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NOT JUST ANOTHER DEAD GUY

BY RICHARD E.D. JONES

FADE IN

EXT. – NIGHT

We are looking down a rain-slick city street. The glow of a sodium-vapor streetlight bathes an irregular section of sidewalk in its flickering yellow glow. A few cars are parked along the side of the street, mostly old, mainly beat-up and crappy. In the distance, we can hear the muffled sounds of a party. As the shot solidifies, the party sounds increase.



OFFSCREEN VOICE


Bite me, you little weasel.

The party sounds abruptly cut off with the slamming of a door. We see a large, well-dressed African American man with a shaved head stumble into view. He straightens the lapels on his overcoat, shakes his head and then glares back toward the party. The man opens his mouth to say something, visibly decides against it and turns to trudge away.  He is JAMES JOSEPH and his night is really going to suck.



JOSEPH – MUMBLING

Don't need them. Think I can't handle my drink? Shit. Didn't have to take 
my damn keys.

JOSEPH stumbles down the street. As he passes an alley, he turns to look into the darkness.



VOICE FROM ALLEY


Help. Please. Help me.

JOSEPH starts walking again. He gets two steps away before he stops, turns and heads back toward the voice. He stands in the middle of the alley opening and peers in.



JOSEPH


Hey? You all right? You need any help?

There is no answer. JOSEPH takes a couple of steps into the alley. Two pallid hands reach out from the darkness, grab JOSEPH by his overcoat and pull him into the alley. JOSEPH screams. We clearly hear the sound of meat slamming into something much, much harder and the screams cut off abruptly. From the alley come sounds, barely on the edge of audibility. They are the sorts of sounds you hear just before waking up whimpering and drenched in sweat.



TITLE


NOT JUST ANOTHER DEAD GUY



CREDITS

The scene holds for a few minutes. We hear a thud. From out of the darkness walks a shabby-looking white woman, dressed in pink tube top and cut-off jeans. She is TRIXIE CUNNINGHAM. She puts on a pair of rhinestone sunglasses. In the seconds before her sunglasses are on, we see there is something wrong with TRIXIE'S eyes. Her pupils and irises are pinpoints, surrounded by brilliant whites. Contrasting her wardrobe with JOSEPH'S, we know one of them was dressed for the wrong season. TRIXIE strides out of the alley as if she owns it, rather than just rents it for seven minutes at a time.

We follow TRIXIE down the street. She stops at a small, ground-floor door. As opposed to the rest of the windows on the street, the windows surrounding this door are lit, if frosted, and a feeble glow spills onto the sidewalk. TRIXIE digs into the tight pocket of her jeans and pulls out a crumpled piece of paper. She looks from the paper to the door. Moving closer, we see over her shoulder a small, brass plaque that reads, simply, "MARY'S." TRIXIE nods her head and pulls open the door.

INT. OF MARY'S 

We see TRIXIE walk in the thick, wooden door of MARY'S and look around. It is clearly a bar that has seen its better days, before it needed bifocals and reading glasses. The lighting is dim, but it's easy to see the flaking bits of vinyl coming from the various seats scattered around the inside. There's smoke swirling around, whether from cigarettes or something else is unknown.

Along the right side of the room is a long, cherry-wood bar. To the other side, the room fades into dimness, showing us numerous tables and chairs, mostly occupied, before the lights give out. Behind the bar is LUCAS BARNARD, a bartender, who is taking clean glasses from the dishwasher, drying them and stacking them alongside the taps. There is no mirror behind the bar.

Sitting on a barstool at one end of the bar is a man in a brown suit. The suit is obviously several sizes too large for him. The MAN is hunched over his shot glass, staring intently into the amber liquid. TRIXIE doesn't even notice him. At the far end of the bar, a scruffy white man raises his hands and waves at TRIXIE. He is RANDY.



RANDY


Hey, TRIXIE. Over here.



TRIXIE


Be right there, RANDY.

As TRIXIE walks down the bar, her gaze locks onto LUCAS and her face turns to keep LUCAS in sight at all times.

TRIXIE plops onto a barstool at the far end of the bar, sitting next to RANDY. We see that RANDY'S eyes also look like TRIXIE'S eyes. RANDY is wearing faded jeans, a monster truck t-shirt and has a Confederate flag tattooed to his right shoulder. TRIXIE leans over and whispers into RANDY'S ear.

Before RANDY has a chance to answer, an unnoticed door behind them opens and MARY steps out. An African American woman, she is dressed conservatively, as if she is getting ready for a business meeting. MARY bends down and gets into TRIXIE'S face, looks over at LUCAS BARNARD, and then back to TRIXIE.



MARY


Don't even think about it.



TRIXIE


What?



MARY

I said, don't even think about it. Number 
one: He's under the protection of the house. Learn the house rules, newbie. Number two: LUCAS isn't worth the pain. He's an experience you don't want even once.

MARY gestures toward RANDY, who is grimacing.



MARY


Ask your buddy. He knows.

MARY moves off behind the bar toward LUCAS. Behind MARY, we see a shocked-looking TRIXIE staring back and forth from RANDY to LUCAS.

MARY walks up to LUCAS and places a hand on his elbow. LUCAS turns to face MARY.



MARY

I need to go. Will you be all right on 
your own, LUCAS?



