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INT. HARPER INSTITUTE FRANCIS' ROOM - DAY

An ORDERLY is making the twin bed in a sparsely furnished 
room. Their movements are precise and well practiced.

The sheet has come up a bit on one corner. The orderly lifts 
the thin mattress and tucks the sheet under.

There is a GASP Of PAIN from the orderly. They pull out their 
hand from under the mattress. There is a long GASH in their 
palm and BLOOD is falling on the bed.

The orderly lifts the mattress up, revealing a KITCHEN STEAK 
KNIFE.

There's FRESH BLOOD on the blade.

The orderly drops the mattress and presses their hand tightly 
against their shirt. They RUSH out of the room.

ORDERLY
(yelling)

Dr. Singh! Dr. Singh!

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. DR. SINGH'S OFFICE - DAY

The room is furnished modestly. A small desk sits in front of 
a window.

DOCTOR SINGH, 62, sits at his desk. He is a clean shaven, 
scholarly looking Indian man. He is wearing glasses and a 
white doctors coat.

TERRY TOWER,36, is sitting across from Dr. Singh. Terry is an 
average looking man dressed in an expensive suit. He appears 
nervous.

TERRY
Okay, Doc. Do you actually think 
something this simple could make him 
better after all this time?

DOCTOR SINGH
Mr. Tower, after all the therapy, and 
the medications we know nothing for 
sure. But this is certainly worth a 
go.

(excited)
This has been the one and only course
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of treatment that has shown any real 
possibility of working at any level.

(sympathetic)
His problem goes far beyond a simple 
brain chemistry imbalance or 
deficiency. I know you don't want your 
brother to spend the rest of his life 
confined here and medicated to the 
gills, am I right?

TERRY
I just worry about him, that's all. 
What if it doesn't work? What if he 
isn't better? What if the first thing 
he does on the outside is head for the 
nearest bridge or slashes his wrists?

DOCTOR SINGH
(picking his words carefully)

Better is a relative term, Mr. Tower. 
However, I can say with confidence, a 
cautious confidence, that he has made 
a significant breakthrough. I've 
conferred at length with others on 
staff who are familiar with your 
brother's history and his resulting 
condition and we are in unanimous 
agreement that my plan bears 
significant merit.

TERRY
(concerned)

But a steak knife under his mattress? 
How can you call that a breakthrough 
or a sign of progress? Doesn't that 
mean he's still a danger to himself?

DOCTOR SINGH
Yes, certainly, but the fact that he 
didn't use the knife-

(smiles confidently)
Therein lays the breakthrough.

TERRY
That seems a little weak, Doc.

DOCTOR SINGH
For a healthy mind, yes, but for your 
brother it would be like me asking you 
not to think of a pink elephant if I 
say 'pink elephant.' You can't help
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but involuntarily picture one in your 
mind. What your brother did was very 
deliberately place a pink elephant 
under his pillow and then not think 
about it. You see?

TERRY
Believe it or not, I actually got 
that.

DOCTOR SINGH
Now, I just need you to trust me and 
follow my lead. Did you bring what I 
asked?

TERRY
Yeah. I left it at the nurses' station 
like you told me to.

DOCTOR SINGH
(standing up)

Excellent, I am going to go on in now 
and talk to him. I want you to bring 
it to the observation room and wait 
for me to call you in. A wave from me 
to you through the mirror will be your 
signal.

TERRY
(standing up)

I trust you, Doc. Let's try this.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INTERVIEW ROOM B - DAY

The room has stark white walls. A large mirror takes up most 
of the wall opposite of the door. There is a white folding 
table sitting in the middle of the room and two chairs.

FRANCIS TOWER, 45, sits in the lone chair. His hair is 
unkempt and he has a three day growth of beard on his chin. 
Underneath the scruffy appearance is a handsome face and sad 
eyes.

Francis is leaning back, looking relaxed. He looks at the 
mirror and cocks his head. He gives a half-wave to his 
reflected image.

The door behind him opens and Dr. Singh enters. Francis 
starts to stand, but the doctor waves the gesture off.
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DOCTOR SINGH
(sitting down across from Francis)

Good afternoon, Francis. Sorry for the 
wait, I was conferring with a 
colleague.

FRANCIS
About me or some other loon?

DOCTOR SINGH
(frown replaces smile)

Yes, as a matter of fact, about you. 
And you know I don't appreciate that 
term.

FRANCIS
(looking ashamed)

Sorry, Dr. Singh.
(Francis gestures to the mirror)

Behind the mirror?

DOCTOR SINGH
(smile returning)

The mirror? What about the mirror?

FRANCIS
(shaking his head)

Never mind, it's nothing.

DOCTOR SINGH
(still smiling but serious tone)

Would you happen to know why I wanted 
to talk to you today?

FRANCIS
(carefully measuring his words)

I think I have a pretty good idea. I'd 
have to say it's about the steak knife 
the orderly found in my room, right?

DOCTOR SINGH
Yeah, that's right, the steak knife.

FRANCIS
(shrugging)

No harm, no foul.

DOCTOR SINGH
(serious)

Well, that is sort of what I wanted to 
talk to you about. No harm to you,
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that is. You had the knife in your 
room for three days, did you not?

FRANCIS
(feigned surprise)

How can you be sure it was only three 
days?

DOCTOR SINGH
(sighing)

Tuesday was-

FRANCIS
(interrupting)

Steak night. The orderly found the 
knife this morning. I get it. Yeah, I 
had it for three days.

DOCTOR SINGH
Don't you see how significant this is 
in terms of recovery? Can you see how 
this can be viewed as a sign of great 
progress?

FRANCIS
(confused)

Significant progress? How so?

DOCTOR SINGH
Over the three years that you have 
been with us, you have attempted 
suicide on at least eleven separate 
occasions.

FRANCIS
Well, most of those were during the 
first year or so. Do you see the 
reduction in attempts as a sign of 
recovery?

DOCTOR SINGH
No. The reduction in attempts is 
because you have been on twenty-four 
hour suicide watch for most of your 
stay. The frequency of your attempts 
diminished as we gained an 
understanding of your habits and 
learned to recognize the warning signs 
concerning your behavior. Even those 
with erratic behavior have patterns. 
Nobody is completely unpredictable.
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You have been fortunate. As you are 
well aware from your time with us we 
don't always catch on in time, you 
know.

Francis' neutral expression twists into a scowl.

FRANCIS
(harsh and cold)

Yes, your staff does seem to know what 
I'm going to do before I know I'm 
going to do it, sometimes. So, what's 
the point? I've stopped being a 
challenge or something? Do I need to 
spice it up some? Make your jobs more 
interesting?

DOCTOR SINGH
(sad and pained)

What I'm trying to get at is that you 
had the knife in your possession for 
three days and made no attempts to end 
your life. It's been a long time since 
you had such an opportunity, and you 
didn't take it. I think you can 
understand why I view this as 
significant.

FRANCIS
(grunts)

Wrong, Doc. I thought about it a lot. 
And I had the knife out several times 
intending to do it.

DOCTOR SINGH
There is nothing dangerous in thinking 
about it or even preparing to do it. 
People who have experienced far less 
trauma than you can have suicidal 
thoughts and even act out the first 
preparatory acts of suicide; the 
planning, acquiring the essential 
equipment, and so on. You didn't so 
much as scratch yourself with the 
knife. I think I know why you didn't 
use it.

Dr. Singh lets out a deep breath through his smile.

DOCTOR SINGH
What activity do we have you scheduled
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for later today?

Francis' face lights up for a beat.

FRANCIS
(happier)

It's pet therapy day. You know that. 
You scheduled me for it yourself.

DOCTOR SINGH
(holding back a bigger smile)

I looked over the attendance record 
for pet therapy day. I noticed that 
you have not only attended every 
session I have scheduled for you, but 
you have also requested to be present 
for additional sessions on several 
occasions. I even learned you bribed 
other patients with desserts and packs 
of cigarettes in exchange for the 
extra time slots they had acquired. 
According to Martin, you gave up a 
week of desserts in exchange for two 
of his hours.

Francis looks a little embarrassed.

FRANCIS
Old Martin has a motormouth.

Dr. Singh raises his dark black eyebrows.

DOCTOR SINGH
It is my professional opinion, 
Francis, that the reason you stashed 
the knife under your mattress instead 
of making a suicide attempt at the 
first possible opportunity is that you 
look forward to the time you spend 
with the animals. What do you think of 
that?

Francis allows a small grin to spread across his face.

FRANCIS
Uh, I don't know, Dr. Singh. I do look 
forward to seeing the animals, but-

DOCTOR SINGH
(interrupting)

And that-
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(Dr. Singh waves toward the mirror)
is why I have decided to discharge you 
under your brother's supervision. 
Congratulations, Francis.

Francis freezes. He looks like a wild animal caught in the 
headlights of an oncoming car.

FRANCIS
(stammering)

Now hold on. Wait just a minute, Doc! 
I'm not ready to leave. I can't be 
alone! I- what if I- when I'm alone-

DOCTOR SINGH
(interrupting)

I didn't say you would leave here 
alone and I'm doubly encouraged by 
your reluctance to leave and for the 
fear you are showing for your own 
life. When was the last time you 
feared for your life, Francis?

Francis stares open-mouth at Doctor Singh. He looks like he 
might say something when the door behind him opens again.

Francis turns around to see Terry enter the room carrying a 
small wired cage with a hamster inside. It is running on a 
wheel like it was being pursued by little demons of its own.

                                                      CUT TO: 

EXT. BUSY STREET - DAY

The streets are bustling with activity. Cars race by on the 
road and the sidewalks are crowded with people. It is NOISY 
and HOT. Francis is walking down the sidewalk. His hair is 
meticulously styled and his clothes are name brand. He is 
carrying a brown take-out sack from a burger joint and a 
large bag that reads "Sycamore Pet Emporium" with a logo of a 
smiling non-breed specific canine.

LAWRENCE MCPHEE, 50, sits on the corner begging passerby's 
for change. He is homeless and filthy. His hair is scraggly 
and his beard is waving around all over the place.

With Lawrence is a cute, but uncared for mixed-breed of a dog 
wearing a leash around it's neck. The other end of the leash 
is wrapped around a brown paper bottle containing whiskey in 
Lawrence's pocket. The dog catches Francis' eye as he is 
about to pass. Lawrence sees him looking at his dog.



                                                          9. 

Created using Celtx                                          

LAWRENCE
(holding his hand out)

Hey, buddy. Have any spare change? I'd 
like to get something to eat.

Francis sets his Sycamore Pet Emporium bag down and pets the 
dog.

FRANCIS
(opening the take out bag)

I don't have any money to give you, 
but I have a cheeseburger the dog is 
welcomed to.

Francis pulls out a cheeseburger and gives it to the dog.

FRANCIS
(petting the dog)

Poor little guy, you like that? When's 
the last time you ate? Huh?

Lawrence watches in disbelief as Francis feeds the dog and 
wads up his take-out bag and throws it in a trashcan.

LAWRENCE
Hey, man? What the hell? What about 
me?

FRANCIS
(confused by the question)

What about you?

LAWRENCE
Do you have another burger? The dog 
isn't the only one that hasn't eaten 
in a while.

FRANCIS
(shrugs)

I just had the one.

LAWRENCE
(angrily standing up)

What kind of asshole are you? You'll 
give the mutt something, but not me?

FRANCIS
(staring at Lawrence unblinking)

What kind of asshole am I?
(pointing at the leash)

If you didn't have the dog tied down
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he could find his own food. You're 
holding him back and forcing him to go 
hungry. What's your excuse? You're the 
asshole from where I'm standing.

LAWRENCE
(yelling)

You son of a bitch! You think you're 
better than me or something? You got 
no right to talk to me that way!

People are watching now. Some are filming it on phones. The 
dog begins growling at Lawrence.

FRANCIS
(yelling back)

Oh, is that right? So you're saying 
you have the right to let your dog 
suffer and starve because you're a 
lazy boozehound?

Lawrence stumbles back a step at the sudden ferocity in 
Francis' voice.

FRANCIS
(still yelling)

It's your right to harass strangers on 
the street; minding their own 
business? But I don't have the right 
to call you out on your bullshit? I 
don't have the right to call a 
worthless scumbag a scumbag?

Lawrence looks around, shaking his head from side to side. He 
slaps himself on the back of his head a few times.

FRANCIS
(looking at the dog)

How about this, why don't you just 
untie the dog, then you can crawl 
under a refrigerator box and die 
somewhere. Do yourself, the dog, and 
everyone in this city a favor.

Lawrence starts to shake with rage. His face turns red and 
spittle drips from the corner of his mouth.

LAWRENCE
(grabbing Francis by his shirt)

You rat bastard son of a bitch, I'm 
gonna' stomp the shit outta' your
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motherfuckin' ass!

Francis tries shoving Lawrence away from him, but the man has 
a solid grip on him. The dog begins BARKING loudly. During 
the scuffle the bottle falls out of Lawrence's pocket, 
shattering on the ground.

FRANCIS
(grappling with Lawrence)

Get your hands off me!

The dog attacks Lawrence, biting his leg and growling.

LAWRENCE
(yelping in pain)

Fuckin' traitor!

Lawrence kicks the dog, sending it whimpering away.

FRANCIS
(fighting with renewed fury)

Leave the dog alone!

Lawrence punches Francis squarely in the jaw. Francis' head 
is rocked back by the blow.

Lawrence sees a cab speeding through the street toward them. 
His eyes narrow in vicious glee as he shoves Francis out on 
the road. Francis stumbles in the path of the oncoming cab.

The cab driver steps on the brakes. The tires SCREECH on the 
car. The cab slams into Francis and he is flung up on the 
hood and bounced off the windshield. He lands in the road and 
lies still. People GASP.

The cab driver, a Middle Eastern man, jumps out of the car 
and rushes around to kneel next to Francis.

CAB DRIVER
(concerned)

Are you okay? Sir? Sir!

Francis' eyes flutter open and closed a few times.

FRANCIS
(losing consciousness)

Leave the dog alone-

                                                      CUT TO: 
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INT. HOSPITAL WAITING ROOM - DAY

The waiting room is crowded with people of all races and 
ailments. Two receptionists sit at their desks behind glass 
windows busily filling out forms and making calls.

OFFICER CHAVEZ, 48, is standing next to the front door. 
Officer Chavez is a muscular Hispanic man dressed in an NYPD 
uniform.

Terry Tower enters the hospital. He is dressed in an 
expensive suit. He rushes toward Officer Chavez.

TERRY
(worried)

Officer Chavez?

OFFICER CHAVEZ
Yes, sir. Mr. Tower?

TERRY
Yeah. How's my brother?

OFFICER CHAVEZ
Your brother's gonna' be okay. He's 
pretty banged up though and they're 
running some more tests on him.

TERRY
What the hell happened?

OFFICER CHAVEZ
(pulling out a notebook)

Well, we received one and a half 
versions of the story-

TERRY
(interrupting and confused)

One and a half? What do you mean?

OFFICER CHAVEZ
Mr. McPhee, that would be the homeless 
man, claimed that your brother tried 
to steal his dog which resulted in a 
struggle that caused your brother to 
go stumbling into the street.

TERRY
(snorting)

That's ridiculous!
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OFFICER CHAVEZ
I'm inclined to agree with you, sir, 
and I've stated so in my report. This 
was my first encounter with the 
transient, but McPhee is no stranger 
to the department. He's been charged 
with harassment and public 
intoxication on several occasions and 
has served time for assault.

TERRY
(sighs deeply)

I assume the half version of what 
happened came from my brother?

OFFICER CHAVEZ
Correct, sir. For a wronged party he 
offered very little in the way of 
information. He refused to elaborate 
on what led to the incident and he 
doesn't wish to press charges against 
Mr. McPhee. It was all I could do just 
to get him to tell me his name and 
then get him in the ambulance. Even 
with his injuries his only concerns 
were his shopping bags and wanting to 
go home.

TERRY
(mumbling)

That doesn't surprise me.

OFFICER CHAVEZ
Sir?

TERRY
Ah- nothing. I suppose if my brother 
doesn't want to press charges then we 
ought to let it go. Once he makes up 
his mind there's really no use in 
talking to him.

OFFICER CHAVEZ
Charges won't be up to him. The PA 
will review my report and the 
evidence, if they decide charges are 
warranted then they'll press them.

TERRY
(serious)

Officer, you'd have to know my
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brother. You see, he has an- um- a 
condition. He dislikes interacting 
with people and never leaves his 
neighborhood. Legal action would 
require that he appear in a courtroom, 
there's no way in hell he'd go along 
with that. It really is best for 
everyone if we just let it go.

OFFICER CHAVEZ
(thinking for a beat)

If you believe he can't be encouraged 
to testify, then I'll make a note of 
that in my report. That may be enough 
to cause the PA to overlook all of 
this. The city is trying to keep costs 
down these days.

TERRY
(relieved)

Thank you for your time, but I assure 
you that this is the end of the 
matter. I, we, appreciate all of your 
help. Thank you very much for waiting 
here for me. I'd like to get in and 
see my brother now.

OFFICER CHAVEZ
(pointing past the reception desk)

You can find your brother straight 
down the hall, third examination room 
on the left.

(handing Terry a business card)
If he changes his mind, be sure to 
give me a call. This is my contact 
information.

