IN THE BEDROOM

Screenplay by
Rob Festinger and Todd Field

Based on the short story
“Killings” by Andre Dubus



FADE IN:

THE SOUND OF WIND AND NOTHING ELSE

EXT. GINN'S POINT

We are in the midst of a field of tall grass & wild flowers.
A long rutted road stretches into the distance. Faintly at
first and then closer - we hear a woman squealing with
laughter. We see her legs cut through the grass and fly up a
hill. Close on her heels is a young man, a good ten years
younger, in hot pursuit.

Over the field - across the tops of blades, sits an ancient
apple tree. We rise out of the grass and see the two young
people under the tree. They are entwined - in a deep embrace.

CLOSER NOW

We see them in glimpses:

Their eyes - Lips - Hands -

Finally they part - the woman rests her head on his chest.
She reaches out and strokes his hand.

He stares at their fingers mingling together.

The woman sighs.

_ WOMAN
I Love it here.

MAN
I know you do...

WOMAN
I can feel my life - ya know.

He stares up into the boughs above him and smiles.
A legend appears: IN THE BEDROOM

THE SOUND OF A BALLGAME OVER:
EXT. RURAL ROUTE 90 - PREDAWN

A BLUE 1973 CHEVY PICK-UP winds around a corner and
disappears down_a long stretch of road. “And that’s it from
Fenway the final score Oakland 3 the Redsox 7. You have been
listening to the re-broadcast of last night’s game. This
broadcagt is the sole property of Major League Baseball and
cannot be-="

EXT. EMERSON ROAD - SAME

The truck pulls onto a small road flanked by rows of 100 year
old clapboard two-story affairs.




EXT. NATALIE’S HOUSE - SAME

Standing on the lawn in front of one of them, is the woman from
the opening scene, NATALIE STROUT, pretty - beautiful actually
with a little more sleep. She stands with two small boys who
are doing their best to stay warm in the morning air. Her son
JASON 8, and his brother DUNCAN 4, who has his face buried in
his mother’s coat--refusing to see or be seen. .

The_ truck comes to a stop and two men get out. One_ is young,
early 20’s, and even at this hour his step_is lively, his
face full of warmth. He walks over to Natalie and gives her a
kiss. The young man from the opening scene, rRANK FOWLER.

The other man leans back against the passenger door. He is
in his early 50’s. Kind face, good looking, athletic in his
day - Frank’s father, MATT. He smiles at Natalie.

Natalie smiles back.

_ NATALIE
Morn’in Dr. Fowler.

. MATT
Morn’in Natalie. How you doing boys?

JASON
Great!

Jason starts for the truck. Matt opens the door and the boy
climbs inside the cab.

Frank kneels down to Duncan.
FRANK
Hey buddy...you upset that you’re not
coming?

Frank reaches out and puts his hand on the boys shoulder.
Duncan pulls away.

Frank looks up to Natalie for help.
FRANK
He can come if he wants...we can manage,
really.
She smiles and shakes her head.

NATALIE
Go ahead. He wants to stay here.

FRANK .
Don‘t worry Dunk. You can come next time.
e g%

Natalie kisses him and they’re off.
INT. TRUCK - SAME - MOVING

Jason in the middle. He glances over to Frank - a trace of
hero wsorship in his face.




INT. STROUT & SONS CANNERY = DAWN

Sardines are grocesse@ at lightening speed. We follow them on their
journey, which ends with the sealed cans being packed into
cardboard shipping boxes. They are taped shut by a young man we
will meet later (TIM, 30). The tops read STROUT & SONS.

INT. ATKINS LOBSTER CO-OP - DAWN

A double-55-gallon-drum wood stove is humping. Several men turn their
bodies rotisserie-fashion around the thing, while making morning |
small talk - The starting price of lobsters, the prospect of repailrs
to their equipment, and so on.

A SCARRED HAND scribbles some figures on a wall that has been
used as a scratch pad for years.

Two scales are emptied of RED FISH into a PLASTIC PICKLE BUCKET.
EXT. HARBOR - SAME

A pair of CANVAS TENNIS SHOES shuffle down a gangway. The
bucket sways directly over them. A small hand struggles with
the weight of the thing. A pair of BEACON FALLS waders_appear
- the shoes stop. A strong hand grabs hold of the handle -
the shoes pick up the pace.

EXT. HARBOR - SAME
Matt & Frank prepare the rig.

Jason stands on the dock, taking it all in. A field of
LOBSTER POTS stacked like cordwood and surrounded by a
collection of SCARRED BUOYS, GRAPNEL and coiled FISHING GEAR
stiff with sea salt - all so wildly unreasonable as to seem
exotic.

Jason’s eyes find the hull of “GIGI” an old Boudreau built
lobsterboat. Starboard side covered in barnacles.

FRANK
C’'mon up Jace.

MATT
Hold on a second. Need to know if he’s
ready first - Jason, can you tell me
what's important?

Jason hesitates.

FRANK
Go on tell him. e g

JASON
(nervous)
“A shaft of sunlight at the end of a dark
afternoon, a note in music--




He takes a breath.

JASON
-and the way the back of a baby’s neck
smells if its mother keeps it tidy.~”

MATT
(to Frank)
You taught him well.