LUCAS – NODDING

Yeah, MARY. I've got it. I'll just wait for 
NATHANIEL and tell him somebody might be 
making a play on his life, if you want to
call it that. Shouldn't be a problem.

LUCAS glances quickly at the MAN in the brown suit before looking back at MARY.



LUCAS

Really. No problem. I'll be fine.
Now, go.

LUCAS makes shooing motions toward MARY. She moves toward the back door, stops and turns around again.



MARY


I know you'll be fine. The treaty--

LUCAS interrupts, snorting disbelief.



MARY


Don't knock it. It's what's kept

me in business and the city safe.

LUCAS reaches under the bar and pulls out a squirt bottle, similar to those used in barbershops to wet hair preparatory to the cut.



LUCAS -- shaking the bottle


I know, but I prefer more direct methods.



MARY -- sighing


You don't even know if that 

water will do anything. You haven't 

tested it.

LUCAS peels a couple of paper clips off the bottle, shaking off the magnetism, returns the bottle back under the bar and straightens up.



LUCAS


It's all I've got.

MARY rubs her forehead, clearly unsure if she should really leave. Finally she takes a deep breath and tries to smile.



MARY


Just try not to have any... situations

and you should be fine.



LUCAS -- sarcastically


Yes, Mother.

Hesitantly, she turns and makes her way back to the open door. MARY pauses at the door, looks back, then walks through the door. LUCAS continues drying glasses. In the background, we see RANDY and TRIXIE arguing heatedly. Finally, TRIXIE turns from the boy and faces LUCAS.



TRIXIE


Hey, you. Bartender. A little help?

LUCAS walks toward the couple, setting the final dry glass down on the drying shelf.



LUCAS


What can I do for you?



TRIXIE – TO RANDY


Shut up.



TRIXIE - TO LUCAS


Um. I want some Boone's Farm. 

Strawberry Hill, I think it's

called.

LUCAS smiles.



LUCAS


I'm pretty sure we don't have any 

Boone's Farm. Maybe a nice zinfandel?



TRIXIE

Whatever. Long as it's at least 
sorta red.

LUCAS walks back up the bar and takes out a bottle of the house zinfandel. He carefully pours out a glass and takes it back to TRIXIE. LUCAS sets the glass down on the bar, taking care not to get too close to TRIXIE.

TRIXIE scrabbles in the back pocket of her Daisey Dukes again and withdraws a wad of folded money. As she raises it to the bar to get out a $5 bill, a driver's license falls out. We can barely see the face of JAMES JOSEPH. TRIXIE hurriedly scoops the I.D. up and crams it into her back pocket. She hands the money to LUCAS, deliberately touching his finger as she does so. We see a kaleidoscopic flash of images, including the face of JAMES JOSEPH screaming. TRIXIE jerks her hand back, looking dazed.



TRIXIE


Ow. Damn. You shocked me.



RANDY


No, he didn't.



LUCAS


No.

LUCAS stares intently at the space just below TRIXIE'S nose.



LUCAS


I didn't.

LUCAS leaves the money on the bar, turns and walks away. We see TRIXIE shaking out the hand that touched LUCAS. She turns to RANDY.



TRIXIE - FAINTLY


Gawddamn. You wasn't kiddin'. But 

I thought only Holy –



RANDY


Naw. Come'n. We made all that 

shit up. You didn't really 

believe that, didja? Naw, 

we're just strong and fast 

and...

LUCAS walks away from the two, leaving them to their discussion. We can hear their talk dwindling in the background.

LUCAS moves back down the bar and starts loading beer bottles into the bar fridge. LUCAS keeps sneaking glances at the MAN. After several more bottles, LUCAS finally walks over to where the man is sitting hunched over on his barstool. LUCAS stands in front of the man until the MAN raises his head.



LUCAS


So. How long have you been dead?

The MAN rocks back on his barstool, his eyes widening. He stares at LUCAS. Without taking his eyes off LUCAS, the MAN reaches out, grabs his shot glass and throws the drink down his throat.



MAN


How? How did you know?



LUCAS


You keep forgetting to breathe when

you're not talking.



MAN


Ah. I'll have to work on that.

LUCAS smiles at the MAN, obviously trying to use charm to try and get the MAN to open up a bit. The MAN just snorts and points his finger at his empty glass. LUCAS sighs and gets the bottle of Jim Beam from off the shelf behind the bar. LUCAS gurgles the Beam into the glass, turns and walks off a few steps.

LUCAS looks around the bar, staring into the darkened interior, then over at TRIXIE and RANDY. The two whisper a bit more, then stand up and walk slowly into the back of the bar. They speak to a shadowed figure at a back table and then sit down. LUCAS puts his head in both hands and sighs loudly. 



LUCAS


Damn. This just isn't my night.

LUCAS walks back to the MAN.



LUCAS


All right. You're not in a coffin.


So what are you doing in a bar 

slugging down rot-gut? Especially

this bar?

The MAN looks thoughtful for a moment, then turns to face LUCAS.



MAN


Don't know, really. All I remember

is seeing the sign and feeling 

like I had to come in. When I 

try to remember more, all I get 

is the feeling there's something 

I've gotta do. It's just.... Aw, 

forget it.

The MAN turns back to his drink. After a moment, the MAN grimaces and his chest begins to visibly rise and fall. The MAN shakes his head and throws back his glass again. He points a finger to the glass. LUCAS nods and fills the glass again. LUCAS pauses as he puts the Beam away.