(seriously)
Please, ask the other Mr. Tower to be 
careful out there. He's not the only 
one on the streets with a condition.

TERRY
Thank you, officer. I will.

Terry walks past the reception desk down the hall.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. HOSPITAL EXAM ROOM - DAY

Francis sits on a paper-covered examination table with a
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hospital gown half-on his body. He has a bandage over the 
back of his neck and he is holding his RIGHT arm up in the 
air while a NURSE is taping up his right side where his ribs 
are. He has a LARGE UGLY BRUISE on his left side from his hip 
to his knee.

NURSE
(finishing taping his ribs)

Okay, Mr. Tower. You can put your arm 
back through the gown now.

Francis lowers his arm and allows the nurse to guide it 
through the gown. There are no overt signs of any discomfort.

There is a knock on the door before it is slowly opened.

TERRY
(peeking his head in the room)

Hey, big brother. How are you feeling.

Terry steps in the room as he finishes talking.

Francis shrugs.

NURSE
Your brother is going to be sore for 
several weeks and he's going to have 
some trouble getting around. He's not 
feeling anything right now though; he 
has some pretty strong painkillers 
flowing around in there.

TERRY
Thank you, nurse. Can I have a minute 
with him when you're done.

NURSE
We just finished up. I'll leave you 
two alone while I get the doctor to 
sign off on his pain meds.

The nurse leaves the room.

Francis stares straight ahead of him while Terry shifts on 
his feet.

It is quiet for a beat then-

TERRY
(softly)

Francis? What the hell happened?
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FRANCIS
(calmly)

Nothing, really. I fed a dog a 
cheeseburger; the dog's owner got 
pissed, and pushed me in front of a 
taxi. Now I have four cracked ribs and 
my left thigh is bruised to the femur, 
from the hip to the knee.

(short sigh)
They said they'd give me a cane. Oh, 
and six stitches on the back of my 
head.

(thoughtfully)
Not much blood, though.

TERRY
(gently)

Come on, he didn't push you just for 
feeding the dog. What got him all 
riled up?

FRANCIS
(looking at Terry and shrugging)

I just told him the truth; pointed out 
that he was inferior to his dog.

TERRY
(deep sigh)

Well, that would do it. You ready to 
get out of here? I talked to the doc 
before I came in and he said you were 
good to go once the nurse was done.

FRANCIS
Yeah, I'm ready. I didn't want to come 
here in the first place, but that 
large police officer made me.

TERRY
Well, it's his job.

FRANCIS
I know.

(pointing to a closet)
They put my things in there.

TERRY
(walking to the closet)

What things?
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FRANCIS
Some pet supplies. A water bottle and 
some vitamin supplements were smashed 
under the taxi tires, so we have to 
make a pit stop at the Emporium on the 
way to my apartment.

TERRY
(opening the closet)

You're lucky it wasn't your head that 
got smashed. Don't worry we can stop 
on the way.

FRANCIS
(standing up)

I'm not worried. Can you go in for me? 
I'll write down what I need if you'll 
go in for me. I'm starting to feel a 
little sore, besides, that teenager is 
working the counter today. She always 
asks too many damned questions about 
things that don't concern her.

TERRY
(gathering up Francis' stuff)

Like what?

FRANCIS
Like if I'm having a good day or not.

TERRY
(stops his task for a beat then-)

Sure, Francis. I'll go in for you.

FRANCIS
Thank you, Terry. And hurry, please. I 
have a lot to do.

Terry turns around and tosses Francis a pair of pants.

TERRY
Sure, brother. We'll hurry.

                                                      CUT TO: 

EXT. FRANCIS' APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY

The apartment building is a well maintained 5-story brick 
structure. Four steps lead up to the double-door entrance. 
The number "517" is clearly marked above the door.
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Several people are walking by on the street. It is a bustling 
neighborhood.

An expensive white sedan with tinted windows pulls into a 
parking space marked LANDLORD and the engine shuts off.

Terry exits the driver side and opens the passenger door for 
Francis. Francis exits the car slowly with the help of his 
new cane.

Terry helps Francis to the sidewalk then returns to open the 
trunk of his car. Terry heaves out two large, plastic sacks - 
each bearing Pet Emporium's logo.

TERRY
(nods at his brother)

You ready, Francis? This isn't going 
to be a walk in the park.

FRANCIS
(walking toward the entry stairs)

I'm ready.

TERRY
(concerned)

Just take it slow and easy. No rush.

FRANCIS
I know. Are you sure you can carry the 
bags?

TERRY
(grumbling)

I got them. You just worry about 
carrying your carcass up those steps.

FRANCIS
(half-turning)

Are you pissed off about something?

TERRY
(gentler)

No. No, big brother, I'm not. Sorry. I 
just don't care for all the stairs.

FRANCIS
(looking up to the top floor)

I guess I'm just used to them.
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TERRY
(his face lightening up)

Hey, we could install an elevator! It 
would raise the value of the building 
and-

FRANCIS
(interrupting)

No. This is fine.

Francis opens the doors and walks through. Terry follows 
behind him carrying the bags.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FIRST FLOOR OF FRANCIS' APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY

The inside floor has clean, white tile. There is a short 
hallway on the left side of the room that leads to a set of 
stairs. Directly across from the front door is a white wall 
with locked mailboxes.

Francis walks slowly down the short hallway. Terry is right 
behind him. Francis turns to his left to go up the stairs. 
Terry shifts the bags in his arms.

FRANCIS
Move it.

TERRY
Hey? These things are heavier than 
they look.

FRANCIS
Not you-

(he points to someone off-screen)
Her.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FIRST FLOOR STAIRWELL - DAY

The stairwell is clean and well lit.

CHAVA LEE, 13, sits on the fifth step up. She is Korean and 
has bright, intelligent eyes. Her face is devoid of make-up 
and she is dressed in blue jeans and is wearing a light 
colored shirt.

Francis is staring down at Chava. Chava is staring meekly 
back up at him. She is holding a book in her lap. Chava isn't
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taking up much space on the step, but Francis would have to 
turn sideways to get past her.

Terry comes up behind Francis and looks over his shoulder.

TERRY
(looking from Chava to Francis)

Come off it, Francis!
(to Chava)

Hi, little lady. Could you move so he 
can get past? He's not feeling very 
well.

CHAVA
(quietly)

Sure.

Chava stands up and moves to the edge of the step she is on.

TERRY
(to Chava)

Thanks!

Francis and Terry slowly walk by Chava. She sits back down.

                                                      CUT TO: 

EXT. FRANCIS' APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY

It is much later in the day. There are a lot of people 
walking in front of the building. Chava is sitting on the 
bottom step reading. The door behind her opens and Terry 
walks out. Chava turns as Terry comes down the stairs.

TERRY
(apologetically)

Sorry about that, hon. You must think 
he's pretty rude, huh?

CHAVA
Yeah, but that's the most I've ever 
heard him talk.

TERRY
(surprised)

He's talked to you before?

CHAVA
No. I used to say hi when I saw him, 
but he never answered. I gave up after 
a couple of months. Everyone in the
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building thinks he's crazy.
(she starts reading again)

He just walks up and down the stairs 
once a day or so carrying those bags 
with the smiling dog.

TERRY
(sitting down on the steps)

Nah, he's not crazy. He's just had 
some problems and he's not very good 
around people. I've known him my whole 
life and he doesn't even talk to me 
all that much. He wasn't always like 
this though.

Chava looks back at Terry. Terry is staring off at something 
in the distance, remembering a different brother.

TERRY
So, which apartment do you live in?

CHAVA
My mom and I live in 101. Sometimes 
her boyfriend stays with us, but not a 
lot here lately.

TERRY
Ah, you must be Susan Lee's daughter. 
Right?

CHAVA
(surprised)

Yeah. I'm Chava Lee.

Terry takes in Chava's appearance for a beat then-

TERRY
Um- So- your name?

CHAVA
(sighing at the explanation she 
always has to give)

You're not the first person to ask. My 
mom loves musicals. Fiddler on the 
Roof is her favorite. So- How do you 
know my mom?

TERRY
(smiling)

I'm Terrance- Terry Tower. The guy who 
was limping up the steps is my
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brother, Francis. We own the building.
(chuckling)

Well, he does officially, but I 
remember looking over your mom's 
rental application and she came by my 
office to sign the lease and pick up 
the keys.

CHAVA
He's our landlord? But he's never even 
talked to us.

TERRY
Like I said, he's not good with 
people.

(silence for a beat then-)
What are you doing sitting out here 
anyway?

CHAVA
My mom's sleeping. She works nights. 
She doesn't like me going anywhere by 
myself and I don't like sitting in the 
apartment being quiet while she 
sleeps. So, I just sit out here and 
talk to the neighbors when I see them. 
Everyone is pretty nice.

(she gestures toward the roof)
Well, almost everyone.

Terry and Chava stare at each other for a beat then-

They both giggle.

CHAVA
It's not so boring when school's going 
on, but with it being summer vacation 
there's nothing much to do.

TERRY
(thinking)

You must get pretty bored by yourself.

CHAVA
(groaning)

Yeah! And it's only the first week out 
of school.

TERRY
(standing up)

Hang in there Chava. It's been nice
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talking to you. I'm sorry again for my 
brother's rudeness. But keep on saying 
hi to him. Just 'cause he acts like 
that doesn't mean we have to, right?

CHAVA
(smiling up at Terry)

That's right, Mr. Tower.

TERRY
(smiling)

Call me Terry if you want. Tell your 
mom I said hello.

CHAVA
Okay. See you Mr. Tow- Terry.

Terry gets in his car and waves as he pulls away.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. TERRY'S STUDY - NIGHT

Terry sits behind a large, fancy desk. He is on the phone 
with Francis.

FRANCIS (O.S.)
I'm telling you, I don't need anyone. 
So just drop it!

TERRY
(stern)

I'm well aware that's what you think. 
But face it, you're hurt; hobbled 
even! How often do you go to the pet 
store?

FRANCIS (O.S.)
Almost everyday. You know that.

TERRY
Almost every day. That's a lot of 
walking up and down those stairs. How 
are you going to carry bags up those 
stairs in the shape you're in?

FRANCIS (O.S.)
(quietly)

I'll manage.
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TERRY
Oh, yeah? And how are you going to do 
all your work, huh? The cleaning? The 
feeding? There's no way you can keep 
up with it in your condition.

FRANCIS (O.S.)
(angry)

I'll manage that too!

TERRY
(stern)

No, I don't think you will. You need 
someone to help you. At least until 
you're back to your old self. Besides, 
it will do you some good to have some 
company up there! Some human company 
for a change.

FRANCIS (O.S.)
And if I refuse? I'm not a goddamned 
child you know. I'm a forty-five-year- 
old man. And contrary to what 
everyone, including you, thinks, I'm 
perfectly sane and capable of taking 
care of myself.

TERRY
I don't think you're insane. But I do 
know that you're sick. And you know it 
too. Sick and now temporarily 
disabled. You're getting a helper. 
That's all there is to it.

FRANCIS (O.S.)
(yelling)

I don't need a fucking helper. They'd 
just get in my way. I won't allow you 
to come in here and mess everything 
up.

TERRY
(standing up from his desk. Angry)

You won't allow? Do I need to remind 
you you're released under my 
supervision? One phone call and I can 
have you back in that hospital with 
Doctor Singh and Old Martin and the 
therapy sessions and the meds and the 
suicide watch. Don't think I won't do 
it- one call.
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(beat)
Now, what's it going to be?

There is silence for a few beats then-

FRANCIS (O.S.)
(defeated)

Fine, Terry, fine. You don't have to 
hold the supervision bullshit over my 
head.

(beat)
What's your plan?

TERRY
(visibly relaxing)

I think I have the perfect person in 
mind. Big brother, you're going to 
hate this, but I need you to cooperate 
with me. Listen-

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. THE LEE'S APARTMENT - DAY

The apartment is clean and tidy. The living room area is 
sparsely furnished. The TV is outdated and turned off. There 
is a photograph of a smiling Korean man hanging in the living 
room. The picture frame has a black ribbon running diagonally 
across the photo.

There is loud KNOCK on the door.

SUSAN LEE, 34, walks from the hallway to the door. She is an 
attractive Korean woman dressed in a white maids uniform with 
PARAMOUNT HOTEL embroidered across the back.

Susan peers through the peephole for a beat before opening 
the door. Terry stands on the other side of the door. He is 
dressed in another expensive looking suit.

SUSAN
(eyeing Terry up and down)

Can I help you?

TERRY
(apologetic)

I'm sorry if I caught you at a bad 
time. I'm looking for Chava.
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SUSAN
(suspicious)

That's my daughter.

TERRY
Yes. You're Susan Lee. We've met.

Susan stares at Terry for a beat then-

SUSAN
(recognition dawning)

You're our landlord. Mr. Tower, right? 
How can I help you?

TERRY
Yeah, that's me, but you can call me 
Terry. I'm really sorry to bother you.

SUSAN
No, it's fine, really. I was just 
getting ready for work and wasn't 
expecting anyone.

(motions Terry inside)
Chava's in her room. Why do you need 
to see her? Has she been bothering the 
other tenants? I've asked her to leave 
the old folks alone.

Terry enters the apartment, shutting the door behind him.

TERRY
(waving her worries away)

Nothing like that at all. Actually, 
I'd like to speak to both of you if 
you could spare a moment or two.

SUSAN
Uh- sure. Have a seat and I'll get 
her.

Susan walks down the hallway while Terry sits on the love 
seat.

Susan returns with Chava in tow after a beat.

CHAVA
(cautious)

Terry? Um- you wanted to talk to me, 
to us, about something?
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TERRY
(smiling)

Hi, again. Yeah, I wanted to run 
something by you and your mother. 
Please, have a seat. It'll only take a 
minute.

The Lees sit on the sofa.

TERRY
(picking his words carefully)

You both know my brother; he lives up 
on the fifth floor.

CHAVA
(nodding)

Yes. I was wondering what happened to 
him? Why was he using a cane?

TERRY
He had sort of an accident yesterday. 
Actually, well, he was hit by a taxi. 
And that's what I wanted to talk to 
you two about.

SUSAN
(surprised)

That's terrible. And I don't mean to 
sound cold, but what does that have to 
do with us?

TERRY
Well, Mrs. Lee-

SUSAN
(interrupting)

Please, call me Susan.

TERRY
Well, Susan, you're right; it isn't 
your problem in the least. What I 
wanted to talk to you about is a job; 
jobs actually, for both of you.

SUSAN
I have a job already. It doesn't pay 
much, but still-

TERRY
(interrupting)

Chava would actually be doing most of
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the work. I was just going to ask if 
you could do a little cooking and some 
light housework for Francis. Chava 
would be doing errands and helping my 
brother with his hobby.

SUSAN
Light housework? Doesn't he use the 
whole fifth floor? That's a huge area.

TERRY
(nodding)

True, and the roof, but Francis' 
actual living area is very small; one 
room where he sleeps and a kitchen and 
bathroom, but he is very tidy. The 
rest of the space is dedicated to his 
hobby. That would be Chava's 
department.

(to Susan)
I'm prepared to pay you two-hundred 
and fifty dollars a week to cook him 
at least one hot meal a day and pick 
up after him in his living space. If 
he takes to the home cooking and isn't 
opposed to more meals, I'll up the 
pay.

(glancing at Chava then to Susan)
As for Chava, that's going to be much 
more work. I just thought that seeing 
as it's summer vacation and she needs 
somewhere to be during the day while 
you sleep after your shifts, she could 
make some money. I'll start her off at 
three-hundred a week.

CHAVA
(excited)

Three-hundred a week!

SUSAN
(skeptical)

Wait, Chava, wait; what exactly would 
she have to do up there? I mean, you 
keep mentioning your brother's hobby. 
Could you be more specific? That's a 
lot of money to pay a kid to help with 
model airplanes or scrapbooking.

Terry leans forward in his seat and lets out a sigh. He looks 
from Susan to Chava and then back to Susan.
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TERRY
Well, it isn't exactly a hobby in the 
strictest sense. It's actually a form 
of therapy that has sort of- um- sort 
of ballooned.

SUSAN
(a little alarmed)

Therapy? What's wrong with him 
exactly? You said he wasn't dangerous.

TERRY
(defensive)

He's not dangerous, not at all. Not to 
others. He's a danger to himself. I 
mean he was a danger to himself. He 
has pets.

(scratching his neck)
Taking care of the pets helps him cope 
with his problems. The welfare of the 
animals, the feeding, the cleaning, 
the caring, it gives him a focus, 
something to care about, something 
besides the desire to- well, to do 
himself harm.

Susan and Chava look at each other for a beat to take in what 
Terry has said.

SUSAN
(considering)

Oh. Wow, I don't know. It's a generous 
offer, but-

CHAVA
(excited and wide-eyed)

Hold on. You want to pay me three- 
hundred dollars a week to help him 
take care of some pets. What, does he 
have rattlesnakes or black widow 
spiders up there?

TERRY
(uncertain)

No! Well, maybe.
(shrugging)

I'm not sure. It's just that he has a 
lot of pets.

(to Chava)
You've seen him with the bags of pet 
supplies? He goes to the Sycamore Pet
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Emporium almost daily. He spends his 
time taking care of the animals and, 
with his injuries, he's going to need 
help. You'll also have to go to the 
grocery store for him, but that won't 
be more than once a week or so. He 
gets most of his food delivered. If he 
has any dangerous animals up there, 
you won't have to get anywhere near 
them. I guarantee that.

