
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                    UNHAPPY ENDINGS 
 
                           by 
 
                    Stuart A. Creque 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                  116 Donald Drive 
© 2006                            Moraga, CA 94556 
                                  (510) 377-4658 
                                  screque@sbcglobal.net 



 
 
 
FADE IN: 
 
INT. COUNTY MORGUE - NIGHT 
 
The room is large, with institutional pale green tile halfway 
up three of its walls, above which the color continues to 
the ceiling as enamel paint, only slightly paler and slightly 
more sickly in the dull fluorescent light. 
 
The fourth wall is comprised of stainless steel drawer fronts, 
floor to ceiling, dozens of them. 
 
In the center of the room are a dozen gurneys, eight of them 
occupied by body bags, translucent plastic obscuring the 
contents. 
 
JUANITA SANCHEZ, 44, a plump woman whose clothing under her 
white lab coat accentuates her full breasts and hips, and 
whose hair and makeup are by no means understated, has 
perched herself coyly on CARL O'NEILL's desk. 
 
Carl, 25, in a FUBU jersey and jeans under his lab coat, is 
a handsome Black man who would be a target of female 
attention in any environment.  In the morgue on night shift, 
he's red meat to Juanita. 
 
                         JUANITA 
            So where are we going tonight, 
            Carlito? 
 
                         CARL 
            I can't tonight, Juanita.  I've got 
            to get up early tomorrow for school. 
 
                         JUANITA 
            So why don't we just stay up all 
            night?  You can sleep after school, 
            before work. 
 
                         CARL 
            Too dangerous, baby.  If we ever 
            hooked up like that, there's no way 
            I could keep my mind on my schoolwork. 
 
STINKY MARTIN enters, carrying a white paper takeout bag 
from a deli and a brown Samsonite attaché case.  Stinky, 32, 
wears glasses, a white shirt, and khaki pants.  His hair is 
a little greasy, his lab coat slightly soiled, giving hints 
to where his nickname comes from. 
 
                         CARL 
            Hey, Stinky!  What'd you bring us? 
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                         STINKY 
            Oh, yeah, like you guys want to 
            hang out here and have a picnic 
            with me. 
 
He ambles over to Carl's desk. 
 
                         JUANITA 
            Why not, Stinky?  Look at all these 
            nice picnic tables. 
 
She goes to one of the occupied gurneys. 
 
                         JUANITA 
            Nice plastic tablecloth.  Plenty of 
            room.  And a built-in dinner 
            companion! 
 
                         CARL 
            Oh, man, that's sick.  I'm out of 
            here. 
 
Carl packs up his odds and ends into a knapsack as Stinky 
waits patiently behind him.  Juanita goes to her desk and 
starts to pack up as well. 
 
Once Carl gets up, Stinky sits down, opens his attaché and 
pulls out a copy of U.S. News and World Report.  He sets it 
on the desk. 
 
                         STINKY 
            Anything special tonight? 
 
                         JUANITA 
            Just a few late arrivals. 
 
She gets up, slings her purse over her shoulder, and walks 
over to the gurneys to take Stinky through tonight's cases, 
pausing beside each gurney or set of gurneys as she speaks. 
 
                         JUANITA 
            Here's a double homicide.  Then 
            we've got a trio, including a little 
            girl.  And another pair, very pretty. 
            And yet another pair, very messy. 
            But the last one over here's a real 
            looker.  Dog mauling. 
 
                         CARL 
            We left them for you, big fella. 
            Can you handle them by yourself, or 
            do you want me to stick around? 
 
Juanita looks alarmed. 
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                         STINKY 
            No, I can handle these.  Go on home. 
 
With visible relief, Juanita grabs Carl's arm. 
 
                         JUANITA 
            You heard the man.  Let's go, chico. 
 
Carl and Juanita leave the morgue, waving to Stinky. 
 
Stinky takes his lunch -- sandwich, apple, soda -- out of 
the takeout bag and arranges it on his desk neatly with the 
magazine. 
 
Stinky gets up, picks up the apple, and approaches the first 
gurney.  He reads the tag on the plastic. 
 
                         STINKY 
            "Sylvia Klein, 54.  White female. 
            Blunt trauma."  Well, let's have a 
            look. 
 
Stinky puts the apple in his mouth to free up both hands, 
then unzips the body bag and opens it partially to reveal 
SYLVIA's head and shoulders, horribly bruised. 
 
Sylvia's head has been trephined: the top of her head was 
sawn off by the medical examiner so that her brain could be 
inspected, and now she has a bloody gash running the full 
width of her forehead below her bleached-blonde hair.  Her 
hairdo is still holding its shape, due to a massive amount 
of hair spray. 
 
Stinky raises an eyebrow, and takes the apple out of his mouth. 
 
                         STINKY 
            Aw, gee. 
 
                         SYLVIA (V.O.) 
            So if I'm so horrible to look at, 
            why are you looking?  And eating, yet? 
 
Sylvia didn't move, but Stinky heard her speaking clearly. 
He's not surprised: corpses talk to him regularly.  It's his 
special talent. 
 
                         STINKY 
            You're not so horrible.  We get 
            plenty worse here, believe me. 
 
                         SYLVIA (V.O.) 
            You wanna know who put me on this 
            slab?  My idiot husband, that's who! 
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                         HERB (O.S.) 
            First, Miss Know-It-All, it's a 
            table, not a slab! 
 
Stinky turns to the next gurney. 
 
                         STINKY 
            "Herbert Klein, 57.  White male. 
            Blunt trauma."  Well, Herb, actually, 
            it's a gurney.  So, tell me, what's 
            your story? 
 
Stinky unzips the bag and exposes HERB's head and shoulders. 
 
                         SYLVIA (O.S.) 
            What story?  The idiot over there 
            takes a wrong turn off the freeway 
            and we get hauled out of our car 
            and beaten to death by gang members. 
            End of story! 
 
                         HERB (V.O.) 
            Ha!  Shows how much you know, Miss 
            World's Expert on Everything! 
 
                         STINKY 
            What do you mean, Herb? 
 
                         SYLVIA (O.S.) 
            Yeah, what do you mean? 
 
                         HERB (V.O.) 
            I mean, I had a plan. 
 
TITLE: "SECOND HONEYMOON" 
 
INT. HERB'S CADILLAC - DAY 
 
                         HERB (V.O.) 
            Oh, what a plan! 
 
Herb is driving Sylvia down the street in Beverly Hills, 
approaching Herb's store, Audio/Video/Computer King.  Herb 
is in a Ralph Lauren cashmere top coat, Sylvia in a Donna 
Karan dress.  They are, as usual, arguing -- and Sylvia is 
carrying both sides of the argument. 
 
                         SYLVIA 
            And don't you start pleading poverty 
            to me, Mister.  "Oh, Sylvia, we 
            just can't afford a vacation. 
            Business is sooo bad."  So bad you 
            could afford a new outfit. 
            Practically a new wardrobe. 
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Sylvia regards Herb's sport coat with disgust.  Or maybe 
it's Herb that disgusts her. 
 
                         HERB (V.O.) 
            That's when I first realized there 
            was only one way to get Sylvia to 
            shut up. 
 
                         SYLVIA 
            And all I'm asking for is a little 
            time in the sun, to get away from 
            the stress in my life.  It's killing 
            me, the stress, you know that?  Of 
            course you know, that's probably 
            your plan. 
 
                         HERB (V.O.) 
            Stress?  The only stress in Sylvia's 
            life was which end of Rodeo drive 
            to start her shopping from.  But it 
            did give me an idea -- if stress 
            wasn't killing her, maybe I could 
            arrange something else.... 
 
EXT. HERB'S STORE - DAY 
 
Herb is standing outside the passenger side door, leaning 
toward the open window.  Sylvia is now behind the wheel. 
 
                         SYLVIA 
            I'll be here at six o'clock.  If 
            you're not right here on the curb 
            at six sharp, you can take the bus 
            home. 
 
Sylvia takes off.  Herb shakes his head and goes into the 
store. 
 
INT. HERB'S STORE - DAY 
 
ENTRY AREA 
 
HECTOR OCHOA, 27, greets Herb.  Hector is a bright, 
personable young man in the light blue uniform shirt of 
Audio/Video/Computer King.  His forearms bear a few strange 
scars. 
 
                         HECTOR 
                   (mutters) 
            Dios Mio, what a wife.  I feel sorry 
            for you, Boss Man. 
 
Herb enters the store. 
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                         HECTOR (CONT'D) 
            Good morning, Mr. K.  Great day for 
            business.  Make you lots of money. 
 
Herb's mood lightens. 
 
                         HERB 
            Mucho dinero, eh, Hector?  Well, 
            let's get started. 
 
He slaps Hector on the back. 
 
EXT. BUS STOP - NIGHT 
 
Herb steps off the bus in the well-manicured neighborhood. 
 
INT. HERB'S HOUSE - NIGHT 
 
FOYER 
 
Herb closes the door and slips off his coat. 
 
                         SYLVIA (O.S.) 
            That you?  You know what time it is? 
 
                         HERB 
                   (mutters) 
            Nice to see you, too, dear. 
                   (loudly) 
            Hi, honey.  We did pretty good today. 
 
                         SYLVIA (O.S.) 
            Was it worth me waiting at the curb 
            for fifteen minutes, like an idiot? 
            I almost got a ticket because of 
            you, Mr. Big Businessman. 
 
Herb talks to himself as he hangs up his coat in the closet. 
 
                         HERB 
                   (mutters) 
            And I almost got a coronary because 
            of you, Mrs. Harpy.  But so what 
            else is new? 
 
INT. HERB'S CADILLAC - DAY 
 
Again, Herb's driving to work with Sylvia at his side. 
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                         SYLVIA 
            So, Herbert, now you know, when I 
            say six o'clock sharp, I mean six 
            o'clock sharp.  Not six-thirty, not 
            six-fifteen, not six-oh-two.  Six 
            o'clock sharp.  I won't be as 
            patient tonight as I was last night. 
 
                         HERB 
            Speaking of rides, Sylvia, when did 
            they say your car would be ready? 
 
                         HERB (V.O.) 
            I had had enough of Sylvia for a 
            lifetime -- for an eternity.  I 
            just needed the final piece of my 
            plan. 
 
INT. HERB'S STORE - DAY 
 
ENTRY AREA 
 
Again, Hector is waiting, hoping to impress the boss. 
 
                         HERB (V.O.) 
            Then I saw Hector, and it all fell 
            into place. 
 
                         HECTOR 
            Hey, Mr. K.  How are you doing today? 
 
                         HERB 
            I'm great, Hector.  Just great. 
 
Herb passes by Hector.  After a few steps, he pauses, and 
casually turns back. 
 
                         HERB 
            Say, Hector, can you spare a minute, 
            come to my office? 
 
                         HECTOR 
            Sure.  What did I do this time? 
 
                         HERB 
            Not what you did, mi amigo.  What 
            we can do for each other. 
 
HERB'S OFFICE 
 
Herb's office is roomy, but spare.  A nice desk, a simple 
round table for small meetings, a few chairs, and a bookshelf 
with a few books on the lower shelves and a lot of industry 
awards arranged at eye level.  Herb motions to Hector to sit 
at the round table, then sits next to Hector. 
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                         HERB 
            How's the family, Hector?  Is your 
            little boy looking forward to 
            becoming a big brother? 
 
                         HECTOR 
            Oh, sure.  We're reading stories to 
            him to get him ready. 
 
                         HERB 
            Two kids, at your age.  Of course, 
            when I was your age, we had four 
            already, but that was back when you 
            could raise a family on one salary. 
            Didn't have to pay day care so your 
            wife could work.  I don't know how 
            you young guys today manage it. 
 
                         HECTOR 
            Well, it isn't easy.  But we get by. 
 
                         HERB 
            Oh, I'm sure you do.  Of course, a 
            little extra every two weeks 
            couldn't hurt. 
 
                         HECTOR 
            Sure couldn't.  That's why I'm 
            taking those night classes, so I 
            can move up. 
 
                         HERB 
            Tell you what, Hector.  I like you. 
            You're bright, you've got business 
            sense.  You're doing the right 
            things, being responsible.  I'm 
            almost ready to give you more 
            responsibility here.  It's just... 
 
                         HECTOR 
            Just what, Mr. Klein? 
 
                         HERB 
            Well, it's like this.  I've got 
            this problem, and I feel that you 
            could help me solve it.  It'd be 
            very easy to do, and it would show 
            me that you're assistant manager 
            material. 
 
                         HECTOR 
            Assistant manager?  Who do I have 
            to kill? 
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                         HERB 
            No one, personally.  I'd just like 
            you to call some of your old friends 
            in the neighborhood -- your "homies." 
 
                         HECTOR 
            Oh, no, Mr. Klein, I was kidding. 
            I ain't into nothing like that no 
            more.  I went in the Army to get 
            away from that stuff.  I had my 
            tattoos burned off with a laser, 
            man.  I stay miles away from that 
            stuff. 
 
                         HERB 
            Like I said, that's why I admire 
            your judgment.  God forbid you 
            should get back into any of that. 
            I just want you to make a phone call. 
 
                         HECTOR 
            And then when someone finds out I 
            made that phone call? 
 
                         HERB 
            Who's going to tell anyone? 
 
                         HECTOR 
            You could tell.  Maybe you'll be 
            afraid that I'll have something on 
            you, you know, like for blackmail 
            when I need another promotion. 
 
                         HERB 
            Well, that's the beauty of it, see? 
            Because you'll have something on me, 
            and I'll have something on you.  A 
            Mexican standoff -- uh, no offense. 
 
                         HECTOR 
            None taken.  Well.  Aww, hell, I 
            really need the money.  You sure I 
            don't have to, like, do anything? 
 
                         HERB 
            Just make a phone call, and then 
            enjoy your new job.  And keep up 
            your schoolwork, 'cause before you 
            know it, you could be moving up to 
            store manager. 
 
INT. HERB'S STORE - NIGHT 
 
ENTRY AREA 
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Herb is getting his coat on.  Hector runs up. 
 
                         HECTOR 
            Hey, Mr. K.  I got a big sale I got 
            to run by you. 
 
                         HERB 
            Can't Carter take care of it, Hector? 
            Mrs. Klein will be here any second, 
            and I have to be out there waiting. 
 
                         HECTOR 
            Carter's busy with another customer, 
            Mr. K.  I need you to approve a 
            credit app, and it's a five grand 
            HDTV. 
 