LUCAS


Does that work on you in, you

know, your condition?



MAN


Damned if I know, but I sure aim 

to give it my best shot at 

finding out.

LUCAS nods and looks around the bar again. In a far corner, a CAROLINA PANTHERS football game plays on the television. We see that no one in the bar is paying the television the slightest bit of attention. LUCAS looks at his watch and then at the door. He mutters to himself.



LUCAS


Damnit, NATHANIEL. Where the hell

are you?

LUCAS sighs again and leans in over the bar to talk to the MAN. We see LUCAS and the MAN get pretty much face to face, trying to close out anyone else from the conversation. LUCAS opens his mouth to speak when a voice breaks in from off screen. The voice sounds like the bastard offspring of a grinding gearbox and a broken Wurlitzer. 



OFF-SCREEN VOICE


"What in hail you lookin' at, 

Meat?"

LUCAS makes tiny startle reactions, quickly suppressed. We see LUCAS lower his eyes toward the bar before turning toward the voice.

We see the scene pan up from the bar slowly onto the speaker's face. He is BUBBA and he is ugly. BUBBA'S nose is squashed, the victim of several breakings sometime in the past. Old acne scars ravage his face, showing tracks all the way back to the just plain awful mullet hair cut. BUBBA'S scraggly beard grows in random clumps on his face. The worst things, though, are BUBBA'S eyes. The pupils and irises are squeezed down to miniscule pinpricks, leaving the rest of the eyes an almost-lambent white.



LUCAS


Him. What's it to you, BUBBA?

BUBBA makes a show of deliberately looking at the MAN sitting on the barstool. A puzzled frown crosses his face, before being chased off by the default setting: anger.



BUBBA


What him? Meat, there ain't 

no him. You losin' it.



LUCAS


My name's LUCAS. Mr. BARNARD to you, 

BUBBA. What's wrong? Those funky-

looking eyes of yours finally get 

the better of you?

BUBBA snarls, turning an ugly face into something truly hideous.



BUBBA


Meat, you walkin' a bad road now. 

You talkin' to nobody then try 

talkin' crap to yo betters?

BUBBA leans in toward LUCAS, deliberately takes a breath and then exhales into LUCAS'S face. LUCAS recoils slightly, a look of disgust passing over his face.



BUBBA


You don' wanna walk that road. 

Leads to bad places. Somethin' 

gonna eat you right up.

LUCAS stares at BUBBA. LUCAS'S face is just short of slack-jawed amazement. LUCAS turns to look at the MAN, who, through all this is just sitting still and staring into his shot glass. LUCAS looks back at BUBBA, then back at the MAN, before returning to BUBBA.



LUCAS


You're telling me you really don't 

see a guy sitting on that barstool? 

Average-looking guy? Brown hair? 

Brown suit? You really don't see 

him?

BUBBA smiles, revealing yellow, rotting teeth. What's more striking is that we see his upper canine teeth are elongated and sharp. Very, very sharp. Now, we understand why BUBBA has been calling LUCAS meat.



BUBBA


Heh. Meat, you done lost it 

all together. I'm gonna love 

watchin' you fall.

BUBBA begins to turn and walk off. As he moves, he reaches out for a not-so-friendly clout on the shoulder. This will probably knock LUCAS to the floor. When LUCAS sees the move, he quickly reaches up and makes a grab for BUBBA'S hand. BUBBA hesitates, staring at LUCAS'S hand. We see BUBBA'S emotions play out on his face, hesitant fear making a sudden leap into reckless anger. BUBBA is about to jump for LUCAS'S throat.

LUCAS reaches his other hand under the bar, where we see a small squirt bottle of what looks to be water resting on a shelf within easy reach. LUCAS looks ready to make a stand. The tense scene is interrupted by a different off-screen voice, this one making an attempt at culture and sophistication. The voice doesn't quite make it.



OFF-SCREEN VOICE


Now, BUBBA. We mustn't play 

with our food like that.

From LUCAS'S POV, we look over the bar, past BUBBA and down. Far down. Standing there, is a great-looking miniature tuxedo ruined by the degenerate scumbag inside. He is MYRON DESHALE, midget vampire. As with DORIAN GRAY, the depravity of spirit within is reflected without. DESHALE'S face is craggy, worn and dissolute. His hair, long and stringy black with plenty of gray mixed in, is slicked back into a solid mass. DESHALE suffers from the same infliction as BUBBA, RANDY and TRIXIE, in that his eyes are mostly whites, surrounding small, bright blue irises. DESHALE smiles, revealing razor canines.



LUCAS


Hello, MYRON. New shoes? They 

really give you a lift.

DESHALE frowns and takes a quickly aborted look down at his shiny, black lifts. Stepping around BUBBA, DESHALE walks toward the bar. His eyes seem to glow in the bar lighting. DESHALE doesn't even glance in the MAN'S direction. By this time, the MAN has turned on his stool and is looking at DESHALE and BUBBA.



DESHALE


Ah, LUCAS. You never cease to 

amaze me. So little wit, and, yet, 

so great a capacity to display 

that lack. 

DESHALE flicks a quick glance at the MAN and then looks back to LUCAS.



DESHALE


I wonder, BUBBA, if LUCAS will find 

anything funny about....



BUBBA


About what, Boss?