CHAVA
(intrigued)

How many pets exactly?

TERRY
(spreading his arms)

I really don't know. He doesn't invite 
people into that part of the 
apartment, and I haven't been in there 
for some time now.

(his spiel over)
So, what do you think? Try it out? If 
it is too much for you we can call it 
off, no hard feelings. We can even 
deduct most or all of the money you 
make from your rent. However you want 
to do it.

Chava and her mother look at each other, their eyebrows 
arching quizzically, before Chava finally turns and smiles at 
Terry.

CHAVA
(beaming)

When do we start?

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FRANCIS' LIVING AREA - NIGHT

The kitchen and living room area are an open floor plan.

The living room holds an easy chair with an end table on each 
side of it. One end table is piled with National Geographic 
magazines and the other holds an ash tray, a sturdy metal 
reading lamp, and a pack of cigarettes. There is a modern 
stereo system resting against the wall the front door is on. 
Another door leads deeper into Francis' apartment.

The kitchen area is sparse and spotless. On top of the fridge
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is arranged a row of sliced white bread loaves and a stack of 
corn flake cereal boxes.

Francis sits at the table smoking. On top of the table is 
another ashtray that's full of butts, another pack of 
cigarettes, and another lighter. His cane rests across his 
lap. Francis is taking drag after drag off the cigarette 
while drumming on the table with his free hand.

There is a LOUD KNOCK on his door. Francis jumps in his seat. 
He looks at his watch.

FRANCIS
(yelling)

You're twenty-minutes early, Terry.

TERRY (O.S.)
(from outside the door)

Couldn't be helped, big brother! Can I 
come in?

FRANCIS
(loudly)

Sure, why not. I can't stop you.

Francis snuffs out his cigarette and grabs his cane while a 
key jingles in his lock. He stands up as the door opens and 
Terry enters, followed by Susan and Chava.

TERRY
(smiling and cheerful)

Hey, Francis! This is Susan and Chava 
Lee from 101 downstairs. They'll be 
helping you while you heal up.

FRANCIS
(eyes going wide)

This is two people? Why two people, 
Terry? You said a helper, not helpers.

Terry's cheerful demeanor slips for a beat. He opens his 
mouth to speak, but Susan is faster.

SUSAN
(friendly)

I'm going to do some cooking and 
cleaning for you, Mr. Tower. Or should 
I call you Francis? Or Frank, maybe?

FRANCIS
I don't care.
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(flustered)
Francis- or Mr. Tower-

(confused)
Frank? No. I-

SUSAN
(pressing her verbal advantage)

What time do you usually get up in the 
morning?

FRANCIS
Uh- six-thirty.

(to Terry)
Terry, I don't need-

SUSAN
(interrupting)

Perfect! I finish my shift at the 
hotel at seven. I'll come straight 
here and get you fixed up.

FRANCIS
(surprised)

But, I-

SUSAN
(triumphant)

I have to hurry off to work now, but 
I'll see you bright and early 
tomorrow, Francis.

Susan snatches Francis' free hand and gives it a few quick 
shakes before turning her attention to her daughter.

SUSAN
(to CHAVA)

I'll see you in the morning too, 
Chava. Dinner is in the fridge. 
Remember to keep the door locked and 
don't answer it for anyone. Love you, 
baby.

(she opens the door and heads out)
See you, Terry.

FRANCIS
(flabbergasted)

Terry? What? You said you were getting 
me a helper, not- not a staff! Not a- 
a- maid- two people?
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CHAVA
(scrunching up her nose at Francis)

She's not your maid, Francis.

FRANCIS
(confused to Terry)

Terry?
(miffed to Chava)

What, hey! You call me Mr. Tower.

TERRY
Well, she's not officially your maid. 
I asked her if she could cook you a 
meal or two and clean up after you. 
The cleaning should be pretty minimal.

(looking at the bare apartment)
She won't be up here for very long.

FRANCIS
(recognition dawning)

Hey!
(pointing at Chava)

You're the kid from the steps!

CHAVA
Yeah, the one you never say 'hi' to. 
Nice to meet you, Mr. Tower. Do you 
have rattlesnakes up here?

FRANCIS
(lighting a cigarette)

Rattlesnakes, what? No, I don't have-

TERRY
Francis, uh, maybe you shouldn't smoke 
around the girl, huh?

Francis lurches to his kitchen chair using his cane, blowing 
smoke the whole way.

FRANCIS
(glaring at Terry)

Feel free to leave, Terry.
(pointing at CHAVA)

And you can take her with you!

TERRY
(gentler)

Okay, man, don't get nasty.
(to Chava)

He only smokes in here. He doesn't
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smoke around his pets.

CHAVA
(upbeat)

It's okay, Terry. I don't mind the 
smoke, really.

FRANCIS
(muttering)

How convenient for everyone.

TERRY
(sighing)

Francis, remember what we talked 
about. Cut the old codger bullshit.

(then gently)
Chava's here to help you, not to be 
your personal whipping post. You're 
better than this, big brother. Act 
like it.

FRANCIS
(embarrassed)

Okay, okay. It's just all so- so new.

TERRY
(relieved)

I know it is. But you can do this.
(nodding towards Chava)

How about you give Chava a tour? Maybe 
give her an idea of what she's going 
to need to do?

FRANCIS
(shaking his head 'no')

Everything's been done for the day.
(to Chava)

Uh, but in the morning; come up in the 
morning after your mom is done here. 
Is that okay, um- Chava?

CHAVA
(disappointed)

Sure thing.
(face lights back up)

I'll be looking forward to it!

It is quiet for a beat then-

TERRY
I'm going to walk Chava back to her
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apartment. I'll talk to you tomorrow, 
big brother. Take it easy, okay?

FRANCIS
Okay, Terry.

Terry and Chava walk to the door.

CHAVA
(while exiting)

Tomorrow morning!

Francis watches Chava leave. His expression is full of worry.

Terry takes in his brother's expression for a beat then-

TERRY
(giving Francis a thumbs up)

It'll be fine, Francis.

Terry closes the door behind him as he exits. Francis drags 
on his cigarette even faster.

FRANCIS
(while flicking ashes)

Right. Fine!

                                                      CUT TO: 

EXT. FRANCIS' APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY

Susan pulls into her parking space. There is a lot of people 
walking by the building. One of them is Lawrence McPhee. 
Lawrence is still ruddy, but he is dressed in a different set 
of clothes, he blends in easily with the crowd.

Susan gets out of her car and grabs a grocery bag. She is 
wearing her hotel uniform. She walks in the building.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FRANCIS' LIVING AREA - DAY

Francis is sitting at his kitchen table. Susan, still wearing 
her hotel uniform, sets a plate of scrambled eggs in front of 
him and a glass of orange juice.

FRANCIS
(confused)

What's this?
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SUSAN
(grinning)

You've never seen scrambled eggs 
before?

FRANCIS
Yes, but I don't have eggs here.

SUSAN
You do now. Your brother filled me in 
on what you usually eat; corn flakes 
and cheeseburgers? That's it? How do 
you even survive on that?

FRANCIS
(crossing his arms over his chest)

I'm sitting here, aren't I? It can't 
be too bad for me. I eat to live, not 
live to eat.

SUSAN
(rolling her eyes)

I can't argue with that logic. Anyway, 
your brother gave me some money for 
groceries before we came up to see you 
last night.

(motioning toward his plate)
I picked up a few different things on 
the way here this morning. Terry said 
you'd be stubborn, but why not just 
give the food a chance? Who knows, 
maybe you'll like it.

FRANCIS
(grumpy)

I see.

SUSAN
(grinning)

A thank you wouldn't kill you, you 
know.

FRANCIS
(matter-of-fact)

Terry's paying you.

SUSAN
(her face losing some of it's grin)

Yes, but that doesn't mean you can't 
try to be a little nicer.
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Francis picks up a forkful of eggs and takes a bite.

FRANCIS
(without looking at Susan)

Thank you for the eggs.

Susan turns to the sink to wash the pan. Francis takes 
another bite and chews for a few beats then-

FRANCIS
(muttering)

Eggs are chicken periods.

SUSAN
(smiling over her shoulder)

And what is ground beef made of, 
celery?

Francis sets his fork down next to the half-eaten plate of 
eggs and takes a drink from the small glass of orange juice.

Susan turns around from the sink and watches him for a beat, 
then-

SUSAN
You didn't like the eggs?

FRANCIS
No- yes, they were fine.

SUSAN
(curious)

What then? Why didn't you finish them?

FRANCIS
I'm not used to eating eggs. Or 
drinking juice, but it was fine. Good, 
I mean.

SUSAN
Oh, well, I'll cook you only one next 
time; until you get used to eating 
them. But at least finish the juice.

FRANCIS
(startled)

Next time?

SUSAN
You didn't think they were a one-time 
deal did you? Terry asked, and is
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paying me, to cook for you. I can't 
very well take his money just for 
pouring you bowls of corn flakes, can 
I?

FRANCIS
I won't say anything if you won't?

SUSAN
(grins)

Was that a joke I just heard from you, 
Francis?

FRANCIS
(serious)

A joke? No, we don't have to tell 
Terry. You take the money and I eat 
what I want.

SUSAN
(disappointed)

No deal. Listen, I made garden salads 
for you and Chava to have for lunch. 
They're in the fridge.

FRANCIS
Salad? I don't eat lunch. Or salads.

SUSAN
Yeah? Why should your pets be the only 
ones getting any nutrition around 
here? Don't worry there's bacon bits, 
shredded cheese, and a choice of 
dressings in there, too. You can 
fatten it up as much as you want, but 
eat the vegetables.

FRANCIS
(frustrated)

Okay, I'll try to. I'll try.

SUSAN
I'm going to ask Chava whether or not 
you ate, so don't think you can get 
away with just tossing it out.

FRANCIS
I said okay.

SUSAN
Yeah, yeah, I know how that works. I
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have a child of my own, you know. Just 
agree with what I say and then do what 
you want.

FRANCIS
(glowering)

Susan?

SUSAN
(glowering back)

Francis?

FRANCIS
(strained)

I don't know what Terry told you, but 
I'm not a child. I don't have the mind 
of a child. I'm not retarded or 
mentally disabled in any way, shape, 
or form. If this is going to work 
you're going to have to skip the 
condescension.

SUSAN
(frustrated)

I didn't say you were a child, or 
retarded. I'm just telling you what I 
prepared for lunch; just letting you 
know what's going on. You don't have 
to-

FRANCIS
(losing his temper)

Let me tell you what's going on. This 
is my apartment. In fact, your 
apartment is my apartment. I'll eat 
the eggs, the salads, whatever- if I 
feel like it!

Susan stares at Francis with narrowed eyes for a beat then-

FRANCIS
(apologetic tone)

Don't take me the wrong way. I 
wouldn't kick you and your daughter 
out of the building for trying to help 
me, but I've been alone for a long 
time. I'm not used to being told what 
to do or when to do it.

(tired sigh)
Not since the hospital. And I had 
enough of that there.
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SUSAN
(understanding)

Okay, Francis. You're absolutely 
right. I'm sorry for trying to boss 
you around. It's your apartment, your 
life, but let me tell you something.

FRANCIS
(bracing himself)

Yes?

SUSAN
(calm and controlled)

If you lose your temper with Chava 
like that, or talk to her like you 
just talked to me-

(looks around the kitchen)
Your next visit to a hospital will be 
so that they can remove a box of corn 
flakes from your ass. Are we clear?

Susan and Francis stare at each other for beat then-

FRANCIS
(dutifully taking a sip of his 
orange juice)

Fair enough.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FIRST FLOOR OF FRANCIS' APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY

Susan walks from the hallway that holds the staircase. She 
heads towards her apartment, stopping outside of it to dig in 
her purse for her keys.

The front door opens as Susan pulls the keys from her purse.

RON RHODES, 30, enters the building. He is a HANDSOME man 
with dark, perfect hair. He is wearing blue jeans and a navy 
colored polo shirt.

He flashes a white, toothy smile at Susan.

RON
Hey, Susan baby. How you doin'?

SUSAN
(stiffens)

I'm fine; been a little busy.
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RON
Yeah, when I came by earlier your kid 
said you were cookin' for the weirdo 
up on the 5th floor.

SUSAN
Francis isn't weird. He just keeps to 
himself. But yes, I'm doing some 
cooking and cleaning for him.

RON
(laughing)

Francis? Not Frank or Frankie? Sounds 
like a fag.

(mock seriousness)
Or maybe he likes kids, better watch 
out for Chava. There's lots of sickos 
out there, you know.

SUSAN
(defensive)

Oh? Now you're worried about Chava? 
And whether or not Francis is gay is 
none of your business.

RON
(rudely)

Well then, maybe you're doing some 
other kind of cookin' up there for 
him, eh? You're not steppin' out on 
me, are you Susan baby?

SUSAN
(angry)

This is why you came by? To start 
another fight? To make fun of people 
that you don't know? To say nasty 
things about me?

RON
(trying to sound sweet)

Nah, baby, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to 
talk like a horse's ass, really! I was 
just missin' you, that's all. Then I 
find out you're spending time with 
another guy. I just got jealous. I'm 
sorry, baby.

SUSAN
(angrier)

Not that it's any of your business,
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but I'm not with anyone. Chava and I 
started helping Francis today because 
he got hurt. Some crazy homeless guy 
pushed him out in front of a car. He's 
banged up pretty bad.

RON
(realization dawning)

That was this guy? Holy shit! McPhee 
was in Stew's telling everyone with 
ears about how he got away with some 
shit like that.

(laughing)
Said he broke out of the hospital 
'cause the doctors thought he might 
have rabies or something. Said he was 
in there 'cause a couple of guys 
picked a fight with him on the street 
and the cops were trying to blame him 
for starting it. I didn't pay much 
attention. That McPhee's a real 
fuckstick, always talking shit.

(sudden idea)
Hey, I can kick his ass if you want!

SUSAN
(disgusted)

It was one man, and it wasn't a fight. 
He attacked Francis. And no, I don't 
want you to kick anyone's ass, Ron. 
Actually, I don't think I want to see 
you around here anymore.

RON
(eyes widen for a beat then narrow)

Uh what's that? Are you sayin' you're 
dumpin' me?

SUSAN
(regaining control)

Come on. I haven't seen or heard 
anything out of you in the last couple 
of weeks. What did you think was going 
to happen? We had some fun for a 
while; can't we just call it quits and 
end it nice and friendly?

RON
(voice rising)

Listen, bitch-
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The front door opens again.

MARSHALL WHITE, 52, enters the building. He is a thin black 
man wearing a POSTAL uniform and carrying a mail sack.

Marshall looks back and forth between Ron and Susan for a 
beat then-

MARSHALL
(concerned)

Missus Lee, is everything okay here?

SUSAN
(voice shaking)

Yeah, Marshall, everything is fine.

RON
(agitated)

Yeah, Marshall. Everything's fine.
(jerking his thumb over his 
shoulder)

Why don't you just ease on down the 
road, boy?

MARSHALL
(taken aback)

Excuse me, sir?

RON
(glaring at Marshall)

You heard me moon cricket, I said go 
chuck your spear someplace else.

SUSAN
(yelling)

Ron! Get the hell out of this building 
and don't ever come back here! You 
piece of shit!

MARSHALL
(measured tone)

Yeah, you're the one who should go.

RON
(livid)

How about you go and I'll stay here 
until I'm ready to leave.

(balling up his fists)
And if you don't like that idea, maybe 
I could just kick your ass. What's 
your choice- bro?
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MARSHALL
(taking a step forward)

I'd think I'd like for you to try to 
kick my ass- bro. Then you can get 
yours raped for a year or two in the 
federal pen for assaulting a 
government employee on the job.

(smiling)
Or you can go now. So, what's your 
choice you racist piece of shit?

Ron fumes for a beat. He turns to Susan then-

RON
(mad as hell)

Fuck you, you slant-eyed whore. I was 
finished with your chink pussy anyway!

Ron spins on his heel and heads towards the door. He turns 
around before walking through and spits on the floor towards 
Marshall then-

RON
(mad as hell)

Fuck your struck-match looking ass 
too!

Ron slams the door hard behind him as he exits.

SUSAN
(apologetically)

I'm so sorry about that. I'm glad you 
showed up when you did. I've never 
seen him like that. I knew he was an 
asshole, but- my God.

MARSHALL
(concerned)

You don't have to apologize. I've run 
into worse than him. What about you? 
Are you going to be okay? That guy 
doesn't seem stable. If you want to 
talk to the police about this, I'll be 
happy to tell 'em what I saw and 
heard.

SUSAN
(considering)

No, I don't think that will be 
necessary, but thanks.
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                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. THE LEE'S APARTMENT - DAY

Susan enters her apartment then hastily locks the door behind 
her. She leans her head against the door.

CHAVA (O.S.)
Hey, Mom-

Susan lets out a small screech while spinning around to face 
the noise.

Chava stumbles back a few steps.

SUSAN
(relieved)

Chava! You startled me.

CHAVA
Sorry, Mom!

SUSAN
It's okay.