Jason beams.

MATT
- ¢ome aboard sailor.

Matt reaches down to give a hand up.
Frank turns the engine over. It roars to life.
EXT. HARBOR - LATER

The sun is fast climbing into the morning sky as “GIGI”
glides out of the channel and past a LIGHTHOUSE that sits
Just off the point of a good sized ISLAND.

Jason shields his eyes with his hand. He gazes out at the
island. Matt comes up beside him and sticks a baseball cap
onto his head. The crown reads U.S.S. CONSTELLATTON.

JASON
Thank you.

MATT
Ever been over there?

. JASON
No sir.

MATT
It’'s beautiful. Isn’t an island anymore
though. It’s a city. They have electric
lights. Artesian wells, even a jail -
lighthouse isn‘t manned anymore - it's
run by a computer - When I lived there,
had no ferry then, so we didn’t even have

cars, can you believe that?

JASON
How’d you get back?

MATT
Off the island?
-

Jason nods.

MATT
We rowed.

Matt smiles at the memory.




MATT
Then we got a little outboard. That was
great. A seven and a half horsepower it
was - we lived there until I was about
your age - then we left and became
“harbor people”.

Jason seems to be digesting this.

JASON
Am I a “harbor person”?

Matt hides a smile about to form.

MATT
Yep, Jason - we all are.

Jason is full of questions. Matt knows the answers and
doesn’t talk down to him. Something the boy is grateful for.

FRANK

At the helm. His eges squinted from glare and cold. He cuts
back on the throttle and heads for the winch.

GLOVED HANDS pull up a BLUE-GREEN BUOY and slide the MANILA
LINE into the WINCH.

A POT surfaces and Frank sets it “Doors up” on the edge. He
opens the doors. His hands work quickly and efficiently. He
tosses a SMALL CRAB back into the water, pulls out a LOBSTER
and measures the back. Too small. Then a nice sized LOBSTER
is pulled out - it’s missing the SCISSOR CLAW. He hands it to
Matge Baits the trap. Throws the winch and the next pot
surfaces.

HELM

Matt sits inside, Jason on his lap. He reaches into a WOODEN
BOX of RUBBER BANDS with a BANDING WRENCH and bands the
crustacean's remaining CRUNCHER CLAW.

Jason stares at the disfigured creature.

MATT
Oh boy...now you see what happened to
this poor fellow?

JASON
o » oWhat?

MATT
Well, the trap has nylon nets called
heads--2 side heads at both ends, so the
lobster can crawl in, The “Bedroom” head
inside, holds the bait and keeps it from
escaping--you know the old saying “two’s
company three’s a crowd”?

Jason nods.




MATT
Well, it’s like that. You get more than
two 1in a bedroom and chances are -
something like this is going to happen.
That’s why Frank can’t leave these traps
for more than a day-

Matt holds up another Lobster and turns it belly-up. There
are black ba%ls on both sides of the tail.

MATT
Now the older females like this ol gal,
are the most dangerous - especially when

they’‘re growin’ berries.
° JASON
Berries?
MATT

Eggsaee.one of these can take out two
males easy - Then you wind up with )
lobster you can’t sell - and as for this
fine lady, she gets off easy, the state
says you have to let her go.

Matt throws her back in the water. Holds up the other one to Jason.

MATT
Can you handle this?

Jason nods.

MATT
(Gently)
You sure?

He really isn’t. Matt hands it to him.

MATT
Go ahead now, put it in the tank.
Jason can’t get the thing in the tank fast enough.
EXT. FOWLER BOUSE - DAY

Looking around, you see a big yard, double lot. The grass is
manicured to perfection, someone takes a lot of pride in
their garden. In the middle of this sits a two story cape,
post Hopper/Wyeth, early 20th Century - simple, beautiful,
and you don’t freeze in the winter.

The truck backs up into the driveway, Frank jumps out, drops

the gate. Resting on the bed is a LARGE BOX with a line drawing
of a SWING=SET.

FRANK 0.S8.
Hey, dad can you give me a hand?

The transistorized sounds of a baseball game.




EXT. FOWLER - BACKYARD - LATER
Frank pushes Duncan, who sits proudly on his new swing-set.

DUNCAN
Higher! HIGHER!

SMALL CHILDREN are everywhere. A serious Super Soaker Squirt
Gun fight in progress.

ACROSS THE YARD

a steaming hot grill, with a huge assortment of hot-dogs &
burgers. A spatula flips a patty.

The sounds of Fenway park emanate from a cheap portable
radio. .

WILLIS GRINNEL, early 50's, a stout, silver-haired man, works
the grill. Standing next to him is Matt, his best friend for
forty plus years.

Matt takes a pull off a can of Moxie. Sets it down and searches
through a plastic bread bag.

Willis looks past him, distracted.

MATT

Ahh, Ruth hates this kind.
WILLIS

What?
MATT

I bought the wrong buns.

WILLIS
Maybe we can borrow hers.

Matt follows Willis's gaze, to the object of his distraction:

A PRETTY WOMAN IN TIGHT DENIM SHORTS. She’s bent over to wipe
the ketchup-stained face of Jason (he’'s wearing Matt’s cap).