DESHALE


Never mind. Come, BUBBA. We have 

business to attend.

BUBBA and DESHALE turn and head to the back of the bar. We see LUCAS lose an internal debate with his own self censor.



LUCAS


Sorry your conversation was so 

short, MYRON. Maybe I'll talk 

to you in a little while.

LUCAS winces sheepishly, then stares at the two. BUBBA whirls around, raises clawed hands, and starts toward LUCAS. DESHALE lightly places his hand on BUBBA'S arm, halting him. 



BUBBA


You gonna fall, Meat.

BUBBA makes a whistling bomb-dropping sound and smacks his hands together. He mouths the word "BOOM." BUBBA walks back into the bar. We hear the links on BUBBA'S wallet chain clinking as he walks off.

LUCAS stares thoughtfully at the receding DESHALE and BUBBA. LUCAS jolts visibly when the MAN speaks.



MAN


What was that all about? That 

big guy blind, or something? 

And that midget....



LUCAS


Never mind. Just some local 

color. They're a bit... 

strange. Say, I just realized I 

never introduced myself. I'm 

LUCAS. What do they call you?

The MAN'S eyes widen in shock. His features crumple into total despair and he begins to slowly, methodically bang his forehead onto the bar top. LUCAS reaches out to the MAN, but stops short of touching him.



LUCAS


Hey, that's no way to treat 

a dead head. What's the matter?



MAN


Just one goddamn thing after 

another. I'm dead and I can't 

even remember my own name.

The MAN bangs his head a few more times, slowly winds down and ends with his face in his hands. The MAN'S shoulders hitch a few times as though he were trying to cry. LUCAS looks embarrassed and gazes around the bar, trying not to focus too much on the MAN'S distress. Again, LUCAS looks at his watch. He reaches into his pocket, pulls out a cell phone, checks to see that it's working and then puts it back. LUCAS looks disgusted. He sighs, turns back to the MAN and smiles.



LUCAS


So. Um. Have you tried looking 

in your wallet?

The MAN looks up. Hope blooms on his face like the sun breaking from behind the clouds. The MAN looks like a puppy dog when his owner holds up a juicy steak bone. Moving jerkily, the MAN starts searching through all his pockets, his motions becoming more rapid as the search turns up nothing. Eventually, the MAN reaches into his right front pocket, smiles and withdraws his hand. The MAN looks down and the hope on his face is visibly dashed. The MAN flips a small clip holding four or five $20 bills toward LUCAS.

The clip lands on the bar in front of LUCAS. He reaches out and touches it with his index finger. The bar is gone. We see fragmented images, whirling faces, strange colors. Sounds assault our ears, voices scream, cry and plead. We are back in the bar as LUCAS takes his finger off the money.

LUCAS turns back to the MAN.



LUCAS


I, um, think I can help you with 

that. The name thing, I mean.

The MAN stares at LUCAS from out of haunted eyes, which then narrow suspiciously as he speaks.



MAN


You can? That's great. That's....

How?



LUCAS


Well, it's kind of strange.

The MAN looks at LUCAS in a way that says "Hey, I'm a dead guy walking around. Don't try to tell me about strange."



LUCAS


Right. Okay. Point taken. Ever 

hear of psychometry? Never mind. 

Hardly anyone has. Anyway, it's 

the ability to find out 

information just by touching 

something. Well, I've got it. 

I can do that.

The MAN reaches out and tries to grab LUCAS'S hand. LUCAS shies away, quickly moving out of reach. A look of fright crosses LUCAS'S face, replaced by one of resignation.



MAN


So, do it, already.



LUCAS


You don't know what you're 

asking. It's hard. Especially 

with people, or things that 

used to be people. It's not 

so much painful, as it is 

agonizing to the point of 

wishing your hand would drop 

off so you could stop 

touching me. That's – 



MAN


The women must love you.

LUCAS'S face falls. We can clearly see bitter sadness in the close-up of his eyes. The camera flashes to LUCAS in bed. He is ill, sweating. A young woman, dressed for a day in the corporate rat race, walks into the bedroom. She is ALLY BARNARD. We see, but don't hear her, ask how LUCAS is. ALLY sits on the bed next to LUCAS and reaches out her left hand, wedding ring clearly visible, to stroke LUCAS'S feverish forehead. As she touches LUCAS, ALLY'S entire body convulses in pain. She falls to the floor barely breathing. LUCAS, alarmed, tumbles from bed and places his hands on her. Each time they touch, ALLY convulses. Finally, a confused LUCAS touches ALLY once more. She doesn't move. She doesn't breathe. She is dead.

We are back in the bar. LUCAS sighs.



LUCAS


You have no idea.

LUCAS shakes his head, clearly focusing on the here and now.



LUCAS


Anyway. That touch thing. The 

point is: I might be able to 

tell you what your name is, but 

it's going to hurt. A lot.



MAN – LEANING FORWARD


I don't care.

LUCAS hisses at the MAN to be quiet and glances around the bar, looking to see if anyone noticed the outburst. We look around the room with him. There are several people obviously not paying attention.



MAN


I need to know what's happening; 

who I am. Anything. Please.



LUCAS


Okay, but look. There might be 

some feedback. I mean, you might 

see some things coming from me. 

Just ignore it. Right?

The MAN nods his head and holds out his hand. LUCAS takes a deep breath. His hand is shaking as he reaches for the MAN. LUCAS'S other hand holds the edge of the bar in a death grip.

