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OVER BLACK

VO CE (V.0QO)
| don't know what scared nme nore--
the horrible things he did, or the
way they fascinated ne.

FADE | N:
EXT. MOUNTAI N LAKE - NI GHT

P.OV. - WE MOVE SLOALY

t hrough the pine forest, PANNING from side to side, |ooking
for soneone. The sound of HOARSE BREATHI NG count er poi nts
LABORED FOOTSTEPS. (All this is done with typical "B" novie
overkill.)

Suddenly, WE STOP, our attention drawn to a noonlit clearing,
where a faint light glows. Qur hand reaches out to part the

pi ne boughs and we SEE TWD TEENAGERS reclining on a bl anket,

maki ng out.

A smal|l Col eman lantern bathes themin yellow |light. They
passionately kiss, rolling around on the bl anket.

TILT DOMN to a |l arge kitchen cleaver held in our hands. It
glinmrers in the noonlight. TILT UP to the scene at hand.

A tw g BREAKS. The two kids stop kissing and | ook around. W
PULL BACK a little, hiding.

The Boy and Grl |ook directly at us but we are hidden by
the tree trunk. After a nonent, they both shrug and conti nue
ki ssi ng.

Suddenly WE BURST fromthe trees into the clearing, waving
the cleaver wildly about.

The two teenagers, bug-eyed with surprise, freeze.

We reach down and grab the Boy by the collar, jerking himto
his feet. The knife appears I N FRAME before the Boy's face.
Hi s nouth drops open in horror.

The kni fe LEAVES FRAME and suddenly, the Boy jerks upward.
Bl ood gurgles fromhis nouth. He seens genuinely surprised
as he falls OQUT OF FRAME.

RACK FOCUS to the b.g. where the Grl crouches, trying to
button her dishevel ed bl ouse. As she | ooks DIRECTLY NTO
CAMERA, she screans.

We start toward her. She stunbles, barely escapi ng our
clutches and runs into the woods. FOLLOW her, the bl ood-
stai ned kni fe occasionally ENTERI NG FRAME.



We chase the Grl through the woods, her shrieks for help
unanswer ed, our BREATHI NG | abored, the heavy FOOTSTEPS
punctuating the still night.

She is blind with fear, stunbling, falling, getting back up
| ooki ng over her shoul der at us, just a step behind her. She
sobs as she runs, terrified.

Finally, she falls over a large | og and cannot nmake it to
her feet. She craw s m serably away.

We STOP, surveying her pathetic novenents. She is afraid to

| ook over her shoulder. Finally, as she does, we START
FORWARD, TILTING DOMN as we wi pe the knife blade on our Levis.
TILT UP as we approach her.

She is mute with fear, now back pedaling on her hands and
feet, shaking her head wildly side to side.

We reach out and grab her ankle and she lets out a bl ood-
curdling scream W MOVE to sit on her |egs and she thrashes
wldly, beating at us with her fists.

The kni fe ENTERS FRAME again, then exits the TOP OF FRAME,
preparing for a vicious dowward thrust.

The Grl is frozen with fear, her hands held half-heartedly
before her, pleading, tears stream ng down her face.

The knife falls quickly, burying itself in her chest. It is
pul l ed out, raised, and buried again--but there is no bl ood.

The G rl cones out of character for a nonment, her eyes
searching OFF CAMERA for just a mcro-second. Then just as
qui ckly she renews her screans and cries.

The knife falls again. No blood this tine either.

ANOTHER ANGLE - THE STALKER

sitting on the girl's knees, renoves the knife from her chest
and examnes it quizzically, touching the blade. He raises

it again and makes one final stab. Nothing.

The Grl lets out a ticklish laugh. The Stal ker chuckles in
spite of hinself. After a nonent, the two are |laughing with
great bursts of gl ee.

The Stal ker jovially stabs hinself in the chest w thout
effect. The Grl hows with |aughter.

Suddenly a stream of bl ood spews fromthe knife haft,
conpl etely dousing the girl.

For a nonent, she is frozen in disbelief, but is soon rendered
hel pl ess by waves of |aughter.
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The Stal ker turns the knife toward hinself and a final SPLAT!
of bl ood splashes in his face.

He rolls off the Grl, holding his stomach and struggling
for breath.

The Grl lies, racked wth gales of |aughter.

DI RECTOR (O. S.)
cut !

CAMERA PULLS BACK TO REVEAL

an entire FILM CREW canera operator and assistant, boom
operator, sound man, make-up people, gaffers and gri ps--about
twenty peopl e standi ng about, watching and | aughi ng.

The actors get up, sticky with bl ood and covered with grass
and | eaves. The Director, JOEY HODGES, grabs the knife.

He's in his md-30's, and wears the director's uniform rugby
shirt, jeans, baseball cap, and Reeboks. He is angry as he
grabs the knife.

JOEY
Effects? Dammt, Effects!

He scans for the FX ASSI STANT, who finally appears, sheepishly
hol ding a large syringe, its plunger depressed. A small clear
tube extends fromthe syringe to the Stal ker. The Stal ker
removes the tube fromhis shirt, smling.

FX ASSI STANT

It wouldn't give... and then it did.
It'11 work next tine.
JOEY
It better.
The FX Assistant nods and turns tail. Joey | ooks around,

scow i ng. He keys in on soneone.

JOEY (CONT' D)
What' re you | aughi ng about ?

COLE FURAY (early 30s)

snaps to attention. He is of nediumbuild, boyishly handsone,
with a thick shock of dark hair falling across his eyes.

He wi pes the smle off his face as Joey approaches him He
hol ds a paper back behi nd his back.

CCOLE
There a problem Joey?

Joey shakes his script in front of Cole' s face, furious.



JOEY

Yeah, Furay, there is. This. This

| ame, sophonoric shit--1 hate it!
CCOLE

The backers love it.
JOEY

Screw t he backers! I'mtal ki ng about

what | want!
Joey throws the script on the ground. Col e bends, picks up

the script and exam nes it, keeping his eyes subm ssively
| ower ed.

After a long nonent, Joey grabs the script back. He | ooks
daggers at the crew and they get back to work.

JOEY ( CONT' D)
Come here.

He puts his arm around Col e's shoul ders and haul s hi m away.

JOEY ( CONT' D)
Are you unhappy, Cole?

CCOLE
No.

JOEY
Are you under pai d?

CCOLE
No.

JOEY

Are you creatively stifled?

CCLE
(smling; a joke?)
No.

JOEY
Then what is your problenf? | have to
give you a personal invitation to
get you to show up on the set. The
rewites are usel ess!

He grabs the paperback out of Cole's hand.

JOEY (CONT' D)
What' re you readi ng?

COLE
It's just research



JOEY
Research. For this filnf

CCLE
No.

Joey glares at Cole. He leans in, fum ng.

JOEY
Furay, I'"monly gonna say this once:
if you don't shape up... |I'mgonna

kill you.
Hi s eyes bore into Cole's. He gives the paperback back.

JOEY ( CONT' D)
| swear to God.

He turns and stal ks away, waving P. A s away.
A HAND
reaches and touches Col e's shoul der.

VA CE
Col e?

Col e junps straight up, dropping his book, turning and
st aggeri ng backwards. He sees DESMOND SCHEI D, | ate 40s, rotund
and bal ding, smling.

Col e hyperventilates fromthe scare as Scheid claps himon
t he shoul der, steering himaway.

SCHEI D
Sorry to interrupt your "creative
conf erence. "

Col e | ooks over at Joey, who barks orders in the b.g.

CCOLE
It's not done, Desnond.

Scheid straightens his vest. He's suddenly all business.

SCHEI D
You prom sed it |ast week.

COLE
Any day now.

SCHEI D
You told ne that two weeks ago. |
have deadl i nes, too.

COLE
|"ve been busy on this film



SCHEI D
(i nmperiously)
What's this one call ed?
COLE
(rmuttering)
"Slice "N D ce. Two."

SCHEI D
Two. No ki ddi ng.

That says it all. He clap Cole on the back, smling.
SCHEI D ( CONT' D)

Don't jerk nme, Furay. |I'ma busy
man. |'ve got clients who actually
wite.

He gestures about him smling in a fatherly manner.

SCHEI D ( CONT' D)
You wanna spend the rest of your
fleeting youth witing this shit,
Col e?

Col e | ooks straight ahead.

SCHEI D ( CONT' D)
One nore week. After that, |I'mcutting
you | oose.

He turns and wal ks away. Col e watches hi m| eave.

EXT. COLE' S HOUSE - NI GHT - ESTABLI SHI NG

Cole's red Mercedes pulls into the driveway. The house is in
a posh S.F. nei ghborhood of well-manicured | awmns. Col e gets
out wal ks toward the porch, a paper sack under his arm

CCOLE (V.0QO)
Sure, | took a lot of shit for ny
troubles, but it was worth it: |1
made a ton of noney shoveling it
right back at 'em

Cole lifts the lid on the mail box, renoving the letters. In
the catch bel ow, nagazines are rolled up. He renoves them
along with a script, bound with brads, with bl ue covers.

| NSERT - COLE' S "ENDGAME" SPEC SCRI PT

A Post-It note reads: "Cole, talk to ne. Jason."

BACK TO SCENE - COLE

gathers his mail together and enters the house.



I NT. COLE' S LIVING ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

The room has the dishevel ed | ook of any well-to-do bachel or
pad. Cole drops the mail on the coffee table. Fromthe sack
he pulls a six pack of Pepsi, and one of Coke.

He grabs a large tunbler and enpties a can of Pepsi and a
can of Coke into it, then takes a |ong, enjoyable drink.

He picks up the renote and turns on the late news. He flips
from channel to channel

| NSERT - TELEVI SI ON - SCAN NEWS BROADCASTS

On each channel it is the sanme: nurder, mayhem msery. HOLD
on a crowd of gawking onlookers to a terrible train crash.
There is a ghoulish voyeurismat play.

BACK TO SCENE - COLE

shakes his head. He goes through his mail, but it's all bills
and catal ogs. He uncovers the script, picks it up, and starts
turning pages. Despite hinself, a smle creeps across his
face--he knows this is good stuff.

DOLLY BEHI ND COLE to REVEAL the silent TV set. A REPORTER
stands in front of a New York brownstone as a sheet-draped
gurney is wheeled out the door. Pictures of several wonen
appear on the screen, obvious victins. The reporter eagerly
interviews a Policeman. W cut away to gaggl es of curious
onl ookers. It's a silent circus.

Over these visuals, we HEAR the dialogue as the scene pl ays
in Cole's head. The players yell over a THUNDERSTORM

HERO NE (V. Q)
It's too danger ous!

HERO (V. Q)
|'mafraid! | don't think I can do
it!

HERO NE (V. Q)
Then don't! No one will know They're
probably dead anyway!

HERO (V. Q)
You'll know... and so wll 1. |
couldn't face you--or nyself--if
didn"t try.

HERO NE (V. Q)
Oh, Jesse, | love you

HERO (V. Q)
That's why | have to go in there!



CCLE

is noved. He takes a thoughtful drink fromthe tunbler, slowy
shuts the script, |eans back and ponders.

CCLE
Who am | ki ddi ng?

He rises, crosses to the bookcase and shelves the script. He
reaches for a legal pad and sits back down on the sofa.

| NSERT - LEGAL PAD

Alist of filmgenres: horror, nystery, serial killer,
romance, m staken identity, sci-fi, com ng of age, etc.

BACK TO SCENE - COLE

| ooks up at the TV.

| NSERT - THE TELEVI SI ON

continues with the nurder report. The sound remains off.
BACK TO SCENE - COLE

| ooks at the | egal pad. He picks up a pencil and circles an
entry. He turns off the TV and rises, nuttering.

COLE ( CONT' D)
Stranger than fiction.

He | eaves the room PUSH IN on the | egal pad where the words
"serial killer" are circled.
I NT. COLE' S STUDY - MOMENTS LATER

Cole enters, sits down at the conputer, boots up and accesses
an Internet service provider called "NetWrks."

| NSERT - COMPUTER SCREEN

Col e taps keys, noving through the nmenu overlays, finally
arriving at a chat group called "WRITER S FORUM "

He enters the MEMO MENU and types:
To: Al Witers
From FI LMBUFF

Re: Info wanted: nass nurderers--nethodol ogy,
psychol ogy, etc.



BACK TO SCENE - COLE
| eans back in his chair, thinking. He smles.
CCLE

Ckay, all you insomiacs, do ny
homewor k for ne.

He rises, swtches off the power, and | eaves the room
FADE QUT.
FADE | N:

EXT. COLE' S BACKYARD - DAY

Cole sits at the patio table, reading the paper. It's a
beauti ful San Francisco norning: crisp and clear, wth blue
skies. Hs yard is imuacul ate; a gardener conmes tw ce a week.

JASON (O. S.)
Col e!

Col e 1 ooks up fromhis readi ng, |ooking around. He focuses
on the side fence. A big smle breaks across his face.

JASON LAMBERT

| eans over the cedar picket fence, waving Cole over. Jason
is nearing 80. An early film pioneer, he produced a dozen
Hol | ywood cl assics in the 40s and 50s.

But in recent years, with retirement and the death of his
wi fe, he has becone a little, well, eccentric. He is beside
hi msel f wth eagerness this norning.

Col e wal ks over and offers his hand to Jason, who vi gorously
punps Col e's hand, beam ng.

JASON ( CONT' D)

Wl l, done, son! Well done!
COLE

Par don?
JASON

Your script! | was noved, Cole! Myved!
COLE

|"'mglad you liked it, Jason.

JASON
Liked it? Wy it's a return to classic
storytelling! It does the three
t hi ngs!
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COLE
(mldly amused)
VWhat three things?

JASON
You gi ve the audi ence an envoti on,
see? You meke them | augh, you make
themcry, or you scare them And ny
boy, you've done all three!

He positively dances wwth glee. Wth his green gardening
gl oves and cap, Cole is rem nded of a | eprechaun.

He smles, trying not to condescend to the old man.

JASON ( CONT' D)
VWho el se has seen it?

COLE
Nobody, except you and ny nom |
don't think it'lIl play--it's too

soft. No | eshian ax-nurderers,
sui ci dal protagoni sts or expl oding
heads. Pretty boring stuff...

JASON
| cared about the characters. That's
the inmportant thing.

COLE
But ny agent says...

Jason | ooks at Col e evenly. Suddenly, he is not an eccentric
ol d gardener--he is a savvy filmuaker with forty years
experi ence.

JASON
Nobody knows anyt hi ng.

Col e gives this serious thought, weighing it. Finally:

CCOLE
Maybe t hey do.

Jason goes back to puttering in the flower garden.

JASON
So, what're you witing now?

CCOLE
Athriller. A murder nystery, actually--

JASON
Li ke Agatha Christie?

COLE
More |ike Stephen King.
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JASON
Per haps i nstead of exploiting our
ni ght mres, you could cultivate our
best dreans.

He turns away, carrying his tools with him wandering through
a rich bounty of bloomng flowers that is his passion.

Col e stands at the fence, deflated. Finally, he turns from
the fence and wal ks back toward the patio. Fromthe other
side, he hears Jason softly singing an old English folk song
in his fading tenor.

I NT. COLE' S STUDY - DAY

Col e plops down in the chair and BOOTS the conputer up,
accessi ng Net Wrks. He punches buttons with practiced speed,
hi ghlighting his E-MAIL icon. Inmediately a cascade of
information scrolls down the screen. Line after |ine of
coments, ideas, book titles, obscure newspaper clippings,
etc.

Cole flips on the printer and it churns out page after page
of data. Cole smles to hinself as he opens a Coke and a
Pepsi, pouring theminto a big tunbler. He takes a | ong,
satisfied sip of his concoction.

CCLE
Thanks, whoever you are...

EXT. PUBLIC LI BRARY - DAY - ESTABLI SH NG

The San Francisco Public Library is a |l arge stone nonolith.

| NT. PUBLI C LI BRARY - CONTI NUQUS

Col e wanders anong the stacks, | oaded down with books. He
holds a list, eyes roving the stacks, searching.

He stops and renoves a book fromthe shelf. He noves down
the aisle to a table, where he unloads the heavy burden with
a BANG

He returns to the stacks in the b.g. The stack of books in
the f.g. stands nearly a foot high.

As Col e considers a book at the shelves, SOMEONE in a dark
coat passes between the books and the CAMERA, obscuring the
Vi ew, pausing just an instant, then noving on.

As they LEAVE FRAME, we notice that another book has been
placed in the mddle of the stack: one wwth a red cover.
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Cole returns fromthe stack, none the wi ser. He picks up the
stack and noves OUT OF FRAME.
| NT. COLE' S LIVING ROOM - DAY
Col e enters, burdened with books. Wth great relief, he drops
themon the coffee table, sits, and begins going through
t hem

He picks up the red book, trying to renenber if he intended
to check this one out or not.

| NSERT - THE BOOK

is entitled "Necktie N ck: The Unsolved Marin County Murders”
The book is turned over, revealing the author's jacket photo.
Victoria Omens is 29, fair-skinned, dark-haired, wth piercing
sad eyes.