Herb hesitates as he sees his Cadillac pull up to the curb. 
 
                         HERB 
            Lemme see it. 
 
Herb walks away with Hector to service the customer. 
 
Just seconds later, Sylvia pulls away from the curb, leaving 
Herb stranded. 
 
EXT. HERB'S HOUSE - NIGHT 
 
Herb leans into the window of Hector's Honda Civic sedan. 
 
                         HERB 
            I appreciate the ride, Hector.  That 
            bus was getting old. 
 
                         HECTOR 
            Man, I can't believe your old 
            lady -- I mean, Mrs. Klein -- would 
            just ditch you when you're making 
            money to take home to her. 
 
                         HERB 
            Now you see what I put up with. 
                   (beat) 
            Have you thought about our 
            conversation this morning? 
 
                         HECTOR 
            Yeah.  I'll make the call.  I mean, 
            now I know how she is, hell, yeah. 
 
INT. HERB'S STORE - DAY 
 
MAIN AISLE 
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The entire staff of the store is assembled as Herb makes an 
announcement, Hector by his side.  Hector is wearing a white 
short-sleeved dress shirt and tie.  Some of the workers 
mutter privately to the co-workers nearest them, but Herb 
doesn't mind: they're translating. 
 
                         HERB 
            ... an example of a person who's 
            working to earn the American dream 
            for himself.  So, in recognition of 
            his exemplary work ethic and his 
            excellent grades in night school, I 
            am proud to award Hector Ochoa a 
            promotion to the position of 
            assistant store manager! 
 
Some of the staff break into applause immediately.  The 
others join in as their translators complete the translations. 
 
                         HECTOR 
            Thank you, my friends.  I appreciate 
            your support.  Together, I want to 
            make this the best store in the 
            chain.  And then we're going to 
            make this the best damn electronics 
            store in the city! 
 
There's more applause. 
 
                         HERB 
            Thank you, Hector.  And now, 
            everyone, please get ready.  The 
            store opens in fifteen minutes. 
            Hector, can I see you in my office? 
 
The two men head off to the side. 
 
HERB'S OFFICE 
 
Herb motions Hector in first, then slips in and closes the 
door. 
 
                         HERB 
            So, congratulations, Mr. Assistant 
            Manager.  Feels good, huh? 
 
                         HECTOR 
            Feels good, Mr. K. 
 
                         HERB 
            And you'll be fine being in charge 
            the next few days.  It could be 
            longer. 
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                         HECTOR 
            You don't have to do this, Mr. K. 
 
                         HERB 
            What's the matter?  You didn't make 
            the call? 
 
                         HECTOR 
            I made the call.  But -- 
 
                         HERB 
            Spare me, Hector.  You know Mrs. 
            Klein. 
 
Hector thinks for a moment. 
 
                         HERB (V.O.) 
            He knew her, all right.  He wasn't 
            going to leave me at her mercy any 
            longer. 
 
                         HECTOR 
            Okay, so here's what you do.  You 
            need to look for... 
 
EXT. HERB'S STORE - DAY 
 
Herb walks to his car, where Sylvia sits behind the wheel. 
As he turns to wave good-bye to his employees, Sylvia honks 
the HORN impatiently. 
 
Herb grits his teeth, puts on a smile and turns back to the 
car.  He walks around to the driver's side, as Sylvia pops 
the driver's door and slides into the passenger seat. 
 
INT. HERB'S CADILLAC - DAY 
 
Herb settles in behind the wheel. 
 
                         SYLVIA 
            So, the Last of the Big Spenders 
            takes his wife away for a whole 
            weekend. 
 
                         HERB 
            I love you, too, dear. 
 
Herb pulls out into traffic. 
 
                         SYLVIA 
            So where are we going? 
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                         HERB 
            Just where you said you wanted to 
            go, dear.  Sun, sand, relaxation. 
 
Herb gets onto the I-405 South, the San Diego Freeway. 
 
                         SYLVIA 
            South, you're going? 
 
                         HERB 
            Yes, south.  That's where San Diego 
            is. 
 
                         SYLVIA 
            San Diego? 
 
                         HERB 
            Three days, two nights, at the 
            world-famous Hotel Del Coronado. 
 
                         SYLVIA 
            That dump? 
 
                         HERB 
            Dump?  It's a classic hotel! 
 
                         SYLVIA 
            You know I hate old hotels.  You 
            didn't see the brochures about Santa 
            Barbara?  I left them in the 
            bathroom, the one place I knew you'd 
            actually read them. 
 
                         HERB 
            But it's such a long way, all the 
            way through Ventura -- 
 
                         SYLVIA 
            And San Diego is so close?  I know 
            the real reason.  You got some kind 
            of half-price deal.  A few dollars 
            is more important than what I want, 
            am I right? 
 
                         HERB 
            Fine.  You want Santa Barbara, I'll 
            turn around. 
 
                         SYLVIA 
            Good! 
 
Herb pulls off the I-405 into a neighborhood of small homes. 
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                         SYLVIA 
            Where are we going? 
 
                         HERB 
            This may come as a surprise, but 
            the Highway Patrol frowns on U- 
            turns on the freeway. 
 
Herb turns left, toward the freeway, but onto a dead-end 
street. 
 
                         SYLVIA 
            This is a terrible neighborhood! 
            You're going to get us killed! 
 
                         HERB 
            Don't be afraid.  I do this all the 
            time. 
 
Herb stops, then puts the car in reverse.  He hits a garbage 
can and stops again. 
 
                         HERB 
            Damn! 
 
                         SYLVIA 
            You moron! 
 
From the spaces between the houses, a dozen gang members in 
red colors approach the car and surround it. 
 
                         SYLVIA 
            Hit the door lock! 
 
She presses the power door lock switch on her side.  The 
locks engage. Herb fumbles with the lock switch at the same 
time.  The locks disengage. 
 
                         SYLVIA 
            What are you doing?  I locked them 
            already! 
 
She reaches for the door again, but it swings open to reveal 
a very angry looking RAFAEL, 15, thin but very intense.  At 
the same time, Herb's door opens. 
 
Herb doesn't resist as MIGUEL, 14 and very stocky, reaches 
in and unbuckles his seat belt, but as Rafael tries to undo 
her seat belt, Sylvia pounds him with her fists, then tries 
to claw at him, scratching his face. 
 
                         RAFAEL 
            You nasty old bitch! 
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He slaps her, hard.  He then grabs her hair and drags her 
out of the car. 
 
EXT. BARRIO STREET - DAY 
 
Rafael throws Sylvia to the ground and kicks her in the 
stomach, knocking the wind out of her. Miguel grabs Herb by 
the shirt collar.  Herb's eyes are big as half-dollars, his 
face averted. 
 
                         MIGUEL 
            This is going to hurt, man. 
 
                         HERB 
            I know.  What about her?  I don't 
            want -- 
 
                         MIGUEL 
            Don't worry, we'll do the lady quick. 
 
Herb's terror visibly lessens: his body becomes less stiff, 
and he turns his face toward Miguel. 
 
                         HERB 
            That's -- 
 
                         SYLVIA (O.S.) 
            Herb, save me!  Help me, you gutless 
            worm! 
 
Herb's expression hardens.  He lifts his gaze to meet Miguel's. 
 
                         HERB 
            On second thought, just take your 
            time. 
 
Miguel hauls back his right hand and slugs Herb in the jaw. 
Herb's head recoils, then snaps forward again, blood 
trickling from a split lip. 
 
Rafael and a few others are kicking Sylvia mercilessly, 
almost mechanically.  Miguel and one of his buddies take 
turns slugging Herb, administering powerful but carefully 
aimed shots to his body and head. 
 
A few minutes later, all of the gang members have disappeared 
except for Rafael and Miguel.  Miguel checks to see that 
Herb is still conscious. 
 
                         MIGUEL 
            Hey, man.  You gonna make it? 
 
Herb responds slowly, thickly. 
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                         HERB 
            I'm okay.  I'm okay. 
 
Herb staggers around the car.  He sees Sylvia's prone, 
bloodied body. 
 
                         HERB 
            Is she -- 
 
                         RAFAEL 
            She's gone, man.  Don't sweat it. 
 
                         MIGUEL 
            You're all bloody, man.  You need a 
            doctor. 
 
Herb pulls out a handkerchief, kneels by Sylvia's side. 
 
He mops some blood from her brow, then applies the 
handkerchief to his own face.  It's soaked through. 
 
                         MIGUEL 
            Here. 
 
Miguel presses the handkerchief over a wound on the side of 
Herb's forehead, and places Herb's hand over the cloth. 
 
                         MIGUEL 
            Keep pressure on that.  You got to 
            walk six blocks over from here, up 
            that way.  You turn right, you're 
            at a Metro station.  The station 
            guy will call you an ambulance. 
 
                         HERB 
            You guys? 
 
                         MIGUEL 
            Hey, we're not from around here. 
            The cops will check out the local 
            gangs, won't find nothin'.  They 
            won't come looking in our 
            neighborhood, not for somethin' 
            that happened here. 
 
                         HERB 
            Okay.  Well, then.  See you. 
 
                         RAFAEL 
            Hey, you better hope not. 
 
Miguel and Rafael get into Herb's Cadillac and back out of 
the cul de sac.  They drive away, but not too fast. 
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Herb checks his bearings, then starts to walk up the avenue, 
holding the handkerchief to his head. 
 
                         HERB 
                   (mutters) 
            Turn right, six blocks, Metro station. 
 
                         HERB (V.O.) 
            It seemed simple enough. 
 
Herb turns right at the next intersection. 
 
                         HERB (V.O.) 
            That is, until I actually tried to 
            walk. 
 
He wanders into the Latino neighborhood.  Because of his 
injury, the sights and sounds are distorted.  As he passes 
people on the sidewalk, they stare at him;  their faces seem 
terrifying. 
 
He notices the blood on his jacket and takes it off in a 
panic, tossing it aside. 
 
A block later, he leans against a lamppost and bows his head. 
 
                         ESTRELLA 
            Sir? 
 
Herb looks up to see ESTRELLA, 27, pretty and plump. 
 
                         ESTRELLA (CONT'D) 
            You need help? 
 
                         HERB 
                   (thickly) 
            Help?  I need -- I need the Metro 
            station. 
 
                         ESTRELLA 
            Looks more like you need a cop and 
            an ambulance. 
 
                         HERB 
            No -- no, I remember.  I was heading 
            to the Metro station. 
 
                         ESTRELLA 
            Okay, okay.  Let me see that cut. 
 
She takes a close look at Herb's head.  She takes a clean 
white handkerchief out of her purse and ties it around his 
head like a bandanna. 
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                         ESTRELLA (CONT'D) 
            That'll slow down the bleeding, but 
            you need a doctor, man.  Let me 
            call someone. 
 
                         HERB 
            No!  No.  Just -- which way? 
 
                         ESTRELLA 
            The Metro?  Go up this street six 
            blocks, turn left.  Got that?  Six 
            blocks, then turn left. 
 
                         HERB 
            Six blocks, turn left. 
 
                         ESTRELLA 
            Good luck. 
 
Herb lurches off. 
 
                         ESTRELLA (CONT'D) 
            Crazy Anglo. 
 
Herb walks on, blood seeping into his bandage.  It's becoming 
a red bandana. 
 
                         HERB (V.O.) 
            My head was clearer.  This time, I 
            wasn't going to get lost. 
 
Several blocks later, he sees a SIGN: METRO STATION, 1 BLOCK 
(left arrow). Herb heads for the sign. 
 
Hanging by the signpost, a group of four YOUNG MEN in blue 
flannel shirts and blue bandanas are walking toward Herb. 
One, a TALL BOY of 17, points Herb out to the others. 
 
                         TALL BOY 
            Hey.  Hey, pig!  You gonna bring 
            those colors into my house? 
 
Herb realizes that the boy is talking to him.  He points at 
himself, miming the question, "Who, me?" 
 
The Blue Boys are closing on him. 
 
                         TALL BOY 
            Yeah, I'm talking to you.  Where 
            you going? 
 
Herb's mouth is even more swollen, his speech even less clear 
than when he left Estrella. 
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                         HERB 
            Metro.  Going home. 
 
                         BLUE BOY 
            What's this, pig? 
 
                         HERB 
            Blood. 
 
                         TALL BOY 
            You hear that?  This Blood a-hole 
            thinks he's gonna take a shortcut 
            through my front yard.  Tell you 
            what, pig, you cross my bridge, you 
            pay the toll. 
 
He slugs Herb.  The others join in. 
 
Herb tries to break away into the street, but the Blue Boys 
pull him back and slug him some more. 
 
Now they are standing just off the sidewalk in the parking 
lane as they continue to beat Herb. 
 
The gang members hear SIRENS approaching.  The Tall Boy grabs 
Herb by his shirt collar, then shoves him backward. 
 
As the Tall Boy runs off, Herb falls to the pavement.  His 
eyes pop open, then roll strangely and stop. 
 
INT. COUNTY MORGUE - DAY 
 
Herb's on the gurney, the same expression on his face as 
when he was lying on the pavement. 
 
                         HERB (V.O.) 
            So now I'm here. 
 
                         STINKY 
            Some plan. 
 
                         SYLVIA (O.S.) 
            They were right, you are a pig! 
 
                         HERB (V.O.) 
            And she still hasn't shut up. 
 
                         SYLVIA (O.S.) 
            No rest for the wicked, they say. 
            I hope in Hell they make you listen 
            to my voice for eternity. 
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                         HERB (V.O.) 
            Thank you, dear.  My only regret is 
            that I'll never see the statue that 
            someone will erect to me someday 
            for the considerable service I've 
            done to humanity -- by ridding it 
            of you. 
 
                         STINKY 
            That's enough, you two.  Time for 
            beddy-bye. 
 
Stinky zips up the body bags, dangling the apple core by its 
stem between his left middle and ring fingers.  He hooks the 
apple core across the room into a trash can over by his 
desk -- nothing but net. 
 
He consults a clipboard on the wall of drawers, then pulls 
out two specific drawers near -- not next to -- each other. 
 
Stinky wheels Herb to the first drawer.  He draws up the 
gurney parallel to the drawer, then shifts Herb's body onto 
the drawer, feet outward.  He transfers the tag from the 
body bag to Herb's toe, affixing it with a short piece of 
wire from his pocket. 
 