Contact. 

Both LUCAS and the MAN spasm into rigidity, their muscles locked. Both men grit their teeth against the pain. LUCAS can barely breathe. The MAN visibly regrets ever asking for this.



LUCAS – WHISPERING


Harder. Push harder.

LUCAS has closed his eyes against the pain. He needs to see to witness the visions of psychometry. LUCAS opens his eyes.

There is a moment of visual vertigo. Images swirl around nauseatingly. Bright colors gradually fade into coherent images. 

We see what LUCAS sees. There is a small room, lit by a flickering fire somewhere off screen. Strange, threatening shadows play along the walls. In the middle of the room is a stone altar, about two feet across and four feet in length. Tied to the altar is the MAN, wearing the same slacks. The suit coat and shirt lie crumpled on the floor. LUCAS'S vision swoops and moves along the floor, coming up from behind the MAN'S head. We are seeing out of the MAN'S eyes.

Across the length of the MAN'S trussed body, we see a hooded and cloaked figure step from the shadows. The figure is chanting in some unknown, guttural language, spitting out consonants like sunflower seeds. Occasionally, there is a word that can be recognized. That word is "NATHANIEL."

The chanting rises to a crescendo. Suddenly, as the figure steps forward, the perspective looks off, as if the room were growing larger. The figure's face is still shadowed.



MAN


No. No. Please, no. Whatever, 

you –

We are back in the bar, LUCAS'S eyes are closed. Both LUCAS and the MAN are trembling. They grip each other's hand as if it were a lifeline. LUCAS breathes deeply and opens his eyes again.

The figure, still seen through the strange perspective, reaches the MAN'S side. The figure raises what can only loosely be called a knife. It is easily two feet long, broad and covered in runic writing. The handle is white, possibly bone or ivory. As the knife begins to descend, we see the figure's eyes. They are terribly white, surrounding small points of blue. Vampire eyes.

The knife slams into the MAN'S chest, shattering ribs, tearing flesh. 



MAN – SCREAMS



LUCAS – V.O.


More. I need more.

The small room begins to darken. As the light fades, we see a slight suggestion of a woman's face. The woman is blonde, with laugh crinkles around her eyes. She is smiling and her nose is just slightly crooked. An unseen breeze ruffles her hair before the images fades.



LUCAS – V.O.


Damnit. I can't. Can't take 

it. Can't get past.

We see the bar. LUCAS, with his eyes closed, tries to break the MAN'S grip. The MAN will not let go. LUCAS arches his back in agony. With his left hand, LUCAS fumbles along the bar. Finally, he reaches the soda gun. LUCAS grabs it and, moving spasmodically, turns it on the MAN for a quick second. The MAN blinks several times and releases LUCAS'S hand.

LUCAS sags in relief. He is breathing like the first-place finisher a marathon. LUCAS keeps his eyes closed. The MAN shakes his head, trying to orient himself again.



MAN


God. That was awful. I saw you 

fighting something in an alley. 

You were.... Wait. My name. 

What's my name? What did you 

find out?

LUCAS holds up his hand in a wait one second gesture. He shakes his head. We see a flash vision of the altar room, with the hooded figure. The perspective warps again. It's not the room that is huge, it's that the figure is small. Very small. We see LUCAS talking to MYRON DESHALE and BUBBA. We see that DESHALE has pinprick, blue irises, surrounded by enormous whites. The vision switches back from DESHALE to the altar-room figure. They are one and the same. LUCAS looks at the MAN.



LUCAS


You're a goddamned gun.



MAN


I'm who?



LUCAS

Not a who, a what. You're a 
goddamned gun, you poor bastard.

The MAN stares incredulously at LUCAS. He can't believe what he's hearing.



MAN


What the hell are you talking 

about? What's my name?



LUCAS


Your damn name doesn't matter 


any more. You're a revenant, 

basically a dead guy brought 

back to life for a purpose. You 

don't eat. You don't sleep. You 

don't breathe. All you do is 

burn up your own body mass for 

fuel until you finish your purpose. 

I don't care what you were before, 

right here, right now, you're a 

gun.



MAN


You're not making any sense. What 

the hell is going on?

LUCAS looks around the bar, sees no rapidly approaching customers and hops over the bar top. He comes up to the MAN and grabs him by the coat sleeve, wincing as he does so.



LUCAS


Come on. We've got to get you 

outta here. Now!

The MAN shakes his head and crosses his arms.



MAN


No. Not until you tell me what's 

going on; why you're so scared.



LUCAS


I'm not scared. I'm.... Look, 

there's three things you've 

got to understand. One, vampires 

exist. Two, the only thing 

keeping this city from becoming 

a blood farm is an old vampire 

named NATHANIEL, who has just 

enough smarts to keep his 

people in the shadows. Three, 

you were killed and brought 

back to murder NATHANIEL. If that 

happens, as bad as NATHANIEL is, 

things will get much, much worse. 

Way too many civilians will 

get nailed in the crossbite.

Again, the MAN stares incredulously at LUCAS. The MAN shakes his head and looks extremely doubtful.



MAN


What in the hell are you going 

on about? Vampires? Please.

LUCAS sighs and looks pityingly at the MAN.



LUCAS


Look. You. You're dead, right? 

But you're still up and walking 

around. So why's it so hard to 

believe in vampires?