CHAVA
Ron stopped by-

SUSAN
(vehemently)

Never talk to him again! He's not 
allowed to come near you or this 
apartment! Ever!

CHAVA
(shocked)

Okay.

Susan sees the confusion on Chava's face. She smiles and 
pulls her daughter in for a hug.

SUSAN
Ron and I broke up. He said some nasty 
things.

CHAVA
Good! I never liked him.

Susan hugs Chava tighter then-
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SUSAN
You better head up and start work now. 
I'll walk with you.

CHAVA
(scrunching up her face)

You don't think he has rattlesnakes do 
you?

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FRANCIS' LIVING AREA - DAY

Francis stands at the door in his apartment that leads to the 
rest of the 5th floor. Chava stands a few feet behind him.

Francis walks through the door, motioning over his shoulder 
for Chava to follow. After a beat, Chava moves to follow him 
inside, but freezes when she sees inside the room.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FRANCIS' PET ROOM - DAY

Half of the ceiling is glass, allowing natural sunlight to 
fill the room.

Several bushy ferns and snaking philodendrons are thriving in 
the ample sunlight and are strategically spaced around the 
room, providing a sort of positive green feng shui feeling.

Along the two longest walls of the rectangular space are 
double racks of cages and glass tanks filled with animals of 
all kinds and interspersed with cupboards, sinks, small 
refrigerators and work tables.

At the far end of the room are two floor-to-ceiling 
enclosures made of chicken wire on wooden frames.

The center of the room is dominated by a set of two above- 
ground fish ponds in a row down the center. The first 
contains water, the second looks like it has sand.

A spiral staircase is just to the left of the entryway where 
Chava stands frozen. The staircase leads up to a door that 
exits to the roof.

The sound of chirping, squawking, singing and calling of 
birds is mixed with non-birdlike tweets, chirps, squeaks, 
drones, grumblings and barks; some higher in pitch than the 
birds, many of them lower.
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Chava is staring in awe. Francis looks back at Chava for a 
beat before turning to face her.

FRANCIS
(annoyed)

Are you going to come in or just stand 
there gawking all day?

CHAVA
(taking in the wonder around her)

What?

FRANCIS
(tone lightens when he sees her 
face)

I asked if you were going to come in 
or if you were just going to stand 
there gawking all day.

CHAVA
(still enthralled)

Oh, I- um, yeah, I'm coming in. Mr. 
Tower, this is- it's- wow!

FRANCIS
(confused)

It's wow?

CHAVA
(spreading her arms)

Yeah, I mean. Look at this place. It's 
wild!

FRANCIS
(looking around)

My friends here would probably 
disagree, but I do what I can.

CHAVA
You know what I-

FRANCIS
(gruff)

I know.
(nodding to stairs leading to roof)

The first thing you can do is go up 
the stairs there and open the window 
next to the door.

CHAVA
Which window?
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FRANCIS
It's the only one that opens. There's 
a latch; you'll see it.

Chava scales the spiral staircase. She easily finds the latch 
and turns it.

As soon as the window opens, a flurry of black, screeching 
feathers instantly appears in the opened window. A raven.

Chava screams and stumbles backwards. She almost falls over 
the stair railing, but manages to balance herself.

FRANCIS
(angry)

Don't yell. You'll scare her!

CHAVA
(surprised)

It's a big bird! It's a big old crow!

FRANCIS
She's a raven and her name is Mavis.

At the sound of Francis pronouncing her name, Mavis dips her 
head and dives for the table nearest him, alighting on the 
tabletop. Mavis pecks a few times at the silver color of 
Francis' aluminum cane and then croaks up at him, turning her 
head from side to side looking at him with each of her 
sparkling eyes.

FRANCIS
(gives Mavis a dog biscuit from 
his pocket)

Good morning, Mavis, I'm fine, thanks.
(still looking at Mavis)

Are you going to stay up there all 
day?

CHAVA
(walking down the stairs)

I'm coming. Wow!

FRANCIS
(half-turns to Chava)

Wow again?

CHAVA
Hey, come on, you don't see that every 
day you know. She's beautiful; just 
caught me by surprise, that's all.
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FRANCIS
(relaxes at Chava's compliments)

Yes, she really is a beautiful 
creature.

(scratching Mavis on her head)
Aren't you, Mavis?

Chava stares transfixed at Mavis.

FRANCIS
You know the difference between a crow 
and a raven, don't you?

CHAVA
I always thought they were the same 
thing, just different names. You know, 
like there are different names of 
sharks - Great White, Hammerhead, 
Mako, like that, but they're all 
sharks.

FRANCIS
Well, they're not the same. Ravens and 
crows are two totally different birds, 
as different as canaries and 
ostriches. They're just both black. 
Oh, and sharks aren't all the same 
either.

(running his finger across the top 
of Mavis' head)

You see these long feathers on the top 
of Mavis' head; makes a kind of 
pointed crown? Crows don't have them. 
And, did you ever see a crow this big? 
Mavis is nearly twice the size of the 
average crow.

CHAVA
(reaching out to pet Mavis)

Now that you point it out-

Mavis squawks sharply and nips at her Chava's hand. Chava 
manages to pull her hand back in time before being bitten.

FRANCIS
(angry)

Watch it! That beak can cut right into 
you if she gets you. You have to let 
her get to know you. Don't try to pet 
her unless she comes to you. She'll 
let you know when it's okay for you to
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touch her. She's not tame, just 
friendlier than most wild birds.

(gentler)
Tomorrow morning I'll let you give her 
the dog biscuit. She might let you pet 
her after a while.

CHAVA
(apologetic)

Okay, sorry, Mr. Tower.
(looks at Mavis)

Sorry, Mavis.

FRANCIS
(concerned)

Hey, Chava; listen, most of the 
animals in here are pretty much 
harmless, but you're going to have to 
be careful with some of them. Don't 
touch any of them unless I tell you to 
or unless I'm in here with you, at 
least until they get used to you. 
Understand?

CHAVA
Yeah, I got it. I promise to be 
careful and follow your directions, 
Mr. Tower. Can you show me the rest of 
the animals now?

FRANCIS
I suppose that's in order. Come on, 
and pay attention.

(grave but with the smallest of 
grins on his face)

Your fingers may depend on it.

Leaving Mavis sitting and croaking away happily on the table 
while busily pecking at her dog biscuit, Chava follows 
Francis to the first of the above-ground pools.

A large heat lamp is attached to a wooden arm overhanging a 
small log in the center of the pool. Three adult, hand-sized 
turtles lay on the log.

FRANCIS
(pointing to the water's surface)

In here, you'll find eight red-eared 
sliders, or plain, old water turtles, 
as most people call them. Cleaning 
this pool is going to be one of the
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dirtiest jobs I'll need you to do for 
me. It will take a lot of bending, 
carrying, and scrubbing. It's not 
pleasant. You'd think that animals 
that spent most of their time in the 
water would be cleaner, huh?

CHAVA
Do they bite?

FRANCIS
(shrugs)

You never know. Reptiles are never 
really one-hundred percent 
domesticated, so don't give them the 
chance.

(pointing at one of the turtles)
Especially that big one with the 
yellow stripes on his feet; see him 
there all stretched out? His name is 
Bullet. He's pretty cocky and can be a 
right bastard when you go to clean the 
pool. They are much faster than they 
look, in the water especially, and are 
unpredictable. But they're harmless as 
long as you use some common sense. If 
one does happen to get a hold of you 
it'll probably take a nice little 
chunk out of your hand, so don't give 
them a chance.

(sudden realization)
That reminds me, the first aid box is 
back at that first table, on the shelf 
behind Mavis. It's one of those white, 
plastic jobs with the big red cross on 
the side.

CHAVA
Why do you-

FRANCIS
(abrupt)

Let's keep it moving. I still have a 
lot to tell you.

CHAVA
(downfallen)

Sorry Mister Tower. I keep 
interrupting you. I'll try not to ask 
so many questions. This is just really 
cool.
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Francis stops and takes in Chava's demeanor for a beat then-

FRANCIS
(softly)

Chava, listen, okay? Don't take it 
personally. I'm not used to talking or 
answering a lot of questions. It's not 
your fault. It's great that you think 
it's interesting, but I need time to 
get used to this- this situation.

CHAVA
(understanding)

Sure, Mr. Tower. I know you didn't 
want me up here in the first place. Or 
my mom either. I know your brother's 
forcing us on you.

FRANCIS
You're right, on all counts. But, hey, 
cut the Mr. Tower formality. You can 
call me Francis if you want, okay?

CHAVA
Okay, Francis.

FRANCIS
Let's keep going; lots to cover yet.

MONTAGE

-Francis shuffles to the next pond. It is a simulated desert 
habitat complete with sand, cacti, and six large heat lamps. 
A breeding pair of Indian Star Tortoises relax inside. He 
points out facts to Chava.

-Mavis watches the pair from her perch at the open window.

-Francis takes Chava to the long right-hand wall. These are 
all animals that most people are familiar with: mice, rats, 
guinea pigs, hamsters, gerbils, and rabbits. Francis lets 
Chava hold and play with some of them.

-Mavis watches the pair from a table.

-Francis shows Chava one of the chicken wire enclosures. It 
contains a wide variety of canaries, finches, parakeets, love 
birds, doves and other small winged creatures.

-Mavis watches Chava and Francis from the back of a chair.
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-Francis takes Chava inside the other chicken wire enclosure. 
It is crisscrossed with tree branches and lengths of rope of 
different thicknesses. One corner is dominated by a fake, 
fiberglass log with a big hole in the side. Francis takes her 
to the log and then he reaches inside and pulls out a sugar 
glider. He hands it to Chava. More sugar gliders come out of 
the log, curious to see who is with Francis.

-Mavis watches Francis and Chava perched on top of the turtle 
tank.

-Chava is now covered in sugar gliders and is laughing.

-Mavis cocks her head and squawks from another chair.

-Francis guides Chava to a large cage with a lock on it. 
Inside is a sleeping albino ferret.

BACK TO SCENE

FRANCIS
(pointing at the ferret)

This is Felicia.

CHAVA
She's beautiful!

FRANCIS
Yes, she is. She can also be quite 
mischievous.

CHAVA
What do you mean?

FRANCIS
She's an inquisitive animal. That's 
caused more than one incident.

CHAVA
Like what?

FRANCIS
Well, she's fallen in both of the 
water turtle tanks; fought with the 
sugar gliders. Um-

(cocking his head)
She also enjoys sneaking up on Mavis 
and pulling feathers out of her glossy 
keister.
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CHAVA
(giggling)

I bet Mavis loves that.

FRANCIS
I let Felicia run around part of the 
day. Mavis helps me keep an eye on 
her. She'll squawk if Felicia goes 
someplace she doesn't need to be.

CHAVA
Really?

FRANCIS
Yeah. I think she does it as revenge 
for what Felicia pulls on her. Ravens 
are smart.

(clearing his throat)
If you ever need to catch Felicia, 
there is a container of red licorice 
in-

(points to a cabinet)
That cabinet. Felicia can't resist the 
stuff. Just don't give her too much or 
she'll get the shits.

CHAVA
Got it!

Francis walks to another section of cages. These contain 
assorted snakes and reptiles. He stops in front of one that 
holds an eight-foot boa constrictor.

FRANCIS
Make sure you wash your hands before 
cleaning this cage. Boa's have 
extremely poor eyesight, but an 
excellent sense of smell, as well as a 
mouthful of barbed teeth. What this 
uneven combination of senses means is 
that if your hand smells like mouse 
she'll strike first and ask questions 
later.

Francis accentuates his point by showing Chava a semi-circle 
pattern of scars on the top of his hand.

FRANCIS
(gesturing to the boa)

Constance here was only five feet long 
when she did this; when I made the
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mousy hand smell mistake.

Chava nods gravely at Francis. He nods at her and they move 
on to the last section of cages. They are filled with bearded 
dragons, geckos, anoles, more turtles and tortoises of the 
land-locked variety, black emperor scorpions, hermit crabs, 
strutting rhinoceros beetles, bored looking toads and frogs, 
shy newts, and hairy tarantulas.

Chava's eyes widen and she sucks in a breath of air when 
Francis reaches in and withdraws a huge spider from one of 
the enclosures.

FRANCIS
This is Luis. He is a Mexican red knee 
tarantula.

Francis holds Luis out to Chava. She takes a few steps 
backward.

CHAVA
(shaking her head)

Let me get used to the idea.

Francis re-deposits the spider in its tank with a humorously 
over-exaggerated look of disapproval on his face.

CHAVA
(excited)

This place is amazing! I mean it!

Francis looks around, taking in what he has created for the 
first time in a long while.

FRANCIS
(proud)

Yes, it really is something.
(back to business)

I'm going to have some coffee and a 
smoke now. And you, I need you to go 
down to the Sycamore Pet Emporium.

CHAVA
Okay, do you have a list for me?

FRANCIS
I do. And you have to come back quick. 
You'll be carrying live cargo.
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CHAVA
(excited)

You're getting a new pet?

FRANCIS
No. I need pinkies.

CHAVA
Pink what?

FRANCIS
Pinkies are the newborn hairless and 
sightless young of rodents, usually 
mice and rats. They're called pinkies 
because, well, they're pink; no hair 
yet, as I said.

CHAVA
Newborn rodents? What do you need baby 
rodents for?

FRANCIS
The mice and rats and others that I 
breed here haven't given birth 
recently, so I have to buy the 
pinkies. That happens once in a while.

CHAVA
No, I mean why do you need pinkies at 
all?

FRANCIS
Isn't it obvious?

CHAVA
(realization dawning)

You give them to Constance and the 
other snakes? You do, don't you?

FRANCIS
Not Constance, she eats full-grown 
rats and rabbits. But most of the 
other snakes, yes. And to Luis and the 
other tarantulas, the scorpions and 
some of the lizards; even one of the 
toads. Mavis and the sugar gliders get 
the dead ones. The snakes and 
tarantulas and such usually won't 
touch the dead ones unless they're 
really hungry. The sugar gliders and 
Mavis don't mind, as long as they're
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still somewhat fresh.
(shrugging)

Actually, Mavis isn't picky at all. 
Ravens have cast iron stomachs.

Mavis squawks at the sound of her name.

CHAVA
But-

FRANCIS
Problem?

CHAVA
Seems kind of cruel. I mean, they're 
babies.

FRANCIS
Cruel? How so? Everybody has got to 
eat, right? You like cheeseburgers and 
hot dogs don't you?

CHAVA
Well, yeah, but-

FRANCIS
But you've never seen the big, brown 
eyes of the cow before it's 
slaughtered, or heard the squealing of 
the pigs after they smell the blood of 
the others being killed. To Luis, and 
the others that eat them, pinkies are 
just food. There are no cruel 
intentions on their part. They don't 
torture or play with them first or get 
any pleasure, aside from satisfying 
their hunger, out of killing them. 
It's just survival, that's what they 
eat in the wild. Being in captivity 
doesn't change that.

(gentler seeing Chava's discomfort)
I'd prefer if they liked to eat 
broccoli and bean sprouts, but that's 
not the reality of the situation. 
Surely you've heard of the food chain? 
Nothing much lower on the chain than 
pinkies.

CHAVA
But you just serve them up-
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FRANCIS
Yes, and so will you if you want to 
understand these creatures and do this 
job correctly.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. THE LEE'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Susan is dressed in her Paramount uniform and is setting the 
table for dinner. There is the sound of a door opening and 
closing from the living room.

Chava enters the kitchen. She looks tired.

CHAVA
Hi, Mom. How'd you sleep?

SUSAN
Great. How was your first day with 
Mister Tower?

CHAVA
(a little sad)

It was good.

SUSAN
(concerned)

You don't sound like you had a good 
day. What kind of work did he have you 
do? What kind of animals does he have 
up there?

CHAVA
(eyes brightening)

He has all kinds of stuff; turtles and 
snakes, birds and a ferret named 
Felicia, rats, guinea pigs, spiders 
and scorpions. Some stuff I never 
heard of!

(excited)
You ever heard of sugar gliders? And 
he has a big raven named Mavis that 
just kind of hangs out with him. She's 
not a pet, just kind of a mooch.

SUSAN
(surprised)

Wow! Sounds like quite a zoo. No dogs 
or cats?
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CHAVA
(excited now)

No, everything is in tanks and cages. 
Nothing runs loose except for Mavis 
and sometimes Felicia. He doesn't have 
any fish either. I asked him about the 
fish. He said they don't have much 
personality and so he doesn't have any 
fun taking care of them.

(cringes a bit)
But I don't see what kind of 
personality a big, hairy spider can 
have. He has a huge tarantula that he 
calls Luis. He lets it crawl all over 
him! It gives me the willies big time.

SUSAN
Different strokes for different folks, 
right? Did you have to do a lot of 
cleaning and stuff?

CHAVA
(nodding)

Yeah, but it wasn't hard; just a lot 
of it.

(shrugging)
Most tanks and cages are cleaned every 
two days, except the bigger ones. The 
turtle ponds get drained and scrubbed 
once a week. I'm not looking forward 
to doing that. I have to scrape up 
bird and sugar glider crap every day.

Susan hands Chava a glass of juice. She takes a drink.