Stinky wheels Sylvia to the second drawer and puts her onto 
the drawer in the same way as he did Herb.  He tags her toe 
as well. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            Sweet dreams, you crazy kids. 
 
Stinky slides Sylvia's drawer shut.  He goes to Herb's drawer, 
stops by Herb's head, and stares at Herb for a moment.  He 
smiles and shakes his head, then goes to the end of the 
drawer and slides it shut. 
 
Stinky goes to his desk and picks up his sandwich.  He 
unwraps it -- peanut butter and strawberry jam -- and takes 
half back to the third gurney. 
 
This body bag is appreciably shorter than the others.  Stinky 
holds the top of the bag down with the back of his sandwich 
hand and pulls the zipper down with his free hand. 
 
He opens the top of the bag to reveal a cute little girl, 
BRENDA, 8, with long blonde hair, beautiful blue eyes that 
appear badly bloodshot, and an awful blue complexion. 
 
                         STINKY 
            "Brenda Madison, 8.  White female. 
            Asphyxiation."  Huh. 
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                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            He did it!  That bad man killed me! 
 
                         STINKY 
            Killed you? 
 
Stinky examines her throat, moving her hair and chin. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            Says, "asphyxiation," not 
            "strangulation."  No marks on your 
            throat.  What did he do? 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            He did bad things.  Dirty sex things! 
 
                         STEVE (O.S.) 
            Liar!  You filthy little liar! 
 
                         KEN (O.S.) 
            Stop calling her that, you sick freak! 
 
Stinky walks over to the next gurney. 
 
                         STINKY 
            "Stephen Peterson, 48.  White male. 
            Gunshot wound to rear abdomen." 
 
Stinky unzips the bag to reveal STEVE PETERSON, 48, a 
heavyset man with a bad comb-over. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            Looks like a child molester to me. 
 
Stinky takes a bite out of his sandwich. 
 
                         STEVE (V.O.) 
            Yeah, well, I'm not. 
 
                         KEN (O.S.) 
            Now who's lying, pervert? 
 
                         STEVE (V.O.) 
            I mean, I was.  But I'm not now. 
 
                         STINKY 
            This isn't one of those, "depends 
            on what the meaning of is, is," 
            things, is it?  Death is not an 
            excuse, you know.  "I was a molester, 
            but only when I was alive." 
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                         STEVE (V.O.) 
            No, not for years.  Before that 
            little monster was born. 
 
                         KEN (O.S.) 
            Stop calling my daughter names! 
 
                         STINKY 
            Oh, Steve, you made Daddy mad. 
            Let's have a look. 
 
Stinky goes to the gurney past Steve's. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            "Ken Madison, 35.  White male. 
            Multiple gunshot wounds." 
 
Stinky unzips the bag to reveal KEN MADISON, 35, an All- 
American dad.  A hole in his temple matches one over his 
left nipple. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            Did Steve kill your little angel? 
            Did he do unspeakable things to her 
            until she died? 
 
                         KEN (V.O.) 
            If she says so. 
 
                         STEVE (O.S.) 
            Oh, come on, Mr. Madison!  You know 
            I didn't do anything like that! 
 
                         KEN (V.O.) 
            I don't know! 
 
                         STEVE (O.S.) 
            You should -- you killed me before 
            I could touch her! 
 
Stinky returns to Brenda. 
 
                         STINKY 
            Oh, Brenda.  I'm so disappointed. 
            Little girls should always tell the 
            truth.  Now tell me, what really 
            happened? 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            Well, I guess so.  I mean, it's a 
            little late for me to get in trouble. 
 
TITLE: "DADDY'S LITTLE ANGEL" 
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INT. MADISON LIVING ROOM - NIGHT 
 
Ken and DEBBIE MADISON, 33, are watching public television. 
The show is a documentary about the child sexual abuse "witch 
hunts" in the 1980s, when innocent people running day care 
centers became targets of lurid accusations by children of 
outlandish and fictitious acts of ritual abuse. 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            I was in trouble last night, though. 
 
On the television, footage from a closed-circuit TV camera 
shows a FEMALE THERAPIST coaching an ALLEGED VICTIM, 5, using 
anatomically correct rag dolls.  The child's face is 
digitally masked. 
 
                         NARRATOR (V.O.) 
            Some of the most outrageous 
            accusations came out of so-called 
            "therapeutic interrogations" like 
            this one in the Tylerville case. 
            Self-described forensic child 
            therapists used questionable 
            techniques and highly leading 
            questions in interrogating children 
            who had initially made no accusations 
            of abuse. 
 
                         FEMALE THERAPIST 
            Show me how Mr. Wilson touched your 
            private area. 
 
                         ALLEGED VICTIM 
            He didn't touch that. 
 
                         FEMALE THERAPIST 
            You mean he pulled down your pants 
            and he didn't touch that?  Why did 
            he pull down your pants? 
 
                         ALLEGED VICTIM 
            I had to go potty. 
 
                         FEMALE THERAPIST 
            Did he say he had to go potty too? 
 
                         ALLEGED VICTIM 
            Yeah, everybody has to go potty. 
 
                         FEMALE THERAPIST 
            And did he pull down his pants? 
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                         ALLEGED VICTIM 
            Yeah, you have to pull down your 
            pants to go potty. 
 
                         FEMALE THERAPIST 
            And is that when he made you touch 
            his private thing? 
 
                         ALLEGED VICTIM 
            No, silly.  Boys don't go potty in 
            the girl's potty.  He goes potty in 
            the boy's potty. 
 
                         NARRATOR (V.O.) 
            Eventually, the therapist was able 
            to persuade the child to state that 
            Mr. Wilson had performed oral sex 
            acts on her.  However, these 
            statements only reached after the 
            child spun a bizarre tale of being 
            taken to a magic pony circus. 
 
                         FEMALE THERAPIST 
            And when you rode the magic pony, 
            it made your vagina hurt, and then 
            Mr. Wilson pulled down your pants 
            and kissed it? 
 
                         ALLEGED VICTIM 
            Yes, he kisses my owies to make 
            them all better. 
 
Brenda, O.S., laughs.  Ken and Debbie turn around.  Brenda 
is on the stairway, hand over her mouth, trying to sneak 
back up to her room. Debbie reaches for the remote and turns 
off the TV. 
 
                         KEN 
            Brenda!  How long were you there? 
 
Brenda, busted, stands up and faces her father over the 
banister. 
 
                         BRENDA 
            I dunno.  Just for a minute.  I was 
            coming down to get a drink of water. 
 
                         DEBBIE 
            Your water glass is in the bathroom, 
            next to your room.  Don't lie to us. 
 
                         KEN 
            She's not lying, she's just a little 
            confused about the time.  What parts 
            of the show did you see? 
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                         BRENDA 
            I was coming back from the kitchen. 
            I saw a part with Mr. Wilson getting 
            arrested, and I just wanted to see 
            what he did. 
 
                         DEBBIE 
            That's, like, the whole show. 
            You've been up there for fifteen 
            minutes.  And what's that behind 
            your back? 
 
                         BRENDA 
            Nothing. 
 
She tries to drop the thing she's holding so that she can 
hide it under the hem of her nightgown, but it rolls down 
the stairs.  Debbie runs over to pick it up. 
 
                         DEBBIE 
            Nothing? 
 
She holds it up to show Ken. 
 
                         DEBBIE 
            One of those jelly cups. 
                   (To Brenda) 
            I told you these are for my office, 
            and that you are especially not 
            allowed to have any because children 
            can choke on them.  Didn't I say that? 
 
                         BRENDA 
            I don't remember, Mommy. 
 
                         DEBBIE 
            What are we going to do, Ken? 
 
                         KEN 
            I don't know.  What do you think? 
 
                         DEBBIE 
            I think that it's your turn to apply 
            some discipline.  I'm tired of 
            giving her a punishment and then 
            having you take it back just because 
            she bats her baby blues at you. 
            Your turn to play Daddy, Daddy. 
            And make it good. 
 
                         KEN 
            Okay, okay. 
                   (To Brenda) 
            Brenda, honey? 



                                                           26. 
 
 
Brenda bats her baby blues at him. 
 
                         BRENDA 
            Yes, Daddy? 
 
Ken knows she's manipulating him.  He becomes stern. 
 
                         KEN 
            Brenda!  You are not to have any TV 
            for a week!  And no dessert after 
            dinner for a week!  Let's see if 
            you can't learn to resist the 
            temptation of candy you're not 
            supposed to have and TV shows you're 
            not supposed to watch. 
 
Brenda stares at her father, mouth agape.  Then her face 
contorts and she breaks into an agonized wail. 
 
                         BRENDA 
            You're a horrible daddy.  Nobody 
            loves me here!  I'm going to kill 
            myself! 
 
                         DEBBIE 
            Yeah, well, do it in your bed.  It's 
            9:30.  Move! 
 
Brenda runs upstairs, screaming. 
 
                         DEBBIE 
            Finally.  How does it feel to stand 
            up to your darling little tyrant? 
 
                         KEN 
            She thinks we really hate her! 
 
                         DEBBIE 
            Oh, for Heaven's sake, Ken!  I don't 
            honestly know who's the bigger baby 
            in this house, you or that spoiled 
            brat.  Don't you dare back down! 
            You set the punishment, and it's 
            just as binding on you as on her. 
            I'll be watching. 
 
INT. BRENDA'S ROOM - NIGHT 
 
Sitting with her knees drawn up on her cute little bed in 
her cute little girl's room, Brenda screams. 
 
                         BRENDA 
            I'm going to kill myself! 
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She shuts up to listen for a reaction.  Getting none, she 
screams again. 
 
                         BRENDA 
            Everyone hates me!  My Daddy wants 
            me to die! 
 
She listens again. 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            This was going to be tougher than I 
            thought.  They couldn't do this to 
            me!  I had to think of some way to 
            make them forget about the 
            punishment.  Then I thought, why 
            not run away? 
 
Brenda crawls under the covers and puts her head on her 
pillow.  She closes her eyes -- and smiles. 
 
INT. BRENDA'S ROOM - DAY 
 
A sliver of sunlight peeks through the curtain into Brenda's 
closed eyes.  She opens them. 
 
EXT. MADISON HOUSE - DAY 
 
Brenda, dressed in jeans and a pink sweater and carrying a 
Powerpuff Girls backpack, slips quietly out the front door, 
carefully pulling it shut silently behind her.  She pulls 
the backpack straps onto her shoulders and marches down the 
path to the sidewalk. 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            I did it!  I was going to show them! 
            And I was free for the whole day to 
            do whatever I wanted. 
 
EXT. DONUT SHOP - DAY 
 
Brenda presses her nose up against the glass, looking with 
longing at the array of glazed, chocolate-covered and sugar- 
dusted temptations inside.  She reaches into her pocket and 
pulls out two one-dollar bills and some coins. 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            Except I forgot how expensive 
            everything is. 
 
She sighs, the turns away from the window.  She looks up and 
sees the sign for a bus stop: 15 TO SOUTHLAND MALL.  A finger 
taps her shoulder.  She spins around to see the DONUT SHOP 
CLERK, a girl of 19 in a yellow uniform and hairnet, holding 
out a chocolate-glazed raised donut. 
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                         DONUT SHOP CLERK 
            Hope you like chocolate. 
 
                         BRENDA 
            It's my favorite.  Only -- 
 
                         DONUT SHOP CLERK 
            Don't worry, it's a free sample. 
            Are you lost? 
 
                         BRENDA 
            No.  I'm going to the Southland 
            Mall to meet my mommy.  She works 
            at night cleaning there and I meet 
            her so she can take me to school 
            'cause my Daddy can't on account of 
            he died. 
 
                         DONUT SHOP CLERK 
            Oh, I'm so sorry!  Let me get you a 
            couple more donuts.  You can have 
            breakfast with your mom. 
 
She turns to go back into the shop.  Brenda calls after her. 
 
                         BRENDA 
            You wouldn't have any samples of 
            milk, would you? 
 
INT. CITY BUS - DAY 
 
Brenda boards a bus, carrying a bag from the donut shop. 
The shop clerk waits by the bus stop sign.  Brenda turns to 
wave to her, and she waves back. 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            She was nice.  Stupid, but nice.  I 
            couldn't believe she fell for that 
            story. 
 
Brenda takes a seat next to an OLDER WOMAN, 62.  She looks 
up at the woman and smiles, batting her baby blues.  The 
woman smiles back. 
 
INT. CITY BUS - DAY 
 
A few minutes later, Brenda folds up a five-dollar bill and 
puts it into a pocket of her backpack.  She stands up. 
 
                         OLDER WOMAN 
            You take care, now, honey. 
 
                         BRENDA 
            Thank you, ma'am. 
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                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            She was nice, too.  And even 
            stupider than the donut lady. 
 
Brenda walks up the aisle of the bus and goes down the front 
stairs. 
 
EXT. SOUTHLAND MALL BUS STOP - DAY 
 
The shopping mall, ordinary in every respect, looks like a 
less-colorful version of the Emerald City of Oz from Brenda's 
perspective.  It's huge, with towering walls, signs high up 
in the air, and a parking lot that stretches for what seems 
like miles between the bus stop and the mall entrance. 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            There it was -- the Southland Mall. 
            And it was all mine.  I had seven 
            whole dollars of my own money, and 
            if I was careful, I wouldn't have 
            to spend a penny of it. 
 
Brenda starts across the parking lot. 
 
EXT. SOUTHLAND MALL ENTRANCE - DAY 
 
Brenda reaches the glass doors and tries a door handle.  It's 
locked.  She tries them all, and they're all locked.  She 
sits on the concrete edge of a nearby raised planting bed. A 
few minutes later, she's still sitting, in a different 
position. A few minutes more, she's got her knees drawn up, 
her back leaning against a wall, and her head dropped onto 
her hands.  A CLICK comes from a door, rousing Brenda.  She 
gets up and approaches the door.  It opens to admit Brenda. 
 
INT. SOUTHLAND MALL HALL - DAY 
 
A SECURITY GUARD, 50, graying at the temples, holds the door 
open.  He eyes Brenda suspiciously as she runs in. 
 
                         SECURITY GUARD 
            Hey, young lady!  Where are you going? 
 
Brenda runs down the central hallway of the still-empty mall, 
past stores that are open and some just rolling up the steel 
anti-theft curtains. 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            I was in! 
 