BACK TO SCENE - COLE

is mesnerized by her beauty and tentative smle--he can't
take his eyes off her. He opens the book and reads.

DI SSCLVE TO

I NT. COLE'S LIVING ROOM - LATER

Col e shuts the book and rubs his eyes. On his lap, a |egal
pad is full of notes. He turns the pages, nodding to hinself.

CCLE
Dynamte. This | can use.

He picks up the phone, dials.

EXT. TRANSAMERI CA BUI LDI NG - NI GHT - ESTABLI SHI NG

| NT. AGENT'S OFFI CE - CONTI NUOUS
Desnmond Schei d picks up the RI NG NG phone.

SCHEI D
Schei d.

| NTERCUT Col e and Schei d.

COLE
Answer i ng phones now?
DESMOND
Late night. | was thinking about you--

you on schedul e?



Schei d wal
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COLE
|'"'mclose. But | need a favor. Check
your fax.
DESMOND
Hol d.
ks over to his fax machine, which BEEPS as a page

slides out. He picks it up.

| NSERT - THE FAX

It's the book jacket. Even on a fax, Vicki is beautiful.

BACK TO SCENE - DESMOND

nods approvingly and returns to the phone.

SCHEI D
Your future ex-w fe?

COLE
Ha. She wote a book about a series
of murders up in Marin County a few
years back. | wanna talk to her about
1t.

Scheid | eans back, grinning, exam ning the fax.

SCHEI D
You wanna get | aid.

COLE
Just get nme her address. Call your
buddy at HarperCollins.

SCHEI D
We'll trade: you get the address,
get a script.

CCOLE
Done deal

EXT. FREEWAY - LATER

Cole's 500SL tools along with the |ate evening traffic.

EXT. RESI DENTI AL NEI GHBORHOOD - LATER

Col e's car
por ch.

is parked on the street. Cole stands on a nearby



CCOLE (V. Q)
| wasn't above doing ny own research
now and then, especially if the
subj ect was... conpelling..

EXT/I NT. VICKI'S APARTMENT - SAME - THE DOOR

COLE
Victoria Omens?

She remai ns inpassive. Cole holds up her book.

COLE ( CONT' D)

My nane is Cole Furay. I'ma grad
student at Stanford. | read your
book and- -

VI CK
How d you get ny address?

CCOLE
What ?

VI CK

My address! How d you get it?

COLE
Your publisher. They said--

VI CK
They're not supposed to give it out.

COLE
" mworking on a profile of serial
killers. Your book is fascinating--
|"d like to discuss it with you.

VI CK
It's all in the book.

COLE
| know, but | think it would be
hel pful if | could talk--

VI CK
| don't know anythi ng about serial
killers beyond what | said in the
book. You probably know as nmuch as |
do.

There is a pause as the two peopl e size each other

14.

opens a crack, held by a chain. Vicki wears paint-spattered
j eans and a sweatshirt, her hair tied back. She's gorgeous.

up.
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CCOLE
"' mnot a whacko. Promse. |'mjust
a student. Maybe a student whacko,
but not, you know, a professional
one.

He trails off, smling. Vicki smles, in spite of herself.

VI CKI
Aren't you a little old for college?

CCLE
| got into it late.

VI CK
St anford, huh? Then | suppose you
know Dr. Em | Kraus.

COLE
Dr. Kraus?

VI CK
| interviewed himfor ny book. He's
at St anf ord.

CCOLE
| haven't had any classes from him
but I know who he is.

A long nmonent, while Vicki surveys Cole cooly.
VI CKI
There is no Dr. Kraus. And you're no
student. Now go away before | cal
t he cops.

She slans the door in Cole's face. He is stunned.

COLE
Pl ease, Ms. Onens. | just want to
ask you- -

VICKI (O S.)
| have a gun, whoever you are. Now
get | ost.

Col e takes an involuntary step backwards. He hesitates, then
shakes his head, turns, and | eaves.

| NT/ EXT. VICKI'S APARTMENT - CONTI NUOUS

Vicki pulls the drapes aside slightly and | ooks out the
wi ndow. Beyond her, Cole wal ks away, | ooking once over his
shoul der.
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She col | apses onto the couch, a paint brush held linply in
her hands. She | ooks over at a franed photo on the end table.

| NSERT - THE FRAMED PHOTO

is of Vicki and her sister Janice from high school. Vick
| ooks pl ain beside her statuesque, gorgeous sister.

BACK TO SCENE - VI CKI

| ooks sadly at the picture, then gently replaces it, w pes
away a tear, and |l eaves. PUSH I N on the photo of the two
smling girls, a wrld away now.

I NT. COLE' S STUDY - NI GHT

Cole sits before the conputer, |oaded for bear: books, 3x5
cards taped to the wall, and reans of paper. Prom nently
di splayed is Vicki's book, full of bookmarks.

The STEREO pl ays nondescript white noise nusic. Enpty Coke
and Pepsi cans sit near a large tunbler full of soda. Cole
pours a generous ampunt of vodka into the tunbler, stirring
it with his finger. He takes a long draw, then stares at the
screen.

| NSERT - THE COVPUTER SCREEN
The first words are typed in: "FADE IN"
BACK TO SCENE - CLOSE UP ON COLE

as he smles, takes another pull fromthe tunbler, grits
back the taste, and exhales |oudly. He opens Vicki's book.

COLE
Money, noney, noney.

ANGLE FROM THE DOORWAY - COLE |I'S BENT OVER THE SCREEN

tapping rapidly on the keyboard. The only light in the room
is the blue cast fromthe nonitor.

FADE QUT.
FADE | N:

I NT. COLE' S LIVING ROOM - DAY

Col e wanders in, carrying a cup of coffee. He holds a sheaf

of papers in his hand: the first thirty pages of his script.
He picks up the phone. Nothing. He hits the di sconnect button.
Still no dialtone. Then he hears sonething: VO CES com ng
from out si de.
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He crosses to the window, pulls the drapes aside and | ooks
out si de.

HS P.OV. - A PHONE COVPANY VAN

is parked in front of the |large green junction box situated
between his yard and Jason's. A PHONE LI NEMAN is seated facing
t he box, working. Jason | ooks over the Lineman's shoul der,
apparently pestering him

CCLE

| aughs to hinself at the Lineman's predi canent.

EXT. COLE' S FRONT YARD - CONTI NUCUS

Col e heads across his front yard. Jason is asking one question
after anot her of the bel eaguered Lineman, who is trying to
ignore him As Cole arrives, Jason | ooks up.

JASON
Good norni ng, Col e!

COLE
Mor ni ng, Jason. Your phone down to00?

JASON
He's repairing our... what did you
say it was, son?

The Lineman's eyes plead with Cole to save him

L1 NEMAN
It's the relay processor. It won't
be | ong.

JASON

| was just telling this fine young
man what a pleasure it nust be to
have a job that takes you outdoors
and puts you in contact with so many
people! Wasn't 17

He smles at the Lineman, who forces a weak smle in return.

Cole junps into the breach

COLE
Hey, Jason, you got any coffee? |I'm
out.

JASON

Why, yes. Cone on over

(to the Lineman)
Well, I'"'msorry, but | nust be going.
It was very nice to have net you
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He extends his hand. The Lineman takes it. Jason turns and
strides away, Cole follow ng.

Col e | ooks back over his shoulder and the Lineman tips his
hard hat, smling gratefully.

EXT. JASON S BACKYARD - MOMENTS LATER

Col e wanders the backyard, anong the bloom ng flowers, sipping
a cup of coffee.

In the mddle of the garden, a solitary bush stands, strangely
barren of any bl oons, although the | eaves thenselves are
hardy, deep green and full of life.

Jason energes fromthe kitchen

CCOLE
You know, Jason, every tine | see
you, you're slaving away in this
garden. You're quite a fanatic.

JASON
Anna's flowers won many a fl ower
show. Me, I"'mjust trying to keep it
up for her nenory's sake.

COLE
You know, in the eight nonths |'ve
lived here, 1've never seen any

bl ossons on this one.
He gestures at the barren bush before him Jason brightens.

JASON
Ah! This was her pride and joy! The
"Anerican Scarlet"--rarer than a
seat at Spago! It bl oons once a year,
and for just a 24 hours. Perfection.

Col e inspects the plant.

CCOLE
Once a year? That's all? Hardly seens
worth it.

JASON

Oh, Cole! That's what nmade it so
val uable. Al the work: pruning,

watering... but what a reward!
Constant, daily efforts that bl ossom
into sonething precious... like...

Jason's eyes tear up, unable to continue. He continues | ooking
at the barren bush.
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A long nonent passes as Col e studies sonething far off in
the sky. Then he downs his coffee and gives the cup to Jason.

CCOLE
Wl l, thanks for the coffee, Jason.

As Cole turns to go, he touches himon the sl eeve.

JASON
| hope you find soneone |ike her,
son.

Cole laughs it off and | eaves, enbarrassed. HOLD on Jason.

EXT. RESERVO R - N GHT

Moonl i ght bathes an enpty gravel parking |ot, and shinmrers
on the placid reservoir in the b.g. Alight breeze sighs
anong the pines.

TI RES ON GRAVEL, and a wi ndow ess van circles the |ot,
st oppi ng, the headlights SH N NG i nt o CAMVERA.

MOVE toward the van as VO CES are heard. A shout, then the
sharp report of a slap. Silence. Then, sobbing and pl eadi ng,
foll owed by another blow Finally, a sustained scream which
i s choked off.

The van is still. WE ARE UPON IT NOW and the headlights
BLIND US. The side door opens and a DARK SI LHOUETTE shoves a
body roughly out of the van. CONTINUE DOLLY toward body.

The door SLAMS shut and the ENG NE starts. Kicking gravel,
the van speeds away. In the darkness, STOP AND TILT DOWN on
t he bl oody, i mmobile body.

I NT. COLE' S STUDY - NI GHT

Col e | eans back, his face Iit by blue nonitor |ight. TRACK
BEHI ND HHMto REVEAL the conputer nonitor.

| NSERT - THE COVPUTER MONI TOR

Cole's script is on the screen. It ends with the words from
the previous scene: "In the darkness, STOP AND TILT DOWN on
t he bl oody, i mobile body."

BACK TO SCENE - COLE

arns away sweat and takes a pull froma vodka bottle. He
pi cks up Vicki's book and thunbs through the pages.

COLE
What do you think? Is that how you'd
do it, N ck?
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I NT. COLE' S BEDROOM - LATER

Col e sl eeps soundly. On the nightstand, the clock reads 2:37
AM

A smal |l SOUND awakens Col e, who sits up, grimacing and hol di ng
his head. A hangover. He listens intently, then gets out of
bed, |ooking around the room It is lit only by noonlight

t hrough the vertical blinds.

Col e 1 ooks around for a weapon. He gingerly opens the cl oset
door, rummaging silently. Bent over, his back to CAMERA, he
freezes as he hears another SOUND from downstairs.

He energes fromthe closet with a 9nm Beretta. He creeps to
t he door, cursing the SQUEAKY fl oor. He opens the door, which
is mercifully quiet.

The hallway is full of om nous shadows. At the far end, the
study door is open, a nysterious silver light falling into
t he hal | way.

Col e grasps the gun tighter and slowy nmakes his way down
the hall. He tries to avoid the numerous SQUEAKY boards. He
I's sweating, adrenaline punping, nuscles tensed.

He stops at the doorway, stoops to avoid a gut shot, and
peers around the corner.

HS P.OV. - THE STUDY

is dark except for noonlight fromthe w ndow and bl ue |ight
spilling fromthe bl ank conputer screen. Col e stands up,
feeling foolish, and wal ks to the conputer.

An ENG NE starts outside. Cole noves to the wi ndow, pulling
aside the blinds.

PUSH PAST COLE to the street below. A van slowy pulls away
fromthe curb. It is the sanme size and shape as the phone
conpany van (as well as a mllion others).
ANOTHER ANGLE - COLE
watches it go. He turns and switches the conputer off.
CCOLE
Al cohol plus darkness equal s paranoi a.

I NT. COLE' S STUDY - DAY

Vicki's book lies on the table. WDEN TO | NCLUDE Col e as he
picks it up

| NSERT - THE JACKET PHOTGO VI CKI
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i's stunning, but distant.
BACK TO SCENE - COLE

ponders the book a nonent, opens it, and renbves the scrap
of paper with her phone nunber on it. He dials it.

I NT. VICKI'S LIVING ROOM - CONTI NUQUS
Vicki is reading. The PHONE rings and she picks it up.

VI CK
Hel | 0?

| NTERCUT Col e and Vi cki .

COLE
Ms. Omnens?

VI CK
VWho is this?

CCOLE
This is Cole, the guy who wanted to
talk to you about your book? | wanted
to apol ogize and tell you the truth--

VI CK
Leave ne al one.

Vi cki presses the disconnect button angrily.
Col e | ooks at the phone. He takes a breath, dials again.

Vi cki tenses as the PHONE rings. She shuts her eyes as if
she has a headache, then reaches and di sconnects the phone.

On Cole's end, the phone RINGS and RINGS. After a long tine,
he hangs up.

EXT. COLE' S BACKYARD - MOMENTS LATER

Col e emerges fromthe house wth his typical tunbler of Coke,
Pepsi, and vodka and his END GAME script, thunbing through

it idly. In the twlight stillness, he pauses as he hears
HUWM NG from next door.

Col e wal ks toward the fence. PUSH PAST H M TO FI ND Jason
kneeling in his flower garden, singing to hinself, lost in

his work. Around him hundreds of Anna's prize-wi nning flowers
bl oom golden in the evening |ight.

COLE WATCHES,
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an enptiness on his face. He | ooks at his script, tucks it
under his arm downs the rest of his drink, and turns away.

FADE QUT.
FADE | N:

EXT. PINEVI EW RESERVO R - NI GHT

A van pulls into the gravel parking |lot, under a full noon.
A gentle wind stirs the pines. The van circles the parking
| ot, stopping in the mddle. The headlights remain on.

The driver's side door opens and a FI GURE energes, opening
the sliding side door. The Figure reaches inside and pulls
out what is obviously a body.

BEG N DOLLY MOVE toward van as the sil houetted Figure hoists
the body and carries it a few steps, gently laying it down
in the headlight beans. The Figure gently unw nds sonething
fromthe head of the body, making notions and signs that
appear al nost religious.

A knife is held up, glinting in the noonlight, the curve of
the bl ade al nost scimtar-like. The knife descends slowy
toward the body.

We cannot see past the HEADLI GHT GLARE, but now the Figure
l[ifts the victims head and pl aces sonething under it. The
wi ndi ng notions around the head are repeat ed.

The Figure touches the victimtenderly, then rises and returns
to the van.

CONTI NUE DOLLY TOMRD THE BODY to reveal what appear to be
mumry w appi ngs. PUSH | NTO t he wrapped face, where two dark
red spots begin to seep through where the eyes are.

The ENG NE starts and the van pulls away. HOLD on the body.

| NT. MORGUE HALLWAY - DAY

FOLLOW A FI GURE as he wal ks, dodgi ng policenmen, paranedics
w th gurneys, and prisoners chained together in orange junp
suits. The Figure stops before a door marked "MEDI CAL

EXAM NER. "

HS P.OV. - THE DOOR OPENS

into the norgue, and we are net by a burly DETECTI VE, who
recogni zes us and puts out a neaty arm stopping us. He stares
directly into CAMERA, his face a thundercl oud.

DETECTI VE
What' re you doi ng here?
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DETECTIVE' S P. O V. - ALONSO MORALES, 40,

stares inpassively into CAMERA. He wears a plaid shirt and a
bonmber jacket. A cigarette hangs from his nouth.

DETECTIVE (O S.) (CONT' D)
Don't tell nme they brought you in on
t his.
PCLI CE CH EF LANDON MARX

| ooks up fromconferring with the CORONER RACK FOCUS to the
b.g., where Mral es stands beyond the Detective. Mirx waves
Mor al es over.

MARX
Al onso!

The Detective steps aside grudgingly. H's cold eyes neet
Moral es' s and he whi spers as Mral es brushes past.

DETECTI VE
Gonna screw this one up, too, Moral es?

Moral es crosses to Marx and the Coroner. They shake hands.

MARX
Thanks for com ng.

Mor al es | ooks beyond Mar x.

HS P.OV. - A BODY

lies on the autopsy table, covered with a sheet.
MORALES

turns to MarX.

MORALES
VWhat am | doi ng here?

REVERSE ANGLE - THE MEN

step up to the autopsy table, which is in the f.g. The Coroner
considers the body under the sheet.

CORONER
Meet Josi e Benbough, age 23,
Det ecti ve. Mai ntenance guys found
her at Pineview this norning.

He begins to pull back the sheet. Marx restrains him

MARX
W think Nick did this.
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Long pause as this sinks in. Mirales is visibly shaken.

MORALES
"Necktie Nick"?

MARX
Sanme M O

He nods and the Coroner lifts the sheet. Because of the ANGLE
we cannot see the body itself.