The MAN'S mouth slams shut with an audible click. He's visibly thinking about this. 



MAN


Okay. Fine. I'll grant you that 

vampires might exist. But what 

does that have to do with me? Why 

am I here? Now?




LUCAS


Well, I'm mostly guessing, but I 

think it has everything to do with 

those funky vampire eyes. You saw 

BUBBA and MYRON the midget, right?



MAN


Yeah, sure.



LUCAS


And their eyes. The way their 

irises and pupils were almost 

non-existent?

The door to the bar bangs open and in walks CAROL TORBANO. TORBANO is a tall woman, who is so pale she is beyond white and out the other side. Her pageboy hair is dyed the deepest, most-obvious shade of black. She wears black nail polish and deep purple lipstick. TORBANO wears black leather, like she was an extra in the MATRIX.

TORBANO stalks into the bar and her eyes fixate on LUCAS and LUCAS alone. Those striking vampire eyes of hers almost glow white in the dim lighting, even outshining her pale skin. At her closest approach to LUCAS, she hisses at him. Then she turns and heads to the back, where we see her nod a greeting to RANDY and TRIXIE.



LUCAS


Damn woman watched way to many 

Dracula movies. You saw, right?



MAN


It was... It was like I didn't 

even exist. She never even saw 

me.



LUCAS


Yeah. See, I think it's all 

about those damn eyes of theirs. 

Know anything about sharks?



MAN


What?

The MAN is thrown by this non-sequiter, but game nonetheless. He motions for LUCAS to continue.



LUCAS


Sharks. They have these things 

called ampullae of Lorenzini. They 

let sharks, I guess, sense the 

ambient electromagnetic fields given 

off by beating hearts. Basically, 

they can find life. And eat it. That's 

vampires. Those whites are like 

Lorenzini analogs, but they work 

with attention. They focus the 

vampire's attention on the living, 

just rivet it. Vampires see you, 

they just don't pay you any 

attention because you're already

dead.

The MAN shakes his head in dumbfounded wonderment. He's still having obvious trouble swallowing this.



MAN


That's the stupidest... Never 

mind. Still, what does all 

that have to do with me? 



LUCAS


It's because –

The MAN looks up, comprehension written in his eyes.



MAN


It's because, and I can't believe 

I'm saying this, I'm dead.

Right?

LUCAS nods.



LUCAS


Yeah. I think so. Since they 

can't see you, that makes you 

the perfect killer. Of course, 

I could be wrong. I'm basing 

all this on the one time I 

touched a vampire. That's how 

I came here. I – Forget that. 

We still have to get you out 

of here before NATHANIEL shows 

up. Now, will you come?



MAN


I'm not sure I believe any of 

this crap, but... Yeah. Let's 

go.

The MAN stands up, allowing LUCAS'S grip on his coat sleeve to turn him around. They take a step toward the door, when it opens.

Standing in the door is NATHANIEL, an aristocratic-looking white man with long, graying hair. As opposed to most of the freaks in the bar, NATHANIEL is wearing a gray business suit, white shirt and a perfectly knotted red tie. He steps inside the bar and looks around. NATHANIEL is arrogance personified and with good reason. He is a successful hunter of humans who has spent more than 200 years perfecting his craft.



LUCAS


Oh, shit.

The MAN, still turning and facing away from the door, looks at LUCAS.



MAN


What? What's the –

The MAN completes his turn, sees NATHANIEL, and all movement ceases. The MAN'S eyes glaze over and a blank look comes over his face. With exquisite slowness, the blank look transforms into a snarl. LUCAS looks between NATHANIEL and the MAN.



LUCAS


Oh, shit. No. NO. Get back 

outside. Now! Go!

From behind LUCAS, we hear a sudden hush still the conversations in the bar. In the silence, we can hear the sound of chairs scraping back from tables. NATHANIEL stands in the door looking puzzled.

The POV switches and we see what NATHANIEL sees. LUCAS is waving from the bar, shouting for NATHANIEL to leave. To LUCAS'S left, where the MAN should be, there is only a blank space. There is no revenant, no killer. Only empty space.

The POV switches again and we see NATHANIEL nod. He looks uncertain, hesitant.



NATHANIEL


I can see this might be a bad 

time. Perhaps I'll –

NATHANIEL'S voice pulls the trigger on the MAN. The MAN slowly starts forward, with LUCAS hanging off his arm. The MAN casually reaches behind him and smashes LUCAS in the jaw. We see another kaleidoscope of images as LUCAS crashes to the ground.

We see a bullet-time effect as the camera zooms in on DESHALE, who is smiling a twisted, eager smile, then back out to LUCAS.



LUCAS – MUMBLING


Oh, crap. I get it now. It's DESHALE. 

Remove NATHANIEL and DESHALE'S free

to turn us all into cattle.

As NATHANIEL turns toward the door, he sees the other vampires lined up in the back of the bar. Some, like RANDY, look confused. While others, such as DESHALE and TORBANO, are imperfectly smothering smiles. NATHANIEL nods again and turns back into the bar. Visibly, NATHANIEL squares his shoulder and shakes out his arms.



NATHANIEL – TO NOBODY


The challenge. I accept.