INT. TOY STORE - DAY 
 
Brenda wanders the aisles of the small mall toy store, 
running her fingers over rows and rows of fashion dolls and 
accessories. 
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                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            I love Barbies. 
 
She looks around, but there are no other shoppers -- just a 
SALES CLERK watching her. 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            But there wasn't anyone there who 
            was going to buy me one. 
 
She takes down doll after doll, inspecting each one and then 
putting it back.  After a minute, the Sales Clerk loses 
interest. 
 
Seeing the Sales Clerk turn away, Brenda quickly slips a 
package of doll accessories under her shirt.  She then 
resumes inspecting the dolls. 
 
Once she sees the Sales Clerk glancing at her again, she 
puts a doll back on the shelf and starts walking to the store 
entrance. 
 
She's almost out the door when a HAND clamps down on her 
shoulder. 
 
                         SALES CLERK 
            Excuse me, little girl. 
 
Brenda screams and the Sales Clerk releases her grip.  Brenda 
drops the stolen doll accessories and tears off out the door 
and down the mall. 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            That time, I was lucky. 
 
The Sales Clerk picks up the package and takes it back to 
the sales counter.  She picks up a telephone. 
 
                         SALES CLERK 
            Security? 
 
INT. SOUTHLAND MALL HALL - DAY 
 
Brenda saunters down the hall.  There are many more shoppers 
now, mostly teenage girls and young mothers with strollers, 
toddlers or both.  Brenda doesn't pay attention to the 
people -- she wants to see what's in each window. Then she 
sees it -- the Kandy Korner. 
 
                         BRENDA 
            This must be the place! 
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INT. KANDY KORNER - DAY 
 
STEVE PETERSON, 48, a heavyset man with a bad comb-over, 
holds a plastic bag and stands in front of rows of bins of 
candies - chocolate stars, nonpareils, gummy worms, 
jawbreakers of all sizes, everything a kid in a candy store 
could want.  He's slowly going through the motions of 
scooping out malted milk balls, as he sneaks peeks toward 
the back of the store. 
 
That's where TWO YOUNG GIRLS, who could be very precocious 
twelve-year-olds or very young-looking eighteen-year-olds, 
giggle as they pick out candies.  One has blonde braids and 
a bronze complexion, the other freckles and curly red hair 
in a ponytail. 
 
Steve can't keep his eyes off them, but he tries to look as 
nonchalant as he can.  He doesn't notice Brenda as she 
quietly edges up to him. 
 
Brenda uses Steve as a shield to block the view of the 
counter clerk as she silently opens a bin containing jelly 
cups, the very thing that got her grounded the night before. 
She reaches in, grabs a few, and stuffs them in her pocket. 
 
She reaches in again, and as she pulls out her hand, another, 
much larger HAND grabs her wrist.  Brenda looks up in shock 
into the stern face of the security guard who had let her 
into the mall.  He speaks quietly. 
 
                         SECURITY GUARD 
            Doing some shopping, young lady? 
 
                         BRENDA 
            I'm getting some jelly cups. 
 
                         SECURITY GUARD 
            Unusual method you've got there. 
            Most people put them in a bag so 
            they can pay for them.  You 
                   (reaches into her 
                   pocket, pulling a cup 
                   out) 
            seem to be using a more direct 
            approach. 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            I was busted!  Unless... 
 
                         BRENDA 
            It wasn't me!  He made me do it! 
 
She points to Steve, brushing his sleeve with her finger. 
He turns around. 
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                         STEVE 
            Excuse me. 
 
                         SECURITY GUARD 
            Sir, do you know this young lady? 
 
                         STEVE 
            Who?  Oh, my, no.  No, she's not mine. 
 
                         BRENDA 
            That's right, I'm not yours. 
                   (to the guard) 
            He kidnapped me and made me steal 
            stuff.  And do other stuff. 
 
                         STEVE 
            No, that's not true!  She's lying! 
 
                         SECURITY GUARD 
            I think you both better come with me. 
 
The security guard pulls out a walkie-talkie. 
 
                         SECURITY GUARD 
            Base, this is 24.  Backup to Kandy 
            Korner. Shoplift, possible kidnap. 
 
Steve tries to bolt for the door.  The security guard 
interposes his body. 
 
                         SECURITY GUARD 
            Sir, I wouldn't do that.  If you're 
            innocent, it would look real bad. 
            And if you're not, you aren't going 
            very far. 
 
Steve deflates -- he has no fight in him at all. The two 
young girls point at Steve and giggle. 
 
INT. MALL SECURITY OFFICE - DAY 
 
Steve sits on a bench.  The security guard stands next to 
him.  An inner office door opens.  Two police officers emerge, 
one holding Brenda's hand.  OFFICER GUTHRIE, 52, approaches 
Steve as OFFICER PARKER, 27, keeps Brenda at his side. 
 
                         OFFICER GUTHRIE 
            Mr. Stevenson, I'm placing you under 
            arrest for suspicion of kidnapping. 
            Please stand up and turn around, 
            hands behind your back. 
 
Steve complies. 
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                         STEVE 
            This is a terrible mistake, Officer. 
            I don't know this child or why she's 
            lying -- 
 
Officer Guthrie affixes handcuffs to Steve, then turns him 
around. 
 
                         OFFICER GUTHRIE 
            Which leads me to the next item of 
            business.  You have the right to 
            remain silent.  If you give up the 
            right... 
 
Brenda watches carefully.  She turns her face toward Officer 
Parker to hide a smile. 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            I was off the hook -- almost. 
 
INT. POLICE STATION - DAY 
 
INTERROGATION ROOM 1 Steve sits at one end of a table. 
Interrogating him are DETECTIVE MANZANILLA, a woman of 29, 
and DETECTIVE ARNOLD, a paunchy 44 year old. 
 
                         DET. MANZANILLA 
            See, Steve, you've got this little 
            sex offender thing on your record. 
            You're not even supposed to be 
            within a hundred yards of a kid. 
 
                         DET. ARNOLD 
            Yeah, how come a perv like you is 
            in a candy store, Steve? 
 
                         STEVE 
            To buy candy.  I like malted milk 
            balls. 
 
                         DET. MANZANILLA 
            Yeah, I bet you do.  That little 
            girl is going to tell us what else 
            you like. 
 
INTERROGATION ROOM 2 Brenda sits at a table with a FORENSIC 
CHILD THERAPIST, a 48-year-old woman.  Brenda plays with a 
set of anatomically correct rag dolls. 
 
                         FORENSIC THERAPIST 
            Sometimes it's hard to say things 
            in words.  Why don't you use these 
            dolls to show how you're feeling? 
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                         BRENDA 
            Like a puppet show? 
 
                         FORENSIC THERAPIST 
            Sure, like that. 
 
                         BRENDA 
            Okay. 
 
She picks up a small female doll. 
 
                         BRENDA 
            This is me. 
 
She picks up a large male doll. 
 
                         BRENDA 
            This is that bad man. 
 
                         FORENSIC THERAPIST 
            Mr. Peterson? 
 
                         BRENDA 
            Yeah.  He grabbed me and pulled my 
            hair. 
 
Brenda acts out her story with the dolls. 
 
                         FORENSIC THERAPIST 
            Where?  Where did he grab you? 
 
                         BRENDA 
            In the parking lot at the mall.  He 
            pulled me into his car.  He did bad 
            things in the car.  Then he made me 
            go in to the candy store to help 
            him steal stuff. 
 
                         FORENSIC THERAPIST 
            In the car, Brenda.  You said he 
            did bad things.  Did he hurt you? 
 
                         BRENDA 
            Yeah, he hurt my arm.  Then he 
            pulled down his pants like this and 
            he made me do stuff to him. 
 
                         FORENSIC THERAPIST 
            Can you show me with the dolls? 
 
OBSERVATION ROOM 2 Behind a two-way mirror, the two 
detectives watch Brenda's puppet show. 
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                         DET. ARNOLD 
            You better charge him on the 
            molestation and Mirandize him again. 
            I don't think I could resist the 
            urge to break his fat, greasy neck. 
 
                         DET. MANZANILLA 
            Oh, like I could? 
 
INT. MADISON LIVING ROOM - DAY 
 
Ken and Debbie sit on the couch, eyes red, holding hands. 
The phone RINGS.  Ken leaps up, answers it. 
 
                         KEN 
            Ken Madison. 
                   (beat) 
            Yes, Officer. 
                   (beat) 
            Oh, thank God!  Is she -- 
                   (beat) 
            What?  Molested? 
                   (beat) 
            Southland Station?  I'll be right 
            there. 
 
                         DEBBIE 
            My God, what happened? 
 
                         KEN 
            She's safe.  She's at the Southland 
            police station near the mall. 
            They're holding a man -- she said -- 
            she said... 
 
Ken breaks down in tears.  Debbie hugs him. 
 
                         KEN 
            Go start the car.  I need my jacket. 
 
As Debbie leaves, Ken heads upstairs. 
 
INT. MADISON MASTER BEDROOM - DAY 
 
Ken goes to the closet and opens a small safe in the bottom 
back corner.  He withdraws a REVOLVER and a handful of BULLETS. 
 
He loads the revolver, then puts the gun on the bed as he 
pulls a leather jacket on.  He grabs the gun and stashes it 
in an inside pocket of the jacket as he runs out of the room. 
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INT. POLICE STATION - DAY 
 
ENTRANCE AREA Steve, in handcuffs, sits on a bench, awaiting 
transport to Central Booking downtown. Brenda emerges from 
the rear of the station, unescorted. 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            Now I was really off the hook.  But 
            I thought it would help my story if 
            I could learn a little more about 
            my kidnapper. 
 
Brenda sits on the bench, about six feet away from Steve. 
The DESK SERGEANT, a woman of 39, looks up over her glasses. 
 
                         DESK SERGEANT 
            Hey, little girl!  Keep away from 
            that guy! 
 
Brenda scoots another few feet away from Steve.  The desk 
sergeant, satisfied, goes back to her paperwork. 
 
Brenda watches Steve, who turns to her with a look of total 
contempt and disgust.  She takes out a jelly cup, pops the 
semi-solid candy out of the plastic into her hand, and then 
begins to lick it seductively. Steve turns away, but she has 
him hooked. 
 
He sneaks a glance at her, and she winks.  He turns away 
again, embarrassed. 
 
Ken and Debbie burst through the front doors.  Seeing them, 
Brenda pops the candy into her mouth. 
 
                         KEN 
            Where's my daughter? 
 
                         DESK SERGEANT 
            What's her name, sir? 
 
                         KEN 
            Brenda Madison.  She's 8.  She's 
            here, they said she was. 
 
                         DEBBIE 
            There she is! 
 
Debbie runs to Brenda and scoops her into a hug. Ken glares 
at Steve. 
 
                         KEN 
            Who's that?  You're not - 



                                                           37. 
 
 
                         STEVE 
            No, Mr. Madison, I swear she's lying! 
 
Ken draws his revolver and levels it at Steve. 
 
                         KEN 
            You bastard! 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            This was something I hadn't thought 
            of. 
 
Four COPS draw their weapons and aim them at Ken.  The desk 
sergeant jumps up but doesn't draw her gun. 
 
                         DESK SERGEANT 
            Mr. Madison, please!  Put the gun 
            down, sir!  This guy's already under 
            arrest! 
 
Steve looks at Brenda, who has a funny look on her face. 
Her mouth is open, but she's not making a sound. The desk 
sergeant works her way out from behind her desk and slowly 
starts to approach Ken. 
 
                         KEN 
            What did he do to my baby? 
 
                         DESK SERGEANT 
            That doesn't matter right now.  He's 
            going to be tried and sent away 
            forever.  He can't hurt her anymore. 
 
Steve sees that Brenda is turning purple. 
 
                         STEVE 
            She's -- she's - 
 
Steve lunges toward Brenda, desperately trying to save her 
from choking to death. 
 
Ken fires twice into Steve's back, hitting him in the lower 
midsection. 
 
The cops fire several rounds into Ken, hitting him in the 
head and chest.  He crumples. 
 
The desk sergeant jumps on top of Ken's fallen body to 
control his gun and try to administer first aid.  Debbie 
screams and puts Brenda down. 
 
As Debbie rushes to Ken, Brenda lies limply draped across 
the bench, unable to move, her complexion an awful blue color, 
her baby blues bulging and bloodshot.  With the adults around 
her in total chaos, no one notices her. 
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                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            Of course, by that time I had choked 
            to death.  I guess jelly cups really 
            are dangerous. 
 
INT. COUNTY MORGUE - DAY 
 
Brenda's on the gurney, the same expression on her face as 
at the moment of her death. 
 
                         STEVE (O.S.) 
            Now do you believe me? 
 
                         KEN (O.S.) 
            Brenda, I'm very disappointed in you. 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            I'm sorry, Daddy.  Really. 
 
                         STINKY 
            Bad girl. 
 
A drop of jam from the last bite of his sandwich falls onto 
Brenda's lips.  He pops the last of the sandwich into his 
mouth, then using his pinky, he lazily paints Brenda's lips 
with the red jam. 
 
He sighs, then zips up her body bag. He walks to Ken's gurney. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            Boy, she had you wrapped around her 
            little finger, huh? 
 
He zips up Ken's bag.  Then he walks to Steve's gurney. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            Man, you got a raw deal.  Of course, 
            you're a pervert, so you deserved it. 
 
He zips up Steve's bag. Stinky consults his wall clipboard 
again, then pulls out three drawers. 
 
Stinky wheels Steve to the first drawer.  He shifts Steve's 
body onto the drawer and tags his toe.  He closes the drawer. 
 
Stinky wheels Ken to the second drawer.  He puts him in, 
tags his toe, and closes the drawer. 
 
Stinky wheels Brenda to the third drawer, puts her in and 
tags her toe. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            And the moral of our story is, the 
            family that lies together, dies 
            together.  So long, kid. 



                                                           39. 
 
 
Stinky slides Brenda's drawer shut. 
 
Back to the gurneys, Stinky looks at the tags on the next 
two body bags. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            "John Mason, 22.  Asphyxia.  Richard 
            Little, 21.  Asphyxia."  Wow, a run 
            on asphyxia tonight.  What, did you 
            guys choke on your candy too? 
 
He unzips the next bag to reveal JACK MASON, a blonde, 
slightly-built, fresh-faced college boy, in a very tranquil 
pose. 
 
                         JACK (V.O.) 
            No, worse.  God, I feel stupid. 
 