CORONER
See the rope marks on her neck here..

CLOSE ANGLE - MORALES

is repul sed. His eyes open wide and his gorge rises. He pulls
out a hankie, putting it over his nouth.

MORALES
Di 6s m o. Wat happened to her
eyel i ds?
THE CORONER

| ooks at the body, shaking his head sadly.

CORONER
Can't find 'em-souvenirs, | guess.
But we did find this.
W DE ANGLE - THE CORONER

lets the drape fall back over the body and turns to a nearby
desk, picking up an object which he hands to Moral es.

MORALES
VWhat is it?

| NSERT - THE OBJECT

is a circular piece of papyrus about seven inches across,
i nscribed with hieroglyphics.

BACK TO SCENE - MORALES

turns the papyrus over in his hands. He shrugs and hands it
back to the Coroner, who continues to examne it.

CORONER
Hell if | know Sone kind of Egyptian
voodoo shit. We're checking on it.

The Coroner holds up a mass of bloody lIinen strips.

CORONER ( CONT' D)
She was wrapped |ike a nummy.



Morales turns to the Chi ef, convinced.

MORALES
This is too weird for N ck--he's
strictly a blue collar killer.

MARX
H s | ast nurder that we know of was
seven years ago. He kills seven wonen,
then just quits. Cold turkey. GCets
it out of his system right?

MORALES
O dies--nurdered or suicide. Maybe
prison...?

Mar x shakes his head at Morales's attenpt to erase Nick's
nmenory.

MARX
You wi sh. But since then, not one
body has been found that natched his
met hods. Not one. Until today.

MORALES
Maybe it's a copy cat.

MARX
Seven years |l ater? Check the
simlarities: he strangles and
disfigures "em but there's no
evi dence of sexual nolestation--Nick's
not a pervert. Yet we both know ninety
percent of serial snuffs involve
sonme sexual angle.

MORALES
But this Egyptian shit... it's just
not. ..
MARX
So he's into sonme new kink now. It's
still him-I can feel it in ny gut.
MORALES

Your proverbial gut.

MARX
Yeah. And ny gut says this time we're
gonna catch him.. He nmade you out a
schnuck last tinme, Mrales. |I'd think
you' d wanna even the score. Besides,
nobody knows this bastard |like you
do.

Moral es | ooks at the Chief, doubtful.

25.
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I NT. COLE'S LIVING ROOM - NI GHT

Cole enters with fifty pages of script under his arm He
pl ops down on the couch and opens the script. The TV is
al ready on.

| NSERT - THE SCRI PT
pages turn as Cole flips through them
COLE

reads contentedly, until sonething on the TV catches his
attention. He | ooks up as he hears:

VA CE
early this norning, maintenance
wor kers found a worman's body at the
reservoir.

HS P.OV. - THE TV

shows a FEMALE REPORTER standing in front of a chain link
fence. A sign on the fence says "Pinevi ew Reservoir"

BACK TO SCENE - COLE

wat ches intently. He | ooks at his script, then at the TV. He
turns up the VOLUME.

| NSERT - TV
It's Shannon Adans, the reporter:
SHANNON

... though unconfirned, many believe
this is the work of the killer who
terrorized Marin County seven years
ago. A man whomthe police, with
gal l ows hunor, dubbed "Necktie N ck,"

because of his penchant for hangi ng
his victins after di senboweling them

BACK TO SCENE - COLE
| ooks at the coffee table.
HS P.OV. - VICKI'S BOOX

lies, the cover facing up: "Necktie N ck: The Unsol ved Marin
County Murders".

BACK TO SCENE - COLE

can't believe the coincidence. He | ooks back at the TV.
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| NSERT - TV
The Reporter is wapping up her |ocation report.

SHANNON ( CONT' D)
sonet hing no one wants to think
about: has "Necktie N ck" come back
to haunt us? Shannon Adans, channel
five news.

CONTI NUE | NSERT - TV - NEWS STUDI O
The eveni ng news broadcast conti nues.

ANCHOR
The police have refused to reveal
any information about the nutilation
of the body, but a source has told
us that it was w apped nmumy-styl e,
and that a disk-like object was found
with the body.

A BOX appears over the Anchor's shoulder. In it is a circular
di agram covered w th hierogl yphi cs.

ANCHOR ( CONT' D)
The di sk is probably a "hypocephal us, "
a piece of papyrus placed under a
mummy' s head in Egyptian funeral
rituals, intended as a map to gui de
t he deceased on his journey through
the perils of the Underworl d.

BACK TO SCENE - COLE
mutes the TV and | eans back, shaking his head, unbelieving.

COLE
Damm, why can't | wite shit |ike
t hat ?

| NT. HOSPI TAL EMERGENCY ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

The Anchor continues. PULL BACK to reveal a TV hung high in
the corner in a waiting room half full of people.

ANCHOR
the | ast body was found seven
years ago, and no one has been charged
with the nurders. "Necktie Nick"
remai ns at | arge.

VI CK

stares at the TV from her position behind the counter. Her
face i s ashen.
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Anot her NURSE puts her arm around Vicki's shoul der. Vicki
turns to the Nurse, horror in her eyes.

VI CKI
Gh, God, not again.

I NT. COLE' S STUDY - MOMENTS LATER

Col e enters and boots up the conputer. He thunbs through the
first 50 pages of his script. Decided, he tosses theminto
t he wast ebasket .

CCOLE
But you know what they say: nediocre
conposers borrow, great conposers
st eal .

| NSERT - THE MONI TOR

At the E-MAIL MENU, he keys in the foll ow ng words:
To: Al Witers
From FI LMBUFF

Re: Need info re: ancient Egyptian religion, practices,
beliefs, etc.

BACK TO SCENE - COLE

hits the ENTER key with a flourish. He stands, stretches,
and wal ks fromthe room A beat, and then the conputer beeps
softly.

| NSERT - MONI TOR

The screen begins filling with info, scrolling rapidly. It's
full of hieroglyphics and illustrations, bibliographies, etc--
al | concerning anci ent Egypt.

I NT. COLE' S LIVING ROOM - LATER

Col e appears, a two inch sheaf of papers under his arm He

pl unks down on the sofa, and begins sorting through the pages,
whi ch contain obscure references, glyphs, and illustrations.
Suddenly, he stops and pulls a page out slowy.

| NSERT - THE PAGE

contains a large picture of the papyrus di sk nentioned on
the news. Below it, a paragraph gives the full explanation.

BACK TO SCENE - COLE

shakes his head, amazed at his | uck.
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CCOLE
The hypocephal us. Tal k about | uck.

EXT. POLI CE STATI ON - DAY - ESTABLI SH NG

| NT. HALLWAY - CONTI NUOUS

Moral es stands at a door marked "RECORDS." A CLERK comes
into view and hands hima | arge cardboard carton.

CLERK
Man, this was really buried.

Mor al es opens the box and pulls out files, papers, etc.

MORALES
Not deep enough for ne.

He | oads the carton on top of another and | eaves.

| NT. HOM CI DE/ HALLWAY - CONTI NUQUS

Moral es enters the room |ooking around, uneasy. O her
Detectives m || about, talking, drinking coffee. Wen he is
noticed, all conversation ceases. Mrales |ooks around for a
spare desk. The others ignore his presence or return his

| ooks with icy stares.

He finally finds a desk over in the corner, cluttered with
junk. He crosses to it, but is net by another detective,
Bl LL THOMAS, bl ack, | ate 50s.

THOVAS
Publ i ¢ opi nion says you had your
chance and botched it. W thought
one of us would get a crack at N ck
this tine.

MORALES
Be ny guest.

THOVAS
You' re gonna get pretty lonely with
that kind of attitude.

MORALES
"' m not asking for help.

Thomas i s | ooking through grizzly crinme scene photos from
t he box. He drops themon the desk and turns to go.

THOVAS
Maybe you shoul d.
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At that nmonment, the Coroner enters, carrying an envel ope. He
| ooks around, finds Moral es and approaches.

CORONER
Did you read ny prelin®

Mor al es nods. The Coroner | ooks around, then begins opening
t he envel ope.

Thi nki ng better of it, he stops and notions for Mrales to
foll ow hi moutside, away from ot her ears.

FOLLOW THEM as they wal k out of the door and down the hall way,
finding a quiet corner.

CORONER ( CONT' D)
The cause of death was asphyxi ation,
right?

MORALES
So you sai d.

CORONER
That's what | thought at first, too.
So what's this?

He opens the envel ope and renoves a photo.

| NSERT - THE PHOTO

A small puncture wound is seen just bel ow the ear.
BACK TO SCENE - CORONER

CORONER ( CONT' D)
| didn't catch the needle track during
the autopsy--all ny attention was on
the eyelid-ectony. But the bl ood
test showed mnute traces of a
paral ytic venom

MORALES
Venonf?

CORONER
Yeah. It's froma beetle called the
"Khepera Scarab,"” found only in the
Sudan.

MORALES
How d you find all that out?

CORONER
The Cal - Berkel ey Egyptian expert we
called read it right off this "hypo"
t hi ng. ..
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He renoves the hypocephal us fromthe envel ope. He points at
a glyph of a beetle on it.

| NSERT - THE HYPOCEPHALUS

The Coroner is pointing at a representation of a scarab beetle
on the papyrus, next to a | arge eye.

CORONER (QO. S.) (CONT' D)
This is it here. This thing's nore
than a road map for the dead person
It contains the ritual the killer
uses when he offs them Look: this
is the Eye of Re, and represents
eternal life. See all these little
crosses with the heads on thenf

He points to the ankh synbol s.

MORALES (O. S.)
|"ve seen those before. Aren't they
good | uck or sonethi ng?

CORONER (O S.)
They represent power over death. But
this power isn't easy to cone by.
It costs.

BACK TO SCENE - MORALES

MORALES
What do you nean?

The Coroner pulls Moral es aside, speaking conspiratorially.

CORONER
This time, your buddy Nick's into
sonme serious shit. He's sacrificing
his victins so he can beconme i mort al

MORALES
Victins? W've only found one.

CORONER
So far. See that?

| NSERT - THE HYPOCEPHALUS

Anmong the other depictions is a sacrificial "lion couch,™
where a victimlies. Another figure stands along side, with
a raised knife. There is an upside down "U"' gl yph near the
figure. In the upper left hand corner are ten ramicons,
representing sacrificial offerings.
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BACK TO SCENE - MORALES AND THE CORONER

MORALES
VWat's it nean?

CORONER

It's the nunber of people he's gonna
kill this tine.

MORALES
How many?

CORONER
He's got nine nore to go.

HOLD ON Morales as this sinks in.

EXT. HOSPI TAL - DAY - ESTABLI SH NG

| NT. EMERGENCY ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Col e enters, sonmewhat tentatively, |ooking around. He passes
t hrough the waiting roomand approaches the nurse station.

CCOLE
|"m | ooking for Victoria Oanens. She's
a nurse here.

The RECEPTIONI ST smles up at Cole.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Just a sec.

She picks up the phone and PAGES Vi cki .

RECEPTI ONI ST ( CONT' D)
Nurse Onens to E. R desk. Nurse Owaens.

Col e nods his thanks and | ooks around, finding a seat. He
pi cks up a year old People nagazi ne and thunbs through it.

In a noment, Vicki rounds the corner. Col e sees her as she
approaches the Receptionist, who points at Cole.

Vicki turns. Her face registers surprise, then hurt, then
anger. She takes a step backwards.

Cole stops in his tracks.

VI CK
VWhat are you doi ng here?

CCOLE
| wanted to apol ogi ze- -
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RECEPTI ONI ST
Should I call security?

COLE AND VI CK
(toget her)
Yes! No!

The Receptionist dials.
Vi cki takes another step back, about to cry.
Col e doesn't know what to do.

CCOLE
Pl ease, talk to me.

VI CK
(more hurt than angry)
You' d better go. Security's com ng.

CCOLE
VWhat did | do? I just want to talk
to you about your book!

VI CK
He killed ny sister!

Cole is shocked; this is newinformation. Instinctively, he
nmoves to confort her. She is crying now He reaches and
touches her armgently. She's oblivious to his presence.

CCOLE
| didn't know. You didn't say she
was your sister in the book... [I'll
| eave.

GUARD (O S.)
You got that right.

Col e turns and sees a huge, barrel-chested SECURI TY GUARD
striding his way. Col e steps back.

The Guard reaches for Cole, who turns, stunbling over an end
tabl e, barking his shin sharply and falling to the ground.

The Guard renoves his club. Cole scranbles along the floor,
crab-like. Vicki steps forward, speaking to the CGuard.

VI CK
It's okay.

The Guard doesn't hear.
Cole gets to his feet and scranbles out of the door.

The Guard stops at the entrance, replacing his club in his
belt. He turns to Vicki.
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GUARD
You okay?

Vi cki nods and crosses to the door, |ooking out.

GUARD ( CONT' D)
You want nme to call the cops?

HER P. Q. V. - COLE
I imps across the parking lot, rubbing his shin.
CLOSE ANGLE - VI CK
VI CK
It's okay. | think maybe I...
overreacted, anyway.

GUARD
Suit yourself.

He turns and | eaves Vi cki | ooking out the door.

| NT. COLE' S STUDY - DAY

Col e enters, | oaded with books. He places themon the desk
near the conputer and sits down. He | ooks into the

wast ebasket .

| NSERT - THE WASTEBASKET

Inside, Cole's first fifty pages sit, discarded.

BACK TO SCENE - COLE

cracks his knuckl es and boots up the conputer. An E-MAIL
notice fl ashes. Col e accesses Net Wr ks.

| NSERT - MONI TOR
Col e access the E-mail and the follow ng quatrain appears:
Anubi s sets the Ba of GCsiris free;
The eye is opened forever.
Al'l enem es are overcone;
He holds the keys to eternal life.
BACK TO SCENE - COLE

studies the nonitor closely, then begins rapidly thunbing
t hrough the books at hand.

DI SSCLVE TO
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I NT. COLE' S STUDY - LATER

Cole sits am d dozens of open books, |egal pads, and crude
scraw ed attenpts at hieroglyphics. He studies the
hypocephal us pri ntout.

| NSERT - THE HYPOCEPHALUS

Cole's finger points at the figures in the |lion couch scene
near the center of the hypocephal us.

COLE (O S.)
Ckay. This guy is Anubis, and this
person represents Gsiris. The hawk
is his "ba,"--his imortal soul
(beat)
| get it: it's a sacrifice.

BACK TO SCENE - COLE
| eans back in his chair, pondering.
COLE ( CONT' D)
Cool .

I NT. EDI TI NG BAY - NI GHT

Joey and the EDI TOR work at the flatbed. They are snoking
pot--the roomis full of snoke. The door opens and Col e
enters. It takes a nonent for his eyes to adjust.

CCOLE
Burni n' down the house.

Joey waves himover, holding out the joint. Cole denurs.

Joey shrugs and turns back to the nonitor. It's the stal king
scene fromthe beginning of the film

CCLE (CONT' D)
How s it com ng?

JCEY
You oughta know, you wote it.

COLE
Then it sucks for sure.

Joey nods, smling.
Col e hands a sheaf of paper to him
COLE ( CONT' D)

So take a break--read the first act
of ny new script.
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JOEY
What's the angl e?

CCLE
This serial killer believes he's
gaining immortality by sacrificing
his victins--anci ent Egyptian style.

JCEY
Stealing fromthe news now? Shanel ess
rip-off, Furay.

COLE
That's the beauty of it! This is
current events! | nean, if we nove

on this, we mght have the novie
made before they catch the guy!

EDI TOR
You are scum Furay.

CCOLE
Hey, weren't you the editor of "Silent
Ni ght, Bl oody N ght"?
The Editor |ooks daggers at Cole, who sm|les.

Joey ponders the script, thunbing through the pages.

JOEY
Who's seen this?
CCOLE
No one. | promsed it to ny agent,

but | wanted to nmake it up to you
for being flaky. You were right, |
do owe you

He gets up to leave, smling. Joey smles back.

JOEY
So, I"'mthe first to see this?

Col e nods. Joey smles--a bit too broadly.

JOEY (CONT' D)
Thanks, Col e.

Col e | eaves.

HOLD ON Joey as he | ooks over the script.
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| NT. WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

Candles illum nate the scene. Several |arge 4x8 panels stand
upright, like a sort of Stonehenge, surrounding a stone lion
couch, upon which lies the body of a YOUNG WOVAN.

At the foot of the couch is an altar, above which four seated
i mges stare blankly down: Re (the Sun god), OGsiris (god of
the Underworl d), Horus (son of Gsiris, and avenger of his
death), and Isis (sister/wife of OGsiris who raised himfrom

t he dead).

On the panels around the sacrificial altar are various
Egyptian i mages: hieroglyphics, kings, battles, etc.
Perneating the scene is a feeling of inconpleteness; a sort
of hackneyed attenpt at realism

A FIGURE, dressed in a robe, wearing the jackal nask of
Anubi s, stands at the altar, praying. W can't understand
what is being said, but it's ancient and portentous. The
Fi gure reaches and opens a vial adorned with a scarab and
produces a syringe filled with anber |iquid.

