she couldn't believe
she hadn't thought of it before.

A WOMAN, dressed in a silk robe, conmes out and stops. She
cocks her head and stares at the girl, gets a strange | ook
on her face, |ike something she should have known for years
has just suddenly occurred to her.

WOVAN EMLY (V.0)
CGet to bed... I'I1l... She sm | ed and shook her
see you in the norning. head and told nme to go to
bed.

And the woman goes off into a hallway.
And the girl stares after her sadly.
EXT. BEACH -- N GHT

EM LY
The next night was different. She
told me to go to bed before they
had... | did, and they went to their
bedroom and ten mnutes |ater she

( MORE)
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EM LY (CONT' D)
came out. But she didn't go to the
bat hroom Not that night. No, she
cane into ny room i nstead.

I NT. EMLY'S BEDROOM -- N GHT

The door stands open, the woman, Emly's nom stands franed
init just as she descri bes.

EM LY
"1l never forget... she was wearing
this lacy pink bathrobe that she'd
had probably since I was born. She
smled at nme fromthe doorway,
sil houetted in nmoonlight. And then
she wal ked slowy toward ne and..
and she slid into ny bed.

Her nom does just that, slides snoothly into her bed, and
wraps her arm around her daughter. Emly |ooks confused,
but not really worried. Her nother kisses her on the cheek.

EXT. BEACH - N GHT

EM LY
Fromthen on... fromthen on it was
my job to... do what ny father
woul dn't be bothered to. She taught
me how... how to satisfy her... how
to pleasure her... how to nake her
nmoan. She taught ne how to drive
her to the very edge of consci ousness
and then send her crashing into the
unknown pit of ecstasy. And once in

awhi l e she would show ne... how it
felt... howit felt to feel such
bliss.

She | ooks down, then back over at him her eyes glazed over
w th nmenory.

EM LY (CONT' D)
And because of that, because of her,
| spent the next twenty years trying
to prove to nyself that |'mnot..
that | Iike men. That | can satisfy
men. So don't you talk to ne about
abuse. Don't you blane your faults
on him

(beat)

Do it, Brent. End the suffering.
Yours, mne, all the people you' ve
killed. Al the people you wll
kill if you stay in this world.
You're a stain. A sore.

( MORE)
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EM LY (CONT' D)
An open wound that festers and gets
infected until sonebody finally dies.
Do the right thing, Brent. Mke
your next victimyour |ast. Mke
your next victim.. you.

H's foot slides forward slowy, forward and off the edge.
Rocks crunbl e away beneath it. He leans forward, with his

| eft foot off the edge up to the heel. A voice conmes from
behi nd him
JACK (O S.)
Don't, Brent... Don't let her wn.

He stops, his foot half over. He stays where he is, but he
doesn't step back. Jack wal ks up behind himslowWy, stops a
few feet away.

JACK (CONT' D)
VWhat are you doing, Brent? Wat are
you t hi nki ng?

EM LY
He's trying to end his reign of
terror. He's trying to do what's
right.

JACK
VWhat's right? It's right for himto
junp off a cliff and | eave everyone
el se to clean up the ness?

EM LY
It's right for himto |leave this
worl d before he kills again.

JACK
He didn't kill anyone.
(beat)
You didn't kill anyone, Brent. You

didn't kill Janine. You didn't Kkill
your brother either.

EM LY
That's right. You didn't kill them
But you let themdie. You let them
die, and that's just as bad.

COREY (V. O.) JANINE (V. Q)
Wiy did you let ne Wiy did you let ne
di e? di e?

COREY
Wiy did you let himkill me?
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JACK
There was not hi ng you coul d do.
EM LY
Because you were too weak. Too
af rai d.
JACK

Because it was out of your hands.

EM LY
Because you were hel pl ess. Hel pl ess
to stop it, helpless to save them
These, the people who you clainmed to
| ove.

JACK
(to Emly)
Wiy are you doing this?

EM LY
Because he needs to be stopped before
he kills again!

JACK
No! You're the one who needs to be
st opped. . .

EM LY

Am 1 ? Wiy don't we ask hinP

Pebbl es fall fromunder his foot. Jack reaches forward, but
doesn't dare touch him

JACK
Brent, cone on... Wiy don't you step
on back here?

EM LY
He knows. He knows what he has to
do. There's nothing left for him
here, not anynore. He lost ne, he
lost his job... If he steps back, if
he goes hone, he's just gonna go to
jail.

JACK

That's not true. Brent, Krish
he's willing to talk. He's
ing to work sonething out. And
hie's here, he's right inside.

ell himwhat Emly's been doing.

ell him.. W'll tell himyou
doit. W'Ill make him see.
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EM LY
See what? See the delusions of a
drug addict and a nurderer? You
think the police will believe you
over ny pictures?

JACK
| think they'll believe the truth..