Stinky unzips the next bag to reveal RICH LITTLE, another 
college boy, this one obviously big and muscular, with dark 
hair, and equally peaceful. 
 
                         RICH (V.O.) 
            No more than I do. 
 
                         STINKY 
            You don't look stupid.  You look 
            like nice frat boys. 
 
                         JACK (V.O.) 
            Yeah, a pair of nice, stupid frat 
            boys. 
 
TITLE: "JUST FOR LAUGHS" 
 
EXT. PI BETA KAPPA HOUSE - DAY 
 
On the roof of the two-story house, a GUY covered head to 
toe in layers of bubble-wrap packaging material (held on 
with duct tape) leans over the edge.  Satisfied, he raises 
one of his arms (as much as he can) to give a thumbs-up with 
his heavily-padded hand.  Two strong, clean-cut FRAT BOYS 
step up from behind him and throw the Bubble-Wrap Guy off 
the roof. 
 
                         RICH (V.O.) 
            Well, maybe not that stupid. 
 
INT. PI BETA KAPPA HOUSE - DAY 
 
Jack -- we now see that's he's relatively short -- holds up 
an odd brass and glass contraption almost as big as he is, 
with several hoses coming out of its body.  He shows it to 
Rich, TIM, and several other P-Beats. 
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                         RICH (V.O.) 
            Our brothers wasted their engineering 
            skills on dumb stunts. 
 
                         JACK (V.O.) 
            Rich and I put ours to productive use. 
 
                         JACK 
            It's better than a beer bong, man! 
            It's a nitrous-and-beer hookah! 
 
                         TIM 
            What the fuck? 
 
                         JACK 
            Yeah, you fill up with beer, hook a 
            tank of nitrous to this hose, spark 
            the bowl, and you're laughing, mate. 
            Every hit has the sweet mix of 
            sensimillia, alcohol, hops and 
            laughing gas. 
 
                         RICH 
                   (as Darth Vader) 
            The impact is instant, and 
            devastating. 
 
                         TIM 
            Yeah, just one thing. 
 
                         RICH 
                   (still Vader) 
            What is it, young Jedi? 
 
                         TIM 
            Where the hell you gonna get the 
            nitrous? 
 
                         RICH 
            Hey, yeah, Jack.  Where the hell we 
            gonna get the nitrous? 
 
                         JACK 
            Hospital.  What'd you think? 
 
                         RICH 
            Oh, right.  Well, have fun shopping. 
            May the Force be with you! 
 
                         JACK 
            Fuck the Force -- I'll have Rich 
            with me. 
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                         RICH 
            Rich?  As in me? 
 
Rich stands.  He towers over Jack -- Rich is well over six 
feet tall, maybe a full foot taller than Jack.  Jack's not 
intimidated. 
 
                         JACK 
            Yeah, you.  I can't carry one of 
            those cylinders all by myself. 
 
EXT. HOSPITAL LOADING DOCK - NIGHT 
 
Jack and Rich wait in shadows at the entrance to the loading 
dock as a delivery truck pulls out. 
 
                         JACK 
                   (whispers) 
            Next truck won't be here for fifteen 
            minutes.  Let's scoot in, grab the 
            stuff, and scoot out. 
 
                         RICH 
                   (whispers) 
            You sure we can handle this? 
 
                         JACK 
                   (whispers) 
            Thing weighs about 225, 250.  It'll 
            be just like hauling Chris's passed 
            out fat ass up to his room after a 
            party. 
 
Jack looks around the corner.  The dock is empty and the 
roll-up door is open. 
 
                         JACK (CONT'D) 
                   (whispers) 
            Let's go! 
 
The guys run up to the dock.  Rich vaults up handily, but 
Jack struggles a bit.  Rich lends a hand to pull him up. 
 
                         JACK 
            Thanks, dude. 
 
                         RICH 
            Which one? 
 
                         JACK 
            Let's see. 
 
They approach a rack of industrial gas cylinders of various 
colors. 
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                         JACK 
            Green's oxygen, right?  So, not 
            those.  Orange is... helium, I think. 
            Ah - this blue one. 
 
Jack reaches for a blue cylinder.  He tips it to show the 
letters "NITRO" stencilled on the side - the rest of the 
word is blocked by the adjacent cylinder. 
 
                         RICH 
            Let me see -- oh, shit! 
 
A VOICE O.S. spooks the guys. 
 
                         RICH 
            C'mon, let's grab it and go! 
 
Jack lowers the cylinder to the floor. 
 
                         JACK 
            Get that end. 
 
The guys try to lift the thing, but it's a little much for 
them. 
 
                         JACK 
            Shit! 
 
                         RICH 
            Fear and anger will take you to the 
            Dark Side, young Jedi. 
 
                         JACK 
            Would you cut the -- 
 
                         RICH 
            Let's just roll it to the edge. 
            Get down and make sure this doesn't 
            fall off. 
 
As Jack runs to the edge of the dock, Rich lines up the 
cylinder and gives it a push.  It just wobbles. 
 
                         RICH (CONT'D) 
            Mother fucker! 
 
Rich kicks the cylinder, which starts rolling fast. 
 
                         RICH (CONT'D) 
            Shit!  My foot! 
 
Jack, afraid to jump down, is sitting on the edge of the 
dock, trying to slide off.  He turns to look at Rich and falls. 
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                         JACK (O.S.) 
            Damn it!  My ass! 
 
                         RICH 
            Jack!  Look out! 
 
Jack's head pops up over the edge of the dock. 
 
                         JACK 
            What?  Fuck! 
 
He throws up his hands just in time to keep the cylinder 
from smashing his face and then falling onto his feet. 
 
Rich runs and jumps off the dock. 
 
                         RICH 
            Close one, young Jedi. 
 
                         JACK 
            What is this, bowling night? 
 
                         RICH 
            Let's slide it down to the ground. 
 
                         JACK (V.O.) 
            We were so fuckin' proud of ourselves. 
 
                         RICH (V.O.) 
            We'd just liberated a whole cylinder 
            of nitrous! 
 
As they maneuver the cylinder, the full stenciled word comes 
into view: "NITROGEN - 100%" 
 
                         JACK 
            Okay, it's down. 
 
                         RICH 
            And now we...? 
 
                         JACK 
            Now we roll it to the car and get 
            it into the front seat. 
 
                         RICH 
            Front seat? 
 
                         JACK 
            Less lifting than the trunk.  Plus, 
            we can strap it in. 
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INT. RICH'S CAR - NIGHT 
 
The guys are on the freeway.  Rich drives, Jack sits in the 
center of the back seat, leaning over into the front. 
 
                         JACK 
            I cannot believe we got away with 
            this! 
 
                         RICH 
            Fan-fuckin-tastic!  I can't wait to 
            take a hit off that thing! 
 
                         JACK 
            Want to? 
 
                         RICH 
            Now? 
                   (he looks around) 
            Why the hell not!  I'll pull over. 
 
Rich pulls the car onto the shoulder and turns on the 
emergency flashers. 
 
                         RICH 
            Just a quick one.  Don't want a cop 
            to come offer assistance. 
 
                         JACK 
            Keep back.  This thing's at 2000 
            pounds pressure.  It could literally 
            blow a hole in your head. 
 
                         RICH 
            Whoa, maybe -- 
 
                         JACK 
            -- no, it's cool.  I'm just going 
            to crack the valve a tiny bit. 
 
Jack fiddles with the valve, and the gas begins to HISS 
slightly. 
 
                         RICH 
            Now? 
 
                         JACK 
            Lemme see. 
 
Jack leans over to sniff from the valve. 
 
                         JACK 
            Can't smell it. 
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                         RICH 
            Lemme try. 
 
He leans in and sniffs. 
 
                         RICH 
            Maybe we need to take deeper breaths. 
 
The two boys both lean in and breathe deeply. 
 
                         JACK 
            Wait, I'll crack it a little more. 
 
The HISS grows louder.  Rich leans in again. 
 
                         RICH 
            Still can't smell it, but I think I 
            feel it a little. 
 
Jack takes a deep hit. 
 
                         JACK 
            Yeah, yeah, I think I -- 
 
Both guys pass out instantly. 
 
                         JACK (V.O.) 
            I'm such a dumb-ass.  I should have 
            read the whole label. 
 
EXT. RICH'S CAR - NIGHT 
 
The car sits in the breakdown lane, the emergency flashers 
blinking. 
 
                         RICH (V.O.) 
            Well, I shouldn't have been in such 
            a hurry to take a hit. 
 
EXT. RICH'S CAR - DAWN 
 
The car sits in the same spot, the flashers still going.  A 
Highway Patrol car pulls in behind it. 
 
                         STINKY (V.O.) 
            I guess even you assholes know that 
            breathing pure nitrogen is fatal. 
 
The PATROLMAN emerges, walks cautiously to the driver's side, 
and taps on the window glass. 
 
                         JACK (V.O.) 
            Yeah, the nitrogen displaced all 
            the air in the car.  No oxygen - no 
            life. 
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After a minute, he pounds on the glass.  Then he takes out 
his baton and breaks the window. 
 
INT. COUNTY MORGUE - NIGHT 
 
                         JACK (V.O.) 
            But I could have sworn that blue 
            meant nitrous oxide. 
 
                         STINKY 
            Well, that's the thing.  There is 
            no universal color code for gas 
            cylinders. 
                   (he taps Jack on the 
                   forehead with each 
                   word) 
            You - got - to - read - the - label. 
 
                         RICH (V.O.) 
            Damn!  That's the last time I... uh... 
 
                         STINKY 
            Dude, that was the last time you 
            did anything. 
 
He walks over to the wall and opens two drawers.  He rolls 
Rich over to the drawer, transfers his body, and tags the toe. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            Frat boys. 
 
He closes Rich's drawer. 
 
He pushes Jack's gurney to the wall, transfers the body and 
tags the toe. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            Shoulda hit the books instead of 
            the bongs. 
 
He closes the drawer. 
 
Returning to the gurneys, Stinky looks at the tags on the 
next two body bags. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            "Chester Durant, 55.  Mutliple 
            trauma, auto accident.  David Carson, 
            30.  Multiple trauma, auto accident." 
            At last, something really juicy. 
 
He unzips the next bag to reveal CHESTER (CHET) DURANT, Ph.D, 
his gray face stained with blood residue. 
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                         CHET (V.O.) 
            Gee, I'm so glad I could liven up 
            your evening. 
 
                         STINKY 
            Well, "liven" might not be the right 
            word, Chet... 
 
Stinky unzips the next bag to reveal DAVE CARSON, only no 
one who knew him would ever recognize him as such.  The right 
side of his face is shredded purple meat, and his right 
shoulder is ripped open, his arm sitting in place but only 
barely attached. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            ... definitely not "liven."  Gee, 
            Dave, what happened here?  Forget 
            to buckle up for safety? 
 
                         CARSON (V.O.) 
            The way he drives?  I was buckled 
            up, all right. 
 
                         CHET (V.O.) 
            Hey, I drive great! 
 
INT. CHESTNUT SYSTEMS - DAY 
 
TITLE: "IPO" 
 
A boardroom, but a rather modest and non-descript one, except 
for the posters on the wall illustrating different aspects 
of "CHESTNUT SYSTEMS AUTOMATED DRUG DISCOVERY SOFTWARE" -- 
high-tech diagrams and images, the text unreadable. 
 
                         CHET (V.O.) 
            Besides, I was very excited.  I was 
            going to be rich. 
 
Chet sits at the boardroom table. Spread across the table 
are work papers. In life, Chet is 55, grey-haired, average 
looking, not plump but not trim, but well-dressed.  Chet 
(Chestnut's CEO) and his Chief Financial Officer, ARNIE 
LIEBER, 45, thin-faced with glasses and GQ taste in clothes, 
are working on the prospectus document for Chestnut's initial 
public offering. 
 
With them are CHERYL STUYVESANT, 35, pretty but businesslike, 
and RALPH TUCKER, 50, not pretty but still businesslike. 
They're investment bankers. 
 
                         CHERYL 
            And you'll need how much for 
            expansion of the sales force? 
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                         ARNIE 
            Eight million.  We plan to have a 
            team on the ground in each region 
            with a major pharmaceutical or 
            biotech research cluster.  That 
            means setting up offices, recruiting, 
            training, and supporting the sales 
            force. 
 
                         RALPH 
            Thanks, Arnie.  That brings the 
            total funds you're seeking to 
            twenty-six million.  How much do 
            you want to add for employee stock 
            sales? 
 
                         CHET 
            Say another four, make it a round 
            figure. 
 
                         RALPH 
            So, thirty million.  I think that's 
            doable.  What do you think, Cheryl? 
 
                         CHERYL 
            Definitely.  The sector's recovering, 
            the market for I-P-O's is firming 
            up.  Three million shares, offered 
            at twelve to cover our fees, and 
            they should be trading at fifteen 
            or sixteen at the end of the day. 
 
                         CHET 
            Why not price them at fourteen, Ralph? 
 
Arnie jumps in. 
 
                         ARNIE 
            Chet, you want the investors to 
            start off their relationship with 
            Chestnut with a nice warm welcome. 
            A twenty percent bounce in the first 
            day will make them very happy 
            without getting the speculators 
            involved. 
 
Chet looks to Ralph. 
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                         RALPH 
            Absolutely right.  A lot of 
            executives think an initial public 
            offering is a way to get out from 
            under their bosses and owners.  What 
            it really means is trading one set 
            of bosses for another: the public, 
            the institutional shareholders, and 
            the S.E.C. 
 
Cheryl gathers up her work papers into her briefcase.  She 
and Ralph get up. 
 
                         CHERYL 
            Okay, we've got what we need for 
            the final draft of the prospectus. 
            We'll get back to you first thing 
            next week. 
 
                         CHET 
            Great, I'll walk you guys out. 
 
                         ARNIE 
            Uh, Chet, can I have a word with you? 
 
Chet, Ralph and Cheryl stop. 
 
                         RALPH 
            Hey, no problem, Chet, we know our 
            way out. 
 
                         CHET 
            Thanks. 
 
                         ARNIE 
            Bye, guys. 
 
Arnie watches Ralph and Cheryl exit. 
 
                         CHET (V.O.) 
            Arnie was making some waves, though. 
            I hate waves. 
 
Chet turns to Arnie, his face betraying impatience. 
 
                         CHET 
            What's up, Arnie? 
 