The Figure turns and approaches the Victim who is tied up
with duct tape. Her screans are nuffled by a gag.

The Figure holds up the syringe and | eans over the squirmng
woman, injecting the carotid artery on the neck.

LONG SHOT - THE VICTI M

goes into a seizure as the drug takes effect. The nasked
figure stands i mobile at her side, watching carefully as
the struggles wind down and finally cease.

CLOSE ANGLE - A SCALPEL

glints in the hand of the Killer.

ANOTHER ANGLE - THE KI LLER

| eans over the body, working. W know what he's doing.
ANGLE ON ROOF TRUSS

A rope is throwm over the beam

ANGLE ON A BUVPER W NCH

The rope is attached to the end of the cable. A switch is
t hrown and the wi nch begins w ndi ng.

LONG SHOT - THE SHADOW

of the victim hung by the neck, ascends against the
i nsul ation-lined warehouse wal | .
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I NT. COLE' S STUDY - N GHT

ANGLE ON MONI TOR - The final words of the previous scene are
on the screen. PULL BACK to REVEAL Col e, |eaning back in his
chair, thinking. Around himare books, papers, hieroglyphics
pinned to the wall, etc. He hits SAVE and sm | es.

COLE
Now that's more like it.

FADE QUT.

FADE | N:

EXT. COLE S/ JASON S BACKYARD - DAY

A package sits on the patio table, wapped in brown paper.
Cole enters, carrying a pair of scissors. He begins cutting
open the package, gradually revealing a | arge scul pture of
the jackal of Anubis, nmade of a dark, polished stone.

Col e stands back, admring the statue. He turns, HEARI NG
sonet hing. FOLLOWH M as he wal ks to the fence separating
hi s backyard from Jason's. PUSH PAST Cole to find Jason
sitting in his patio, his head held in his hands, sobbing.

Col e | ooks around, unsure what to do. After a noment, he
speaks tentatively.

COLE
Jason?

It doesn't appear that Jason heard.

Cole grabs a hold of the top rail and easily vaults the fence.
He wal ks to Jason.

COLE ( CONT' D)
VWat's the matter?

Col e touches himon the shoul der and Jason | ooks up, seem ngly
unfazed at Cole's presence. He smles and stands, digging
out a hankie from his pocket. He dabs at his eyes.

JASON
I"'mfine. | was just... renenbering.

He | eads Col e over to the flower garden

In the mddle of the garden, the American Scarl et has
bl ossoned, yielding not one, but two beautiful, blood-red
fl owers.

JASON ( CONT' D)
Have you ever seen anything like it?
Two bl ossons!



Col e shakes hi s head.

JASON ( CONT' D)
Anna tended that flower for fifteen
years. But it never gave her two
bl ossons! Never!

COLE
VWhat makes it so inportant? Is it
worth a lot?

JASON

There's no noney init, if that's
what you nean. No, the Anerican
Scarlet was nore than a flower to
Anna; it was a netaphor..

(beat)
But this year she isn't here to see
it...

He hol ds back his tears. Cole puts his arm around him

COLE
" m sorry.

Jason | ooks at the blood-red flowers, dabbing at his eyes.

JASON
After all the waiting, when it finally
bl oonmed, she'd admre it for a few
nmoments, then snap it off and pl ace

it in nmy |apel!
CCLE
Way woul d she kill a flower she waited

an entire year for?

JASON
Ch, Cole, have you ever |oved soneone?

Col e | ooks away, avoi ding Jason's piercing eyes.

JASON ( CONT' D)
In the nonths since her death, |'ve
prayed for a sign that she's al
right. Today | got it. Two bl ossons!

Jason snaps off one of the blossons, giving it to Cole.

JASON ( CONT' D)
Gve it to soneone you | ove.

CCOLE
There's nobody.

JASON
Then you nust use better eyes.
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Col e exanines the flower, abashed. He doesn't know what to
say. Jason shoos him away, smling.

JASON ( CONT' D)
I'd like to be alone with Anna.

Cole finds hinself walking to the fence. He sets the flower
on the rail, hops over, and tenderly picks it up again. He
wal ks past the patio and the statue, headi ng indoors.

I NT. COLE'S KITCHEN - NI GHT

Col e eats supper while he pours over Budge's The Mummy, taking
copi ous not es.

The PHONE rings. Cole picks it up.
CCLE
Hello... H, Joey... What? Sure,
"1l watch. Okay, right now Bye.

He hangs and takes his dinner into the study room

I NT. COLE' S LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

The television is on and WE SEE anot her | ocation report.
Shannon Adans stands outside the POLICE STATION with Detective
Mor al es, who | ooks haggard.

SHANNON
was di scovered on the waterfront,
just two hours ago, the second victim
found in a week. ..

BACK TO SCENE - COLE

sits down on the sofa, shaking his head.

COLE
Oh, God, no.
| NSERT - TV
The reporter is on.
SHANNON

then what can you tell us about
the enmerging pattern, Detective
Mor al es?

She shoves the m crophone in Mrales's face.
MORALES

" m not prepared to discuss patterns
yet, M ss Adans.
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SHANNON
Isn't this the work of "Necktie N ck"?

MORALES
| don't believe so.

SHANNON
You don't? The victins were both
strangled and nutilated. Isn't that
Ni ck' s nmodus operandi ?

Morales fairly squirnms under the hot TV |ights.

MORALES
There are other factors in these
killings that differ fromthose

attributed to "Necktie Nick."

SHANNON
You nean the nmumy-w appi ng, the
nmysteri ous papyrus disk, and the
mutil ation. Can you describe the
mutil ation?

MORALES
"1l bet you'd |like that.

Moral es scowl s at her and goes back inside the building.

SHANNON
well... I...

She turns toward canera, shrugging.
BACK TO SCENE - COLE

turns off the TV, but continues staring into the blank screen,
t hi nki ng.

COLE (V.O)
| got this weird feeling that | knew
nore about this stuff than anybody
el se except... him..

He stands and plucks a xerox of the hypocephal us off the
wal |, examning it.

After a nonment, he reaches for the phone and dials 911
CCOLE ( CONT' D)
G me the police... Detective
Moral es. .. Yeah, hom ci de.

| NT. HOM Cl DE - CONTI NUOUS
Mor al es picks up the RI NG NG phone.
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MORALES
Mor al es.

| NTERCUT Col e and Mor al es.

CCLE
Are you headi ng the nurder
i nvestigation?

MORALES
There's a lot of nurders in San
Franci sco, buddy.

CCOLE
The "Necktie Nick" nurders.

MORALES
W haven't made that connecti on- -

CCLE
| know sonet hi ng.

Moral es puts his feet on the desk and gazes at the ceiling.

MORALES
l'mall ears.

COLE
Are the bodies cut up?

MORALES
Look, pal, the entire world knows
that. Unl ess you got sonething substan--

CCOLE
The eyelids.

Mor al es junps up, knocking over his chair. He puts his hand
over the nouthpiece, gesturing wildly for attention. He
finally succeeds in getting Thomas to | ook his way.

MORALES
Say agai n?

He nout hs "PHONE TAP! PHONE TAP!" repeatedly to Thonas, who
finally gets it. Thomas gets on anot her phone, speaking | ow.

Morales turns his attention to the phone again.
CCLE
The eyelids. Wre they, ah, renoved,
| nmean, cut off?
Silence on the phone. Mrales is thinking.

MORALES
How di d you know?
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Col e takes a deep breath, starting to speak.

CCOLE
| think I should tell you--

An audi ble CLICK! is heard as the phone tap begins. Cole
reacts, then slans down the phone, terrified.

Mor al es, disheartened, nmakes a sl ashing notion across his
neck to Thomas, who speaks into his phone.

Col e junps up, pacing the room his mnd a whirl, winging
hi s hands, |ooking at the phone as if it mght bite him

COLE ( CONT' D)
Sonmehow he's acting out ny script!

Suddenly, the phone RINGS, scaring himnearly out of his
wits. It rings and rings. He watches it, afraid to answer.

He lets the phone ring until the machine picks it up.

COLE (V. O.) (CONT' D)
This is Cole. You know the drill:
| eave a nessage.

The machi ne BEEPS. Cole can't take his eyes off it. Part of
himwants to fly out of there. But on the phone:

VICKI (V.Q)
Is this Cole Furay? This is Vick
Onens. Did you just see the news? |
can't believe--

Col e snatches the phone up gratefully.

COLE
Vicki? 1'm here.

INT. VICKI'S LIVING ROOM - COTl NUOUS

Vi cki sits on the couch, clutching the phone, her face red,
her eyes wld. She's been crying.

VI CK
Are you wat ching the news?

| NTERCUT Col e and Vi cki .

CCOLE
Yes. Are you okay?

VI CK
He's doing it again and |I'min danger!
Pl ease, hel p ne!
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CCOLE
Wy are you in danger?
VI CK
After the book cane out, soneone
sent nme a package in the mail. Inside

was a dead rat wearing a bow tie. He
knows who | am and where | am He's

killing people again--1 know he wants
nme!
CCLE
Cal m down. Stay put. Lock the door.
VI CK
It's |l ocked! | checked it tw ce
al r eady!
CCLE
Then check it again. 1'll be there

in twenty m nutes!

EXT. FREEVAY - LATER

Col e's car speeds along, weaving in and out of traffic |ike
a mani ac.

EXT/INT. VICKI'S HOUSE - LATER

Vi cki sits on the couch, knees drawn up around her, drapes
drawn, the lights out. She holds a baseball bat on her I|ap.

A |l oud KNOCK at the door startles her. From outside:

COLE (O S.)
Vicki! You in there?

She approaches the door and opens it a little, keeping the
chai n on.

Cole is on the porch, |looking as frightened as she does.

COLE ( CONT' D)
Vi cki ? Are you okay?

She nods.

COLE ( CONT' D)
Can | cone in?

Vi cki | ooks around doubtfully. She isn't sure now. She's
nearly hysterical with fear.

Col e reaches his hand through the door slowy.
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CCLE ( CONT' D)
"' m here to hel p.

H s hand is extended, pal mup. Vicki looks at it warily.
Finally, she takes it tentatively, her own small hand shaki ng
in his warm firmagrasp. It calns her.

CCLE (CONT' D)
It's okay. Shhh...

She sl owy pushes his hand out, shuts the door, and renoves
the chain, opening it again. Cole steps in.

Vicki crosses and sits on the couch.

Col e stands near the door, unsure what to do next.

VI CK
| shouldn't have called. |I'm probably
bl owi ng this whol e thing out of
proportion. | nean, if he hasn't

cone after me in the | ast seven years,
why woul d he cone now?

Cole sits on a chair opposite Vicki.
COLE
Ri ght. He probably wants you around
to wite the sequel

Vi cki |l ooks up at Cole, hurt turning to anger.

VI CK
That's not funny.
COLE
Sorry. | just don't know how to...

to act around you. W got off to
kind of a rocky start.

Vi cki relaxes and | ooks directly at Cole for the first tine.
Sonet hi ng softens in her.

VI CK
You're right. Let's start over.
COLE
First I have a confession. I'mreally

witing a novel, which, given what's
been happening, feels pretty trivial
ri ght now.

He fiddles with the zi pper on his jacket.
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COLE ( CONT' D)
Actually, | saw your picture on the
dust jacket and had to neet you.
Pl ai n and si npl e.

Vi cki relaxes. Typical nmale notivations she can deal with
There is an edge in her voice, but she's not really angry.

VI CK
So you were hitting on ne in the
name of "research"?

CCOLE
No! O course not! | wanted to know
how you cane to wite a creepy book
like that--it gave nme the chills.
(beat; quietly)
But what you said about your
sister explains all that.

VI CK

| changed the nanmes in the book.
Janice was a year older than I; |
was extrenely jeal ous of her in high
school: she was a cheerl eader, really
popul ar, etcetera. | had braces, bad
skin, and was overwei ght.

(beat; struggling)
One night, she left to go to a
friend' s house but she never arrived.
They found her body a week later in
t he bay. She'd been strangl ed and
mutil ated. She was the last of Nick's
victinms--until now.

COLE
So you're sure it's hinf

VI CK
| don't have any proof, but | know
it's him

COLE

Wiy can't the cops catch hinf

VI CK
Because they're norons. He ran them
in circles, chasing their tails.
He'd send themthese little cryptic
verses, full of clues, daring them
to catch him They never even cane
cl ose. After Janice's death, when no
ot her bodi es turned up, they just
cl osed the case. | went to the mayor,
t he governor, the FBI. Not hing.

( MORE)



VI CKI ( CONT' D)

"Too many ot her cases that can be

solved," they said. | was so fu
anger and frustration, | had to
sonet hi ng.

CCOLE
So you wote the book.

VI CK
Yeah... and nmade nyself a target
well. Pretty smart, huh?

CCOLE
Vi cki, do you believe in ESP?

VI CK
| dunno. Why?

CCOLE
How el se coul d he evade the cops
so | ong?

VI CK

| of
do

as

f or

| don't think he's psychic. But who

knows? Maybe if you' re as batsh
crazy as he is, you devel op othe

power s.
CCOLE
What do you nake of the Egyptian
stuff?
VI CK

It's probably just sonmething to

t
r

t hr ow

the police off. But it doesn't matter
because they won't catch himanyway.

He doesn't nmake m stakes like re
peopl e do, Cole. He's |like a mac
cold and nmet hodi cal. He takes gr
pride in his "work."

She shivers at the thought. Cole ponders,
CCOLE

gul ar
hi ne:
eat

setting his jaw

Vi cki, do you know anyt hi ng about

conput ers?

VI CK
Conput ers? No.

Agai n, silence as Col e thinks.

Vicki's face shows doubt.

47.



48.

VI CKI ( CONT' D)
What do ESP and conputers have to do

with Nick?

CCOLE
They're just plot devices for ny
novel .

VI CK

What el se have you published?

CCLE
Oh, nothing. It's ny first.

Vi cki | ooks evenly at Col e, wondering.
He stands, feeling her zero in on him

COLE ( CONT' D)

Vell, | better go. WIIl you be al
right?

VI CK
Yeah. | just didn't know who el se
to...

COLE
It's okay. You hel ped ne clear a few
t hi ngs up.

VI CK
Li ke what ?

Col e crosses to the door, |ooking for escape.
CCOLE
Thi ngs. Thanks. Maybe we' || see each
ot her agai n.
Vi cki is openly suspicious now.

VI CK
Maybe. Who knows?

Col e opens the door. He turns and extends his hand.

CCLE
Ri ght. Who knows?

They shake hands and Col e | eaves. Vicki stands in the doorway
wat chi ng hi m go, | ooking confused.

I NT. COLE'S CAR - NI GHT - TRAVELI NG

Cole cruises the late night traffic, thinking.
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COLE (V. Q)
| wondered why | continued to lie to
her about ny script. But the harder
| tried to convince nyself that the
connection between ny script and the
killings was a coincidence, the |ess
| believed it.

FADE QUT.
FADE | N:

| NT. COLE' S STUDY - DAY

Col e sits on the couch, pouring over Egyptian books and notes
on the coffee table. From downstairs, a sound as the DOOR
OPENS.

JASON (O . S.)
Col e? You hone?

Cole rises and goes to out the door. He stops at the top of
the stairs, |ooking down at Jason.

HS P.OV. - JASON
| ooks up at Cole, smling. He's wearing his gardening hat.

JASON ( CONT' D)
Am | interrupting?

COLE
waves himup and then turns and goes back into the study.
In a nonent, Jason wal ks through the door in m d-sentence:
JASON ( CONT' D)

... an extra flat of begonias and |

t hought . ..
HS P.OV. - THE STUDY
has been turned into a veritable nmuseum of Egyptol ogy.
Nat i onal Geographics are stacked, articles and pictures
clutter the walls, and dozens of books |ie about.

On the wall by the conputer is a blowup of the hypocephal us,
wi th notes and expl anati ons.

JASON

| ooks around in wonder. Cole sits on the couch, | ooking
t hrough anot her book on hi erogl yphi cs.



JASON ( CONT' D)
My goodness. What is this?

Col e cl oses the book and | eans back,
CCOLE

My new script has an Egypt
init.

rubbi ng his eyes.

ian angl e

Jason exam nes the hypocephalus. He turns to Col e.

JASON
Wasn't this on the news?

Col e nods. Jason gives Cole a hard

CCOLE
Jason, you believe in life
death, don't you?

JASON
| hope for it.

COLE
The Egyptians believed. Th
their entire lives prepari
death. And they believed
resurrection four thousand
ago.

JASON
s that so?

CCOLE

ooKk.

after

ey spent
ng for
naliteral
years

The funerals for their kings |asted
nmont hs! They were buried with food

stores, weapons, and naps.
He points to the hypocephal us.

CCLE ( CONT' D)
to guide themon their
imortality. Every year, o
king's birthday, they sacr

tripto
n the dead
ificed a

sl ave to enpower the king on his

conti nui ng journey.