CHAVA
(setting her glass down)

Anyway, it's not so bad. It wouldn't 
take so long to do, but he has to talk 
to every animal, one at a time, while 
their cages are being cleaned. Like 
conversations! He answers questions; 
weirdest thing I ever saw. Maybe he's 
trying to creep me out on purpose 
seeing as he doesn't want us up there 
in the first place. But he's not so 
bad really.

SUSAN
Well, if the work and Mr. Tower aren't 
so bad, why do you seem so down in the
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dumps?

CHAVA
Well, the feeding I guess. Some of it 
bothers me a little.

SUSAN
The feeding?

CHAVA
He sent me to the Sycamore Pet 
Emporium for pinkies. Those are baby 
rats and mice.

SUSAN
Why did he need those?

CHAVA
(sad)

He gives them to some of the snakes, 
the spiders, the scorpions, and even 
one of the toads; a big, bumpy-looking 
guy named Jethro. I couldn't watch; 
poor, little squirming things. They 
can't even see what's going on!

(voice cracking)
And I saw on the feeding schedule that 
the boa gets a grown-up rat tomorrow!

Chava is close to crying. Susan sits down next her and rubs 
her shoulder.

CHAVA
(small tears)

What makes it worse is that he's just 
so- so cold about it. He doesn't show 
any kind of emotion at all when he 
feeds the pinkies to the spiders and 
stuff.

SUSAN
Stop and think about it, Chava. Does 
he look like he enjoys it?

CHAVA
No, but he doesn't look like he 
doesn't enjoy it either.

SUSAN
(pulling Chava close in a hug)

Do you remember going to see your dad
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in the hospital?

CHAVA
Sure, I do.

SUSAN
Do you remember the doctor I talked 
with every day that we went there?

CHAVA
Yeah, Dr. Wells.

SUSAN
Yes, Doctor Wells. I hated Dr. Wells, 
sweetheart. For the same reason you're 
having trouble with Francis and the 
pinkies.

(looking away for a beat)
Dr. Wells showed no emotion, even when 
he told me that your dad had no 
chance. When he told me your dad was 
going to die his face never changed. I 
got the impression that he just didn't 
care, but that wasn't true at all.

(looking at Chava)
He even came to your dad's funeral. 
That was the first time I ever saw a 
doctor go to a patient's funeral.

CHAVA
So what does it mean, not showing any 
kind of emotion?

SUSAN
Dr. Wells, and Francis, have to do 
some unpleasant things. Sometimes 
turning off your emotions is the only 
way you can get unpleasant things 
done. Francis feeds the pinkies to the 
other animals almost every day. How 
could he do that if he let himself 
feel bad every time? He'd be more of a 
wreck than he already is. He has to 
hold on to the fact that it's nature 
at work, not something he can control. 
Just like we had to accept the fact 
that your dad was going to die, that, 
when it was all said and done, there 
was no fighting the cancer in the end. 
Your dad accepted that.
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CHAVA
He did?

SUSAN
Yeah, it was scary, but he did. And 
our last days with him were full of 
smiles and joking, remember?

CHAVA
I remember. So, Dad was really brave 
then, huh? Knowing that he was dying, 
but not letting it get to him?

SUSAN
That's right and Dr. Wells was brave 
too, having to give me that kind of 
news. And Francis is brave for doing 
what he has to do too, even if it 
seems like a weird kind of brave.

CHAVA
(understanding)

I suppose-
(shoulders slump)

But I still feel bad for the pinkies. 
I peaked in the box on the way back 
from the pet supply store. For a 
minute I thought about not going back 
and just keeping them, but they would 
have died without their mom anyway.

SUSAN
I know you feel bad and that's okay. 
When you stop feeling sorry for them 
I'll start to worry.

(smiles at Chava)
Hey, you ready for dinner?

CHAVA
(smiling)

Yeah. But no pinkies for me.

SUSAN
(laughs)

You're your dad all over.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Terry is in a hotel room sitting in a chair with his suit
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jacket off and tie undone. He is on the phone with Francis.

TERRY
Sorry I haven't been by to check in on 
you. I'm in San Diego for the next two 
weeks working on that hotel deal.

FRANCIS (O.S.)
That's okay.

TERRY
(concerned)

How are you feeling? Susan said you 
slipped in the tub.

FRANCIS (O.S.)
I'm fine. But I think the fall 
aggravated my rib injuries. I had to 
take two painkillers yesterday.

TERRY
You want to go back in and let the 
docs check you out?

FRANCIS (O.S.)
No. I'm sure there's no new injuries; 
just strongly reminded of the ones I 
have. When did Susan tell you about my 
fall?

TERRY
I just got off the phone with her a 
bit ago.

(nervous)
Now, I'll ask you what I asked them. 
It's been a week, is this arrangement 
working out so far?

FRANCIS (O.S.)
How so?

TERRY
Are they being a help to you?

FRANCIS (O.S.)
I can take care of myself.

TERRY
(sighing)

Big brother-
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FRANCIS (O.S.)
(miffed)

Fine, Terry. Yes. They are. She's 
feeding me well. And the kid's a quick 
learner, okay? They've been a big 
help, you don't have to rub it in that 
you were right!

TERRY
Good, but you don't have to be snippy 
about it. What happened there the 
other day with Susan's ex-boyfriend? 
Chava started to tell me something 
about an incident but Susan grabbed 
the phone before she could get the 
whole story out. She acted like it was 
a state secret or something.

FRANCIS (O.S.)
(quiet for a beat)

Ex-boyfriend? I didn't know she had a 
boyfriend at all. I assumed she was 
married.

TERRY
She was. Her husband died of cancer.

FRANCIS (O.S.)
(quietly)

Oh, that's news to me.

TERRY
(frustrated)

You know, it bugs you when people ask 
you questions. Maybe you could talk to 
them. Ask them some questions; get 
involved with them, with their lives. 
Get to know them. They're very nice 
people, you know. And they like you, 
despite your efforts to make them feel 
otherwise.

FRANCIS (O.S.)
I don't want to-

TERRY
I know. You don't want to get 
involved.

FRANCIS (O.S.)
You know this, but you still push me.
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Why?

TERRY
A couple of reasons; first of all, if 
you ask questions about them you keep 
the topic of conversation off of you, 
right? And secondly, you think of them 
as friends now don't you? I mean, they 
are up there with you every day.

FRANCIS (O.S.)
(frustrated)

Not my choice! According to you 
they're a necessity.

TERRY
I know, but after you're healed up are 
you just going to ignore them when you 
see them in the lobby or on the 
street? Just pretend you don't know 
them? Friendships can grow out of 
situational necessity, you know. 
Remember how I met Lorraine? She had a 
flat tire and I stopped to help her 
out? You know the rest of the story.

FRANCIS (O.S.)
Well, yeah-

TERRY
Come on, Francis. You're anti-social, 
but you're not a cold, rude asshole. I 
knew you before all of this, remember? 
You used to have tons of friends. You 
were a popular, likable guy!

FRANCIS (O.S.)
That was back when I deserved it. 
Before I killed-

TERRY
If you finish that sentence I'm 
calling Doctor Singh to have you re- 
committed. You understand me?

FRANCIS (O.S.)
(yelling)

Stop threatening me with that shit! 
That's twice in one week. I don't 
appreciate being constantly reminded 
that I have no power over my own life!
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TERRY
Stop making me threaten you, and you 
know damned good and well that it's 
not about power.

(calmer)
Francis, listen, just try to initiate 
some conversation with the Lees, on 
your turf and terms. This is your 
chance to rejoin the human race, man. 
A chance for you to stop just- just 
existing and get back to living.

FRANCIS (O.S.)
That's pretty much the opposite of 
what I want.

Terry stares off into space.

After a few beats-

FRANCIS (O.S.)
You know human teeth are incredibly 
inefficient. Each adult has thirty- 
some-odd teeth in their head at one 
time or another, each one representing 
a potential dental disaster-

Terry leans back in his chair and lets his brother ramble.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. STEW'S BAR - NIGHT

The bar is barely a step-up from a dive. There are a few pool 
tables in the back and an old jukebox close to the front 
door. The bar top hosts several stools, each occupied.

The bar contains a few booths. Lawrence McPhee sits at one 
nursing a beer. His beard has bits of pretzel pieces in it 
from the complimentary bowl on the table.

Lawrence is eyeing an attractive redhead in a tight, black 
miniskirt that is sitting at the bar. A shadow falls across 
the booth table. Lawrence looks up and sees Ron Rhodes. Ron 
is holding two beers.

RON
McPhee? Lawrence McPhee?
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LAWRENCE
(trying to peak around Ron)

What do you want? I'm busy.

RON
Yeah, you look it. I'm Ron. Ron 
Rhodes.

LAWRENCE
What the fuck do you want, Ron Ron 
Rhodes?

RON
Take it easy. I just wanna talk.

LAWRENCE
Did ya' think I might not want to talk 
to you?

RON
(holding up the beers)

I did, but I didn't think you'd say no 
to a couple of rounds. On me.

McPhee breaks out in a toothy grin. His teeth are scummy 
looking, but otherwise straight.

LAWRENCE
Now you're talking, Ron Rhodes. Have a 
seat.

Ron slides into the opposite side of the booth. He puts a 
beer in front of Lawrence. A barmaid walks by. Both of the 
men ogle her.

LAWRENCE
That gal sure has a sweet ass.

RON
That she does, Larry. That she does.

LAWRENCE
Leave it at McPhee, or Lawrence. My 
friends call me Larry, and we ain't 
friends.

RON
Okay, sorry. Would you mind if we cut 
the badass routine now? I'd like to 
get to the point of this conversation.



                                                         68. 

Created using Celtx                                          

LAWRENCE
Fine with me.

(studying Ron closely)
What can I do for you, Rhodes?

RON
You were in here a while back bragging 
about knocking a guy out in the street 
and getting away with it.

LAWRENCE
(defensive)

What's your fucking point?

RON
My point is 517 Sycamore.

LAWRENCE
The apartment building? Yeah?

RON
That's where the guy who got you bit 
and hassled by the cops lives. He owns 
the building.

LAWRENCE
(leaning in a bit closer)

Go on.

RON
I thought that might interest you. The 
guy's name is Francis Tower.

LAWRENCE
What's he got to do with you?

RON
Well, I just thought that maybe you 
would be interested in a little plan 
on evening things up. I mean, you're 
not going to just roll over and let 
him get away with that shit, right?

LAWRENCE
Maybe, maybe not, but you didn't 
answer my question. What's this got to 
do with you?

RON
Tower got a little banged up by that 
taxi you pushed him in front of. Now
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he's got a woman and a kid working for 
him, helping him out until he's back 
on his feet. The woman's my ex.

LAWRENCE
(amused)

So, some little bitch throws you over 
for this guy and you want me to get 
rid of him for you, is that it?

(smirking)
Think he's a better lover than you?

RON
(angry)

Listen, prick, I just figured that 
seeing as people we both have beefs 
with are spending a lot of time 
together, getting good and chummy, we 
might have a mutual interest in 
fucking with them. Two heads are 
better than one.

LAWRENCE
(still smirking)

Who said I have a beef with Tower? He 
could have pressed charges, but he 
didn't. I should probably send him 
flowers or something for being such a 
stand-up, forgiving kinda' guy.

RON
(leaning in)

Did you know that spic cop and the 
dothead cabbie were all set to testify 
if he chose to press charges? The only 
reason you're sitting here having this 
beer is because Tower didn't think you 
were worth fucking around with. You 
weren't worth his precious time.

LAWRENCE
(smiling wickedly)

You think you're real smart, don't you 
pretty boy? Real clever, huh?

(leaning back)
Get the ranting street trash all riled 
up and let him do your dirty work, 
huh? You think I haven't done some 
checking of my own? I know who Francis 
Tower is! Saint fucking Francis with 
all his cute, little animals up there
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on the fifth floor. You're not telling 
me anything I didn't know except that 
you were banging the cleaning lady he 
has working for him.

Ron is taken aback by the amount of information Lawrence has. 
He stares at the bum for a beat.

RON
(clearing his throat nervously)

I see. Then I guess there's no point 
in us talking about this.

LAWRENCE
(evil chuckle)

Hold on, pretty boy. There might be 
something to the two heads are better 
than one logic. Buy me another beer, 
or four, and we can talk about it.

RON
Okay.

Ron waves to get the attention of a cute blonde barmaid. When 
she acknowledges him he holds up two fingers and points at 
his beer.

RON
Any ideas off the top of your head?

LAWRENCE
This might take a bit, but it'll be 
worth it when if we can find that 
traitorous mutt.

(grinning wickedly)
You got a strong stomach, pretty boy?

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FRANCIS' LIVING AREA - DAY

Francis sits at the table. He's drinking coffee. On the table 
is now a decorative set of salt and pepper shakers.

Susan is doing the dishes in the sink.

FRANCIS
Thank you, Susan.
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SUSAN
(surprised)

Sorry?

FRANCIS
I said thank you for the breakfast. I 
don't remember the last time I had 
maple-smoked bacon. It was very nice.

SUSAN
Oh. I'm glad you enjoyed it.

Francis sits quietly for a beat. He opens his mouth a few 
times to speak, but shuts it before any words come out. Then-

FRANCIS
Your hair looks nice today.

Susan stops doing dishes and turns to look at Francis.

SUSAN
What?

FRANCIS
Your hair. I said it looks nice today.

SUSAN
(confused)

My hair? Uh, thank you, Francis.

FRANCIS
(nodding)

I like the new shakers. They're also 
very nice.

SUSAN
(concerned)

Francis?

FRANCIS
Yes?

SUSAN
What are you doing?

FRANCIS
(confused)

Doing? I'm not sure what you mean.

SUSAN
I've been coming up here for over
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three weeks. Aside from the, um, 
little disagreement we had on the 
first day, this is the most you've 
said about anything. Why is everything 
very nice all of a sudden?

FRANCIS
(defensive)

Well, it isn't all of a sudden. Not 
really. I should have said something 
sooner. It's been very ni-, really 
good having you and Chava around.

SUSAN
(half-joking)

Are you feeling okay? Do you need a 
pill?

FRANCIS
(flustered)

No, I'm fine. I can compliment you if 
I want, right? That's what people do, 
right?

SUSAN
Well, yes, I suppose-

FRANCIS
We're people, right? Two adult people.

SUSAN
(uncomfortable)

Listen, Francis, I'm glad you like the 
food and the, uh, shakers and my hair, 
but I just got out of a relationship 
and I don't think-

FRANCIS
(realization dawning)

Huh? No, no! You're misunderstanding 
me. I'm simply trying to express my 
appreciation for what you and Chava 
have done, are doing; that's all. I'm 
trying to- I'm being-

(trying to find the words)
Um, friendly and interactive.

SUSAN
(relieved)

Oh! Well, then in that case, you're 
welcome. Would you like a refill?
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FRANCIS
(handing her his mug)

Yes, I would. Your coffee is very 
nice.

SUSAN
You're weird. You know that, right?

FRANCIS
(a small smile)

Weird, weird or friendly weird?

Susan laughs as she refills his coffee cup.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FRANCIS' PET ROOM - DAY

Francis is seated on a stool at one of the work tables 
refilling the food dishes for the rodents. There are several 
large, white plastic containers holding vegetarian foodstuffs 
arranged and opened up before him. To the side is a stack of 
empty plastic food dishes of various sizes drip drying.

Mavis perches on the back of an empty stool, watching Francis 
intently.

Chava is going from cage to cage; replacing empty water 
bottles with full ones from a push cart. She replaces the 
last of the empty water bottles. It is on a large hamster 
tank.

Mavis flies over and lands on Chava's push cart. She cocks 
her head up at Chava and lets out a quiet squawk. Chava 
reaches out and gently strokes the top of Mavis' head. 
Francis watches their interaction for a few beats.

FRANCIS
It's lunch time. Why don't you grab 
those chicken salad sandwiches and 
meet me on the roof?

CHAVA
(excited)

The roof? I finally get to see the 
roof?

                                                      CUT TO: 
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EXT. ROOF OF APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY

Mavis perches on the edge of the roof, squawking at cars and 
pedestrians as they go by. Francis sits on a wicker chair. 
Felicia is laying on her back in his lap and he is petting 
her stomach. Chava sits in another wicker chair taking in the 
scenery.

There is a large, raised section of the roof that has rows of 
dirt on each side. There are tiny tombstone markers of 
various shapes lining one side. Only one small grave has 
flowers on it.

Chava yawns.

FRANCIS
Why are you so tired today?

CHAVA
I was up late last night watching a 
monster movie.

FRANCIS
What kind of monster movie?

CHAVA
It was a ghost story.

FRANCIS
Ah, ghosts. Not really monsters, but 
scary none-the-less.

CHAVA
Yeah, they scare me the most I think.

FRANCIS
Me, too. Why do you think they're so 
scary?

CHAVA
Well, you can always see the others 
coming. You know they're going to jump 
out of the dark or something, but 
ghosts pop up out of the middle of 
tables and through doors or out of the 
drain in the bathtub. You never know.

(curious)
And what about you? Why do you think 
they're the scariest?
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FRANCIS
For the same reasons as you, but 
mostly because I believe ghosts are 
real. They are actually based on real 
beings.

CHAVA
You're kidding me. You believe in 
ghosts?

FRANCIS
Yes, but not like the ones you see in 
the movies, or most of the movies 
anyway.