                         ARNIE 
            Look, I know I'm the new kid on the 
            block, but I wanted to ask about 
            the stock grant. 
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                         CHET 
            Arnie, we've discussed this.  The 
            board thinks you haven't been here 
            long enough to warrant a big stock 
            grant. 
 
                         ARNIE 
            But in just a few months I put 
            together this IPO -- 
 
                         CHET 
            -- and no one's more grateful for 
            that than I.  You've already got 
            fifty thousand shares.  You can 
            sell ten percent in the I.P.O. and 
            end up with a fifty thousand dollar 
            payday.  That's not bad. 
 
                         ARNIE 
            That's about one tenth of what the 
            other executives are getting. 
 
                         CHET 
            Arnie, I'd hate to lose you over 
            this.  Especially since if you leave 
            before the I.P.O., you have to sell 
            back all your shares. 
 
                         ARNIE 
            Right.  I would sure hate for that 
            to happen.  Of course, that would 
            be another half-million for you and 
            the rest of the team to split up. 
 
                         CHET 
            It would be, but that's beside the 
            point.  Just keep everything on 
            track, and I promise you'll be happy. 
            Now, if you'll excuse me, I've got 
            to see a man about a horse. 
 
EXT. MID-VALLEY AUTOSPORTS - DAY 
 
                         CARSON (O.S.) 
            She's a beauty. 
 
A jet-black HORSE rears up, front hooves aloft against a 
fire-red sky.  Only it's not a sky, it's a paint job - on a 
Ferrari Testarossa. 
 
                         CHET (V.O.) 
            She sure was. 
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The Ferrari sits in a lot with other high-end sports cars. 
This is Mid-Valley Autosports, a dealership catering to those 
who believe that "he who dies with the most toys, wins." 
 
Chet, who's been eyeing the car with a mixture of reverence 
and lust, is momentarily distracted by the voice of the 
salesman now standing next to him: DAVE CARSON, 30.  The 
sharp-looking gray three-piece suit and elegant watch mark 
Carson as a top performer. 
 
Chet returns his attention to the Testarossa.  He walks 
around it, checking it out from stem to stern as he converses 
with Carson. 
 
                         CARSON 
            The pinnacle of perfection.  1996 
            Testarossa - the last and the best. 
 
                         CHET 
            Crockett and Tubbs would have been 
            jealous. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Who? 
 
                         CHET 
            Miami Vice.  The TV show. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Oh.  Oh, yeah, that guy from Nash 
            Bridges. 
 
                         CHET 
            Don Johnson, yeah.  I hope you know 
            cars better than you know television. 
 
                         CARSON 
            I've spent more of my life behind a 
            wheel than in front of a tube. 
            That's why I sell machines like 
            this to people who appreciate them. 
            Do you appreciate this machine? 
 
                         CHET 
            Flat 12 boxer engine, 380 horses. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Pulls damn near one G acceleration 
            off the line, and damn near one G 
            in turns.  Closest thing to flying 
            without leaving the ground.  You fly? 
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                         CHET 
            Pilot?  Naw.  I always wanted to, 
            though. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Drive this car, you'll never want 
            to fly again.  An F-16 would be a 
            comedown after this.  Here, sit in 
            her. 
 
Carson opens the driver's door and waits. 
 
Chet gives in and climbs in. 
 
He takes in the Connolly leather, the instrument package, 
the feel of the wheel and the shift.  He's one step away 
from heaven. 
 
                         CARSON 
            C'mon, you know you want to. 
 
                         CHET 
            Now? 
 
                         CARSON 
            Sure.  Take it out, see how it feels. 
 
Chet bites his lip. 
 
                         CHET 
            No.  No, I gotta get back to the 
            office.  Really big deal going down. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Drug dealer with an office? 
 
Chet climbs out of the car. 
 
                         CHET 
            I look like a drug dealer to you? 
 
                         CARSON 
            Any guy who does really big deals 
            and shops for Ferraris is either a 
            drug dealer or a lawyer. 
 
                         CHET 
            Wrong and wrong.  Biotechnology. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Yeah, that would have been my third 
            choice.  Here, take my card, 
            Mister...? 
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Carson holds out his card and Chet reflexively goes into his 
pocket for his own card case. 
 
                         CHET 
            Durant.  Thanks.  Here's mine. 
 
INT. CHESTNUT SYSTEMS - DAY 
 
                         CHET 
            That last little matter.  Arnie 
            Lieber. 
 
                         CHERYL 
            Dr. Durant, it's a lot of money. 
            The law says if it impacts an 
            employee's interests, you have to 
            get that employee's signature.  It's 
            not worth me losing my job or you 
            going to prison to get around it. 
 
                         CHET 
            Fine.  Tell you what, Cheryl.  I'll 
            take the papers, get Arnie's 
            signature. 
 
                         CHERYL 
            I'm... really not comfortable with 
            that, given the conversations we've 
            been having. 
 
                         RALPH 
            It's all right, Cheryl.  Why don't 
            you check on the final P and L 
            figures, and I'll make Chet see 
            reason. 
 
Cheryl reluctantly gets up and leaves. 
 
                         RALPH (CONT'D) 
            She's absolutely right about the law. 
 
                         CHET 
            Hell with the law.  It's my company, 
            I'll do what I want. 
 
                         RALPH 
            Just so long as it's clear -- you 
            and I never discussed anything about 
            forging anyone's signatures. 
            Because that would be both wrong 
            and criminal. 
 
                         CHET 
            Hey, I'm not even here right now. 
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He picks up a large envelope and heads to the door. 
 
                         CHET (CONT'D) 
            Blink hard, it'll be like I was 
            never here. 
 
EXT. MID-VALLEY AUTOSPORTS - DAY 
 
CHET'S CAR 
 
Chet pulls his Jaguar S-type into a parking space next to 
the office on the car lot.  He picks up the envelope and 
pulls out the questionable papers. 
 
                         CHET (V.O.) 
            It was time to take care of Arnie. 
            Make all those waves go away. 
 
Balancing them on the steering wheel, Chet stares at them. 
He takes a deep breath, then pulls out a pen and signs 
Artie's name in three places. 
 
He puts the papers back into the envelope and gets out. 
 
INT. MID-VALLEY AUTOSPORTS - DAY 
 
CARSON'S OFFICE 
 
Carson sits at his desk and absent-mindedly plays with a 
scale model of a Maserati Spyder.  Chet sits across the desk 
from Carson, the envelope on his lap. 
 
                         CHET 
            Dave, I've got a proposition for you. 
 
                         CARSON 
            An offer on the Testarossa? 
 
                         CHET 
            That, and something you can do for me. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Shoot. 
 
                         CHET 
            The Testarossa is worth ninety 
            thousand. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Ninety-five. 
 
                         CHET 
            I'll give you a hundred. 
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                         CARSON 
            Why? 
 
                         CHET 
            Because you'll get the notary in 
            this office to put a seal on these 
            papers. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Notary service is twenty-five 
            dollars, Chet.  You're overpaying 
            by like two hundred times.  Why? 
 
                         CHET 
            I don't want you to notarize my 
            signature.  Someone else's. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Who can't be here... why? 
 
                         CHET 
            None of your business. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Notarizing a signature that isn't 
            properly witnessed is illegal, so, 
            yeah, it's my business. 
 
                         CHET 
            For five grand, I expect you to 
            stifle your curiosity. 
 
Carson stares at Chet for a second.  Then gets up and takes 
the papers. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Be right back. 
 
                         CHET (V.O.) 
            Smooth sailing. 
 
INT. CHESTNUT SYSTEMS - DAY 
 
BOARDROOM 
 
The boardroom is now a makeshift television studio, with a 
backdrop of a city skyline behind a chair.  Bright lights 
illuminate the chair as the remote camera crew gets set up 
for a live feed to a business cable network. 
 
Chet sits in a chair, where a make-up artist applies pancake 
to his face.  Arnie walks in. 
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                         CHET 
            The big day, huh, Arnie? 
 
                         ARNIE 
            Big day.  Right. 
 
Arnie's sullen.  Chet waves off the makeup artist and gets up. 
 
                         CHET 
            What's the matter? 
 
                         ARNIE 
                   (quietly) 
            I'm resigning. 
 
                         CHET 
            What? 
 
Several people look at them.  Chet pulls Arnie out into the 
hall. 
 
HALL 
 
                         CHET (CONT'D) 
                    (quietly) 
            Resigning?  What's the matter? 
 
                         ARNIE 
            I've only stayed on to get through 
            the I.P.O., collect my fifty K, 
            keep the rest of my shares.  It'll 
            look good on my resume. 
 
                         CHET 
            Arnie, don't do this.  Not today. 
 
                         ARNIE 
            Oh, right.  Big embarrassment to 
            lose your chief financial officer 
            on the day of your I.P.O. 
 
                         CHET 
            Arnie, I've been working on a 
            surprise for you. 
 
                         ARNIE 
            What is it? 
 
                         CHET 
            Please, let's just get through the 
            trading day.  Then I'll explain 
            everything. 
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                         ARNIE 
            Fine, you get through the trading 
            day.  I'm sure you'll do fine. 
 
Arnie storms off down the hall.  Chet calls after him. 
 
                         CHET 
            Arnie! 
 
                         CHET (V.O.) 
            I wasn't too worried.  I'd already 
            taken care of Arnie.  He wasn't 
            going to make any trouble. 
 
BOARDROOM 
 
Chet sits in the chair in front of the camera, being 
interviewed for the cable financial show.  The interviewer 
appears on a video monitor on the table behind the camera, 
allowing Chet to focus his attention on the camera while 
answering questions. 
 
                         HOST 
            Today's other I.P.O. was 
            biotechnology software company 
            Chestnut Systems.  Joining us is 
            Chestnut CEO Chet Durant.  Welcome, 
            Dr. Durant. 
 
                         CHET 
            Thanks, Neil. 
 
                         HOST 
            You must be pleased.  Offered at 
            fourteen, closed at twenty.  A nice 
            day's work. 
 
                         CHET 
            Yes, Neil, we're very happy that 
            investors realize the potential of 
            our technology to reduce the time 
            and expense of developing new drugs. 
 
EXT. MID-VALLEY AUTOSPORTS - DAY 
 
Chet sees Carson showing a Mercedes Benz 190 SL convertible 
to a older MAN.  He catches Carson's eye.  Carson excuses 
himself and heads over to Chet. 
 
                         CHET 
            I wanted to thank you for your help. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Everything worked out? 
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                         CHET 
            Very, very well.  I have a check in 
            my pocket.  If you can blow off 
            that tire-kicker, I'd like to take 
            that test drive before we sign the 
            papers. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Give me twenty seconds. 
 
EXT. WOODSIDE ROAD - DAY 
 
The Testarossa heads onto a winding two-lane road into wooded 
hills. 
 
INT. FERRARI - DAY 
 
[INTERCUT AS NEEDED WITH EXTERIOR SHOTS] 
 
                         CARSON 
            You are going to be careful? 
 
                         CHET 
            What do you mean? 
 
                         CARSON 
            There's a famous story -- 
 
Chet shifts gears and takes a tight curve. 
 
                         CARSON (CONT'D) 
            -- about a computer executive who 
            took his company public.  The day 
            of his I.P.O. -- Jeez! 
 
The Ferrari screams around another curve, just on the edge 
of skidding. 
 
                         CHET 
            I'm listening. 
 
                         CARSON 
            The day of his I.P.O., he went car 
            shopping.  Took a Ferrari Testarossa 
            for a test drive, on a road like this. 
 
                         CHET 
            Let me guess.  Too much car for him 
            to handle. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Him and the car salesman.  Both 
            dead.  So, if you'd just -- 
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On this curve, the Ferrari does skid slightly, but Chet keeps 
control. 
 
                         CARSON (CONT'D) 
            Slow down! 
 
                         CHET 
            Don't wet your pants.  Bad for the 
            leather. 
 
The Ferrari emerges from the winding part of Woodside Road 
and nears a freeway on-ramp. 
 
                         CHET (CONT'D) 
            Let's see what she can really do. 
 
Chet powers up the ramp like a rocket. 
 
EXT. FREEWAY - DAY 
 
The Testarossa snakes through traffic, making the rest of 
the cars appear to be standing still. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Do you still have insurance, or was 
            it cancelled after your fiftieth 
            speeding ticket? 
 
                         CHET 
            Man, it's hardly speeding to do 
            one-ten in a Testarossa. 
 
                         CARSON 
            If we get pulled over, do me a favor 
            and tell the cop you kidnapped me. 
 
                         CHET 
            Aren't you the guy who said this is 
            as close to flying you can get 
            without leaving the ground? 
 
                         CARSON 
            Figure of speech. 
 
Ahead, the freeway splits.  The split-off lanes are partially 
blocked by barricades. 
 
                         CHET 
            How would you really like to fly? 
 
                         CARSON 
            What? 
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The Ferrari shoots through the narrow gap between two 
barricades with millimeters to spare on either side.  Now 
it's on an incomplete section of freeway -- just a mile is 
left before the overpass ends, hanging in space. 
 
                         CARSON 
            You're crazy!  Stop the car!  Stop 
            the fucking car! 
 
Carson braces for what he's sure will be a final, fatal 
flight through space. 
 
Chet works the shift, the brake and the clutch with perfect 
finesse, slowing the car and then sending it into a 180- 
degree skid, ending up facing back the way he came, the tail 
end of the car two feet from the dead-end barrier at the end 
of the overpass. 
 
                         CHET 
            Okay, I stopped. 
 
                         CARSON 
            What the fuck are you doing? 
 
                         CHET 
            Oh, come on.  You didn't think I 
            was really going to try to jump off 
            the end of this ramp? 
 
                         CARSON 
            Man, just take me back.  Slowly! 
 
EXT. WOODSIDE ROAD - DAY 
 
The Ferrari moves sedately through the woods.  Even at the 
slow speed, the car looks like it's doing over a hundred. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Where did you learn to drive like 
            that? 
 
                         CHET 
            I take the Jag up to the track at 
            Sears Point almost every weekend. 
            One of the guys I met there has a 
            Testarossa.  He let me drive it a 
            few times. 
 
                         CARSON 
            Like that? 
 
                         CHET 
            Yep.  I can't wait to return the 
            favor.  Hey, speaking of favors. 
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Chet reaches into his jacket pocket and takes out his cell 
phone.  He speed dials a number. 
 
INT. ARNIE'S SUV/FERRARI - DAY [INTERCUT AS NEEDED] 
 
Arnie's cell phone rings.  He answers as he drives down Main 
Street. 
 