Jason | ooks evenly at Cole and sits,
hi s knees, | eaning forward, intent.

JASON

pl aci ng his pal ns on

Aren't you cutting rather close to
t he bone, Col e? Real people are in

pain with these killings.
think it's rather unworthy
t hat ?

Don't you
to exploit
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Cole sits back. The two nmen stare evenly at each other.

CCOLE
What do you think a Movie of the
Week is?

Jason says nothing, but his face says: |Is that an excuse?
Col e | ooks away.

Jason crosses to Cole, placing a hand on his shoul der.
When Col e | ooks up, Jason smles ruefully.

JASON
"Only the norally courageous are
wort hy of speaking to their fellow
men for two hours in the dark. And
only the artistically incorrupt wll
earn and keep the people's trust."”
Frank Capra said that.

He turns and |l eaves quietly. As his footsteps recede down
the stairs, Cole | ooks at the doorway.

COLE
Capra? Shit. Wat did he know?

He makes a decision and picks up the phone, dialing.

| NT. EDI TI NG BAY - MOMENTS LATER
The PHONE rings and Joey answers.

JOEY
Edi ti ng.

| NTERCUT Col e and Joey.

COLE
Joey, Cole. You're into conputers,
aren't you?

JCEY
| can usually figure 'em out.

CCLE
s it possible to gain access to
sonmeone's conputer through the phone
lines?

JOEY
Usi ng a nodentf?

COLE
Yeah. You know, do it renote?
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JOEY
Not unl ess the conputer has access
software, is turned on, and the person
knows the security password.

COLE
Oh. So it's not possible.
JCEY
No. Wy?
(fearfully)

Di d sonebody el se get those script
pages? You said | was the only one
to see them

CCOLE
No, nothing like that. | was just
wonder i ng.

JOEY
Man, don't scare ne |like that! Those
pages are gold, pal. |'ve been reading

the papers and this story is really
heati ng up. There's a ton of noney
to be made, if we keep this thing

| ow key for now and nove fast.

COLE
Yeah. Well, thanks, Joey.

JOEY
You okay, Cole?

COLE
Just got a lot on nmy m nd.

JOEY
Well, good luck. Can't wait to read
the next install nent!

He hangs up.
Col e hangs hi s phone up, thinking. Then he dials again.

RECORDI NG
Net Wor ks Custonmer Service. If you
wish to speak to a service
representative, push one now.

Col e stares at the phone in disgust. He presses "one."

SERVI CE REP
This is Katy. May | help you?

CCOLE
s it possible to get a list of
subscri bers' phone nunbers?
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SERVI CE REP
That information is confidential,
sir.

COLE

s there a way | can find out a
subscri ber's real nane?

SERVI CE REP
Have you asked, sir? Perhaps they
will give you the information
t hensel ves.

COLE
| don't know their handl e.

SERVI CE REP
Per haps a general inquiry.

COLE
Thanks.

He hangs up, frustrated. He turns to the conputer.

CCOLE (V. Q) (CONT' D
| wasn't ready to believe in ESP--
yet. Sonebody gave nme the Egyptian
stuff, and I was pretty sure that
sonebody was "Necktie N ck."

He turns the conputer on, accessing the word processing
program A small smile steals across his face.

COLE (V. O.) (CONT' D)
If he was as smart as Vicki said, he
must' ve figured out a way to read ny
script.
(l ong beat)
Vell, I"'mno noron, either. | decided
to wite the end to Nick's story.

I NT. HOM Cl DE - MOMENTS LATER

Mor al es picks up a phone, nodding to a COP, who speaks quietly
i nto anot her phone.

MORALES
Moral es. Yeah, I'min charge... Ckay,
|"mlistening... Go ahead..

| NSERT - NOTE PAD

The words "Suicide Bridge--mdnight--Friday" are hastily
scraw ed.
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BACK TO SCENE - MORALES

MORALES ( CONT' D)
|"mnot sure | know that bridge..
no, wait, | didn't get--
The phone goes dead. He replaces the receiver, |ooking over
at the Cop, who listens into his own phone. After a nonent,
the Cop shakes his head and Morales hits his desk angrily.
MORALES ( CONT' D)
Cabr 6n!

EXT. SU CI DE BRI DGE - N GHT

A single car noves slowy across the bridge, which spans a
deep gorge, sonewhere in the Coastal Range north of San
Franci sco. Dark pines press close to the road.

PAN WTH the car as it noves OUT OF FRAME. FIND and HOLD ON
an unmarked car sitting quietly in the shadows facing the

bri dge.

CRANE UP TO FIND Col e, dressed in black, sitting in the crook
of a tree, about twenty yards behind the police, binoculars
pressed to his eyes.

HI S BI NOCULAR P. Q. V. - TWO DETECTI VES

sit in their car, snoking. They are relaxed, chatting quietly
as they suffer through the stakeout.

CCLE

takes the binoculars away fromhis eyes. He's very excited
and can barely sit still. He |ooks at his watch.

| NSERT - COLE' S WATCH

reads 11:56 P. M

BACK TO SCENE - COLE

rubs his hands to keep warm He smles slightly to hinself.
THE BRI DGE

and the surrounding area are quiet. The silver noonlight has
a ponder ous heavi ness. The only sounds are the chirp of

CRI CKETS and the trickle of WATER, far bel ow.
DI SSOLVE TGO
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SAME - LATER

Cole is clearly upset. Tine has passed and he's getting
restless. He | ooks at his watch again.

| NSERT - COLE' S WATCH
now reads 12:35 A M
BACK TO SCENE - COCLE

scow s at the watch. The sound of an ENG NE starting pulls
his attention to the scene bel ow.

HS P.OV. - THE UNMARKED CAR

has started up. One of the Detectives has placed a portable
hazard |ight on the roof. The car pulls quickly out of the

shadows and roars across the bridge, disappearing into the

dar kness on the far side.

CCLE

sits slack-jawed. He | ooks around as if to ask, "Wuat's going
on?" As the sound of the ENA NE recedes, Cole finds hinself
all alone. He still can't believe it.

THE BRI DGE

is a tenuous connection to reality. Tinme has stopped. Not a
sound can be heard--even the whisper of the wi nd has ceased.

CCOLE

hol ds his breath, know ng that sonmething is com ng. He focuses
all his attention on the far side of the bridge. He hears,

di stantly, the sound of TIRES on pavenent.

HS P.OV. - FROM THE DARKNESS,

the distant glimer of light is seen: red and orange.

CCOLE

squints his eyes and brings the binoculars up to his eyes.

H'S P.O V. (BINOCULARS) - FROM OUT OF THE DARKNESS

a mnivan creeps toward the bridge, only the running lights
lit. It stops on the far side of the bridge.

CCLE

drops the binoculars. After a |ong nonent of internal debate,
he begins his descent fromthe crook of the tree. Once on

t he ground, he drops his binoculars near the base of the
tree.
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Staying in the shadows, he slowy noves closer to the bridge,
hoping to get a clearer view of the action.

As he stoops behind a tree near the edge of the ravine, the
headl i ghts of the van snap on. Cole freezes--the lights are
shining directly on him He is protected only by the thin
foliage of the scrub oak he hides behind.

COLE'S P.O V. - THE VAN

moves slowy forward, crossing the bridge. It's inpossible
to see past the headlight glare.

CCOLE

scrunches down. He peeks out to see what's happeni ng.

THE VAN

stops in the mddle of the bridge and the side door opens.
The anber donme light spills out, and a FlI GURE st eps
tentatively onto the blacktop, |ooking around, then stoops
to do sonet hing.

CCOLE

noves to the other side of the road, hoping to get a better
vi ew of what's happening. On the other side of the roadway,
he | ooks for cover.

HS P.OV. - THERE I S NOTHI NG

bet ween him and the van except open road.

CCOLE

can't nove w thout exposing hinself. Just then, the van S| DE
DOOR sl ams, bringing Cole involuntarily to his full height.

He steps into the roadway as the van pulls out, TIRES
squeal i ng, heading directly for him

Cole tries to flag down the van, which accel erates quickly.
At the last second he junps off the road to avoid being hit.
The van speeds away, its tail lights burn in the bl ackness.
Col e picks hinself up and turns back to the bridge.

HS P.OV. - CLOSE ANGLE - A ROPE | S TI ED

to the railing and stretches tautly toward the river bel ow
COLE

runs to the railing, grabbing the rope.
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HS P.OV. - SOMETH NG | S SUSPENDED
at the end of the rope.
COLE
begins to haul the heavy object upward. It is terribly heavy
and he strains with all his mght. Sweat stands out on his
f or ehead.

Finally, he succeeds in pulling a body over the railing.
Just then:

A VAOCE (OS)
Freeze!

An arc snaps on, inpaling Cole with white hot light. He slowy
turns his head toward the |ight.

HS P.OV. - THE LI GHT

In the mdst of the light, a FIGURE straightens froma
crouching position and begins noving slowy TOMRD US.

COLE

nearly blinded, |ooks back at the body in his arns.
HS P.OQV. - THE BLOCD

IS seeping through the |Iinen wapping over the face.

PAN SLOALY to the advanci ng Figure, whose gun and uniform
are becom ng ever nore distinguishable.

COLE' S FACE

tells it all: stupid, stupid, stupid.

LONG SHOT - FROM COLE' S ORI G NAL VANTAGE PO NT

In the b.g., COPS check Cole for weapons and handcuff him
Police cars sit blocking the bridge, lights flashing. One
Cop radios for an anbul ance, another exam nes the body.

A FIGURE steps into the extrene f.g., back to CAMERA. TILT
DOMN as the Figure bends and picks up Col e's binocul ars.

REVERSE CLOSE ANGLE - VI CK

wat ches the action on the bridge through the binocul ars. She
wears a heavy coat. Her hair is tied back severely.

HER Bl NOCULAR P. O V. - COLE

is dragged roughly to his feet and thrown into a cruiser.



58.
VI CK
wat ches fromthe shadows, her nmouth set in a straight |ine.
FADE QOUT.
FADE | N:

| NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - LATER

Cole sits on a stool in an interrogation roomoff the main
room H's hair is nussed--he's been roughed up a little. He
| ooks forlorn and borderline frantic.

MARX (O S.)
What does he say he was doi ng?

MORALES (O. S.)
Says he was just out wal ki ng.

Col e | ooks directly into CAMERA. Begin to PULL BACK. Qur
view of Cole is through a small windowin a cell door.

Continue to PULL BACK under the follow ng dial ogue to REVEAL
Chi ef Marx and Detective Mrales standi ng outside the door.

MARX
In the woods, at m dnight?

Mor al es shrugs.

MARX ( CONT' D)
VWho' s he?

MORALES
Nanme's Col e Furay. Hasn't said nuch,
but he's skittish as hell.

MARX
What about his vehicle?
MORALES
We did an inpound search. Not hing.
MARX
And the body?
MORALES
Coroner's got her. It's the sane
M O
MARX
Tol d you.

Mar x | ooks evenly at Moral es, who shrugs again.
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Both nmen watch Cole, who | ooks up, feeling their stares.

MARX ( CONT' D)
[t's not him

Mor al es | ooks back at WMar x.

MORALES
How do you know?

MARX
My gut says this ain't himand
besi des, | ook at this bozo: does he
| ook smart enough to be Necktie N ck?

The two nen just happen to catch Col e | ooking especially
pat hetic right now.

After a nonment:

MORALES
No.
MARX
Has he got any priors?
MORALES
No.
MARX

Then cut himloose. Quietly. The

| ast thing we need is for the press
to get wwnd of this. Nick will be
calling to see if we took the bait.
And this tinme we'll trace himso
fast we'll be standing next to him
when he hangs up.

Mar x takes one | ast | ook at Cole and turns back to Moral es.

MARX ( CONT' D)

We're close. | can feel it.
(points to his stomach)
Her e.
MORALES

That's just gas.
MARX
One hundred percent high-octane prino-
accurate rocket fuel.
Mar x goes. HOLD on Mrales as he | ooks into the cell.

CCLE
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sits in the cell. Mirales's expressionless face is franmed in
the wi ndow. Col e | ooks up, sees Morales, then | ooks away.
EXT. POLI CE STATION - LATER

Cole exits the police station and | ooks around. He sees his
car, pulls his keys fromhis pocket and heads for it.

H GH ANGLE LOOKI NG DOMN - LONG SHOT - CCLE

gets into his car and starts the ENG NE. The lights go on,
and he slowy pulls away fromthe curb.

CLOSE ANGLE - MORALES

stands at an upper story w ndow, watching as Cole pulls out.
H s face is deep in thought.

EXT. COLE' S HOUSE - NI GHT

Cole pulls into the driveway. The street is deserted and
dark. Cole wearily gets out of the car and heads for the

por ch.

FOLLOW as he noves up the wal k, yawning. He arrives at the
front door and fiddles with his keys.

Just then, a HAND reaches and touches himon the shoul der.

VA CE
Col e?

Col e junps out of his skin, whirling around.

Vi cki steps forward out of the shadows. She has changed and
is wearing a sweater. No trace of a hat is seen

Col e staggers backwards, catching his breath

CCOLE
Jesus! You scared ne!
VI CK
Sorry.
CCOLE
VWhat are you doing here? It's three
A M!

He faces her tensely. She hol ds her ground.

VI CK
| was concerned. You acted kinda
strange the other night.
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CCOLE
So you decided to ask ne about it in
the mddl e of the night?

Cole funbles with his keys, inexplicably nervous. He manages
to get the door open and steps inside, snapping on the |ight.

He turns to face Vicki, blocking the entry.

VI CK
You seened |i ke you had sonething on
your mnd. ..
(beat)

Aren't you gonna invite ne in?

She shivers on the stoop. Cole, unable to give his fears
currency, steps aside and she wal ks in.

I NT. LIVING ROOM STUDY (CCOLE' S HOUSE) - CONTI NUQUS

Vi cki enters the house, Cole behind her. He turns on the
lights. There, in the f.g. is the jackal statue. Vicki heads
directly for it, touching the shiny ebon.

VI CK
Ww This is beautiful.

Col e has entered. He seens preoccupi ed as he | ooks around,
searching the corners. Vicki turns as he pulls aside a
curtain, glancing outside.

VI CKI ( CONT' D)
What are you doi ng?

CCLE
Not hi ng. Just | ooki ng.

He sits on the armof the sofa, |ooking down, thinking.

Vicki crosses and sits on the sofa.

VI CK

Are you sure you're all right?
COLE

Sure! Way wouldn't | be? | just got

out of jail!
He | ooks at Vicki sharply, expecting this to shock her.
She | ooks back, great conpassion in her eyes. Quietly:

VI CK
| know. | was there.

The rebound hits Col e squarely. He doubl et akes.
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CCLE
At the jail?

VI CK
No. The bri dge.

Col e junps up and backs away, eyes wide with fear. Vick
st ands, m sunder st ood.

COLE
You were there?

VI CK
The other night, | knew you weren't
leveling with ne. So for the | ast
coupl e of days |I've been... follow ng

you.
Cole's ears roar. Yet he wants to believe her.

CCOLE
What? Did you see the van?

She nods. Col e heaves a sigh of relief. Then, just as
suddenly, his face darkens.

CCLE (CONT' D)
Then why'd you let 'emarrest ne?

VI CK
When the van took off, | followed
it, but he lost ne. By the tine |
got back, you were surrounded by

cops.
COLE

But you still could have--
VI CK

And get nyself arrested? You don't
know how t hey are, Cole.

COLE
| know now.

He sits sullenly on the sofa. She sits down by him putting
her hand on his arm

He | ooks at her, mldly surprised. Her dark eyes conmunicate
conpassi on and concern.

VI CK
" m sorry.

Col e | ooks at her, wondering. Trying to get his bearings, he
| ooks away, running his hands through his hair.
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COLE
| guess | should level with you.

He | ooks at her. She | ooks at himthoughtfully and nods.

CCOLE ( CONT' D)
Ckay, here goes: It's not a novel
I"'mwiting, it's a screenplay and
it's about a serial killer. I've
used a lot of your book init...

Vi cki bl anches. Col e feels ashaned. He conti nues:

CCOLE ( CONT' D)
Have you heard of Net Wrks?

Vi cki shakes her head. Cole bores in, explaining. As he
does, his VO CE OVER conti nues:

CCOLE (V. Q) (CONT' D
The fl ood gates opened and | told
her everything: about the worthless
slasher films | wite, about ny
struggles to find an angle for ny
new script, how | got the Egyptian
i dea from an anonynous user on the
Net, and the bizarre connections to
the recent killings.

FOLLOW THEM as Col e | eads Vicki upstairs and into his study,
which is now a veritable Egyptian museum He shows her several
books, but her attention is riveted to the |arge bl ow up of

t he hypocephal us on the wall over the desk.

CCOLE (V. Q) (CONT' D)
| told her how sonebody- - probably
Ni ck--sent ne a copy of the papyrus
di sk that nobody's seen except the
cops. And | told her how Nick is
probably sacrificing these people
because he believes it'll make him
i mortal .