CHAVA
What do you mean? There aren't 
different kinds of ghosts are there? 
Ghosts are just spirits. Spirits that 
haven't gone on to Heaven, or Hell, 
right? They hang around causing 
trouble for the living.

FRANCIS
That's what most people think of as 
ghosts, but I'm not a big believer in 
the concepts of spirits and Heaven and 
Hell.

CHAVA
Then what are they? If they're not 
spirits, I mean?

FRANCIS
Well, you know that living organisms, 
like you and Mavis and so on, they 
produce electrical charges.

CHAVA
(surprised)

We do?

FRANCIS
Sure, little electrical charges are 
constantly firing through our nerves. 
And this energy is actually strong 
enough to power a light bulb. We vary 
in how much we produce, but we all 
create some.
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CHAVA
I didn't know that, but what does it 
have to do with ghosts?

FRANCIS
Energy doesn't just disappear. It goes 
on forever. Even when something dies 
other organisms feed off of it, the 
energy gets passed on. Who's to say 
that some of that energy isn't just 
released, you know? Just out there 
floating around until it dissipates. 
Like a bolt of lightning, but slower. 
I think that what we perceive as 
ghosts are merely units of, I don't 
know; I'll call it organic energy.

CHAVA
Yeah, but what about ghost shapes; 
people-shaped ghosts? Energy doesn't 
have a shape.

FRANCIS
The energy in a thunderstorm doesn't 
have a shape until it makes a 
lightning bolt. It's a natural event. 
Maybe when something dies, the death 
acts as a catalyst that gives the 
energy a shape. The shape it would be 
most familiar with, the shape of its 
previous host.

CHAVA
That's pretty far out there.

FRANCIS
(shrugging)

I didn't say it was a fact, just 
thinking about it out loud.

CHAVA
Okay, how about when ghosts make 
trouble for the living?

FRANCIS
(shrugging)

I'm not sure that they do. I don't 
know, maybe carpet shocks and static 
cling are the ghosts of dead enemies 
getting revenge.
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CHAVA
(chuckling)

Francis? Speaking of creepiness, why 
is there a cemetery on your roof?

FRANCIS
You didn't think my pets lived forever 
did you?

CHAVA
But why did you bury them up here?

FRANCIS
They were my friends, Chava. I wanted 
to keep them close. Don't worry. I 
seal them in glass jars before I bury 
them. And I wrap duct tape around the 
jars so that somewhere down the road, 
when I'm dead and gone and out causing 
static cling, people won't freak out 
when they dig them up.

CHAVA
(curious)

Why is that one in the corner the only 
one with flowers on it? What makes it 
so special?

FRANCIS
(sad smile)

That's Little Demon. He was a very 
fuzzy and very friendly hamster. He 
was my first pet; he made it possible 
for me to leave the Harper Institute. 
You could say he saved my life in a 
way.

CHAVA
Why did you name a cute, fuzzy hamster 
something like Little Demon? Kind of a 
weird name for a hamster.

FRANCIS
I guess so, but the first time I saw 
him he was running like crazy on a 
wheel, like he was trying to get away 
from something. At the time I was 
trying to get away from some things 
myself. Personal demons you could say. 
So, I named him Little Demon. That's 
nothing too mysterious, right?
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Chava lets that sink in for a few beats then-

CHAVA
Why were you in the Harper Institute?

Francis stares at Little Demon's grave. Mavis and Felicia 
sense his discomfort. The bird hops over from her perch to 
nuzzle his ear and the ferret turns over in his lap and looks 
up at him.

CHAVA
(regretting she asked)

Sorry, Francis. That was too personal, 
never mind. Forget I asked.

FRANCIS
Yes, it's personal. But that's okay.

Francis wrestles with his memories. He looks at Chava for a 
beat then stares out over the rooftop. He looks at Chava then-

FRANCIS
(slowly)

I killed my wife and daughter.

CHAVA
(taken aback)

What are you talking about? If you 
killed them you'd- You'd be in jail, 
wouldn't you?

FRANCIS
Why is it so important for you to hear 
the details? That's childish.

CHAVA
It's not childish. You're my friend, 
Francis, and I want to know. I won't 
tell anyone if you tell me, not even 
my mom. But, fine; if you want to keep 
it to yourself, then just keep it to 
yourself.

FRANCIS
(impressed with Chava)

That was a very adult thing to say. 
Maybe I haven't given you enough 
credit.
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CHAVA
Nobody gives goofy looking midgets 
credit.

FRANCIS
Knock it off. Don't get your 
prepubescent panties in a bunch.

CHAVA
I'm not! I-

FRANCIS
I killed them in a car crash.

CHAVA
(quietly)

Oh.

FRANCIS
I was driving too fast. It was night. 
I was aggravated about something, I 
don't even remember what. I don't 
remember where we were coming home 
from either.

(stares off)
Mindy was talking about something for 
the house; new drapes or a dining room 
set, I don't remember. Melissa was 
singing one of her silly songs in the 
back seat. I was aggravated and I had 
a headache so I was driving too fast, 
way over the speed limit. I just 
wanted to get home to some peace and 
quiet; get that day over with. We were 
only a few miles from the house. I 
took a curve too fast and we left the 
road-

Francis' eyes lose focus on anything in particular as he 
retreats into the most horrible moment of his life. It is 
quiet for a beat then-

                                                      CUT TO: 

EXT. STREET NEXT TO PARK PAVILLION - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

An expensive sedan is speeding down the street. The engine is 
ROARING as the machine comes around a corner. The car lurches 
hard to the left and then quickly back to the right. The 
front tires catch the edge of the curb and the vehicle is 
launched into the pavilion.
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The front of the car curls around the edge of the pavilion 
pole. Steam and smoke billow from the car along with the 
sound of HISSING.

The windshield on the passenger side has spiderwebbed from 
the force of something hitting it from the inside. There is a 
splash of blood at the point of impact.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FRANCIS CAR - NIGHT - FLASHBACK

FRANCIS (V.O.)
There was smoke in the car and my face 
was wet and sticky; blood, but not my 
blood.

The airbag has been deployed. Smoke is coming from under the 
dash. MINDY is not wearing a seatbelt and is half on the 
dash. Her head has been bashed open by the windshield.

MELISSA has been thrown into the front console from the 
backseat. Her chest has been RIPPED open by the gear shifter.

BLOOD is everywhere.

There is a LOUD RINGING in Francis' head.

FRANCIS (V.O.)
It was Mindy's blood, or Melissa's, or 
both. It was on my face and on my 
clothes and the dash and the 
windshield. It was outside. It didn't 
belong outside. Because I was 
impatient and driving too fast, their 
blood was on the outside.

Francis is STUNNED. He looks to his right and stares for a 
beat.

FRANCIS (V.O.)
It was my fault, but my blood was 
still inside me where it's supposed to 
be. I didn't have a scratch on me.

Francis' face contorts with ANGUISH as he sees his wife and 
daughter. He is silently SCREAMING their names.

FRANCIS (V.O.)
I said their names, but they didn't 
answer. I yelled their names, they
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didn't answer. I tried to get out of 
the car but the door was stuck; bent, 
warped. I couldn't get them to answer 
me and I was covered in their blood. I 
had a headache and I wanted quiet and 
I killed them.

                                                      CUT TO: 

EXT. ROOF OF APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY - PRESENT DAY

Francis' eyes are as dry as the Mojave.

CHAVA
(voice cracking through her tears)

It was an accident.

FRANCIS
(matter-of-fact)

It was my fault.

Mavis squawks sympathetically. Felicia nuzzles Francis' arm.

CHAVA
Yes. It was your fault, but it was 
still an accident.

FRANCIS
(blinks in surprise)

Thank you, Chava. Thank you for 
telling me the truth; for seeing it 
was my fault. No one else has done 
that.

The pair sit in silence for a beat then-

FRANCIS
You know what I miss most, Chava?

CHAVA
(curious)

No, what?

FRANCIS
I miss looking forward to things. Me 
and Mindy growing old together. 
Melissa's graduation from high school, 
then college. Watching her start out 
her adult life. I miss looking forward 
to walking my daughter down the aisle; 
of having grandchildren. I miss being
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called sweetheart and I miss being 
called dad.

CHAVA
I think I know how you feel.

FRANCIS
Yeah, I guess you kinda' do. Terry 
told me you lost your dad to cancer.

Chava reaches out and gently takes Francis' hand.

CHAVA
You can walk me down the aisle if you 
want. Well, in fifteen or twenty years 
anyway.

FRANCIS
(nods)

I'd be honored to do that. Now, help 
me up. I think my feet went to sleep.

Chava, still holding Francis' hand, gets up from her seat to 
help him.

Francis stands with a groan. Mavis takes flight and squawks. 
Felecia races to the open door leading down into Francis' 
miniature zoo.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. RON RHODES' LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

The living room is spotlessly clean. It has typical 
furnishings. One of the small tables in the room holds a lamp 
that is turned on.

The front door opens and Ron enters the house. He walks 
through the archway that separates the living room from the 
kitchen.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. RON RHODES' KITCHEN - NIGHT

The kitchen is dark. Ron's silhouette can be seen in the 
archway. Ron reaches out and flips the light switch on the 
wall.

The light reveals Lawrence sitting in a chair at the kitchen 
table. On the table is a black trash bag that appears to be
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half full. The rest of the room is immaculate.

RON
(jumping back)

God damn it!

Lawrence cackles at Ron's reaction.

RON
(angry)

What the fuck are you doing in my 
house, McPhee?

Lawrence continues to laugh. Ron's face twists into a snarl 
and he lunges at Lawrence. Ron tackles Lawrence off the chair 
and the pair land on the floor.

They scuffle for a beat. Lawrence easily gains control of the 
fight and holds Ron to the floor with his arms behind his 
back.

LAWRENCE
(spittle dripping)

Is this anyway to treat your partner?
(eyes taking on a crazy look)

We're partners now, ain't we? 'Cause 
if we're not-

Lawrence leans in on Ron's neck with his knee. Ron struggles 
for a few beats and then his eyes start to flutter. Lawrence 
lets go of Ron's arms and removes his knee from the back of 
Ron's neck. Lawrence stands up as Ron gasps in lungful after 
lungful of air.

LAWRENCE
(cold)

If you ever touch me again pretty boy, 
I'll kill ya'. Now, get up and let's 
talk business.

Ron gasps a few more times then struggles to his feet. 
Lawrence motions to a chair at the table. Ron flops down in 
it. Lawrence sits in the chair across from him.

RON
(gasping)

How'd you get in my house?

LAWRENCE
Don't fret your pretty little head 
about it. Until we're done with this,
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we stick together like Chang and Eng, 
you got that?

RON
(confused)

John and who?

LAWRENCE
Chang, dipshit. Chang and Eng, the 
Siamese twins? Never mind, brainiac. 
Just say, 'Yes, McPhee. I understand, 
McPhee.'

RON
Fine, McPhee. I got ya'. I'm going to 
get some sleep. Take the couch if you 
want.

LAWRENCE
Before you do-

(taps the trash bag)
Take this and set it in your trunk. I 
want to make sure it's good and thawed 
by tomorrow.

RON
Fuck. Fine, but I still don't think 
it's a good idea to do this in the 
middle of the fuckin' day, man.

LAWRENCE
How many times do I have to explain it 
to you, Rhodes?

RON
I don't need it explained! I just 
think it'd be better to do it in the 
middle of the night when there's less 
of a chance of getting caught.

LAWRENCE
Right, yeah, a couple of guys lugging 
buckets around in the middle of the 
night isn't going to draw any 
attention. Listen fucknuts, we've been 
over this already, but I'll say it 
again for the retards. Your ex will be 
sleeping after her shift, right?

RON
Yeah, once she finishes up doing her
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morning work for Tower. Then Tower and 
Susan's brat will be busy for hours 
with the dude's animals. I got all 
that, but what about everyone else in 
the building? And the mailman?

LAWRENCE
You can set your watch by that 
mailman; he's in an out before eight- 
thirty every morning. As for the other 
residents in the building, the fourth 
floor is vacant, so is the other unit 
on the first floor. That leaves the 
second and third floor units. Three of 
those four units have old fogies 
living in them. You could have a 
shootout in the lobby and those shut- 
ins wouldn't even take their eyes off 
their TVs. The last of those four 
units is occupied by a young couple 
and their baby. Daddy works Saturdays, 
out by eight in the morning. The mom's 
got her hands full with the rugrat. 
I've never seen her out of the 
apartment before one in the afternoon 
at the earliest.

RON
Okay, but Tower sends Chava on 
errands, too, right? What if the kid 
catches us?

LAWRENCE
Listen, I've been watching the place 
for weeks. The kid always does the 
errands in the morning; out and back 
before noon, she doesn't come out 
again until late afternoon with the 
garbage.

RON
Yeah, but-

LAWRENCE
Knock it off for fuck's sake. You go 
on like a whiney little bitch. I said 
I've been watching the place for 
weeks. I've seen everyone in the 
building, I've watched them, studied 
them, and they've all seen me on 
numerous occasions, except Tower of
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course. That stupid Asian kid has even 
said 'hi' and given me change a few 
times. Even if they do see me outside 
the place they'll think nothing of it. 
As far as they know I'm just the local 
bum rambling through as usual; 
rummaging through the garbage or some 
shit like that. We go in at twelve- 
fifteen and we do our thing, we are 
out by twelve-thirty, nobody the 
wiser.

RON
And you're sure the basement door will 
be unlocked? How can we really be sure 
of that?

LAWRENCE
'Cause the lock is busted, courtesy of 
the hammer from your toolbox. I made 
sure of that. I broke it yesterday 
when I was watching the place.

RON
(a dull realization dawning on him)

You've been watching him for weeks? 
You've been planning on doing 
something to him all along! Even 
before I talked to you. Haven't you?

LAWRENCE
So, what's the fuckin' problem? You 
wouldn't be having second thoughts, 
would you? Surely you wouldn't be so 
moronic as to think you could back out 
on me now, would you?

RON
No, man! It's just-

LAWRENCE
(interrupting)

Just nothing, you little shit. It's 
too late to change your mind. You back 
out now and you're gonna see my bad 
side. You don't want that, Rhodes.

RON
Stop threatening me, you fucker. I'm 
not backin' out on anything. It's just 
so- so goddamned sick.
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LAWRENCE
It's meant to be sick, that's the 
whole fuckin' point. We're showin''em 
we mean business.

(snatching up the trash bag)
Now take this mutt out to your car.

Ron gingerly reaches out and takes the trash bag covered dog 
from Lawrence. He turns around and heads toward the front 
door. Lawrence smiles wickedly at Ron's back.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. THE LEE'S APARTMENT - DAY

Susan walks into her living room from the hallway. She is 
wearing a robe and looks like she has just crawled out of 
bed. She is sipping from a cup of coffee.

She yawns before opening her door. She bends over and picks 
up the daily paper. Something catches her eye O.C.

She drops her coffee mug and paper as her face twists in 
horror.

She SCREAMS.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FRANCIS' LIVING AREA - DAY

Chava sits across the table from Francis. She is holding a 
glass of orange juice. She is meeting Francis' gaze 
unflinching.

FRANCIS
So? Is today the day? Do you think 
you're ready to feed Luis?

CHAVA
(measured)

No. No, I'm not. I don't think I can 
do it just yet.

Francis nods slowly a few times then takes a drink from his 
coffee.

CHAVA
I can handle giving the dead ones to 
Mavis and the sugar gliders, but-
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FRANCIS
You still think of them as babies and 
not as food.

CHAVA
(nodding)

Yeah. I know. I need to get over it.

Francis takes a long drag and holds it for beat before 
letting it out. He smiles gently at Chava.

FRANCIS
Take your time. There's no rush-

A SCREAM from downstairs causes Francis and Chava to jump.

Another SCREAM causes Chava to leap from her seat and head 
for the front door.

CHAVA
(panicked)

That's Mom!

FRANCIS
(rushing after Chava)

Chava! Wait! Let me go down first!

Chava ignores Francis and bolts down the stairs.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. STAIRWELL - DAY

Francis is racing down the stairs. Each step is sending agony 
through his body.

FRANCIS
(yelling)

Chava! Wait! Chava!

Another SCREAM from Susan echoes up through the staircase.

CHAVA (O.S.)
(yelling)

Mom! Mom!

Francis' face twists in pain. He collapses against the 
railing, holding on tightly to keep from crumpling to the 
ground. Sweat pours from every inch of his skin.

From downstairs, Chava SCREAMS. At the sound of her terror
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Francis finds renewed strength. His eyes narrow as he 
continues racing down the stairs.

FRANCIS
(concerned and yelling)

Chava! Chava, what's wrong?

Francis is taking steps two and three at a time.

Chava and Susan continue to SCREAM from the first floor.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FIRST FLOOR STAIRWELL - DAY

Francis races from the stairwell.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FIRST FLOOR OF FRANCIS' APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY

Francis rushes into the lobby.

Chava stands on one end of the room and Susan stands on the 
other. Both are still SCREAMING.

The once clean, white tile of the first floor is now covered 
in blood. The trash bag with the dog inside is laying in the 
middle of the room.

On the wall above the mailboxes is written "THANKS FOR THE 
BURGER" in the dog's blood.

Francis rushes to Chava and spins her around. He pulls her 
close to him in a tight hug before picking her up. Chava 
presses her face hard into Francis' chest. Francis rushes 
towards Susan.