WILLIS
Ah, what I would give to have back my
youth.

MATT

Willis, you never had that in your youth.

The woman turns around and catches Willis staring. It's
Natalie.

e g

Willis looks down, nonchalantly rifling through the bun bag.

ggtﬁ waves to a passing man in khaki shorts, FATHER OBERTI,
FSS




MATT
Father! You made iti

. FATHER OBERTI
Hey, if I don't see you fellas here, I
don't get to see you at all.
ON FRANK
He backwards-hugs Natalie.

FRANK
You want a beer?

NATALIE

I think I'll see if your Mom needs any
help. .

F
Good luck.

She laughs. He grabs and tickles her but she breaks away and
escapes inside the house.

Matt watches on, and falls into a wistful daydream.

WILLIS
Jealous?

Magt turns to him and, to Willis’'s surprise, ever so slightly,
nods.

INT. FOWLER HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - SAME

Natalie walks in through the living room, pausing to examine
a half finished ARCHITECTURAL MODEL that sits on a card-table
next to a jigsaw puzzle.

She looks toward the kitchen where a woman works at the sink.
She takes a breath and starts there.

INT. FOWLER GARAGE -~ DAY
REAR OF THE GARAGE

Frank reaches into an old Westinghouse refrigerator. He pulls

out a case of Schaeffer’s and a six-pack of Moxie. He loads it
all into a metal tub filled with ice.

VOICE 0.8.
Yo.
Frank, hunched over as he works, looks-up at
FRONT OF THE GARAGE
TIM BRYSON, 22, still in his work clothes: He wears a White

soiled smock. A patch on his Right pocket says STROUT & SONS.
Over the left simply TIM. A hair-net nests on his head.




FRANK
Thanks for coming by. Wooo, is that new
cologne? You really oughta take a shower
when you leave that place.

TIM
Very funny.

FRANK )
Take off that head dress, chief, and give
me a hand?

Tim reaches up and pulls the hair-net off his head.
EXT. FOWLER HOUSE - DAY
SIDE OF THE HOUSE

Tim and Frank lug the heavy cooler around the house, heading
toward the backyard.

TIM
So, Mr. Strout mentioned you again.

F
I bet he did.

TIM
Seriously, man. He still talks about you
coming back. Says you’re the best can
packer he ever had.

He nods.

FRANK
He always was a nice guy.

TIM
{exhausted)
Are we there yet?

Tim and Frank emerge from the side of the house. Willis cuts
them off, grabs two beers.

. WILLIS
Excuse me boys - an offering. Catch
Father.

He throws one to Father Oberti, who sits talking with Willis's wife
KATIE GRINNEL 50°'s, she is talking the priest’s ear off.

RATIE
Becky went to the hairdressing academy
after high school, but aftger she got
married and had the boys, she decided she
wanted to stay home - she still loves
doing hair though. Where do you go
Father?

) FATHER OBERTI
I just go to Super Cuts.
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KATIE
You can’t request the same girl at Super
Cuts - you have to take what you can get.
They don’t know your hair - how can you
get a good cut if they don’t know the
air?

Father Oberti has the patience of...well,of a priest.
INT. FOWLER HOUSE - DAY

RUTH FOWLER 50, attractive, is washing and arranging
vegetables on a plate. Natalie chops carrots on a cutting
board.

They barely make eye-contact. Natalie attempts small talk.

RUTHE
Can you hand me that bowl dear?

She does.

RUTH
Thank you.

. NATALIE
I’'m looking forward to the concert on
Labor day. The music is so...unusual -
haunting really.

Ruth keeps chopping. Natalie chooses her words carefully.

. NATALIE .
How did you learn about that particular
style?
RUTH

At Brown...my thesis was on Eastern
Eurcopean folk music.

Natalie’s lips tighten uncomfortably. The topic seems to intimidate.

NATALIE
( lightlgi

)
I thought of becoming a teacher.

RUTH
Why didn’'t you?

The answer to Ruth’s question (Duncan) wanders in. His cheeks
as big as Dizzy Gillespie’s.

NATALIE Ta g
What are you eating?

Duncan’s mouth is so full he can hardly speak.

. DUNCAN
.. cnothing.




The two regard each other

NATALIE
How is it?

DUNCAN

(Smiling)
Good.

He tugs on her shirt.
DUNCAN
Swing me, Swing me.
NATALIE
Okay, okay Dunk...
She gets dragged out of the kitchen. The screen door slams.

Ruth finishes arranging the plate. Matt enters, and starts
opening up the cupboards looking for something.

He squats down, burrowing into a cabinet.

_ MATT
It was nice of you to invite the boys.

RUTH
She hasn’t brought them before because
she’s embarrassed. She shouldn’t be
embarrassed.
Matt looks up from the floor.
MATT
_ (to Ruth)
Nice view from down here.
She ignores him, but smiles.
EXT. FOWLER BACKYARD - DAY
FRANK

is hunched over, with his arms gently wrapped around Jason,
coaching him on the finer points of hitting. While Tim pitches.

Th F d, hand high
ere you go ... goo ands u igher.
That’syitggBend ygur knees - B d

THE SWING-SET

e g

Duncan is being pushed by Natalie, Ruth, watches from the
kitchen window.