Cole points to the lion couch scene, especially the glyph
near the knife of Anubis: the nunber ten.

COLE (V. O.) (CONT' D
Finally, | told her that before he
stops, Nick intends to kill seven
nor e wonen.

At this point, Vicki, who has been listening intently, turns
and flees downstairs. Cole is left standing, surprised. He
foll ows her downstairs.
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I NT. COLE' S LIVING ROOM - CONTI NOUOUS

Vi cki rushes down the stairs, heading for the door. Cole
bounds down after her, grabbing her by the arm

COLE
Vi cki! What ?!

She struggles to get free, her face red with enotion. She
pushes hi m away.

VI CK
Let me go!

He grabs both her arns, pinning themto her side.

COLE
VWat's the matter?

She | ooks icily at him He holds her fast.

COLE ( CONT' D)
Look, I know you think |I'm scum but
| didn't know for sure until the
ot her night what was goi ng on!

VI CK
How coul d you not know?

Cole lets her go and hangs his head, ashanmed. She | ooks at
hi m di sappoi nted. He | ooks up, resolved.

COLE
|"mgoing to the cops--tell 'em
everything I know
Vi cki slaps him-hard.
Col e steps back, sobered.

VI CK
You idiot! That's exactly what he
wants you to do!

CCOLE
Who? N ck?
VI CK
You still have no idea who you're

dealing with! He's jerked the cops
around for eight years! And it's
obvi ous he's nuch smarter than you
are.

She says this with real invective. Cole walks into the
Iivingroom collapsing on the sofa. Vicki stands in the entry,
wat chi ng. Col e rubs his tenples.
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CCOLE
But the police--

Vi cki crosses to himangrily.

VI CK
Col e! Grow up! People are dying!

Col e | ooks devast at ed.
Vi cki |1 ooks at him sighs, and sits next to him softening.
A |l ong nmonent of silence ensues. Then:

VI CKI ( CONT' D)
| shouldn't have hit you

Col e doesn't | ook up, just stares at his N kes. He nunbl es:

CCOLE
It's okay. I'min way over ny head.
VWhat do | do?

Vi cki puts her hand on his arm brightening.

VI CK
You don't do anything. W put our
heads together and nail the bastard.

CCOLE
You and ne?

VI CK
Who el se? | wote the book, renenber?
And you're his pen pal, for God's

sake!

(beat)
We have to exploit his own
intelligence, that's all.

COLE
(dubi ous)
Sounds easy.
Vicki smles, nore bravely now.

For a long nonment, they |ook into each other's eyes, their
faces inches apart.

VI CK
Yes.

COLE
Yes, what?

VI CK

Yes, you nmy.
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CCOLE

May what ?
Vi cki cl oses her eyes.

VI CK
Ki ss ne.

CCOLE
Kiss nme?

VI CK
Ckay.

She | eans forward and ki sses himdeeply. Surprised at first,
he soon recovers and returns the conplinent. In a nonent,
they are entirely wapped up in each other, two confused
peopl e seeking solace in each other's arns.

EXT/I NT. COLE' S HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

CLOSE ANGLE - BLACK TENNI'S SHCES - They creep slowy around
the corner of the house and pause. TILT UP the back of the
bl ack-cl ad FI GURE, who carries an Uzzi. He quietly ascends
the front porch steps.

| NTERCUT | NSI DE AND OUTSI DE

COLE AND VI CK

are wapped up in each other, pulling and tearing at each
other's clothes, surrendering to the passion of the nonent.

A HAND

tests the doorknob. A m nuscul e CREAK escapes.

COLE

pulls away froma deep kiss. Hi s eyes nove across the room
HS P.OV. - PAN THE ROOM

Not hing i s am ss.

COLE' S

senses are on edge. Vicki |ooks at him

VI CK
VWat's the matter?

He puts a finger to her lips, |ooking around.

CCLE
Shh.
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He reaches for the torchiere lanp next to the couch.
QUTSI DE - ANGLE ON THE W NDOW

as the light goes off. The Figure at the door freezes,
crouchi ng | ow.

COLE AND VI CKI

sit on the edge of the sofa, tense and alert.

Suddenly, the DOOR crashes open and the FI GURE bursts in.
Cole and Vicki freeze as the Figure levels his gun at them
At that instant, FIGURE #2 bursts through a side w ndow.

From the kitchen comes the sound of a BATTERI NG RAM cr ashi ng
t hrough the door and FOOTSTEPS racing toward the |ivingroom

In seconds, Cole and Vicki are pinned to the couch, gun
muzzles at their tenples. The lights are turned on.

Col e and Vicki are surrounded by nenbers of a SWAT TEAM

Fl GURE #1
Al clear!

Mor al es wal ks through the splintered front door. He crosses
to the couch and eyes Col e cooly, |ooking around.

MORALES
Hel | o, Furay.

Col e i s speechl ess.

Vicki is turned away from Moral es, her hair falling over her
face.

Mor al es nods at one of the cops, who nudges her to face him
As she | ooks up, she tosses her hair aside. Mrales's jaw
drops. Vicki smles bitterly.

VI CKI
Hel | o, Moral es.

Cole I ooks from Mdrales to Vicki, then back to Mrral es, who
stands, nute. Silence for a nonent.

Cole is the first to regain the use of his voice. He turns
to Vicki.

CCOLE
You two know each ot her?

Vi cki | ooks daggers at Morales, who is utterly speechl ess.
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VI CK
W' ve net.

EXT. COLE' S HOUSE - LATER

The stree

t is full of police cars parked haphazardly, a SWAT
van, all with |

i ghts rotating.

Nei ghbors energe fromtheir homes and wander toward Cole's
house, where the police cordon off the area.

Jason energes fromhis front door, in bathrobe and slippers.
He wal ks toward the commotion just as Cole and Vicki are
escorted fromthe house and led toward a police car. Both
are handcuffed and are foll owed by Moral es.

JASON
Cole! Are you in trouble?

Cole turns toward Jason. Their eyes neet as the cops bustle
himand Vicki into the police car.

A police officer |eads Jason back toward the other neighbors.

Mor al es steps up and sl ans the car door angrily.

I NT. POLI CE CRUI SER - CONTI NUOUS

Col e and Vickki sit scrunched unconfortably in the back seat.
Qutside, Mirales directs traffic.

CCOLE
s this what they nean by free
publicity?
(beat)
So what's the deal between you and
Mor al es?
VI CK
Not hi ng.
CCOLE

Come on! The truth!
Vicki's angry glare says it all. Cole wlts.

COLE ( CONT' D)
| figured you m ght know him but
why do you hate each other?

VI CK
W were | overs.

CCLE
You' re ki ddi ng.
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VI CK
After Janice's death we kept bunping
into each other and things got...
involved. It was a big break for him
to get the case, but he was too young
and i nexperienced. Because of our
relationship, | saw first hand how
he bl ew the investigation--and | can
never forgive himfor that.

Col e is shaking his head in disbelief.

COLE
You two probably tal ked a | ot about
the case, right?

VI CK
Sure. Janice was ny sister.

COLE
He was the head investigator--and
your |l over. That's convenient.

VI CK
You should talk. If you can't tel
the difference between what's real
and what isn't, then maybe you' ve
seen to00 nmany novi es.

EXT. COLE' S HOUSE - CONTI NUCUS

A | ate nodel sedan screeches to a stop and Chief Marx gets
out. He slanms the door and strides toward Moral es, stopping
momentarily to peer into the back seat of the cruiser at
Col e and Vi cki .

He turns and points at Mrrales, who stands on the front |awn,
talking with Detective Thonas.

MARX
You get ne up twice in one night for
t he same asshol e? What's he done now -
j aywal k on the way hone?
(beat)
And who's the wonman?

MORALES

You don't recognize her?
MARX

No. Wy?
MORALES

It's Vicki Onens. She wrote that
book on Necktie Nick.
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Mar X | ooks back at the car, surprised.

MARX
(sotto voce)
You nean the one you were...?

Mor al es nods and Marx |lets out a whistle, shaking his head.

MARX ( CONT' D)
You bit down hard on this one, Al onso.
She's the | ast person you wanna get
involved in this. What in the hel
wer e you thinking?

THOVAS
| tailed him Wen he got hone, she
was already there--1 couldn't see

who she was, but they had this
di scussi on on the porch before going
i nsi de.

MARX
So?

THOVAS
So, how did she know to be at his
house at three AAM? He never nade a
phone call. It | ooked fishy, so we
called a few guys, just in case.

Mar x | ooks around: twenty SWAT team nenbers stow their gear,
uni formed police keep the neighbors at bay, and detectives
nove in and out of the house with their equipnent.

MARX
Yeah. "A few guys." | don't suppose
you bothered to get a warrant before
you busted this guy's door down?

MORALES
Didn't need one. Exigent
ci rcunst ances: i mm nent destruction
of evi dence.

MARX
Ch, bullshit, Mrales. | hope you
f ound sonet hi ng.

MORALES
All we could do was a "l unge" search--
but we found this.

He notions for another Detective to bring sonething over.
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I NT. POLI CE CRUI SER - CONTI NUOUS

Col e sees what Morales is producing: the jackal statue and a
nunber of books.

COLE
Ch no.

He and Vicki watch as Marx and Mral es di scuss Cole's interest
i n Egypt ol ogy.

EXT. COLE' S HOUSE - CONTI NUCUS

Mar x gl ances at the statute, then exam nes the books. He
throws them back in Thomas's arnms angrily.

MARX
You can't arrest a guy for reading
Tl ME- LI FE books! | got this one at
home nysel f!

He shoves a title under Morales's nose angrily.

MORALES
| got a feeling about this guy, Chief.
MARX
| get the feelings around here, and
right now!l feel |ike canning you!

This is not the guy!

At that instant, Jason's constant attenpts to cone closer
succeed, and he manages to get past the policenan.

JASON
Excuse ne! Excuse ne!

Marx and Moral es | ook up. Both smle as Jason approaches,
wavi ng. He's wearing a ratty bathrobe and slippers.

MARX
What can we do for you, sir?

JASON
Are you in charge?

MARX
|"mthe police chief, Landon Marx.

Jason, pleased at sone sense of decorum heartily extends
hi s hand, grabbing Marx's and punping it.

JASON
Pl eased to neet you. Jason Lanbert.
| I'ive next door.
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MARX
Vell, what can we do for you, M.
Lanmbert ?

JASON

You've made a terrible m stake! Cole
hasn't done anything! H's script
just uses sone of the sane, let's
say, elenents of the--

MORALES
A script? Wiat's he doing, M....
ah...?

MARX
Lanbert.

MORALES

M. Lanbert. What's he up to?

Jason is confused--Moral es's aggressi ve questioning has set
of f alarm bells.

He stops, furrowing his brow, exam ning the Detective.

JASON
May | speak with hinf

MARX
Not until we question him You see,
that's how it works.
Jason eyes the two policenen for a nonent.

JASON
Wl l, then.

He turns away and wal ks toward the police car.

| NT. POLI CE CRU SER - CONTI NUOUS

Col e watches as Jason heads toward them but is caught at

the last mnute by Thomas, who steers himaway, but not before
Jason can give Col e an "okay" sign, smling.

VI CK
VWho' s he?

COLE
My nei ghbor. He's kinda... nutty.
EXT. COLE' S HOUSE - CONTI NUQUS

Mar x wat ches as Thomas escorts Jason back to his own yard,
then turns back to Morales, who smles as if to say, "See?"
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MARX
Ckay, |I'Il give you enough rope to
hang yourself with. You can keep him
| ong enough to get a warrant for the
house, but let her go now. And before
she | eaves, you get on your knees
and beg forgiveness, unless you wanna
see your picture under a headline
readi ng, "Mrales D smssed For
| nconpet ence. "

He wheel s around and stornms away, getting in his car.

Thomas has returned during the Chief's speech. Mral es and
Thomas exchange a | ook.

THOVAS
Ready?

Mor al es nods. They wal k over and Thomas opens the car door.

THOMAS ( CONT' D)
Ms. Onens? Pl ease.

He hel ps her out. Cole scoots across the seat, but Thomas
pushes him back inside. Vicki turns to Cole as Thomas renoves
her handcuffs. She is totally calm
VI CK

See? Told you. Now, renenber what

sai d.
Mor al es reaches over and slanms the door in Cole's face.
Vi cki wheels around to face Mrales, rubbing her wists.

Moral es has set his jaw, preparing to do sonmething very
di st asteful .

She matches hi s expression.

MORALES
| " m supposed to say sonething to
you.

VI CK

There's nothing you could say that
|'"d want to hear.

She pushes her way past him Moral es exhales, relieved.

MORALES
Thank God.

Vi cki strides across the Iawn, sneering at the surprised
police, who watch her | eave.
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She wal ks down the sidewal k but stops as she sees Jason
standing in his own front yard, arns fol ded, |ooking at the
ground, lost in thought. She wal ks over to him

VI CK
Hel | o.

Jason's head snaps up. His frown turns to a smle at the
appearance of such a beautiful woman. Then he recogni zes her
and the smle |oses sone of its fullness.

VI CKI ( CONT' D)
l'mVictoria Onens.

She extends her hand. Jason takes it.

JASON
Jason Lanbert. Are you all right,
dear ?

VI CK

Yes. It's just a false alarm M.
Lanmbert. Cole wll be back soon.
They' ve nade a terrible m stake.

JASON
That's what | told them Cole's script
has got not hi ng what soever to do
with the nurders! He coul d never be
a part of sonething so nonstrous!

VI CK
You know about the script?

JASON
W're friends!

At that noment, the car with Cole init pulls away fromthe
curb, lights flashing. Jason and Vicki watch as it noves
down the dark street. Vicki turns to Jason and says:

VI CK
Well, Jason, don't worry, it'll be
over soon.

She touches himon the armaffectionately. He sm | es back.

I NT. JAIL CELL - DAY

Cole lies on his back in his bunk in an orange junpsuit,
fingers | aced behind his head. HOLD on himfor a |ong nonent,
t hen

FADE QUT.
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FADE | N:

EXT. BEACH PARKI NG LOT - DAY (FOQ

Moral es pulls past two police cruisers with their lights
rotating, sending red and bl ue cones into the early norning
fog. He parks, gets out, pulls his coat tighter around him
and heads toward a dark shape as signaled by a Patrol man.
ANOTHER ANGLE - MORALES

wal ks TOMRD CAMERA. He is passed by nunerous other detectives
and uni fornmed police going about their business.

Crime scene tape has been stretched between trees.

Mor al es sl ows, | ooking up. CRANE UP to reveal the back of a
body hung by the neck froma life guard tower. The body is
wr apped mumry-style, the linen strips loosely trailing from
the feet and torso.

Moral es draws cl oser. He scow s and nods at Thomas, who
signal s another Policeman to | ower the body.

The body is |owered to the ground.

PUSH IN to Morales's face as they unwap the victim The

di sgust on his face tells the tale: sane MO Morales turns
away, sickened, and wal ks back toward his car.

In a nonent, he is lost in the fog.

EXT. POLI CE STATI ON - PRE- DAWN

Col e wal ks down the steps, |ooking haggard and tired. He
pauses a nonent on the steps, getting his bearings. Like
cl ockwork, a dark Mustang pulls up at the curb.

The driver's door opens and Vicki gets out, smling. Cole
sml|es weakly. She notions himto get in and he does. She
gets back in.

H GH ANGLE LONG SHOT - THE MUSTANG

pulls out into the evening traffic.

MORALES

stands at the upper w ndow, watching as the car pulls away.
He lights a cigarette thoughtfully.

Thomas stands at his side, shaking his head.
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THOVAS
Damm judges and their Fourth Anendnment
bul I shit.

MORALES

Qur forty eight hours are up.

THOVAS
Maybe he's got an acconplice.

Mor al es gi ves Thomas a | ong, quizzical |ook, then stubs his
cigarette out and turns to go.

MORALES
Thanks, Thonmmas.

He | eaves Thonms at the w ndow.

EXT. COLE' S HOUSE - MORNI NG

Vicki's nustang pulls up to the curb. Cole gets wearily out,
as does Vicki .

Col e stands, |ooking around, tired, depressed and enpty.
Vi cki cones around the car to him

VI CK
Get sone sl eep.
He nods, listless. She tenderly puts her arnms around him He
barely responds. Tears well in her eyes.

VI CKI ( CONT' D)
Ch, Cole, I"'msorry..

Then she pulls away, |ooking steadily at him An idea:

VI CKI  ( CONT' D)
|'"ve got a friend who's an ace hacker.
| f anybody can get us into NetWrKks'
user |ists, he can.

COLE
Sur e.

He turns fromher and slowy wal ks around the car toward the
front door. She watches himgo, then crosses to her side and
gets in.

As the DOOR sl ans, Cole turns back. Vicki smles sadly at
Col e and waves, then pulls away.