EM LY
The truth... The truth is what you
make of it, Jack. History can be
rewwitten. Hell, it already has.
They already believe Brent's guilty.
Pretty hard to nmake them change their
m nd. Especially when there's an
eye W tness.

JACK
You?

EM LY
Wiy not? This is ny contribution to
society. This is how |l redeem nyself.
By getting this killer off the

streets.

COREY (V. O.) JANINE (V. Q)
Wiy did you let ne Wiy did you let ne
di e? di e?

COREY
Wiy did you let himkill me?

JACK
You're not a killer, Brent. W can
work this out. W can get you off.

Brent slides his right foot forward, that nuch closer to
goi ng over.

JACK ( CONT' D)

(desper at e)
Come on, Brent... Cone on... If you..
who' s gonna get wasted with nme?
Who' s gonna cover for nme at work?
Who's gonna... You can't do this!
You can't! W need you, Brent, lots
of people do. W need you to get
people like Al Pacino to do novies
for us. W need you to..

(1 ong pause)
| need you to be a friend.

EM LY
Peopl e |li ke Brent don't have friends.
( MORE)
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EM LY (CONT' D)

I f you get close to himyou'll end
up dead. Just like Corey, just like
Jani ne.
COREY (V. O.) JANINE (V. Q)
Wiy did you let ne Wiy did you let ne
di e? di e?
COREY
Wiy did you let himkill me?
EM LY
You'll be dead and where will that

| eave hinf Right back here but with
one nore body chasing himoff the
edge.

Brent turns and | ooks at her, decision in his eyes.
JANINE (V.0O.)

You know, right? You know what has
to be done...

EM LY
Just do it, Brent. Do it now You
can still save Jack if you just...
j unp.
JACK
(scared, helpl ess)
Brent. ..

JANINE (V.Q.)
Then go. Do it.
(pause)
Do it!

He blinks, |ooks into Emly's eyes, smles.

BRENT (V. O.)

So | guess | don't get ny tie tack..
KATE (V. Q)

Not |ikely.
BRENT (V. O.)

Dam.

He suddenly reaches forward and grabs Emly's arm the smle
turning into an evil grin.

BRENT ( CONT' D)
(whi sper)
You told ne to...
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Her face masks with confusion that quickly turns to fear as
he turns back to the water and junps. Junps and pulls her
with him

JACK
No!

Jack steps forward, reaching out uselessly, and stares at
the bodies falling toward the sea. The sound falls away,
the silence is total and deaf eni ng.

The canera flies forward on invisible wings, forward and off
the cliff. 1t stops at a CU of Brent's face, he's falling
with his back to the water.

H s face has a | ook of contentnment as he falls. Everything
is noving at snail's pace now. He stares upward, toward the
sky, toward the clouds and the stars and the noon. He's
done it now, and there's no turning back. He's done it, and
it's finally over.

He closes his eyes and rolls his head to the side. Wen he
opens them Janine is there. Not her body, just her head,
floating next to himin apparition. She's smling at him
victorious. He smles back. She fades away.

The next apparition to appear is Corey. H's face is cut and
bruised. His head is grotesquely caved in. He smles too,
if only half-heartedly, and Brent still smles back.

Corey fades and Em |y appears, |ooking angry and victorious
at once. A flicker of anger flashes his eyes, he turns his
head to the other side.

There he sees the man he hates. The man he really partially
is. H's dad, the man who killed his brother. The man who
sent himultimately down a cliff.

Hs dad is smling at himnow, smling with an insane
happi ness. The floating head bobs up and down, nodding its
approval of his actions.

Brent | ooks confused, suddenly scared. H's father starts to
cackle silently. Realization overcones him he begins to
| ook around, frantic.

The sound cones back with a deafening splash, the splash of
Emly hitting the water. The foamrises up, surrounds him
envel ops him Covers the screen with white and—

EXT. LOS ANCGELES — SUNSET

The people are still there, the cars are still there, rushing
around to face the world they try so desperately to control.
The canera keeps novi ng backward, backward and upward, above
the heads of all the people oblivious to the world around
them Nothing's changed. Nothing's different.
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Not hi ng except one man's view. One man who saw the truth
but saw it a nmonent too | ate.

BRENT (V.Q)
My whole life... My whole life |I've
been running away. Running away

fromthe nmenory... the nenory of ny
father... the menory of brother he
killed. Corey was... way too young.

Way too young. And he shoul dn't
have died. But it wasn't ny fault,
and | know t hat now.

(beat)
My father killed him and there's
not hi ng that can change that. And
about hal fway down that cliff, with
the wind blow ng ny hair and the
ocean rushing up to neet ne, |
realized. ..

EXT. LOS ANCELES Cl TYSCAPE — SUNSET

Los Angeles. Sunset. Reds and pinks and yellows paint the
sky with beauty. A perfect picture, a perfect nonent, frozen
forever in tine.

BRENT (V.Q)
Wiy would I let himkill me too?

FADE QUT.
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