INT. FOWLER EOUSE - DAY
MATCH CUT: Ruth, staring out the window.
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RUTH
I don't know why you had to put that
monstrosity up. You're just going to have
to take it apart when they leave.
Matt rises, a bottle of lighter f£luid in hand.
MATT .
C'mon, Ruth, he’s a kid. What did you
expect? “Happy Birthday, here's a box.
Why don't you drag it around for a while?”
He's a kid. He wants it now.
Something across the yard catches her attention.

RUTH
Ch, no.

EXT. FOWLER HOUSE - DAY

Matt exits the house.

ACROSS THE YARD

Duncan jumps off his swing and sprints.
TO RICHARD

who has just arrived. He stays at the far end of the yard.
Duncan does a running jump into his father’s arms.

DUNCAN
Daddy!

Frank with Jason, looks up.
Jason sees his father. He doesn’t move.

Natalie walks over to Frank, they exchange glances.

NATALIE
C’'mon Jason.

JASON
NOG

NATALIE
Now.

She grabs his hand. Straining to appear casual, traverses the
yard to

RICHARD AND DUNCAN.
° O™
Richard play-boxes Duncan.

Duncan looks up at his mother.

DUNCAN
Daddv’s taking us to the arcade.
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Richard, eating Duncan's hot dog, rises to meet Natalie and
Jason.

RICHARD
Hey there buddy...Come on over here Jace.

Jason looks away.

DUNCAN
(To Jason)
I told you he’d come - buttface.

Jason reaches over and whacks Duncan on the head.
RICHARD
(angry)
Hey Jason - Don’t do that to your
brother. You want me to do that to you?
He probably has. Jason backs away.
Frank makes his way over to Natalie.
AT THE GRILL
Matt watches on, absently flipping burgers.
Ruth comes over to him.

RUTH
Matt ...

MATT
It’s ok.

Ruth shakes her head.

Richard, Frank and Natalie are talking, but there are long pauses
between words. Tim wanders over and says something to Richard.

Finally, Richard smiles, turns, and exits. Alone.
Jason playfully chases Duncan across the vard.
Frank and Natalie stay behind, talking quietly.

Matt takes a breath, and exhales. He turns to Ruth with a
comforting smile, but

ihe’s just entering the house. The screen door closes behind
er.

INT. FOWLER HOUSE - KITCHEN - SAME -

folat)

Ruth is at the counter pouring dressing onto a salad. Frank
comes up behind her and hugs her.

FRANK
Thanks for doing this mom.




1k

RUTH
Are you alright?

FRANK
Sure. Natalie and I want to take you and
dad out tonight.

RUTH ‘
Oh that’s very sweet dear, but we already
have plans.

. FRANK .
You going over to the Grinnel’s?

Ruth shakes her head.
__ RUTH
(smiles)
Your father’s taking me to the Strand.

FRANK
Oh, what are you seeing?

. RUTH
The first film we ever saw together.

THE SOUND OF PISTOL FIRE.

INT. STRAND THEATER - NIGHT

Matt & Ruth sit watching BARRY LYNDON. The duel between Barry &
Lord Bullingdon is on screen. Bullingdon’s pistol misfires.

o LORD BULLINGDON
Sir Richard this pistol must be faulty -
I must have another.

AIDE TO RICHARD
I‘m sorry Lord Bullingdon but you must
first stand your ground and allow Mr.
Lyndon his turn to fire.

. SIR RICHARD

That is_correct Lord Bullingdon - your
pistol has fired and that counts as your
shot--Mr. Lyndon are the rules of firing
clear to you?

BARRY
- yes -

_SIR RICHARD - ,
Lord Bullingdon are you réady to receive
Mr. Lyndon’s fire?

LORD BULLINGDON
ceeyES —




SIR RICHARD
Very well then - Mr. L¥ndon cock your
pistol and prepare to fire.
Bullingdon is overwrought. He looks like he may vomit.

Ruth leans over to Matt.

RUTH
Let’s go.

Ruth gets out of her seat. Matt looking confused follows.
EXT. STRAND THEATRE - SAME
Ruth heads out the doors with Matt on her heels.

MATT
What’s wrong?

RUTH

I don’t remember it being so tragic.
MATT

Oh...I always felt sorry for Barry.

RUTH
Please.

MATT .
No, I mean it - maybe I relate to him.

RUTH
What are you talking about?

MATT . .
Well, we both married above cur station.

RUTH
Don‘t start that again.

A moment. He takes her in his arms and kisses her. Looks into

her eyes.

_MATT
Happy anniversary.

.. RUTH
(smiles)
Happy anniversary.

He buries his face in her hair.

MATT e RUTH
I love you. - I know -
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INT. FOWLER HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Ruth sits at her bureau facing the mirror. She begins a nightly
ritual of removing the pins from her hair once made from the
shells of tortoises and now the plastics of Dupont.

Matt lies in bed re@ding. He lowers his book and watches her
brush her tresses with ong, delicious strokes. She sets down
her brush and turns. Matt looks back to his book.

She climbs into bed next to him.