                         ARNIE 
            Hello. 
 
Chet navigates the lower end of Woodside Road, coming up on 
Main. 
 
                         CHET 
            Hey, Arnie. 
 
                         ARNIE 
            Congratulations, Chet.  I heard on 
            the radio, closed at twenty. 
 
                         CHET 
            Now the real work starts.  You'll 
            have to do a lot more reporting -- 
 
                         ARNIE 
            I told you, Chet, I'm quitting. 
 
                         CHET 
            Even with the extra two million? 
 
                         ARNIE 
            What? 
 
                         CHET 
            I couldn't get the board to go along, 
            so I did a little deal behind their 
            back.  I got you another hundred 
            thousand shares. 
 
                         ARNIE 
            Hundred thousand -- how? 
 
                         CHET 
            Let's just say, if anyone asks, you 
            went with me to a car dealership to 
            get your signatures notarized. 
 
                         ARNIE 
            Geez, Chet, you forged my signature? 
 
                         CHET 
            You gonna press charges? 
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                         ARNIE 
            No.  I mean, hell no! 
 
                         CHET 
            So I slated ten thousand of those 
            shares to be sold in the I.P.O. -- 
            don't be surprised when that hundred 
            grand shows up in your bank 
            statement.  And no more of this 
            resignation talk, right? 
 
                         ARNIE 
            Right.  Chet, thank you. 
 
                         CHET (V.O.) 
            Like I said, Arnie wouldn't be 
            making any more waves. 
 
                         CARSON (V.O.) 
            Well, maybe just the one. 
 
EXT. MAIN STREET - DAY 
 
ARNIE'S SUV/FERRARI [INTERCUT AS NEEDED] 
 
Arnie's GMC Yukon SUV cruises down the six-lane road, doing 
45 in a 35 zone.  Traffic isn't bad right at the moment. 
 
                         ARNIE (CONT'D) 
            Where are you? 
 
                         CHET (O.S.) (FILTER) 
            Woodside Road, coming up on Main. 
            Hey, guess what?  I'm driving the 
            Testarossa. 
 
                         ARNIE 
            You're going to get it?  All right, 
            man! 
 
The light changes.  The Testarossa starts a left turn. 
 
                         ARNIE (CONT'D) 
            Hey, I think I see you turning left! 
 
Chet looks to his right, reaches his left hand out the window 
and waves over the top of the car. 
 
Arnie waves, but drops his cell phone.  He absent-mindedly 
looks down to see where it fell. 
 
Suddenly the car in front of the Ferrari stops suddenly. 
Chet catches it from the corner of his eye and slams on the 
brakes, jerking to a halt. 
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Arnie's SUV is barreling toward the Ferrari when he looks up. 
Too late to stop -- nowhere to swerve -- 
 
Carson looks out his window at the SUV grille, looming up on 
him at a terrifying rate. 
 
BLACK SCREEN 
 
SFX: EXTENDED CRUNCH OF METAL AND GLASS ON METAL AND GLASS 
 
INT. COUNTY MORGUE - NIGHT 
 
                         STINKY 
            Well, you know what they say. 
 
                         CHET (V.O.) 
            What's that? 
 
                         STINKY 
            No good deed goes unpunished. 
 
                         CARSON (V.O.) 
            You can say that again. 
 
He walks over to the wall and opens two drawers.  He rolls 
Chet over to the drawer, transfers his body, and tags the toe. 
 
                         STINKY 
            They also say you can't take it 
            with you. 
 
He closes Chet's drawer. 
 
He pushes Carson's gurney to the wall. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            Look on the bright side, Mr. Carson. 
 
                         CARSON (V.O.) 
            There's no bright side to being here! 
 
                         STINKY 
            Sure there is. 
 
As Stinky transfers the body, he has to catch Carson's 
nearly-severed arm as it slips loose.  He gets Carson tucked 
in and tags his toe. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            You're the first used car dealer 
            I've ever felt sorry for. 
 
Stinky closes the drawer. 
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At the last gurney, Stinky looks at the tag on the final 
body bag. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            "Yusef Green, 19.  Animal mauling." 
 
He unzips the next bag and opens it, then immediately jumps 
back and turns away. 
 
In the bag is an African-American teenager so badly mauled, 
he looks like today's special at the butcher counter.  His 
face is literally eaten away to the skull on one side.  This 
is YUSEF "MAD DOG" GREEN. 
 
                         MAD DOG (V.O.) 
            Yeah, I know.  I'm messed up. 
 
                         STINKY 
            Messed up?  Man, my hair is messed up. 
 
Stinky turns back to face Yusef. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            You are seriously fucked up. 
 
                         MAD DOG (V.O.) 
            Man, if I was alive, I'd fuck you 
            up.  No one talks to Mad Dog like 
            that. 
 
TITLE: "MAD DOG" 
 
EXT. DIAMOND AVENUE - DAY 
 
Diamond Avenue is a rough inner-city street.  There are 
industrial businesses here and there, but most have concrete 
where windows used to be.  The few windows remaining are 
barred or screened or both. 
 
On adjacent corners are two liquor stores, DIA-MART and 
LITTLE GEM, like mini-fortresses on opposite sides of a border. 
 
                         MAD DOG (V.O.) 
            Yeah, I was the hardest man on the 
            street. 
 
Mad Dog stands on a corner at the side of Little Gem Liquors, 
shades on, watching impassively as people and cars pass. 
 
A late-model Chevy Tahoe slows as it approaches Mad Dog, who 
doesn't flinch as the passenger window rolls down.  A 
SUBURBAN KID in the passenger seat nods at him. 
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Mad Dog steps up to the SUV, nods, and then gives the Kid an 
elaborate handshake.  He then steps back to his original 
spot as the Tahoe pulls away.  We've just witnessed a drug 
deal. 
 
                         MAD DOG (V.O.) 
            Hard, but fair.  Didn't rob nobody, 
            didn't rip 'em off with weak 
            stepped-on shit.  If I got respect, 
            I gave respect. 
 
Two HOOKERS, one (SHIRLEY) who could be anywhere north of 30 
and one (NINA) who looks barely legal, pass by Mad Dog in 
something of a hurry. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Ladies!  You lookin' fine, Shirley. 
            Who's the trainee? 
 
                         SHIRLEY 
            This Nina.  I showing her the 
            territory. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            That's nice, bringing up the new 
            talent.  Wait up! 
 
The women stop. 
 
                         MAD DOG (CONT'D) 
            Where's your manners, girl? 
            Introduce me. 
 
                         SHIRLEY 
            Nina, this Mad Dog. 
 
Mad Dog takes Nina's hand and kisses it. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            A pleasure to make your acquaintance, 
            Miss Nina. 
 
Mad Dog twists Nina's wrist, making her squeal in pain and 
contort her body. 
 
                         MAD DOG (CONT'D) 
            Shirley forgot to mention.  Since 
            you don't work for me, you don't 
            set foot on my corner.  You want to 
            stay out of my business, even if 
            you got to go a mile out of your way. 
 
He releases her wrist. 
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                         MAD DOG (CONT'D) 
            Unless, of course, you want to come 
            work for me.  I'll give you a better 
            deal than Brutus.  Show you a better 
            time, too. 
 
                         SHIRLEY 
            Look, Mad Dog, we gotta go.  No 
            disrespect. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            None taken.  Think about my offer, 
            Nina. 
 
The women hurry across the street toward the Dia-Mart. 
 
                         MAD DOG (V.O.) 
            That's what I'm talking about. 
            Respect. 
 
Mad Dog settles back into position. 
 
A moment later, a hulking African-American man, BRUTUS, 40, 
comes striding from the direction of the Dia-Mart, one hand 
holding the lead of a large American pit bull and the other 
hand clamped onto Nina's upper left arm.  The bulldog strains 
at the lead as Brutus powers Nina along, ignoring her 
struggles. 
 
                         MAD DOG (V.O.) (CONT'D) 
            Then there was Brutus.  One 
            disrespecting mother fucker. 
 
Brutus, Nina and the dog walk up to Mad Dog, who's upset and 
agitated.  Brutus releases Nina.  Mad Dog starts to reach a 
hand behind his back. 
 
                         BRUTUS 
            Do it, Mad Dog.  Rex here ain't ate 
            nothin' all day.  He be on you 
            before you get your piece out your 
            pants. 
 
Mad Dog lets his hands fall limply to his sides. 
 
                         BRUTUS (CONT'D) 
            This the fucker who twisted your 
            wrist? 
 
Nina looks down to avoid eye contact with either man. 
 
                         NINA 
            I don't remem-- 
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Brutus grabs a handful of Nina's hair and yanks her head back. 
 
                         BRUTUS 
            I asked you a question.  Take a look. 
 
                         NINA 
            Yes.  That's him. 
 
Brutus releases her. 
 
                         BRUTUS 
            I'm gonna break it down, Puppy Dog. 
            Li'l Bow Wow.  You touch, you even 
            talk wrong to my employees, you 
            will be sifting through Rex's shit 
            to find your balls.  That's a 
            literal statement of fact. 
 
Brutus gives Rex just enough slack to get within snapping 
distance of Mad Dog, who jumps back. 
 
                         BRUTUS (CONT'D) 
            You got me, Puppy Dog? 
 
Mad Dog tries to keep up an air of defiance, but Rex's SNARLS 
break him.  He nods in defeat. 
 
Brutus lets Rex sniff and spray the telephone pole on Mad 
Dog's corner. 
 
                         BRUTUS (CONT'D) 
                   (to Nina) 
            Go find Shirley and make some money. 
                   (to Mad Dog) 
            You do not want to make me come 
            over here again. 
 
Brutus pulls Rex to heel and heads back across the street. 
Mad Dog slumps, relieved but ashamed. 
 
                         MAD DOG (V.O.) 
            Like I said, I get respect, I give 
            respect. 
 
Mad Dog stiffens, regains his backbone. 
 
                         MAD DOG (V.O.) 
            I get disrespect, I give something 
            else entirely. 
 
INT. CLARK'S CANINES - DAY 
 
WAITING AREA 
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Mad Dog wanders into the small waiting area of a dog 
breeder's storefront. 
 
One entire wall of the waiting area is covered in a blow-up 
of a press photo of a Birmingham police officer setting a 
pit bull terrier on a terrified Black child during the civil 
rights protests of 1963.   Mad Dog studies the photo. 
 
                         CLARK (O.S.) 
            Magnificent animal, isn't it? 
 
Mad Dog wheels around.  EUGENE CLARK, a powerfully-built 
Black man in his early 50s, walks into the room, using a 
sturdy cane to compensate for a bad right leg. 
 
                         CLARK 
            Bull Connor had had his fun that 
            day in Birmingham with the fire 
            hoses, knocking the colored folks 
            around like rag dolls.  Then he 
            told his men, "I want to see the 
            dogs work." 
 
Clark walks over to the photomural.  He runs his hand up to 
the dog's cheek. 
 
                         CLARK (CONT'D) 
            This one went to work on me. 
            Actually swallowed a good part of 
            my leg.  I think the pain and terror 
            helped induce shock, and that's why 
            I didn't bleed to death. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Man, that happened to you?  What 
            the fuck?  If that was me, I'd never 
            want to see another dog the rest of 
            my life. 
 
                         CLARK 
            But then ol' Bull would have had 
            his victory, don't you see?  I swore 
            I would learn not to be afraid of 
            his dogs, and then he wouldn't have 
            any power over me. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Yeah, that's what I'm talking about. 
            Power.  I don't want to be afraid 
            of no dog. 
 
                         CLARK 
            Come with me. 
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Clark leads Mad Dog behind the counter and into the... 
 
BACK ROOM 
 
They enter through the door into a room with a holding pen 
on either side.  On the left are four large pit bull puppies, 
already weaned and ready to adopt.  Mad Dog looks at them 
with curiosity. 
 
Clark, standing at the right-hand pen, calls Mad Dog. 
 
                         CLARK 
            Over here, Mister Green. 
 
Mad Dog whirls around. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            You know me? 
 
                         CLARK 
            You're a minor celebrity among the 
            local teens.  Yusef "Mad Dog" Green, 
            drug dealer, pimp, role model. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Yeah, you think you know me. 
 
                         CLARK 
            I know what you want.  Look here. 
 
In the pen on the right is the pups' mother, QUEEN.  She's a 
beautiful white bitch, and she looks a lot like the dog in 
the photomural. 
 
                         MAD DOG (V.O.) 
            That was what I wanted, all right. 
            Dog like that would teach Brutus 
            some manners. 
 
                         CLARK (CONT'D) 
            This is Queen.  She is a pure- 
            blooded American Pit Bull Terrier, 
            in the tradition of Buster Brown's 
            pal Tige and the Little Rascals's 
            Petey.  I gather you're a fan of 
            different sorts of gangs altogether, 
            Mister Green. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            You gonna sell me this dog? 
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                         CLARK 
            Oh, no.  I will never part with 
            this animal.  Apart from her perfect 
            pedigree and bloodlines, she is the 
            most loyal and trustworthy companion 
            in the world.  You saw her latest 
            litter? 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            These pups? 
 
They turn their attention to the first pen. 
 
                         CLARK 
            Other than Queen, these are the 
            finest dogs in the world.  Any one 
            of these would be a true friend, 
            giving you real affection and 
            protecting you with his life, if 
            need be. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            That one with the eyepatch.  You 
            said Petey?  Petey the Pirate. 
 
Clark reaches in and picks up the pup -- white with an 
eyepatch, like the Little Rascals' Petey. 
 
                         CLARK 
            A fine choice.  A good, healthy male. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            He grow up like Queen there? 
 
                         CLARK 
            Bigger and stronger. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            I'll take him. 
 
                         CLARK 
            One thousand dollars, which includes 
            ten weeks of obedience training. 
 
Mad Dog pulls out a bankroll and peels off ten Benjamins. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            One thousand cash, and I don't need 
            no training. 
 
                         CLARK 
            I can't let you take this puppy 
            without some basic education. 
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Mad Dog considers. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Yeah, whatever.  When do I bring 
            him in for his lessons? 
 
                         CLARK 
            The lessons are for both of you. 
            Wednesday evenings at seven. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Naw, Wednesdays are no good, man. 
 
                         CLARK 
            Then I'll be wanting my dog back. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Yeah, all right, I'll be there.  Do 
            I need like a choke chain or what? 
 