NATHANIEL'S whisper trigger's the MAN. The MAN rushes forward as NATHANIEL gropes blindly in front of him, still seeing nothing. The MAN slams into NATHANIEL, sending the vampire flying into the wall hard enough to shake plaster to the floor. NATHANIEL is stunned

LUCAS swears under his breath as he struggles to his feet.



LUCAS


Goddamn it. I wanna sun 'em all. 

'S not right I have to choose. 

Shit.

LUCAS leaps onto the MAN, wrapping his hands firmly around the MAN'S face. LUCAS screams and we see another kaleidoscope of images. Over the images we hear the sound of the MAN screaming in fear. In the bar, the MAN staggers slightly, his face almost calm.

Grunting, his face contorted in pain, LUCAS tries to rip the MAN'S head clean off. To no visible effect. Still riding on the MAN'S back, LUCAS doesn't seem to be making any difference. All we see is LUCAS panting, groaning through gritted teeth, barely able to hold on through the agony.

The MAN reaches the still-standing NATHANIEL. The MAN places his left hand on NATHANIEL'S face, draws back his right arm and punches straight into NATHANIEL'S chest. Blood splatters, thick and viscid, onto the floor. 

Still silent, the MAN holds NATHANIEL upright and continues to batter the vampire's body. Each time the MAN draws back his arm, he smacks LUCAS in the face with his elbow.

As we focus on LUCAS, we see again a kaleidoscope of images. This time, however, we see again the blonde woman from the MAN's first contact with LUCAS. She is smiling.



LUCAS – MUMBLING TO HIMSELF


That might do it. Can't tell 

if it's good idea. Shit. 


Gotta try.

The kaleidoscope continues, but more often we see again the image of the woman. Over the sound of the woman, we hear the voice of the MAN screaming and sobbing. In the bar, the MAN makes no sound. In the visions, he cries like the damned. Now we see THE WOMAN'S face superimposed over the scene in the bar.

Gradually, THE WOMAN'S face becomes clearer, more solid.

THE MAN is getting thinner, literally burning his own body for fuel. THE MAN rears his right arm back, past the semi-coherent LUCAS, and punches through NATHANIEL'S chest. We hear the sound of ribs splintering. NATHANIEL chokes and a sluggish tide of red oozes from the vampire's chest. THE MAN keeps pounding, his face slack. The wall behind NATHANIEL shakes with the force of each impact as LUCAS wraps his left hand across THE MAN'S face. LUCAS takes another deep breath and firmly places his right hand on THE MAN'S forehead. LUCAS speaks through gritted teeth.



LUCAS


Gotta send some back. Make him see her.

LUCAS'S face contorts in pain as we hear him grunt with effort.

We see the kaleidoscope take over the screen, flashing madly. The woman's face appears and sticks in the foreground, the strobing images gradually slowing behind her.

THE MAN continues pounding NATHANIEL, who looks much the worse for wear. He stopped screaming long ago. We see over LUCAS'S shoulder, the back of THE MAN'S head, NATHANIEL'S face and the wall. On the wall, we see the WOMAN'S face as though it were peering through the wall. She is smiling. A superimposed vision of LUCAS'S hands reach forward and caress THE WOMAN'S cheeks. The spectral hands slide the vision of THE WOMAN'S face to the left, gradually covering over NATHANIEL'S features with hers.



LUCAS -- growling


Look. Look, damn it. See her face.

THE MAN falters, his pistoning arms stuttering to a stop. We see a smile start to form on THE MAN'S face, but it gutters out before long. THE WOMAN'S face begins to fade and we can see NATHANIEL'S face, bruised and broken, take its place. LUCAS looks wildly around at the bar, desperate for an idea, anything to stop THE MAN from killing NATHANIEL and unleashing the vampires onto the human population. His face betrays his agony. The pain is unbelievable.

The vampires in the bar have all risen from their tables and are staring at the scene near the door. From their perspective, all that can be seen is NATHANIEL, broken, and LUCAS, seemingly hanging in midair, draped over nothing. THE MAN, dead and continuing on magic, is not visible to their eyes. A confused babble is breaking out among the vampires. They don't understand what is happening. A few take tentative steps forward.

THE MAN growls and all movement in the bar stops. LUCAS closes his eyes, grimaces and pushes again with his mind. THE WOMAN'S face solidifies, if only for an instant. It is glorious, radiant, and then gone. THE MAN steps forward, intent on finishing his bloody job. LUCAS tries again, but can't take the pain.



LUCAS


Can't... stop... 

LUCAS falls to the ground, clutching his hands underneath his armpits, as if he's burned them. He whimpers and tries to stand.

THE MAN steps forward again, his arm raised. He stops.



THE MAN -- whispering


No. 'Member now. Remember who.

THE MAN'S limbs begin to tremble. He forces words through a clenched jaw.



THE MAN


I'm a cop. Not a gun, damn it. I'm 

not a gun.

THE MAN struggles to turn, his legs look like lead weights, keeping him pinned to his place on the floor.



THE MAN -- glaring at DESHALE


You. I 'member you. DESHALE.

THE MAN steps forward. The vampires in the room, hearing the voice speak from nowhere and name DESHALE, slowly slide away from the small vampire. Only BUBBA and DESHALE stand still. BUBBA shifts from foot to foot. DESHALE stands confident, his hands in his pants pocket. DESHALE smiles. In a close-up, we see his eyeteeth elongate. It's subtle, but there.



THE MAN


You. Did. This.