RUTH
She’s not divorced yet.

MATT
It’s the same thing. Maine has crazy
laws, that’s all...he likes the boys.

RUTH
You don’t think he’s thinking about-

MATT
No...he’s not going to marry her.

RUTH
Then what’s he doing with her?

MATT
She probably loves him, Ruth. Girls
a%wg sti;lave° Why can’t we just leave it
a at?

RUTH
Hmmmm. He won't listen to me. I asked him
three times to dismantle that swing-set.
. MATT
Oh, let_it stay up. Looks like a young
couple lives here.

RUTH °
He needs his head in school. Not in her.

MATT
So to speak.

Ruth pinches his shoulder.
MATT
Oww
RUTH
It would help if you were op my side.
MATT
(playfully)
I'l]l get on your side.

She laughs and pushes him away.
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INT. UNION CLINIC - WAITING ROOM - DAY

A small waiting room with an alcove reception. ROCKWELL PRINTS
adorn the walls, a long table covered with dog-eared periodicals,
rests in front of a couch that has seen better days.

ALMA ADAMSON 80‘s, glances over at her husband, ELWYN 80’s,who
vacantly thumbs through a HIGHLIGHTS MAGAZINE. He pauses to
catch-up on the latest exploits of GOOFUS & GALLANT.

The nurse, JANELLE 40’s, calls out from the alcove.

JANELLE 0O.S.
Mr. and Mrs. Adamson?

INT. UNION CLINIC - EXAMINATION ROOM

Elwyn sits bare chested on a table. Matt finishes bandaging his
elbow - then listens to his chest with a stethoscope. He is
careful and thoughtful. Alma looks to him. Worried.

MATT
You can put your shirt back on now.

Alma stands and helps her husband dress.

ATMA
Yesterday he was up and around all
afternoon, but today - he tumbled. He’s
fallen down twice. I have all I can do to
get him up. He’s weak and the longer you
ay in bed - the weaker you get.

MATT
Elwyn, you need to do those exercises,
you promised me, twice a dag.
I know you miss the work - but it’s
important.

ATMA
é;o Matt) .
Man didn’t have ache nor pain--he’s just
gave up...said when he couldn’t work no
more, he didn’t want to live. For a while
he’d sit and just mend on nets - but he
can't do that anymore.

ELWYN
(speaks with difficulty)
How's your dad Matt?

ATMA
I'm sorry Dr. = now Elwyn you remember
Jesse Fowler passed on sometyime back, we
were at the funeral. Remember?

Elwyn nods.
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Matt knows. He's heard this before. Sometimes he feels more like
a mechanic than a doctor, working on old cars with parts that
have long been discontinued. He nods sympathetically.

INT. MATT’S OFFICE - HALLWAY - LATER
Matt pulls on his jacket. He passes Janelle in the hallway as
he heads for the back door.

MATT
I’1ll be back in an hour. Forgot mv lunch.

_ JANELLE
Starting to become a habit. I can get you
something from Willis’s.

He’s already out the door.

EXT. HARBOR - SAME

Matt trots down the gangway and up to where the “GIGI” is
moored. He looks in. No sign of Frank. A VOICE BOOMS from a
new 35ft. JONESPORTER - it belongs to HENRY OZAR 50’s.

. HENRY
Just missed him Matt, he went home for
lunch today.

_ MATT _
Right...I forgot he’s got that interview.

INT. FOWLER HOUSE - DAY
Matt enters. Looks around. Calls up the stairs.

MATT
Frank? Frank? Hello?

FRANK O.S.
Dad.

Matt turns around, and sees Frank.

MATT
Frank? ... What are you doing? Thought you
were driving to Boston for that
interview?

Frank slowly nods. His clothes are rumpled.

" g o

FRANK
yeah - he - we rescheduled.

(knowing) -
owin
uh huh. 9
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NATALIE - walks out, from a room in the hall. She combs her
hair through with her fingers, but her skirt, on backwards, is
somewhat of a giveaway.

Frank rolls his eyes.

NATALIE
Bello, Dr. Fowler.

. MATT
Hi, where are the boys?

NATALIE
(sheepishly)
.o .With my mom.
Then. -
MATT
(to Nataliei
Oh...Like coleslaw?
THE KITCHEN TABLE

Matt sits across from Natalie and Frank. Sandwiches, iced tea
and coleslaw are laid out.

Frank looks to Matt for some kind of acknowledgement of his
lunch-time activities. Matt seems more interested in the slaw.

EXT. ELK’S FIELD - DAY
BLEACHERS

Frank is sandwiched between Matt and Ruth. They are surrounded
by dozens of young parents.

Ruth doesn’t look too thrilled to be here.

FRANK
Wave you guys.

Matt and Ruth follows Frank’s gaze, to:
DOWN BELOW

Natalie has her hands full adjusting Jason’s uniform while
Dﬁncag clings to her. She is waving up to the Fowlers amidst
the chaos.

THE BLEACHERS.
The Fowlers wave back. .
g Q‘:\J

Matt’s suddenly inspired. He leans in past Ruth, to Frank.

. MATT
Did you tell your Mom how good it was?




20

RUTH
How good what was?