Susan sees Francis carrying Chava and her SCREAM cuts off. On 
shaking legs she backs into her apartment.

Francis walks in carrying Chava and Susan slams the door.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. THE LEE'S APARTMENT - DAY

Francis is sitting at the kitchen table. He is nervously 
patting his fingers on the table. Susan, now dressed, comes 
in the kitchen and collapses in a chair next to Francis.



                                                         90. 

Created using Celtx                                          

FRANCIS
Is she finally asleep?

SUSAN
(relieved)

Yeah.

There is silence for a beat then-

FRANCIS
I wish the police had hurried up with 
the photos and interviews. The 
cleaning crew could have been done 
hours ago.

(tired)
I'm sorry she saw that. I'm sorry for 
all this.

SUSAN
It's not your fault-

FRANCIS
(angry)

Yes, it is! If I hadn't fed that poor 
dog, none of this would've happened!

SUSAN
(shudders)

At first I thought it was Ron, but no 
matter how big of an asshole he is I 
don't think he'd cross this kind of 
line. How can a person do that to a 
dog?

FRANCIS
(angry)

McPhee isn't a normal person.
(shrugging)

Hell, to me he wasn't even a person. 
That's why this is my fault. I hope 
they find him soon. He's dangerous.

Susan gives Francis a comforting look and reaches out and 
puts her hand over his.

Francis looks at her hand on his for a beat then-

SUSAN
(gentle)

If you didn't feed that poor dog, then 
you'd never have met me or Chava.
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Francis looks at Susan. He gives a slow nod of gratitude. He 
puts his other hand on top of hers.

FRANCIS
(appreciative)

You're right. I would've missed out on 
some amazing people.

Susan smiles and gives Francis' hands a squeeze and then lets 
them go.

SUSAN
And we would have missed out on one 
interesting guy.

FRANCIS
(small smile)

Interesting? That's the best you can 
come up with?

SUSAN
(smiling)

You're not giving me a lot to work 
with.

Francis nods. He stands up on shaking legs and stretches.

FRANCIS
(grunting in pain)

I think I'm gonna' take some pain 
pills and sleep for a day or two.

Francis slowly makes his way to Susan's front door.

Susan stands up and follows Francis.

FRANCIS
You don't have to walk me out.

SUSAN
I'm not walking you out. I'm helping 
you back to your apartment.

FRANCIS
You don't have to do-

SUSAN
(aggravated sigh)

It's what friends do, Francis. We were 
just talking about this.
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FRANCIS
(confused)

We were?

SUSAN
Yes. Now put your arm around my 
shoulders.

Francis awkwardly puts his arm around Susan's shoulders.

                                                      CUT TO: 

EXT. FRANCIS' APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT

Lawrence is across the street in an alleyway looking at the 
building. His eyes have that crazy look in them again and he 
is drooling a little. He tips back a bottle of cheap vodka 
and takes a long pull on it. A light comes on up on the fifth 
floor. Lawrence laughs.

LAWRENCE
(muttering to himself)

Just a little longer, Tower. Get nice 
and comfortable up there on your fifth 
floor. Feed your pets, enjoy your time 
with the gooks. Fool yourself into 
thinking it's all over and you've seen 
the last of me.

(taking another drink)
I'm coming for you, you son of a 
bitch.

Lawrence looks at the top floor one more time before he walks 
down the alley into darkness.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. RON RHODES' KITCHEN - DAY

Dishes are piled up in the sink. Used pots and pans are 
collecting flies on the stove. Lawrence sits at the table. He 
is smoking and has a cup of coffee in front of him along with 
a plate of half-eaten eggs and toast.

Ron enters the room. He is dressed and ready for his day. He 
acknowledges Lawrence with a curt nod. He gets a cup of 
coffee and sits down at the table.

Lawrence takes a few more bites of his eggs. He sips his 
coffee and takes a long drag from his cigarette. He ashes on 
an empty portion of his plate as he exhales smoke.
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Ron's eyes widen then narrow in anger. He stands up and grabs 
an ashtray from the kitchen counter and plops it down in 
front of Lawrence.

RON
(disgusted)

What the fuck is wrong with you? Use a 
God damn ashtray!

Ron sits back down and angrily grips his coffee cup.

Lawrence's expression never changes. He stares at Ron and 
this time he ashes on the floor. Ron stands up and throws his 
coffee cup against the wall, shattering it.

Lawrence leaps to his feet, ready to fight.

RON
(angry)

Enough of this shit! It's been two 
weeks! You have to get the fuck out of 
here!

LAWRENCE
(angry)

I do? You sure about that?

Ron waves his arms around at the state of his kitchen.

RON
(angry)

Yeah, I'm fucking sure! You're a God 
damn animal, McPhee! You've got to go!

LAWRENCE
(eyes getting that crazy look)

The cops are still looking for me. 
What if they catch me and I decide to 
tell them who spread bloody puppy chow 
all over Tower's lobby?

Ron's anger is quickly replaced by fear. He looks around at 
his once spotless kitchen for a beat before his attention is 
pulled back to Lawrence.

Lawrence calmly sits back down and stares at Ron.

RON
(hesitant)

You wouldn't do that.
(more confident and forceful)
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There's no way they'd believe you over 
me! Look at yourself! You're a filthy 
fucking beast. I'm a fucking pillar of 
this community compared to you!

Lawrence locks eyes with Ron. He takes a drag off his 
cigarette then holds it burning end down over his coffee cup. 
Ron's eyes narrow as he focuses on the burning cigarette.

RON
(anger rising)

Don't do it, McPhee! Don't you fucking 
do it-

Lawrence lets go of the cigarette. Time seems to slow down as 
Ron watches it land in the coffee with a HISS.

LAWRENCE
(calm but crazy-eyed)

Why wouldn't they believe me? I've got 
nothing to lose, pretty boy. But you 
do.

Lawrence waves his arms around, mimicking Ron from earlier.

LAWRENCE
(making his voice whiny)

Poor Ron Rhodes could lose all of 
this!

Ron glares at Lawrence in undisguised hate. Lawrence smiles 
at Ron and blows him a kiss.

LAWRENCE
I think I'm going to stay here as long 
as I like.

Ron glowers at Lawrence for a beat then-

RON
(angry)

Piss on this!

Ron turns and storms from the kitchen into the living room.

Lawrence pushes himself up from the table and chases after 
Ron.

                                                      CUT TO: 
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INT. RON RHODES' LIVING ROOM - DAY

Ron is halfway to the door when Lawrence makes it into the 
living room.

LAWRENCE
(angry)

What ya' doin', Rhodes?

Ron doesn't look back. He is reaching for the doorknob.

RON
(angry)

Getting you out of my life you fucking 
shit-stain!

Lawrence snatches the lamp off of Ron's end table. He lunges 
at Ron with it. He HITS Ron in the back of the head with the 
make-shift weapon.

Ron grabs at the back of his head as he flies forward, 
smacking the front of his head against the solid wooden door. 
His momentum launches him back towards Lawrence.

Lawrence HITS Ron in the head again with the lamp. Ron 
collapses in a heap. His body is shaking and his eyes can't 
focus.

Lawrence towers over the prone Ron. He raises the lamp and 
HITS Ron again. The lamp is now in pieces and Lawrence drops 
it.

LAWRENCE
(getting on Ron's chest)

Out of your life! Out of your life! 
How's that feel, Rhodes? How's that 
fucking feel?

Lawrence HITS Ron two more times before standing up. He is 
covered in blood spatter.

Ron's face is almost unrecognizable. Blood is still flowing 
from several abrasions.

Lawrence is BREATHING HARD as he stares down at Ron. He 
unzips his pants and starts URINATING on Ron.

LAWRENCE
(cackling wildly)

I'm a God damn animal, huh? I'll show 
you a fucking animal! Piss on this?
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How about piss on you, pretty boy!

Lawrence finishes peeing on Ron. He collapses on the couch. 
He runs his hand over his forehead. He stares at the blood 
covering him.

Lawrence gets up and looks down at Ron.

LAWRENCE
(calm but eyes obviously crazed)

I'm gonna' use your shower, Rhodes. I 
can't head out lookin' like this. You 
don't mind if I borrow some clothes, 
do you?

(thinking)
I'm gonna' take your car, too. After 
I'm done over at Tower's place I'll 
need something to get me out of the 
city.

Lawrence kneels down next to Ron.

LAWRENCE
(gently)

Now, if it's not okay just say so.

The only sound from Ron is labored breathing. Lawrence stays 
kneeling for a beat before standing.

LAWRENCE
Thanks, I appreciate it.

Lawrence steps over Ron and walks down the hall towards Ron's 
bedroom.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FRANCIS' LIVING AREA - DAY

Susan, Chava, and Francis are sitting at the kitchen table. 
There is a pan of fried chicken and a pot of mashed potatoes 
in the center. Each of the trio has a plate of food in front 
of them.

Chava takes a bite out of a chicken leg. Susan has a forkful 
of mashed potatoes ready to eat. Francis takes a drink of 
juice.

FRANCIS
(thoughtful)

This is nice.
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SUSAN
(joking)

You always say my cooking is nice. Or 
that the juice I bring is nice. Or 
that I look nice. Why haven't you come 
up with something better by now?

CHAVA
(joining in)

Yeah! Didn't you go to college or 
something?

Susan and Chava chuckle at Francis' expense. Francis' face 
breaks out in a small, but noticeable smile.

FRANCIS
(speaking carefully)

I mean it's nice having you both here 
with me.

Susan and Chava fall silent in surprise.

SUSAN
Thank you, Francis. That's sweet.

CHAVA
(serious)

You know- You're my best friend. I 
can't imagine what my life would be 
without you.

Francis smiles warmly at Chava.

FRANCIS
I never thought I'd feel-

(searching for the words)
Normal? Not that. Quiet?

(nodding)
Yeah, that's it. Quiet.

Francis pulls out a cigarette and lights it. He seems to be 
concentrating more on his own thoughts now. Susan and Chava 
wait a beat for him to continue.

FRANCIS
I don't wake up with my brain 
screeching random noise at me anymore.

Francis takes a drag off his cigarette. He looks at the door 
leading into his animal sanctuary.
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FRANCIS
(exhaling smoke)

For the longest time my head was like 
a radio station that wasn't dialed in.

(looking at Susan and Chava)
There isn't any static around my 
thoughts now. It's just quiet.

SUSAN
(hopeful)

That's a good thing, right?

FRANCIS
Yeah, it's a good thing. It's-

(looks at Susan and smiles)
Nice.

Chava groans. Susan laughs.

SUSAN
Now that was a joke, right?

FRANCIS
Yes, it was.

CHAVA
We need to do more stuff like this.

SUSAN
What do you mean?

CHAVA
Us. All three of us need to do more 
together.

(thinks for a beat)
We should go to the movies!

Francis coughs mid-drag of his cigarette. Susan chokes a bit 
on her drink.

SUSAN
(nervous)

Chava, um, I don't know if a large 
social-

(looks at Francis)
activity is such a good idea-

FRANCIS
(interrupting Susan)

A movie sounds fine, Chava. It's a 
good way to spend a lazy Saturday
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afternoon.

SUSAN
(surprised)

Are you sure?

Francis nods his head a few times.

FRANCIS
I use to love going to the movies. 
Maybe it's time I give them a try 
again.

CHAVA
(happy)

Okay! Let's find a movie!

Susan pulls out her cell phone and pushes the screen.

SUSAN
(looking at her phone)

There's a lot of good ones.

Chava slides next to her mom and looks at the screen. Francis 
takes more drags from his cigarette as his free hand 
nervously bounces his fingertips on the top of the table.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FIRST FLOOR OF FRANCIS' APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY

A clean shaven, well-dressed man enters the building. It is 
Lawrence McPhee wearing Ron Rhodes' clothes.

Lawrence heads towards the Lee's apartment. As he walks he 
adjusts the PISTOL in his right front pocket. He KNOCKS 
LOUDLY on the door for a few beats. When no one answers he 
pulls the PISTOL out and KICKS the door open.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. THE LEE'S APARTMENT - DAY

Lawrence walks through the broken door. He is holding the 
PISTOL up. His movements indicate that he has had some 
training in firearms.

He searches the apartment for the Lee's. He starts to get 
that 'crazy look' when he doesn't find them.

He takes a framed picture of Susan and Henry off the wall in
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the hallway.

LAWRENCE
(talking to the picture)

Your car's outside. That means you and 
the brat are playing house up on the 
fifth floor.

Lawrence puts the PISTOL away as he casually walks towards 
the damaged door. He tosses the picture on the couch as he 
passes by it.

LAWRENCE
That's fine with me. Francis is my 
last stop anyway.

Lawrence exits the apartment, closing the broken door as best 
he can behind him.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FRANCIS' LIVING AREA - DAY

Francis, Chava, and Susan are standing close to the door 
leading to the hallway of the apartment building. Susan has 
her purse slung over her shoulder. Francis is staring at 
Susan and Chava sternly. They are glaring back at him.

SUSAN
Really? That's it then?

FRANCIS
Yes. That's the end of this 
discussion.

CHAVA
Mom, does it really matter-

SUSAN
(interrupting)

Yes, it matters a lot!

Susan puts her hands defiantly on her hips as she stares at 
Francis.

FRANCIS
Forget it. There's no way I'm letting 
you pay for this.

SUSAN
It was Chava's idea. We should pay for
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the movie.

FRANCIS
Don't be ridiculous.

SUSAN
(pressing)

But we invited you.

FRANCIS
(jokingly glaring)

Don't make me pull the 'rich old white 
man' card here.

SUSAN
(raising her arms up in surrender)

Not the 'rich old white man' card! 
We're powerless against that. You win! 
You win!

Chava rolls her eyes at Susan and Francis.

CHAVA
Now can we go?

Susan and Francis nod at each other.

FRANCIS
Yeah. We can go now.

SUSAN
(hand out to open door)

We might even be able to grab some ice 
cream on the way home.

Susan opens the door-

Standing on the other side of the now open door is Lawrence. 
Lawrence is holding the PISTOL. Susan takes a step back in 
surprise, bumping into Chava.

SUSAN
(surprised)

Whoa! Hey! What-

Lawrence steps forward and SLAMS the pistol butt into Susan's 
face. The attack CRUSHES her nose and causes BLOOD to spray. 
Susan collapses on the ground in front of Chava GROANING.

Chava screams and plops down on the floor to help her mom.
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Francis lunges toward Lawrence. Lawrence puts the pistol to 
the back of Chava's head.

LAWRENCE
(shouting)

Back the fuck up, Francis!

Francis freezes for a beat then raises his arms and takes a 
step back. His eyes are shooting daggers at Lawrence.

LAWRENCE
(holding the pistol to Chava's 
head)

Don't move an inch you little bitch, 
otherwise mamma's gonna' have to scrub 
your brains off of Francis' nice, 
clean floor.

FRANCIS
(controlled tone)

Who are you? What do you want?

Francis' lack of recognition fuels Lawrence's rage.

LAWRENCE
You don't recognize me? Even after all 
the trouble I went to making that 
greeting card in the lobby?

Susan continues to moan on the floor while clutching her 
face. Chava is crying now, but is remaining still.

FRANCIS
McPhee!

LAWRENCE
Ding ding, motherfucker!

Francis' eyes dart around the room looking for anything he 
can use as a weapon. Francis' eyes settle on the reading lamp 
on one of his end tables next to his easy chair. Lawrence 
glances at what Francis is staring at and catches Francis' 
intention.

LAWRENCE
Ya' sure you wanna' do that?

(pressing the pistol harder into 
Chava's head)

How many holes do you think I can put 
in both these bitches before you got 
to me?
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Susan continues to MOAN at Lawrence's feet, her eyes are 
watering but she can see that Chava has a pistol to her head.

SUSAN
(in pain)

Don't hurt my baby! Please, don't hurt 
my baby.

Lawrence glances down at Susan for a beat before locking eyes 
with Francis again.

LAWRENCE
That all depends on what Francis and I 
can work out here, Susan.

FRANCIS
(controlled tone)

What do you want, McPhee?

LAWRENCE
I want you to all of us on a private 
tour of your little zoo.

CHAVA
(scared and crying)

We've already seen it.

LAWRENCE
(angry)

Shut the fuck up! Susan, haven't you 
taught your daughter to keep her 
cockholster shut when adults are 
talking?

FRANCIS
This doesn't involve them, McPhee. Let 
them go and I'll take you back there.

LAWRENCE
Oh, Francis. It didn't involve them 
until Rhodes payed me a visit.

SUSAN
(in pain)

That's how you know us? What did that 
bastard have you do?

LAWRENCE
(laughs)

He didn't have me to do anything.
(to Susan)
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Pretty boy was all upset about being 
dumped so he wanted a little payback.

(looks at Francis)
He had no idea I already had plans for 
you, Tower. I figured I could use an 
extra set of hands for some heavy 
lifting so-

(shrugs)
What the hell, right? But that doesn't 
really matter now.

FRANCIS
(calm)

Where's Rhodes?

Lawrence looks at the lamp on Francis' end table and then 
back to Francis.

LAWRENCE
We're not involved with each other 
anymore, Tower.

(laughs)
Earlier you and me almost had what I'd 
call a moment of irony.

Lawrence steps back from Chava and Susan.