Col e waves hal fheartedly. He sighs, turns toward the house
and trudges up the drive. As he passes his Mercedes, he stops,
troubl ed by sonething. He stoops and exam nes the tires.
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CLOSE ANGLE - THE TI RES
are caked wth distinctive red nud and sand.
COLE
rubs a bit of the nud between his fingers, then tests the
door. It's open. This is a surprise--he always keeps it
| ocked.
He gets in the driver's seat and | ooks around.
HS P.OV. - PAN THE | NSTRUMENT DI SPLAY
Not hi ng seens am ss.

CCLE

shuffles his feet on the fl oorboards. A SCRATCHI NG noi se is
heard. He | ooks down. The floor is covered with sand.

COLE ( CONT' D)
Sand?

He | ooks qui ckly around, then over the back seat.

ON THE BACK SEAT

is a strand of linen, the sort Nick waps the bodies wth.
COLE

yelps in terror and junps out of the car, backing away. He
stands near the open door, his mnd racing.

He | ooks around frantically, then stops, staring at Jason's
house.

HS P.OQV. - THE LI GATS AT JASON S HOUSE

burn brightly, even though it's not dark yet.

COLE

runs to Jason's front door, pounding loudly, calling.

COLE ( CONT' D)
Jason! Jason! You hone?

Not waiting for an answer, Cole runs around the side yard.

EXT. JASON S BACKYARD - CONTI NUOUS

Col e rounds the corner of the house, heading for the kitchen
sliding door. He tests it. It's open. He runs inside.
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I NT. JASON' S HOUSE - CONTI NUCUS

Col e noves quickly through the kitchen, calling for Jason.
No answer. It seenms |ike every light in the house is on.

Cole stops in the living room where Jason's favorite chair
sits, lit by a reading | anp, a book on the ottoman, Jason's
gl asses resting on the book.

Col e | ooks around frantically. He bounds up the stairs.
At the top of the stairs, he stops, his face going ashen.
HS P.OV. - THROUGH THE BEDROOM DOORWAY,

a shadow is cast on the far bedroomwall: that of a body
hangi ng from a chandel i er.

CCOLE
|l ets out a scream of agony and rushes through the doorway.

We remai n outside, watching the shadow as Col e struggles to
| oner the body. Finally he succeeds, and the two shadows
crunple on the fl oor.

REAR ANGLE - CCLE

cradl es Jason's body in his arnms. The old man is w apped
| oosely in Iinen. Although we cannot see the nmutilation, we
know exactly what has happened.

CLOSE ANGLE - CCLE

hol ds Jason to his chest, sobbing, tears stream ng down his
cheeks, rocking back and forth rhythm cally.

CCOLE
Not you, Jason, not you, oh, Cod..

THE CAMERA

PULLS BACK and | eaves the room TRACKI NG down the stairs,
| eavi ng Col e and Jason in private.

As we reach the bottomof the stairs, Cole's voice rings
out, hoarse with tears:

COLE ( CONT' D)
Bast ar d!

FADE QUT.
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FADE | N:

| NT. COLE' S LIVING ROOM - NI GHT

Col e stunbl es through the door, covered with bl ood, his eyes
red, his clothes disheveled. H's dark eyes are narrowed to
slits, his hair is matted and he's covered with sweat.

Wthout turning on any lights, he trudges upstairs.

| NT. COLE' S STUDY - MOMENTS LATER

Cole wal ks in and crosses to the wi ndow, where his ever-
present tunbler of Pepsi/Coke sits on the sill. Instead he
grabs the nearby bottle of vodka and takes a | ong drink.
He pulls aside the drapes and | ooks out.

OVER THE SHOULDER (COLE) - ON JASON S HOUSE

The house is dark. Col e takes another drink. Then, a BEEP
Col e whirls around.

THE COMPUTER
has cone out of sleep node.
CCOLE

wal ks warily toward the machine, his eyes slitted, his breath
ragged. He stands behind the chair, watching.

| NSERT - THE MONI TOR

goes bl ank, except for a solitary, blinking E-MAIL notice.
BACK TO SCENE - COLE

unabl e to resist, punches ENTER

| NSERT - ECU - THE MONI TOR

On the blank screen, words are spelled out, a letter at a
time, with painful slowness:

Now that's a plot tw st.
BACK TO SCENE

The bottle of vodka falls to the floor, shattering into a
mllion icy shards.

CCLE
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bounds to the conputer, his eyes bright with anger. He tosses
the nonitor aside and picks up the heavy CPU, jerking it off
the desk, the cords trailing after it.

He brings it up, intending to smash it, when suddenly the
cover slides off.

Col e stops, setting the CPU on the desk.

ANGLE ON COVWPUTER - THE | NSI DES

reveal the hard drive, floppy drives, nodem cards, etc., al
covered with a thin layer of dust. PUSH INto find a perfectly
cl ean BLACK CUBE, about one inch on a side, with two red
lights that pul se on/off.

Cole's finger touches the black cube tentatively.

CCOLE

tightens his grip on the cube, intending to rip it out of
the conputer. Then sonething occurs to him and he stops.

FLASHBACK: SERI ES OF SHOTS

A In front of Cole's house, the Lineman works at the junction
box. Cole arrives and speaks to the Lineman.

B) The Lineman smles as Cole ushers Jason away.
C) The phone conpany van sits nalevolently at the curb.

D) In his study, late at night, Cole pulls the drapes slowy
asi de, | ooki ng outside.

E) Avan pulls fromthe curb, disappearing into the night.
F) Cole turns back to the conmputer, which is switched on

COLE (V. Q)
Son of a bitch. He was here.

END FLASHBACK
BACK TO SCENE - COLE
al nost reverently begins straightening things. He repl aces
the cover on the CPU, replaces the nonitor, checks the
connections, and straightens his desk.
He stands back, |ooking at the wall.
HS P.OV. - THE HYPOCEPHALUS

hangs, a testinony to Cole's foolishness and conplicity.
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CCOLE (V.O.) (CONT' D
So there it was, |like the opening
credits of a horror film in |arge,
block letters: Witten by Col e Furay,
Directed by Necktie Nick. Shit.

COLE
| ooks at the circular hieroglyphic, his mnd racing.
CCOLE (V. Q) (CONT' D

And what a partnership! Even though
| was outraged by the nurders,

neverthel ess, a small, perverse part
of me was fascinated by his bizarre,
sick artistry... | had a gross points

deal in the proceeds: from now on |
too would share in the blame for
t hese nurders.

Cole pulls the chair out and sits at the desk, running his
hands through his hair. He accesses his script and begins
typing furiously.

COLE (V. O.) (CONT' D)
But as the creator of this small,

tw sted universe, | also had power
to destroy it. And screw the seque
rights.

SVASH CUT TGO

EXT. MOTOR LODGE - N GHT

SAM ELA N, hero of Cole's script, wal ks down a row of |onely
cottages, set on the wind-swept cliffs of Canbria, California.
Everyt hing about this scene is 1940s noir. LIGHTNI NG t hunders
distantly. Elgin stops, checks his .45, and | ooks around.

HS P.OV. - THE KILLER

stands on the cliff, his back to us, gazing at the sea.

ELG N

moves quietly forward, gun drawn, steady and sure. Slowy,
THE KI LLER

turns around. It's the phone Lineman. He sneers at Elgin,
raising his arm A .357 gleans in the noonlight.

THE TWO MEN

face each other, wi nd whipping their coats, guns raised.
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Kl LLER
This is out of character for you,
ain't it, Elgin? Doin' your own
fightin'?
Elgin stares himdown with slitted eyes.

ELA N
It's over.

The Killer tosses his head back and | aughs, a |ong, high,
hysterical laugh that the wind carries away. He eyes El gin,
sizing up his foe.

Kl LLER
Yeah. But for who?

He rolls to his left, firing his gun.

Elgin drops to the ground, grabbing his arm where bl ood
flows. He fires three tinmes in succession as he scoots toward
the cover of a stunted oak. He peers out at the cliff, lit
now and then by |i ghtning.

It begins to rain in great drops.

HS P.OV. - A DARK SHAPE

i nps anong the trees, seeking a hiding place.

ELA N

junps to his feet, pursuing the Killer. FOLLOWas he runs
anong the trees, gun held high and ready.

Suddenly, he is blind-sided. H's gun flies away, and El gin
and the Killer struggle, punching and rolling.

They westle to the edge of the cliff, covered with nud and
soaked to the skin.

Finally, the Killer holds Elgin's head over the abyss bel ow,
pushi ng himever closer. Their faces close, the Killer spits
his invective:

KI LLER ( CONT' D)
You're a hack, Elgin. A rank amateur!

Suddenly, two shots ring out, and the Killer's face shows
surpri se.

He pulls back, feeling at his stonach, where bl ood fl ows
freely.

IN ELG N S HAND,

a small nickel -plated .38 snokes.
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PULL BACK as Elgin pushes the Killer off him Wth simlar
i nvective, Elgin says:

ELG N
| just turned pro. You're cut.

El gi n stands and pushes the Killer, whose eyes are stil
wide with surprise, off the cliff.

LOW ANGLE LOCKI NG UP - ELA N

stands on the edge of the cliff in the pouring rain,
sil houetted agai nst the black sky, |looking into the abyss.

CUT TO
BACK TO SCENE - N GHT
ANGLE ON MONI TOR - It contains the words fromthe | ast scene.

The RETURN key is hit several tinmes and the cursor is
centered, where the follow ng words are typed in:

THE END
CCLE

sits hunched at the conputer. He hits the RETURN key a few
nore tines, centers, and types.

| NSERT - THE MONI TOR
The words appear: GO TO HELL, N CK
BACK TO SCENE - COLE

rises fromhis seat, skirting the broken vodka bottle, and
wal ks over to | ook out the wi ndow at Jason's house.

He dials on the cordl ess phone in his hand. It picks up.

VICKI (V.Q)
You' ve reached 555-1781. W are unable
to come to the phone right now. Please
| eave a nessage.

The machi ne BEEPS and Col e speaks into the phone:

CCOLE
Vicki, it's Cole. As soon as you
hear this, get out of your house--
now It's not safe to stay there. Go
to a friend s or sonething, but do
it now |I'lIl be in touch.

He di sconnects and exits.
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I NT. COLE'S MERCEDES - N GHT - TRAVELI NG

Cole drives, his face Iit by the dash lights, his face set
sternly, much like his Elgin character.

COLE (V. Q)
It was tine for Nick and | to neet
face to face--to end it once and for
all .

Col e glances at his Beretta on the seat beside himand smles.

COLE (CONT' D)
Call it "creative differences."

EXT. H GHWAY - NI GHT - AERI AL

Col e's car noves along the wi nding road, heading for the
w nd-swept cliffs of Canbria, at the foot of Hearst Castle.

DI SSCLVE TQO

EXT. MOTOR LODCE - LATER

Cole's car pulls into the gravel parking lot. The |lodge is
rem ni scent of the Bates Mdtel: a small office with severa
rustic cabins scattered around. W recognize it as the notel
fromthe | ast scene.

Col e gets out and | ooks around.

In the distance, past the |ast cabin, a few wi nd-|ashed trees
stand. The sound of WAVES crashing on the rocks belowis a

st eady HUM under everything. The w nd whi ps the cl ouds past

t he noon, now entering its last quarter.

Col e heads for the office.

I NT. CABIN - N GHT

PAN across the room which is furnished rustically. A double
bed dom nates, with two end tables and lanps. It is dark and
still, the only light is the waning noon through the

hori zontal blinds over the w ndow.

MOVE to FIND Cole, squatting in the corner in the dark, his
knees pulled up. He holds his gun stiffly in both hands. H's
eyes are alert, his ears acutely aware of every m nute sound:
the SQUEAK of the floorboards, the WND as it stirs the trees
outside, the DRIP, DRIP, DRIP of the tap in the bathroom a
cricket's CH RRI NG out si de.

While his ears search out unfamliar sounds, Cole's eyes
never | eave the door.
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HS P.OV. - THE DOOR
is a dark, foreboding rectangle.
COLE

rolls his shoul ders against the cranp, curling his fingers
around the Beretta.

COLE (V. Q)
Once he read those | ast few pages,
he'd know to cone here. And |I'd be
r eady.

FADE QUT.
FADE | N:

I NT. CABIN - N GHT

Col e awakens with a start, |ooking around. The sound cones
agai n: soneone i s KNOCKI NG at the door.

Cole gets up stiffly. The KNOCKI NG continues. Col e crosses
quietly to the door, his gun raised, his back to the door
jam ready for the assault.

VICKI (O S.)
Cole! It's nme, Vicki!

Cole's jaw drops, his mnd a whirl. He hesitates a nonent.

VICKI (O S.) (CONT' D
Col e, are you okay?

Finally, Cole opens the door a crack. It's held by the chain.

Vicki is outside, dressed in a heavy coat, shivering in the
cold, her hands stuffed in her pockets.

VI CKI  ( CONT' D)
Oh, thank God! Are you all right?

COLE
VWhat are you doi ng here?

VI CK
"1l tell you everything. Can | cone
in?
Anot her noment of hesitation by Cole. Then he slowy closes
t he door, releases the chain, and opens it. He turns on the
l'ights.

Vi cki enters, shedding her gloves and hat.
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Col e backs away, still holding his gun on her. He goes to
the other side of the room keeping the bed between them

CCOLE
How d you know | was here?

Vi cki speaks slowy, trying to calmhim
VI CK
What's the matter? Why are you
poi nting that at nme?

Cole's eyes are cold and hard, but his hands shake. Anger
and doubt creep into his voice:

CCOLE
How d you know | was here?
VI CK
When | got your nessage, | was so

frightened | didn't know what to do,
so | went over to your house.

COLE
Was anyone there?

VI CK
VWho woul d be there?

CCOLE
Nobody. Go on.

The Beretta feels pretty heavy now. He lowers it sone.

VI CK
Your front door was unl ocked. | went
in and saw this on the conputer.

She pulls the climactic script pages from her coat.

VI CKI ( CONT' D)
| put two and two together. As |
was about to |leave to cone find you
it occurred to nme that your friend
Jason m ght know sonet hi ng. .

She stops. Cole | ooks at her, tears welling.

COLE
You saw hi nf?

Vi cki nods. She slowly takes off her coat and wal ks around
the bed toward Cole. H's gun wavers a bit.

She draws cl oser and puts her arns around him Col e stands
rigid, his arns at his side.
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After a monent, he nods his head on her shoul der and quietly
cries.

VI CK
It's okay. It's okay. Shh.

ANGLE ON THE BED - THE BERETTA

drops I NTO FRAME. As Vicki conforts Cole, PAN SLOALY UP to
FIND, in the waistband of her jeans, a small, silver pistol.

Col e raises his arns, hugging her, narrowy m ssing her gun.
VI CKI ( CONT' D)
Oh, Cole, | love you. It'll be over
soon. You'll see.
Suddenly, the door bursts open.

Col e grabs his gun. Cole and Vicki whirl around, staring in
di sbelief as

MORALES
stands in the doorway, holding his black 9nm S&W on t hem

MORALES
Don't nove.

Col e and Vicki freeze, but Cole's gun remains pointed at
Moral es, who slowy cl oses the door behind him

COLE
VWhat are you doi ng here?

MORALES
Drop it, Furay.

Cole tightens his grip on his Beretta.

COLE
Wen | get sone answers. How d you
find us?

MORALES
| followed her, you noron! Now drop
t he gun!

COLE

Way' d you foll ow her?

Mor al es' s shoul ders sag at the weight of Cole's stupidity.
Hs voice is full of condescension as he drops his bonbshell:

MORALES
Because she's the killer!
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COLE
VWhat ? You're nuts.

He turns to | ook at Vicki, who is aghast, unable to speak.

MORALES
Are you really that stupid?

Cole blinks at Vicki. He turns back to Mrrales, who shrugs.

MORALES ( CONT' D)
Take it from anot her sucker, pal,
this is one slick broad. Years back
when Nick was torturing and killing
t hose hookers, Vicki had a sister
she was insanely jeal ous of. She
decided to kill Janice and hang it
on Necktie Nick

VI CK
That's a |lie!

Moral es turns his gun on her, his suffering apparent.

MORALES
| wwsh it was... | really do.

CCOLE
VWhat about Ni ck?

MORALES
Who knows? Probably dead or in prison
But Vicki's been carrying on where
he left off. You see, she's acquired
a taste for it.

Col e takes a step back from Vicki and Mrales both, his eyes
moving rapidly fromone to anot her.

Vicki is truly shocked.
VI CK
You can't possibly believe this!
Col e! Look at ne!
Col e | ooks at Mdral es, who stands, confortable in the truth.
COLE
What about the Egyptian stuff? The
mutil ati ons?
Moral es disnmisses this with a wave of the hand.
MORALES

You're a witer; you ought to know.
( MORE)
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MORALES ( CONT' D)
It's a red herring--sonething to
throw the audi ence off, to keep them
fromseeing the real clues the killer
i s | eaving.

CCOLE
| don't believe you.

MORALES
That's because you and | are the
sanme kind of fool: There | was, a
young anbitious cop, in charge of
t he bi ggest case in a decade. And
when this gorgeous, grieving gringa
shows up and falls in love with nme
overnight, |'ve got just enough ego
and naivete to believe her. She punps
me for information about the case,
which, like an idiot, | freely give.
When the investigation stalls, she
drops ne like that.