MATT
Frank had quite a time this afternoon -
Loved your coleslaw. Ate enough for two.

RUTH
That’s what it’s there for...

Frank leans back behind Ruth to give his father the evil eye.

He gets a grin from Matt for his trouble. Ruth almost catches

Matt rises, shuffles past Ruth and Frank, whom he gives a firm
pat on the knee. .

MATT
Hot dogs?

FRANK
I'11 take one.
Ruth puts her arm around Frank.
RUTH
(re: Duncan and Jason)
So, how are the kids?

Frank’s caught off-guard. He shakes his head.

. RUTH
..o things ckay?
) FRANK
Fine.
RUTH
Good, good.
Then.
RUTH
How’d your interview go?
FRANK
(too fast)
Great.
RUTH
Ch, good.

= % Q¥

Ruth watches Natalie below.

RUTH
She’s such a brave girl.
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FRANK L.
That’s it. You’‘re driving me nuts, Ma.
Really. I’'ve had lots of girlfriends.

FRANK . .
I don't understand why this one is any
different.

RUTH
I know you don‘t.

FRANK
We're not serious, Mom.

RUTH
No?

FRANK
No. It's a summer thing.

She would like to believe him.

RUTH
I see.

INT. NATALIE’S CAR - DAY
Natalie drives down Emerson Road.

As she approaches her house, she sees a Brown Suburban sitting
in her driveway. She looks confused.

INT. NATALIE'S HOUSE - DAY
THE KITCHEN
Natalie enters with groceries.

Richard is seated at the kitchen table. He’'s finishing the first half
of a sandwich. He drains a glass of milk.

Natalie sets her purse down on the counter, and starts cleaning
up his mess.

NATALIE
How’d you get in this time?

. RICHARD
. (playing along)
Chimney.

She takes the carton of milk that Richard, no doubt, left out. She pours
the final drops into his glass.

e g

RICHARD
Thank you.

She throws the carton out. She takes a seat, and stares at him
like a teacher counselling a troubled youth.




NATALIE
What can I help you with?

He kicks back the last of the milk, wipes his mouth.

. RICHARD
I was just dropping that off for Jason.
NATALIE
What?
RICHARD
That.

He points to a BASEBALL TROPHY sitting on top of the microwave.
An inscription bears his name and “Rockland High School 1982
Regional Championship.” .

RICHARD .
I didn’'t know where you’'d want to put it.
It was about time he got it. What am I
going to do with it?

Richard’s wistful gaze stays locked on the trophy.
For a moment, Natalie’s guard slips away.

. NATALIE
I think it will mean a lot to him,
Richard. He’s really been improving
lately ...

RICHARD
(a sharp turn)
So I‘ve heard.

NATALIE
It would have been nice if you’d come to
his game.

. RICHARD
I just got your message. Where are they,
with him?

NATALIE
That’s none of your business.

RICHARD
I see. They’'re my kids but they’'re none of
my business.

NATALIE
You know what I mean.

Richard presses his fingers to his e§é;° He takes a long, heavy
breath.

RICHARD .
I ... I was thinking about moving back.
Here. With you and the boys.
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NATALIE
What are you talking about?

RICHARD
What am I talking about? I'm talking about
moving back, that’s what I'm talking
about = I know what you’re thinking, but
it’s different now.

NATALIE
Oh, really? How’s the job? Your father
take you back on at the cannery?

.. RICHARD
(drily) )
That’s funny. You’‘re still getting checks
aren’t you?

She ignores him

RICHARD
Ya see my new rig out there?

Natalie looks annoyed.

A moment.

. NATALIE
Yeah - it’s real nice.

RICHARD
It’s not exactly new, I traded David the truck
for it. It’s got room for all of us - a good
grocery gettin car.

RICHARD
You wantta take a ride?

NATALIE
(laughing)
Jesus, Richard, you don't change, do you?

RICHARD “
Change? No, I don't change. Everything
around me changes. You change. You take my
house, you take my kids, you fuck this
other guy. No, I don't change at all.

NATALIE
It’s not your house.
RICHARD
Oh. No?
NATALIE oo

No. And as far as fucking goes ...who was it
that answered your phone the other morning?

RICHARD
She...
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NATALIE .
I don’'t care. Really, you can just stop
now. It’s not working.

He takes a breath.

RICHARD
I just want...a chance.

NATALIE ,
For what? To fool them for a few days into
thinking they have a real father, and then
it’s back to -

_RICHARD
(cutting her off)
I am their father.

NATALIE
{vehement)
No, Richard. You know what defines a
father? It’s what he does, not what he
promises. It’s being a positive,
consistent presence.

Richard eyes her suspiciously.l13

_ RICHARD
(mimicking her)
“Positive consistent presence.” Wow. What
does that mean? I just don't get it. But
I'm not fucking a college boy, am I?

NATALIE
Look...can you just go now? I really don‘t
want you here when they get back.

RICHARD
Oh, no, wouldn‘t want that.

He doesn’t budge.

NATALIE
You have to leave.

Finally, as if struck by some small discovery. Richard places
his large hands on the kitchen table and pushes himself up.

He heads past Natalie without looking back. He closes the door
firmly behind him.