LAWRENCE
(motioning toward Chava)

Help your mom up. It's time our tour 
got started.

Chava helps Susan to her feet. Susan's nose is still 
bleeding. Francis is calmly staring at Lawrence.

FRANCIS
(calmly to Lawrence)

Let them go.

LAWRENCE
(screaming at Francis)

You're not in charge here, Francis!
(voice dropping)

I'm losing patience. Either open that 
fucking door and walk through it or 
this ends quick and bloody.

Francis slowly walks towards the door leading into his pet 
habitat. Susan and Chava watch him as he passes by. Francis' 
face is calm, almost serene.
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Francis puts his hand on the door knob and half-turns so he 
can see Lawrence.

FRANCIS
Tell me, McPhee. Is this all really 
about a dog and a cheeseburger?

LAWRENCE
(sighing)

I'll be honest with you, Tower. It's 
probably not.

FRANCIS
Then why? Why me?

LAWRENCE
(eyes getting that crazy look)

Because you were there!

FRANCIS
(confused)

Where?

LAWRENCE
At my breaking point. You think you're 
the only one who's suffered?

(angrier)
I've suffered for longer than I can 
remember; been on the streets for 
years since my wife left me; watched 
people pretend not to see me when I 
was right in front of them; and then 
you chose that mangy mutt over me. A 
fellow human being!

Lawrence begins slowly rocking in place. His face is 
contorted into an animalistic snarl.

LAWRENCE
Those years piled up on me, Tower. 
You're just the unlucky bastard that 
broke the camel's back, so to speak.

Francis nods at Lawrence. He opens the door and walks into 
his animal habitat.

Lawrence pushes Susan and Chava along in front of him towards 
the open door.

                                                      CUT TO: 
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INT. FRANCIS' PET ROOM - DAY

Francis stands a few feet off to the side of the door. Susan 
and Chava enter the room. Lawrence is right behind them. The 
pistol is now pointed at the back of Chava's head, but is a 
few feet away from her skin.

Lawrence's face shifts from rage to confusion as he enters 
the room. Lawrence slowly looks around. His confusion turns 
to wonderment then-

Mavis SQUAWKS from her perch on the arm of a chair by the 
door.

Lawrence jumps at the noise and quickly turns to face the 
unexpected sound, his movement takes the aim of the pistol 
off of Chava.

Francis LUNGES at Lawrence. Francis' sudden attack catches 
Lawrence off-balance. The two men grapple over the pistol. 
Lawrence is clearly getting the upper-hand.

Susan clutches Chava close to her. Both women are FROZEN in 
fear.

FRANCIS
(grunting from pain and effort)

Get out of here!

A loud CRACK sounds from the pistol, followed by two more 
CRACKS as the weapon discharges. Francis' body jerks on the 
last CRACK. Francis has been shot in his left side. Lawrence 
and Francis fall to the ground.

Susan pulls Chava towards the door. Chava is struggling to 
break her mother's hold and get to Francis.

CHAVA
(crying)

No! Francis! No!

SUSAN
(panicked and pulling on Chava)

Chava! We need to get out of here! 
Chava!

Lawrence and Francis continue to struggle for the pistol. 
Blood is now on the ground.

Sensing something is wrong, all of the animals are going 
crazy in their cages. Felicia is scurrying from one end of
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her enclosure to the other. Mavis is hopping from perch to 
perch in short flights and continuously SQUAWKING.

FRANCIS
(sounding weaker)

Chava! Go!

Lawrence is grunting like an animal. Sounds are escaping from 
his mouth, but they are all unintelligible.

Chava finally allows Susan to pull her from the apartment.

Lawrence manages to get the pistol completely away from 
Francis and hits him a few times in the head with the butt of 
the weapon. Francis is dazed.

Lawrence rolls away from Francis and gets to his feet. 
Lawrence has blood on his face from some of Francis' blows, 
but the majority of blood on him is from Francis' gunshot 
wound. He angles the pistol at Francis.

Francis lays on the ground covered in blood and clutches at 
his left side. Francis struggles to sit up, but collapses in 
pain. Lawrence looms over him. Both men are BREATHING HEAVY.

Lawrence wipes his sleeve across his face to get blood away 
from his eyes as he stares down at Francis.

LAWRENCE
(spitting blood out)

I gotta' hand it to you, Francis. You 
fight like a fucking caveman.

Lawrence kicks Francis in his wounded side. Francis lets out 
a HOWL of pain. Mavis goes silent. The raven watches Lawrence 
from her perch at the open window.

LAWRENCE
(kicking Francis again)

But you know what happens next.

Francis HOWLS from the second kick. Lawrence lowers the 
pistol towards Francis.

Mavis DIVES from her perch. The raven SLAMS into Lawrence's 
face, claws first. Lawrence SCREAMS in pain and drops the 
pistol. Lawrence's face is ripped open in multiple spots from 
Mavis' claws and beak. Lawrence struggles with Mavis while 
stumbling backwards. The madman's momentum carries him into 
the section of cages holding the scorpions and spiders.
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The glass cages break open under the force of Lawrence's 
impact. Lawrence loses his footing and hits the ground hard, 
landing in a sitting position. Creepy crawlies of all kinds 
spill out of their tanks over Lawrence. Lawrence manages to 
get his hands on one of Mavis' wings and breaks it. Mavis 
SQUAWKS in pain.

During the fight Francis has been pulling himself to the 
pistol. When Mavis squawks in pain, Francis manages to lunge 
the final few feet and grab the weapon.

Lawrence goes into a panic when the spiders and scorpions 
land on him. Lawrence is getting stung and bitten by the 
arachnids. Lawrence throws the wounded bird and frantically 
tries to brush the creatures off of him.

Mavis hops away from Lawrence, SQUAWKING in pain.

Lawrence is SQUEALING in pain and fear.

Francis manages to get into a sitting position. He raises the 
pistol, takes aim, and then-

CRACK. CRACK. CRACK. CRACK. CRACK. Francis shoots five times 
before the pistol JAMS. Three of the shots strike Lawrence. 
One hits him in the lower abdomen. Another in his groin, and 
the final round hits him in the bottom of his right foot and 
exits out of his ankle.

Lawrence WAILS in pain as he is shot. Lawrence continues to 
fight with the bugs that are on him briefly before his arms 
slump to his sides. Lawrence's face and neck are now covered 
in welts from the poison of his small attackers.

Francis is breathing heavily. He drops the pistol and puts 
pressure on his gunshot wound. He HISSES in pain. Francis is 
looking pale.

Mavis hops over to Francis. The bird's wing is nearly twisted 
off. Francis reaches out and brushes his fingers gently along 
the feathers on top of her head.

FRANCIS
(in pain)

Thanks, Mavis.

Francis struggles to get to his feet, but is too weak. 
Francis lays back down, GRUNTING in pain.

The WAIL of POLICE SIRENS can be heard in the distance.
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Lawrence lets out a huge GASP of air and then begins to 
breathe heavily, COUGHING between each breath. Francis 
struggles to roll over so he can see Lawrence.

LAWRENCE
(voice gurgling)

Fucking bird.

FRANCIS
(weakly)

It's over, McPhee.

LAWRENCE
(coughing)

I had you.
(heavy breathing)

Fucking bird. Fucking bugs. Fucking-

Lawrence looks like he is swelling more from his wounds and 
is struggling harder to breathe.

Francis fights to keep his eyes open. He focuses on each of 
his animals. Taking his time, his eyes go from cage to cage 
until they rest again on Mavis. The raven is eyeing him, 
cocking her head from side to side.

Francis lays his head down and closes his eyes.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. HOSPITAL WAITING ROOM - NIGHT

The waiting room is crowded and busy. Susan and Chava sit 
together holding on to each other. Susan's nose is bandaged 
and the skin around her eyes are starting to bruise.

The main entry doors open and Terry strides inside. Terry 
heads for the main desk then-

SUSAN
Terry!

Terry turns at the sound of his name. Susan and Chava stand 
up and rush to Terry.

TERRY
(concerned)

Susan! Chava! Are you okay? How's 
Francis?
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SUSAN
He was still in surgery two hours ago. 
They said he lost a lot of blood.

CHAVA
(voice breaking)

If they hadn't got to him when they 
did-

Chava's voice trails off.

TERRY
The police filled me in on what 
happened. They have McPhee and his 
accomplice under guard here and expect-

SUSAN
(interrupting)

They what?

TERRY
(confused)

They didn't tell you?

SUSAN
Tell me what?

TERRY
They got a 911 call from some guy 
named Ron Rhodes. McPhee had nearly 
beat him to death. He told the 
dispatcher that you and Francis was 
his next target.

CHAVA
(surprised)

Ron saved Francis' life?

SUSAN
(quietly)

It seems he helped, hon.

TERRY
(clearing his throat)

Ron confessed to helping McPhee with 
the dog in the lobby. I'm not sure 
what charges they are going to press 
against him. If he survives.
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SUSAN
He's that bad?

TERRY
Apparently him and McPhee are just 
barely hanging on.

CHAVA
Just like Francis.

The trio is quiet for a beat. The emergency room continues to 
hustle and bustle while they stand in silence.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FRANCIS' HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

BEEPS from hospital machines fill the room. Francis lays on 
the bed. An IV is in his arm and he is wearing an oxygen 
mask. He is asleep. He is still pale, but looks better.

Susan, Chava, and Terry are sitting in chairs close to the 
bed.

Chava has her head on Susan's arm and is asleep. Susan holds 
Francis' hand.

Terry is fidgeting in his seat.

SUSAN
(quietly)

He's going to be okay.

TERRY
(smiles)

I know.

The room is quiet except for the BEEPS for a few beats then-

TERRY
So you were heading to the movies?

Susan nods and turns her attention to Francis.

SUSAN
I could tell he was nervous about it, 
but he was excited, too. In his own 
way of course.
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TERRY
(laughing grunt)

Yeah. I know what you mean about that.

Chava stirs in her seat. Susan and Terry remain quiet for a 
beat until Chava settles.

SUSAN
He saved me and Chava.

Terry looks at Chava and then at Susan. Terry smiles.

TERRY
(proud)

Yep. That's my big brother.

Susan looks at Terry.

TERRY (CONT'D)
(mind in the past)

I wish you could have known him before 
the accident. He was always joking. 
Always laughing. He was a good guy; 
full of life.

(sighs)
Seeing him change so much was 
heartbreaking. It was like he died, 
too.

SUSAN
He's been through so much.

Terry stares at his brother. If he heard Susan he gives no 
indication. Chava stirs again. Chava slowly sits up and 
stretches. Chava rubs her eyes and looks at Francis.

CHAVA
(yawning)

How is he?

SUSAN
He's still sleeping. The doctor said-

FRANCIS
(interrupting)

The doctor said I needed rest. My 
brother and your mom are ignoring that 
and keep yapping. Shut them up for me, 
Chava.

Susan, Chava, and Terry leap to their feet and crowd around
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Francis.

TERRY
Hey, there he is!

SUSAN
Francis!

Chava throws herself over Francis, hugging him.

FRANCIS
(hisses in pain)

Easy, Chava. Easy. How's Mavis?

SUSAN
Mavis is at a vet hospital. Chava was 
adamant about taking her there before 
we came here. She said you'd have 
insisted on it.

FRANCIS
She's right.

Francis takes his mask off and wraps his arms around Chava.

FRANCIS
(kisses Chava on the forehead)

Thank you, Chava. Thank you. You did 
good.

(to Susan)
Mavis saved us, not me.

TERRY
How are you feeling?

FRANCIS
(a short laugh)

Like I was beaten and shot.

TERRY
No shit?

FRANCIS
I'm actually feeling, Terry.

SUSAN
Feeling what?

FRANCIS
That's it, Susan. I'm feeling.
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Francis hugs Chava tight for a beat then lets her go. Chava 
stands up, wiping away tears.

FRANCIS
What happened to McPhee.

TERRY
He's under guard here at the hospital. 
Last I checked an hour ago he was 
still breathing. That bird did a 
number on him.

CHAVA
Good.

SUSAN
Chava! Don't say that!

CHAVA
Sorry, Mom.

The room is quiet for a few beats then-

FRANCIS
Do you remember what he said to me? 
About how he watched people pretend 
not to see him?

Susan, Chava, and Terry stare at Francis.

FRANCIS
I was one of those people. All I 
noticed was a hungry dog.

(Francis holds each of their gazes)
I saw McPhee, but I didn't see McPhee.

(sighs)
Not McPhee the person, just the McPhee 
that blended in with the trash and the 
shit and the piss in the gutter.

Everyone takes in what Francis is saying. All of them look 
ashamed. All of them look responsible.

FRANCIS
I never gave a thought about what put 
him in that gutter. Never cared why he 
was there, or anything else about him. 
Who might miss him, or what he might 
have lost.
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TERRY
You couldn't know any of this would 
happen. You didn't know how dangerous 
he was.

FRANCIS
(blinks at Terry a few times)

That's not what I'm saying.

SUSAN
What are you saying?

CHAVA
He's saying McPhee should have 
mattered to him just as much as the 
dog.

All eyes turn to Chava.

CHAVA
That he was a person, just like us. Am 
I right, Francis?

FRANCIS
(smiles)

You're the smartest person I know, 
Chava. Yes, you're right.

Chava puffs up with a bit of pride. Susan hugs her daughter 
and kisses her. Terry regards Francis with a sly smile.

TERRY
(to Francis)

You're coming back, aren't you.

FRANCIS
(confused)

To where? I-

TERRY
You. You're coming back. My brother is 
finally making his way back.

Francis takes his brother's statement in for a beat. Francis 
smiles at the people gathered around him.

FRANCIS
I guess I am.

SUSAN
Good. I want to get to know that
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Francis, too.

CHAVA
One of those Francis' still owes us a 
trip to the movies.

FRANCIS
I haven't forgotten. It will be nice.

Susan and Chava groan when Francis says "nice" before they 
burst out in laughter. Terry stands in confusion.

                                                      CUT TO: 

INT. FRANCIS' PET ROOM - DAY

Mavis flies through the open window and lands on her perch. 
She SQUAWKS a few times while looking down.

Francis turns around from where he is filling food dishes and 
looks up at the bird.

FRANCIS
Settle down, Mavis. I haven't 
forgotten.

Francis walks to a cabinet and pulls out a pack of dog 
biscuits. He opens the pack and pulls one out. His movements 
are strong and sure, he is completely healed.

CHAVA (O.S.)
Francis! Don't you do it! I already 
gave her one today.

Mavis SQUAWKS from her perch. Francis' eyes dart to somewhere 
off-screen. He stares in that direction while he holds up the 
dog biscuit. SPLASHING WATER is heard off-screen.

Chava stands in one of the turtle tanks wearing fisherman's 
waders. She is holding a scrub brush and is glaring at 
Francis.

Mavis takes flight and lands on Francis' arm. The bird 
snatches the dog biscuit from his hand and takes a short 
flight to land on the stool next to the turtle pond Chava is 
in. Mavis begins eating the treat in front of Chava.

CHAVA
Ugh! Francis! Why'd you give her 
another one?
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FRANCIS
It's a special day.

Chava climbs out of the turtle pond and begins taking off the 
waders.

CHAVA
Why's today special?

FRANCIS
I'm disappointed. I thought you'd 
remember.

CHAVA
Remember what?

FRANCIS
It's July 2nd.

CHAVA
So?

FRANCIS
It's been one year.

Chava looks confused for a beat.

CHAVA
Have I really been here for a year?

FRANCIS
Yes. So today all the animals get an 
extra snack and tonight I'm taking you 
and your mom out for dinner.

CHAVA
Sounds like fun!

FRANCIS
I thought it would be. Hopefully your 
mom doesn't mind.

CHAVA
She loves it when we go out.

FRANCIS
Me too.

CHAVA
Can we go to the movies, too?
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FRANCIS
Do you think I'm made of money?

CHAVA
Well, duh!

FRANCIS
We'll ask your mom.

The door to Francis' living quarters open and Susan walks in. 
She is wearing a woman's business suit.

SUSAN
I'm heading to the office, hon. I 
should be home by 6.

CHAVA
Okay, Mom!

FRANCIS
Instead of going home how about dinner 
at that one pizza joint? The one on 
9th? Then a movie?

SUSAN
(smiles)

That sounds great! I'll meet you two 
there.

Chava gives her mom a hug and Francis waves goodbye to her as 
she leaves.

CHAVA
Mom really loves working for your 
brother.

FRANCIS
He loves having her at the office. 
Your mom has a good head for numbers.

CHAVA
So are you guys official yet?

FRANCIS
What do you mean?

CHAVA
You know what I mean!

FRANCIS
No. We are not official. We have fun
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together and care about each other, 
but that's it for now.

CHAVA
Why?

FRANCIS
This last year's brought a lot of 
changes, but I still have a lot of 
issues.

CHAVA
No kidding.

FRANCIS
Ha. That's a good one.

(serious)
You know your mother means a lot to 
me. You know you do, too.

CHAVA
I know. You mean a lot to us, too.

(beat)
You're looking forward to things again 
aren't you?

Francis stops his work. He looks at Chava and smiles.

FRANCIS
Yes. I suppose I am.

CHAVA
How does it feel?

FRANCIS
It's all still kinda' new right now, 
but I will say that it feels-

(beat)
Nice.

                                                     FADE OUT 