Every step THE MAN takes is torture. His body vibrates like a tuning fork and he keeps twitching back toward NATHANIEL. Behind THE MAN, LUCAS struggles to his knees and he reaches out toward THE MAN. LUCAS'S fingers brush against THE MAN'S hand and LUCAS is blasted backward by the pain.



LUCAS -- cradles his hand -- 


whispers


I know who you are.

Smoke of some kind is rising from THE MAN'S body. He is getting visibly thinner with each passing second, burning his body out as he fights against the programming. He smacks his fist into his chest, dust puffs out from his shirt.



THE MAN

I. Am. Not. A. Gun.

THE MAN takes one more step toward DESHALE and then collapses. There's nothing left but the suit and a small pile of ashes. Some subtle tension goes out of the room. DESHALE relaxes. The vampires head for door, none stopping to check on NATHANIEL, their own self interest overriding any sense of community. BUBBA and DESHALE don't move.



LUCAS -- from the floor


You did this, you bastard. You killed

him and brought him back.

DESHALE smiles. His glance flickers to NATHANIEL, who is stirring. NATHANIEL'S wounds, horrible though they are, seem to be getting better.



DESHALE


And yet, there is no proof.



LUCAS


I know what you did.

DESHALE shrugs and smiles again.



DESHALE


BUBBA?



LUCAS


Oh, shit.



BUBBA


Yeah, Boss?



DESHALE


Kill him. Now.

LUCAS scrambles to his feet and lurches toward the bar. In the background we hear the thump of BUBBA'S work boots slamming into the floor. LUCAS leaps over the bar and is brought up short. BUBBA has him by the right ankle.



BUBBA


I don't touch your skin, you can't

hurt me.

LUCAS thrashes around wildly, his hands searching frantically for something below the bar, as BUBBA works his way up LUCAS'S leg. LUCAS grabs something and smiles. He flips over awkwardly, his leg still in BUBBA'S grip. LUCAS holds the water bottle out in front of him. BUBBA laughs.



LUCAS


I hope to God this works.

LUCAS sprays the water bottle, drenching BUBBA'S face. A vague suggestion of sparks rages around BUBBA'S eyes.



BUBBA


My eyes! My eyes!

BUBBA screams and claws at his eyes.



BUBBA


I can't fuckin' see!

LUCAS rolls to his right and falls from the bar. Moving quickly, he picks up a bar stool in the hand not holding the bottle and smashes it against the bar. It shatters and he's left holding a broken stool leg, one end splintered and sharpened. LUCAS spins, screaming all the while, and hammers the broken wood into BUBBA'S chest.

The vampire topples to the ground, clutching at the wooden leg in his chest. BUBBA'S face melts and the rest of his body follows. The piece of wood clatters to the floor and it is the only sound we can hear over the gasping of LUCAS'S breath.

LUCAS smiles and it reminds us of DESHALE'S smile, wolfish and cruel. He turns toward where the small vampire had been standing. There's no one there. LUCAS slumps to his knees, his eyes closed, the bottle tumbling from his hand. 



LUCAS


Shit.

LUCAS is breathing deeply, but over the sound of his breath, we hear something squishing.

LUCAS looks to his left. NATHANIEL continues to heal, slowly. LUCAS reaches out his right hand, groping in the wreckage of the bar stool for a second before 

The head vampire's eyes open just as the front door creaks open. Moving quickly, LUCAS grabs the bottle again, pointing it toward the door.

A woman vampire, her skin bronzed with sunless tanner, her hair blonde and spiky, pokes her head in tentatively. She slides in further, looking around at the almost-empty bar, before her gaze settles on NATHANIEL.

Without speaking, she bends down and places NATHANIEL'S arm around her neck and shoulders. She lifts NATHANIEL from the floor. His head lolls to the side for a moment before he straightens it up.

We hear a cracking sound as NATHANIEL'S sternum reknits. He shakes off the female vampire's help and stands on his own. He totters for a second before regaining a precarious balance. We can see the blood-lust in his eyes as he reaches out for LUCAS. The woman vampire places a hand lightly on his arm and whispers in NATHANIEL'S ear. NATHANIEL'S hand slowly lowers.



NATHANIEL -- whispering


Yes. Pain. Mustn't touch. Now.

NATHANIEL slumps against the wall and then straightens up. He glares at LUCAS.



NATHANIEL


We will talk. Later.

LUCAS waves his hand toward NATHANIEL.



LUCAS


Yeah, yeah.



NATHANIEL -- to the woman


I need blood. Bring it to me.

The vampire sidles through the door. NATHANIEL, hunched over and limping, follows. The door closes and LUCAS collapses, his legs sliding out from under him as he falls back against the bar.



LUCAS


Hell of a night.

LUCAS leans forward and crawls to the lump of ashes and clothes that used to be THE MAN. He gently fingers the fine ash.



LUCAS


That last touch. I finally got it.

Your name. Gerard Stanley Kupchek. A 

cop. Don't worry. I'll find her and

tell her you loved her.

LUCAS is silent for a moment before staggering to his feet. He surveys the wreckage of the bar and walks, limping, to the supply closet next to the bathroom. He opens the door and pulls out a mop and bucket, which he pushes over to BUBBA'S remains. LUCAS pulls out the mop and begins cleaning.



LUCAS


Damn. Gonna be a long day.

FADE TO BLACK

CREDITS