EXT. NATALIE'S HOUSE - FRONT YARD - DUSK
Frank’s truck parked out front.

The lawn is littered with the boy’s various plastic weapons and
a small wading pool.
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A children’s television show is heard from inside.

Natalie is sprawled out on a chaise lounge, nursing a beer, and
sharing a cigarette with Frank, who is on his hands & knees
f%nishlng an elaborte structure with a set of FROEBEL wooden
blocks.

NATALIE °
You know I‘ve been ignoring our
difference in age, but if you keep
playing with those blocks, I'm gonna
start to wWorry.

FRANK
They’re not blocks - they’'re gifts.

NATALIE .
I'm sorry I know they’‘re a gift and a
very generous one. I‘'m just concerned
that Dunk. might think he’'s a little old
to be playing with them.

FRANK
They’re not for playing - they’re to learn about
unity & balance. Froebel called them “Gifts.”
This  is the second gift - a sphere, a cube, and a
cylinder. A five year old can learn the
gifference in form depending on how they look at
em.

Why didn’t he say so in the first place?

NATALIE
Oh...you said second gift. How many are
are there?

FRANK
Twenty.

A moment.

NATALIE
You've been playing with these - excuse
me, working with these for how long?

. FRANK
Since I was about Dunk’s age. My mom took
me through all twenty.

So that’s what a good mother does.

NATALIE
eoo0Oh.

FRANK o
Come on down here and take a look.

She sets down her beer and joins him. The small wooden structure
looks like a home that could have been built by Lautner or Wright
Frank looks pleased. Natalie is distracted.




NATALIE
Your Mother gave you these Frank - I feel
funny Duncan having them.

FRANK
Don‘t be silly, it was her idea.

NATALIE
(sceptical)
Really?

FRANK
You’'re not_looking at the house - look.
It’s not all mine, it’s part Mack.

Frank sgeaks excitedly, as he makes a quick sketch on a colored

piece o

FRANK
See the whole ideal of what Mack was
tgglng to achieve was a common area in the
middle of the house. I mean - a large,
common space wasn’'t unique to Mack, but
the idea of separating the family so that
the kids were on one side_and the parents
on the other, so they would all spill into
the center ...

He looks over to Natalie, checking in.
She smiles, and shifts her gaze.

. FRANK
I'm boring you, aren‘t I?

NATALIE
(softly)
No, not at all, I was just....just
thinking.

FRANK
About what?

NATALIE
About you...school.

FRANK
I'd rather talk about our house.

NATALIE
I know you would.

. FRANK
What if I wait a year?

WQQ
NATALIE
Frank-=

FRANK
A year’s not going to make a difference.

construction paper using one of the boys’ markers.




NATALIE
You can’t do that, Frank.

FRANK
I’ve thought a lot about this.

NATALIE ’
But yvou told me it takes forever just to
establish yourself.

FRANK '
Exactly, so what’s a year in forever?
Know what Duncan said today?

She can’t suppress a smile.

NATALIE - _
You wouldn’t be changing the subject
would you?

FRANK
Yes.

NATALIE
What now?

' FRANK
HEe said, “Frank, I don’t think Jason
really understands girls.”

NATALIE
(laughing)
He didn’t!

' FRANK
He did ... “understands girls!”

_ NATALIE
What did you say?

: FRANR
I said, “give him time, Duncan.”

They both break up.

) FRANK
I didn’t know what to say! If this is how
he is now - boy are we in trouble-

He stops short. The word - We - hangs in the air. They watch each
other, unsure of how to react. Changing the subject quickly. Frank
reaches down to the grass and comes up with one of Duncan’s toys. A
real musclebound superhero. Somewhat grotesque.
QW
FRANK
(reading the tag)
ACTION MAN?

, NATALIE _
Richard gave it to Dunk for his birthday.
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Frank sets it down.

The HEADLIGHTS OF AN APPROACHING CAR rake across ACTION MAN.

INT. ROCKLAND HIGH SCHOOL - MUSIC ROOM - NIGHT

Half a dozen girls age 15 to 18, are gathered in Ruth’s
classroom. Desks and chairs are stacked up for summer recess.
The girls are in shorts and T-shirts, one with a picture of
the solar szstem, and another with the Pink Panther. Bright
bathing-suit straps are visible around some of their necks:
This afternoon theg were swimming. A few look sleepy enough
to be in bed already. Ruth stands with her arms up - keeping
time and controlling the dynamics. A single girl sings “The
Drone”, a low monotone one hears underneath the other voices.
They sing the Balkan folk song “0j Savice.”

CHORUS (SUBTITLED)
Oh, Sava, carry me across {our quiet cool
water. There is my dear village, and in
that village, the prettiest glri.

Without embarrassment, they shriek they drone, and at their
ease they whistle. The music transports these girls - who are
normallg pre—occugied with images of MTV and Brad Pitt, to a
place of pure self. The song ends.

RUTH
That was really good! OK it’s 7:30
we should stop.

The girls gather up their things quickly.

RUTH
Remember when Xou sing these words-
The way we feel about the harbor, is how
the Balkans felt about the river Sava.

The girls start out of the room.

RUTH
Listen to your tapes “Moilih Ta” is still
very rough and we've got a 40 minute
program to get ready by Labor Day.