                         CLARK 
            He's lead-trained already.  Never 
            use a choke chain.  Never hit, kick, 
            beat or yell at this animal, or you 
            will turn him into a vicious brute. 
 
EXT. EMERALD STREET - DAY 
 
Emerald Street is a side street near Diamond: no businesses, 
just uninviting, run-down apartments and fading bungalows 
with iron bars on the doors and windows.  Mad Dog leads Petey 
down the street.  Petey's just a puppy -- more curious than 
obedient, sniffing everything it passes. 
 
Mad Dog jerks on the leash. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Damn dog.  Get over here! 
 
Petey tries to resist being pulled along by his neck.  He 
gets his leash wrapped around  a street signpost. 
 
                         MAD DOG (CONT'D) 
            I said get over here! 
 
He gives Petey a swift kick.  The puppy squeals in pain. 
 
                         MAD DOG (CONT'D) 
            You useless. 
 
EXT. DIAMOND AVENUE - DAY 
 
Mad Dog has Petey on a choke chain.  Mad Dog surveys his 
domain from behind mirrored shades. 
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A PEDESTRIAN passes.  Petey surges forward eagerly to meet a 
possible new friend.  The Pedestrian cringes back, expecting 
an attack, and is surprised when Petey acts friendly, 
lowering his head submissively and wagging his tail. 
 
The Pedestrian leans over to pet him. 
 
                         PEDESTRIAN 
            Nice puppy, man. 
 
Mad Dog yanks the choke chain violently. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Hands off the dog.  Walk on. 
 
The Pedestrian meekly obeys, hurrying out of Mad Dog's 
vicinity.  Mad Dog looks at Petey, who's gagging. 
 
                         MAD DOG (CONT'D) 
            Someone you don't know comes up to 
            me, you tear him up.  He tries to 
            pet you, you bite off his hand. 
 
He kicks Petey again. 
 
                         MAD DOG (CONT'D) 
            Fuck this!  I'm making a dog out of 
            you, dog! 
 
EXT. MAD DOG'S BACKYARD - NIGHT 
 
Petey is chained to a steel peg in the ground.  His food and 
water bowls are just out of reach -- if he strains to get to 
them, he chokes himself. 
 
Mad Dog enters the backyard, holding a box. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Hungry? 
 
Mad Dog takes a small dog out of the box.  It yaps and nips. 
 
                         MAD DOG (CONT'D) 
            Dinner. 
 
He flips the dog through the air toward Petey. 
 
It lands close to the peg with a squeal. 
 
Petey turns on it as it regains its feet and starts to bark. 
Petey hesitates a moment. 
 
Then he lunges for it with a snarl. 
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Mad Dog looks on with satisfaction as the sounds of a small 
dog being ripped apart fill the air. 
 
EXT. MAD DOG'S BACKYARD - DAY 
 
Petey is bigger now, almost full grown, and his bowls are 
within his reach. 
 
Mad Dog leads a DOG BREEDER into the backyard, with a young 
pit bull on a leash. 
 
                         BREEDER 
            I don't know, man.  You're wasting 
            a perfectly good dog. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            A five hundred dollar dog? 
 
                         BREEDER 
            No, but -- 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            I don't get you, man.  You sold me 
            this dog for five hundred.  It's 
            mine.  That means I can do what I 
            damn well want with it. 
 
                         BREEDER 
            Yeah, whatever. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            So, you know what I want.  Do it. 
 
The Breeder leads the dog toward Petey.  Both dogs begin to 
snarl at each other. 
 
Mad Dog circles around Petey to grab his chain and unhook it 
from the peg. 
 
With both dogs on leashes, the Breeder and Mad Dog conduct a 
controlled dogfight.  Mad Dog lets Petey attack, and the 
Breeder blunts the other dog's counterattacks by jerking his 
chain. 
 
EXT. DIAMOND AVENUE - DAY 
 
Mad Dog walks Petey down the street.  Petey keeps to Mad 
Dog's heel. 
 
Clark approaches from the other direction on the sidewalk 
and notices Mad Dog. 
 
                         CLARK 
            Mister Green. 
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Mad Dog sees Clark and ignores him. 
 
                         CLARK (CONT'D) 
            Mister Green.  I'd like a word. 
 
Now Clark is almost up to Mad Dog. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            What you want? 
 
                         CLARK 
            You never brought Petey in for 
            lessons. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            So? 
 
                         CLARK 
            He seems healthy. 
 
Clark bends down, and Petey snarls and lunges at him. 
 
                         CLARK (CONT'D) 
            I see.  Fighting dog. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Damn right.  Now, what you want? 
 
                         CLARK 
            Nothing, Mister Green.  Sorry to 
            bother you. 
 
Mad Dog jerks on Petey's choke chain and continues on.  Clark 
watches them pass. 
 
EXT. DIAMOND AVENUE - NIGHT 
 
Mad Dog holds onto Petey's chain, looking tough.  He looks 
across the street to see Brutus with Rex. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Hey! 
 
Brutus looks over. 
 
                         BRUTUS 
            What you want? 
 
Brutus starts across the street toward Mad Dog.  Mad Dog 
prepares to stand his ground. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Look who's a dog owner too. 
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Brutus reaches Mad Dog's corner.  Rex looks inquisitively at 
Petey.  Petey jumps up and snarls at Rex.  Mad Dog jerks the 
choke chain. 
 
                         BRUTUS 
            You got a good dog there.  You don't 
            want to treat him like that. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Oh, so now you gonna tell me how to 
            raise my dog? 
 
                         BRUTUS 
            That one of Mister Clark's?  Same 
            as my Rex.  Mister Clark taught you 
            better than to use a choke chain. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            I don't need no cripple's old-school, 
            man's-best-friend shit. 
 
                         BRUTUS 
            You didn't take this dog to Clark 
            for lessons?  They was included in 
            the price, fool. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            I don't need you getting all up in 
            my business, either, Brutus.  Take 
            it back to the Mart. 
 
                         BRUTUS 
            You abuse one of Mister Clark's 
            dogs, it's my business. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            I'll show you how to abuse a dog. 
 
Mad Dog shakes the choke chain like it was a horse's reins, 
then lets it drop as Petey springs forward to attack Rex. 
Brutus jumps back and drops Rex's leash as Rex sidesteps 
Petey's lunge and bites into Petey's flank. 
 
Brutus stands impassively as Rex and Petey fight, but Mad 
Dog is shocked.  Petey is no match for Rex's experience. 
Rex circles Petey, slashing at his sides and hindquarters 
with his fangs as Petey impotently whips his head around to 
either side, trying to bite back. 
 
Petey is badly slashed, on just three legs and bleeding 
profusely.  Rex circles calmly, looking for an opening. 
 
A gunshot rings out.  Rex falls over, whimpering. 
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Brutus is psychotic with rage.  He goes for the gun in the 
small of his back. 
 
                         BRUTUS 
            You shot my dog! 
 
Mad Dog fires into Brutus's chest. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Yeah, and I shot you, too. 
 
Brutus lies dying, his chest wound gurgling as his blood 
spreads onto the pavement.  Mad Dog scoops up Petey and walks 
off. 
 
Rex drags himself close to Brutus, lays his head next to his 
master's as they die together. 
 
INT. CLARK'S CANINES - NIGHT 
 
WAITING AREA 
 
Mad Dog holds Petey and paces back and forth.  Clark enters 
from the back room, moving briskly with his cane. 
 
As Clark nears Mad Dog, Mad Dog whips his pistol into Clark's 
face. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            I'm returning this merchandise for 
            exchange. 
 
Clark nods. 
 
                         CLARK 
            Follow me. 
 
BACK ROOM 
 
Queen jumps up in her pen, agitated, barking. 
 
                         CLARK 
            Down, Queen. 
                   (pointing to a table) 
            Put him there. 
 
Mad Dog dumps Petey on the table.  Clark inspects the dog 
gently. 
 
                         CLARK (CONT'D) 
            What's your complaint? 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Dog's no good.  Can't fight. 



                                                           77. 
 
 
Clark draws up drugs in a hypodermic syringe. 
 
                         CLARK 
            I don't sell fighting dogs, Mister 
            Green. 
 
Petey snaps at Clark, who deftly avoids the jaws as he 
injects the dog.  Clark works with a suture kit through the 
ensuing conversation. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Hell you don't.  One of your dogs 
            did this. 
 
                         CLARK 
            If it was one of mine, it wasn't 
            fighting, it was defending itself 
            and its master. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Yeah, well, it ain't defending 
            nothing now. 
 
                         CLARK 
            I see. 
 
Clark works for a minute more. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            So what you gonna do? 
 
                         CLARK 
            I've stopped the bleeding, and I'm -- 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            I ain't talking about that no-good 
            piece of shit.  What you gonna do 
            for me? 
 
                         CLARK 
            Nothing. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Nothing? 
 
                         CLARK 
            You didn't bring Petey to my lessons. 
            You tried to make him vicious and 
            lethal.  You voided his warranty, 
            Mister Green. 
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                         MAD DOG 
            I tell you what.  This is gonna be 
            easy for you.  I'm gonna take Queen 
            here, and you keep piece-of-shit 
            Petey. 
 
                         CLARK 
            How do you expect to take Queen? 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Dead or alive.  You choose. 
 
Clark stops working on Petey.  He gets a leash from the wall 
and goes to Queen.  He clips on the leash, then takes her 
head in his two hands and stares into her eyes, commanding 
and reassuring her. 
 
                         CLARK 
            Go with this man, Queen. 
 
Queen obeys.  Mad Dog takes the leash, still holding the gun 
on Clark. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Smart business, Mister Clark.  Keep 
            the customer happy.  I'll be sure 
            to tell my friends. 
 
Clark ignores him, turning his attention back to saving Petey. 
 
EXT. MAD DOG'S BACKYARD - NIGHT 
 
Mad Dog chains Queen up to the steel peg. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            You my bitch now. 
 
Mad Dog goes into the house.  Queen strains against the leash. 
 
LATER 
 
It's pouring rain.  The back lawn is getting waterlogged. 
 
In the rain, Queen strains against the chain.  The steel peg 
is vibrating with each of Queen's lunges. 
 
Queen HOWLS, a horrible, anguished cry of pain. 
 
SCENE SEQUENCE: 
 
1) Queen lunges, and howls. 
 
2) Queen runs to another part of the lawn, lunges, and the 
peg begins to work back and forth in the hole. 
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3) Queen howls. 
 
4) Queen runs, lunges, works the peg. 
 
5) Queen howls -- and holds the howl a good, long time. 
 
Mad Dog bursts from the back door. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Shut the fuck up, bitch! 
 
He heads toward Queen as Queen lunges toward him.  She pulls 
with all her might. 
 
Her choke chain digs into her throat, strangling her.  Still 
she pulls. 
 
Mad Dog watches with satisfaction as the chain digs into 
Queen's neck. 
 
Suddenly, Queen slumps over and lies motionless. 
 
Mad Dog is satisfied.  He walks over to Queen and kicks her 
body. 
 
Queen snaps her head around and digs her teeth into Mad Dog's 
ankle. 
 
He screams in pain. 
 
As he tries to shake loose from Queen's jaws, he sees the 
peg, loose from the ground. 
 
Mad Dog pulls, and Queen releases her grip, sending him 
flying backward onto the ground. 
 
He rolls over and scrambles for the chain.  Queen jumps in 
front of him and lunges at his face.  He throws his right 
arm up for protection, and Queen crushes its bones in her jaws. 
 
Queen rushes to Mad Dog's right side and clamps onto his 
shoulder.  Mad Dog kicks. 
 
                         MAD DOG 
            Down.  Down, bitch! 
 
DAWN 
 
The sun is up, the sky is clear.  Clark's voice carries 
faintly over minor traffic noises. 
 
                         CLARK (O.S.) 
            Queen! 
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Queen sits up.  The voice is louder. 
 
                         CLARK (O.S.) (CONT'D) 
            Queen! 
 
Queen barks and keeps barking. 
 
The handle of Clark's cane hooks over the top of the back 
fence.  Clark swings himself up and over the fence. 
 
Clark falls onto the ground, his cane following, and finds 
himself eyeball-to-eyeball with an eyeball, loose in the 
bare socket of the skull of Mad Dog, whose face has been 
devoured. 
 
Using his cane, Clark gets up painfully but calmly. 
 
He walks over to Queen, who sits obediently. 
 
                         CLARK 
            Let's go home, girl.  Petey wants 
            to see you. 
 
He slides off the choke chain and puts on a regular collar. 
He starts to lead her out of the yard. 
 
                         CLARK (CONT'D) 
            And to think I was worried Mister 
            Green wasn't feeding you right. 
 
INT. COUNTY MORGUE - NIGHT 
 
                         STINKY 
            A different class of dog food. 
 
                         MAD DOG (V.O.) 
            Fuck you, too!  Punk-ass bitch. 
 
Stinky walks over to the wall and opens a drawer. 
 
                         STINKY 
            Aw, Mad Dog, don't be like that. 
 
He rolls Mad Dog over to the drawer. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            I really hate what's happened to you. 
 
As he transfers Mad Dog's body, it's clear that the level of 
carnage is a bit much even for Stinky.  He tries his best to 
avoid looking at Mad Dog. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            I'm just all eaten up about it. 
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He tags one of Mad Dogs few remaining toes and closes the 
drawer.  He stands back from the wall of drawers and speaks 
loudly and clearly. 
 
                         STINKY (CONT'D) 
            Listen up, people.  It's three- 
            thirty.  Day shift starts at seven. 
            For the next three and a half hours, 
            I want peace and quiet. 
 
He turns to go back to his desk.  He doesn't take more than 
two steps before it starts. 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) 
            Mister? 
 
Stinky goes back to his desk and sits down. 
 
                         BRENDA (V.O.) (CONT'D) 
            Mister!  It's dark in here! 
 
                         SYLVIA (V.O.) 
            Yeah, you just gonna leave us in here? 
 
                         HERB (V.O.) 
            Shut the hell up, Sylvia! 
 
One by one, the corpses join in the chorus, creating a 
cacaphony.  Stinky puts on a set of headphones and turns on 
a CD of punk rock. 
 
The voices grow louder.  Stinky turns up the volume on the 
CD and begins to rock back and forth in his seat, reading 
the newspaper, trying to ignore the insistent, incessant 
voices that he can still hear. 
 
                                            FADE OUT. 
 
THE END 