He snaps his fingers derisively.
Col e | ooks at Vicki, who shakes her head, pleading silently.

MORALES ( CONT' D)
Has she told you she | oves you yet?

This sounds a chord wth Cole, who | ooks warily at Vicki.

MORALES ( CONT' D)
She's had your nunber fromthe get-
go! Can't you see it? You're the
fall guy!

VI CK
Cole, he's lying! You' ve got to
believe ne! Listen to your heart--
you know | didn't do it! He's..
he's. ..

Suddenly, Vicki's eyes grow wide with conprehension. She
backs away, pointing at Moral es.

VI CKI ( CONT' D)
He's Ni ck!

Mor al es | aughs, shaking his head. He smles at Cole as he
gestures at Vicki with his gun.

MORALES
Hoo boy. She never quits!

Vicki's eyes are riveted on Morales, as the pieces begin
falling into place.
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VI CK
Ch, God, you did it! Fromthe
begi nning! It was you!

Cole |l ooks at Vicki in bewildernent, then turns to Mbral es,
who shakes his head at Vicki's delusory lies.

VI CKI ( CONT' D)
Wio woul d have a better notive, or
opportunity, to screw up the
i nvestigation--than the killer
hi msel f17?

Her eyes are wide with fear and | oathing. Cole |ooks from
her to Morales, then back to her.

MORALES
Pat het i c.

Cole's gun hangs linply at his side. He's brain-I| ocked.
Moral es raises his gun toward Col e.

MORALES ( CONT' D)
kay, show s over. Drop it, Furay.

Vicki is crying now, nearly hysterical.
VI CK
Don't do it, Cole! He'll kill us
bot h!
After a long deciding nonent, Cole drops his gun on the bed.
Vicki falls against the bathroom doorway, defeat ed.

Moral es notions for Cole to step back as he reaches for the
gun.

CLCSE ANGLE - THE BERETTA

Moral es picks up the Beretta. MOVE UP his armto FIND a thin
gold chain around his neck, upon which hangs a tiny ankh
anul et .

Continue MWVING to Mrrales's mal evolent smle

CCOLE

reacts instantly, lunging for the gun. Both Moral es and Col e
have a hold of it.

Wth his free hand Col e grabs Mral es's other hand, which
hol ds the S&W The two struggle.

Vicki recovers and bolts out the door, into the darkness.
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Moral es and Cole stare intently into each other's eyes as
they struggle for the gun, tense and nearly notionl ess.

MORALES
Too stupid to |ive.

He head-butts Col e, knocking hi mbackwards onto the fl oor.

When Cole tries to get up, Mrales backhands himw th his
S&W col d- cocki ng him

Mor al es | ooks around, sees the open door, and races out,

| eavi ng Col e unconsci ous on the fl oor.

EXT. CABI N CLI FFS - CONTI NUQUS

Mor al es runs down the row of cabins, shoving Cole's gun in
t he wai stband of his jeans, holding his S&Win the ot her
hand. The wind HOALS--a stormis noving in.

In the distance, on the edge of the cliffs, a stand of trees
are whi pped furiously about by the w nd.

Mor al es stops, | ooking about.

PAN THE HORI ZON

A dark shape darts across an open space, then di sappears.
MORALES

takes off after Vicki.

| NT. CABIN - MOVENTS LATER

Cole is comng around, a |large bruise and | aceration over
his eye. He groggily |ooks about, then is startled back to
reality as he HEARS a gunshot from outsi de.

Cole scranbles to his feet and stumbl es out the door.

EXT. CLIFES - CONTI NUOUS

Mor al es stands sil houetted agai nst the angry, dawning gray
sky, looking down at an inert figure.

CCLE

approaches the scene, trying to be quiet, |ooking about for
a weapon. He hides behind a tree.

MORALES

nudges Vicki's inert body. He turns, |ooks up, and sm |l es.
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Col e remains hidden in the bushes, but Mrales, wth a kind
of sixth sense, begins wal king directly toward him shaking
his head as if perturbed by a small child.

MORALES
Time for the climax, Cole.

At the last mnute, Cole bolts out frombehind the trees.
Moral es calmy assunes a firing stance, sights, and fires.
Col e drops, clutching his |eg.

It begins to rain. Mrrales | ooks up, savoring the drops,
enj oyi ng the di stant THUNDER

CUT TO

EXT. CLIFFS - MOMENTS LATER (RAIN)

Moral es helps Cole linp to within a few feet of the cliff's
edge. He lets himdown and steps back a pace. The rain cones
down harder, turning the dirt under their feet to nud.

Cole struggles to his feet. H s pant leg is bl ood-stained.
He is pale, going into shock.

Moral es holds himat bay with his gun.
Cole's back is to the ROARI NG sea bel ow.

MORALES
Isn't this the nonent |'m supposed
to tell you ny diabolical plan--just
before you overcone ne?

He | aughs. Col e | ooks back over his shoul der.

HS P.OQV. - THE OCEAN

below is tornmented and turbulent, stirred up by the storm
COLE

clutches his leg, trying to remain upright.

MORALES ( CONT' D)
Ckay. Tinme for sonme exposition. So:
early on, | had no "nmethod" to ny...
approach. | just felt conpelled to
do it. But then |I discovered the
funeral rituals. After years of
searching, | unlocked the secrets of
t he Pharaohs, as did you, Cole--with
sone help from ne.
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Col e shakes his head, denying what he knows is true. Morales
conti nues, point made:

MORALES ( CONT' D)

So I don't have to rem nd you that
t hey possessed the keys to
imortality...

(beat)
As | do now. Ten is the magi c nunber.
|"ve sacrificed four so far. And
"1l do two nore tonight. | amgetting
very cl ose.

He | ooks over his shoulder at Vicki's notionless body as he
pulls out a syringe, flicking off the protective sheath with
his forefinger.

He turns back to Cole, smling, as he holds the syringe up,
squirting a bit of yellowliquid into the air.

Cole is bent over, rain running in rivulets down his face.

MORALES ( CONT' D)
You have hel ped ne to rel ease these
pat hetic souls fromthe cares of
this world. They have gone to the
afterlife, where they will suffer no
nmore. And for your help, | owe you a
debt of gratitude. | will take extra
care with your preparations..

CCLE
|"mnot a part of this--

MORALES
So very like a witer! Wen good
t hings conme fromyour witing, you
eagerly seek the credit. But when
the result is bloodshed and deat h,
you shrink away, denying the inpact
of your work. You can't have it both
ways, ny friend.

CCLE
You can't get away with this.

He pulls Cole's gun fromhis wai stband, examning it.

MORALES

Here's how it ends: together, you
and Vi cki murdered these poor
unfortunates, but you had... a lover's
quarrel ...

(beat)
In a fit of rage, you shot her. But
she al so had a gun
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He shows his own S&W 9mm

MORALES ( CONT' D)
: and in righteous anger, she killed
you, then "opened your eyes" to the
truth. ..

He stuffs the S&Win his pocket and pulls out a surgically
sharp scal pel, which glints in the |light.

MORALES ( CONT' D)
But, alas, full of renporse at what
she'd done, she hurled herself off
the cliff, to her death. Case cl osed.

COLE
You're insane. No one would buy a
corny ending |like that.

Mor al es | aughs heartily, nodding. Then he stops.

MORALES
You' d know al |l about "corny" endings.
But you forget who your audience is:
the police will believe whatever
scenari o closes the case. On that,
" mthe expert.

Mor al es noves toward Cole, his gun in one hand, the syringe
in the other.

Col e stunbles back and falls, disappearing over the edge.
Mor al es strai ghtens, al nost | aughing.

MORALES ( CONT' D)
O... we could do it that way.

He peers over the edge of the cliff.
HS P.OV. - IN THE DARKNESS,

little, if anything can be seen. Then, LIGHTNING il | um nates
the cliff and we SEE Col e, hangi ng precariously from an
exposed tree root. He | ooks up mserably at CAMERA

MORALES

sits down confortably on the cliff edge, his feet dangling
mere inches from Cole's grasp, the syringe in one hand.

MORALES ( CONT' D)
Re-write! Stretch the ending out a
little nore--just |ike "Fatal
Attraction"--where the @ enn C ose
junps out of the bath to scare the
shit out of the audience!



95.

COLE
Hel p ne!

Mor al es considers this request a nonent, then sets the syringe
down, producing the scal pel.

He lies on his stomach on the cliff edge, reaching toward
Cole with the scal pel

MORALES
Wth pleasure. | |iked nmy ending
better anyway.

Col e holds on to the branch with one hand, flailing
ineffectively with the other. He arches his back as Morales
arcs the scal pel nere inches fromhis face.
Morales is getting frustrated.
MORALES ( CONT' D)

It's so nuch easier to do this

afterwards. Now hold still.
Cole's grip begins to slip, and Mral es reaches cl oser, the
scal pel grazing Cole's forehead, leaving a bright red line.
The rain and blood mx, dripping into Cole's eyes.
Mor al es stops, enjoying the |look of terror on Cole's face.

MORALES ( CONT' D)
Ah... the ook of eternity...

He gets up on his hands and knees, stretching hinself even
further out over the edge toward Col e.

Suddenly, a shot RINGS out.
COLE' S P. O V. - MORALES,

a look of utter surprise on his face, freezes, then flips
over into the abyss bel ow

CCLE

cranes his neck to see Morales's body lying on the rocks
below, lit nmomentarily by lightning. He | ooks back up.

H'S UP-ANGLE P.O V. - THE CLI FF EDGE
Vi cki appears, holding her small .38, which still snokes.

She noves painfully to the edge of the cliff, toward CAVERA
We see bl ood on her jacket from her stonmach wound.

CCLE
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stretches his free hand toward Vicki. H's other hand is |osing
purchase on the slippery branch.

Just as he is about to fall, Vicki's hand grabs his.

Struggling, she pulls himup over the edge, where they
col l apse on the nuddy ground, the rain pelting down on them

VI CKI
Just like "North by Northwest."

COLE
(panting with exertion)
Thanks, M's. Thornhill.
FADE QUT.

FADE | N:

EXT. COLE' S BACKYARD - DAY

SERI ES OF SHOTS:

A) Flowers reach upward on this beautiful spring norning.
B) A shovel digs into rich brown earth, tossing it aside.
C) The earth falls onto a | arge nound.

D) Arectangular pit is taking form

E) Cole wipes a trickle of sweat from his brow

F) Vicki turns and reaches out of FRAME, then returns with a
pl ant of some sort. She delicately hands it to Cole, w ping
a tear away.

G Cole takes the plant and bends forward OUT OF FRAME. He
struggles to maintain his conposure at this nost enotional
nonent .

W DER SHOT - CCOLE AND VI CKI

kneel as they transplant Jason's pride and joy, the "American
Scarlet."”

CLCSE ANGLE - THE RENAI NI NG BUD
is fully open now, revealing its blood-red flower.
CCOLE

taps the earth around the base of the plant and Vicki lifts
a watering can, watering the tender plant carefully.



97.

After a nmonment of silence, Cole | ooks at Vicki, who w pes at
anot her tear and places her hand on his.

Toget her, they stand and dust the dirt fromtheir knees.
FOLLOW as they wal k toward the pati o.

As they pass the patio table, Cole picks up his dream script,
END GAME, hefting it, thinking. He turns toward the fence
separating his house from Jason's.

CCOLE

approaches and |l eans on the fence, his script in one hand,
| ooki ng at the splendor of Jason's garden.

HS P.OV. - JASON S GARDEN

is an explosion of colors, a veritable rai nbow carpet of
hues, bright in the norning light.

COLE' S EYES

are noist wth enotion.

Vi cki appears and touches himon the shoul der.
He turns and wal ks with her toward the house.

CCLE
The bank opens in twenty m nutes.

Vi cki faces himand takes the script, considering it.
VI CK

Are you sure this is worth nortgagi ng
your house for?

Col e takes the script back. He puts his arm around her
shoul der and steers her away, toward the back door.

COLE
Only the norally courageous are worthy
of speaking to their fellow nmen for
two hours in the dark.
She smles at himas he | eads her inside.

FADE QUT.

THE END



	1	P.O.V. - WE MOVE SLOWLY
	2	EXT. COLE'S HOUSE - NIGHT - ESTABLISHING
	3	INT. COLE'S LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS
	4	INT. COLE'S STUDY - MOMENTS LATER
	5	EXT. COLE'S BACKYARD - DAY
	6	INT. COLE'S STUDY - DAY
	7	EXT. PUBLIC LIBRARY - DAY - ESTABLISHING
	8	INT. PUBLIC LIBRARY - CONTINUOUS
	9	INT. COLE'S LIVING ROOM - DAY
	10	INT. COLE'S LIVING ROOM - LATER
	11	EXT. TRANSAMERICA BUILDING - NIGHT - ESTABLISHING
	12	INT. AGENT'S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS
	13	EXT. FREEWAY - LATER
	14	EXT. RESIDENTIAL NEIGHBORHOOD - LATER
	15	EXT/INT. VICKI'S APARTMENT - SAME - THE DOOR
	16	INT/EXT. VICKI'S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS
	17	INT. COLE'S STUDY - NIGHT
	18	INT. COLE'S LIVING ROOM - DAY
	19	EXT. COLE'S FRONT YARD - CONTINUOUS
	20	EXT. JASON'S BACKYARD - MOMENTS LATER
	21	EXT. RESERVOIR - NIGHT
	22	INT. COLE'S STUDY - NIGHT
	23	INT. COLE'S BEDROOM - LATER
	24	INT. COLE'S STUDY - DAY
	25	INT. VICKI'S LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS
	26	EXT. COLE'S BACKYARD - MOMENTS LATER
	27	EXT. PINEVIEW RESERVOIR - NIGHT
	28	INT. MORGUE HALLWAY - DAY
	29	INT. COLE'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT
	30	INT. HOSPITAL EMERGENCY ROOM - CONTINUOUS
	31	INT. COLE'S STUDY - MOMENTS LATER
	32	INT. COLE'S LIVING ROOM - LATER
	33	EXT. POLICE STATION - DAY - ESTABLISHING
	34	INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS
	35	INT. HOMICIDE/HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS
	36	EXT. HOSPITAL - DAY - ESTABLISHING
	37	INT. EMERGENCY ROOM - CONTINUOUS
	38	INT. COLE'S STUDY - DAY
	39	INT. EDITING BAY - NIGHT
	40	INT. WAREHOUSE - NIGHT
	41	INT. COLE'S STUDY - NIGHT
	42	EXT. COLE'S/JASON'S BACKYARD - DAY
	43	INT. COLE'S KITCHEN - NIGHT
	44	INT. COLE'S LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER
	45	INT. HOMICIDE - CONTINUOUS
	46	INT. VICKI'S LIVING ROOM - COTINUOUS
	47	EXT. FREEWAY - LATER
	48	EXT/INT. VICKI'S HOUSE - LATER
	49	INT. COLE'S CAR - NIGHT - TRAVELING
	50	INT. COLE'S STUDY - DAY
	51	INT. EDITING BAY - MOMENTS LATER
	52	INT. HOMICIDE - MOMENTS LATER
	53	EXT. SUICIDE BRIDGE - NIGHT
	54	INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - LATER
	55	EXT. POLICE STATION - LATER
	56	EXT. COLE'S HOUSE - NIGHT
	57	INT. LIVING ROOM/STUDY (COLE'S HOUSE) - CONTINUOUS
	58	INT. COLE'S LIVING ROOM - CONTINOUOUS
	59	EXT/INT. COLE'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS
	60	EXT. COLE'S HOUSE - LATER
	61	INT. POLICE CRUISER - CONTINUOUS
	62	EXT. COLE'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS
	63	INT. POLICE CRUISER - CONTINUOUS
	64	EXT. COLE'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS
	65	INT. POLICE CRUISER - CONTINUOUS
	66	EXT. COLE'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS
	67	INT. JAIL CELL - DAY
	68	EXT. BEACH PARKING LOT - DAY (FOG)
	69	EXT. POLICE STATION - PRE-DAWN
	70	EXT. COLE'S HOUSE - MORNING
	71	EXT. JASON'S BACKYARD - CONTINUOUS
	72	INT. JASON'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS
	73	INT. COLE'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT
	74	INT. COLE'S STUDY - MOMENTS LATER
	75	EXT. MOTOR LODGE - NIGHT
	76	INT. COLE'S MERCEDES - NIGHT - TRAVELING
	77	EXT. HIGHWAY - NIGHT - AERIAL
	78	EXT. MOTOR LODGE - LATER
	79	INT. CABIN - NIGHT
	80	INT. CABIN - NIGHT
	81	EXT. CABIN/CLIFFS - CONTINUOUS
	82	INT. CABIN - MOMENTS LATER
	83	EXT. CLIFFS - CONTINUOUS
	84	EXT. CLIFFS - MOMENTS LATER (RAIN)
	85	EXT. COLE'S BACKYARD - DAY