INT. FOWLER HOUSE - NIGHT - LIVINGROOM

Ruth enters. She’s beat. She starts to put her purse down, when

she notices: -

gatt, kneeling in front of the reclining chair. It’s back is to
er.

MATT
Just hold still ...




29

Ruth drops her purse and quickly comes around the recliner.
Something stops her.

RUTH
Oh my God.

?att holds Frank’s jaw. He gently turns his face toward the
amp.

Frank has stitches over his right eye. The blood under the
white of the pupil oozing. Both lips are bright and swollen.

FRANK
Dad -

MATT
Come on, Frank. Hold still.

Ruth hovers, in shock.

. RUTH
This was her husband, wasn’t it?

Frank nods wearily.

FRANK
Ex, he dropped in.

He takes the compress from Matt and gingerly applies it to his
forehead.

MATT
Press charges.

FRANK
No.

RUTH

What'’'s to stop him from doing it again?

MATT
Did you hit him at all? Tell me you hit
him! Enough so he won’t want to next time?

FRANK
I don’t think I touchad him.

Matt pulls up the skin around the bloody eye.

FRANK
Ow! Jesus, Dadl

Ruth stares at the Hospital band around Frank’'s wrist.
5 QN
MATT
So what are you going to do?

FRANK
(smiling)
Take Karate.




RUTH
That’s not the problem.
FRANK
You know you like her.
RUTH
I like a lot of people. What about the
boys? Did they see 1t?

FRANK
They were asleep.

_ RUTH .
Did you leave her alone with him?

. FRANK - .
He left first. She was yelling at him. I
e

believe she had a skillet in r hand.
RUTH

Oh for God’s sake.

_ (to Matt)

Did you call the police?
MATT

Not yet.
RUTH

You didn't call them?
MATT
When was I going to call the police, Ruth?
He just got 1in. -
Ruth scans the room.

RUTH
Where’s the phone?

FRANK

MOM! hold on a second, .
Calm down. Let's just talk about this.

Ruth wavers.

FRANK
Now the cops’ll go to her place first -
and it'll scare the hell out of the kids.

RUTH
Matt.

MATT g
We have to call them Frank.

FRANK
It wasn’t that serious.




RUTH _ . .
Of course. Just like the relationship
isn't serious.

., MATIT
Ruth, this is not the time.

RUTH
Well, when is the time? After he knocks
him into a coma? This is stopping. Now.

FRANK
Oh really?

RUTH
Come Fall, you’'re on a plane. Are you
taking them with you? How'do you think the
boys will feel when you disappear?

FRANK
Hey ...

RUTH
This isn’t just some sweetie from Vassar,
that you’ll see on holidays, Frank.
You’re not in this alone.

Frank rises and leaves the room.

RUTH
Please listen. The sooner you end this
thing the better.

Ruth exhales.

She returns to Matt, who is leaning against the recliner, chin
in hand, deep in thought.

RUTH
What are we going to do?

Matt deliberates.

MATT
I don’t know.

RUTE
...you’ve got to talk to him.

MATT
I don’t know...I think he's right about
scaring the kids. Why don‘t we call it a
night? We’ll deal with it tomorrow.

% Q%

RUTH .
Matt are you going to call the police or
do I have to?

MATT
You just asked me what I think. If you
want to call them. call them.




Ruth looks at him, stupefied.
Without warning, Ruth leaves and goes upstairs.
INT. FOWLER HOUSE - BEDROOM - NIGHT

Ruth lies on her side reading. Matt comes in from the
hallway.

He stares at her.
She ignores him.
Finally, she turns over and faces him.
RUTH ° ° i
It’s not the first time she’s played
around.

Matt seems relieved that she’s talking to him. He sits on the
bed and starts taking off his shoes.

MATT
She’s not with the guy anymore.

RUTH
I mean from before.

MATT
What are you talking about?

RUTH
Oh, come on - you’ve heard the same
things I have.

MATT
I think you forget. I don’t take my lunch
in the teachers lounge -

RUTH
Maybe he still loves her.

Matt looks from Ruth, out the bedroom door, and into the
hallway. He sees Frank rounding the top of the stairs.

He gets up and closes the bedroom door.

INT. FOWLER HOUSE -~ FRANK’S ROOM - SAME

Frank enters the room, pulls off his T-shirt and drops it on
the floor. He walks over and faces a wall mirror. He seems
nonplussed by what he sees.

INT. HENRY'S FISH SHACK - DAY e

Henry Ozar sits holding court with Jason & Frank, whose facial
bruises have all but healed, the stitches replaced by a
butterfly bandage. They eat cod tongues and cheeks. Drink soda
pop from bottles.
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HENRY
Best part of the cod - but most
outsiders, they won’t touch it.

The shack is too warm and smells of cordage and paint,
spilled beer and male sweat. Jason is in heaven.

HENRY .,
The summer fishermen, the part-timers,
like Frank here - get in your hair.

HENRY , _
There’s_as many as 80 of em with licenses
now - should put up a sign - “Fish your

own backyard or lose your traps.”
Frank smiles at Jason.

FRANK
A lobster is simple enough Jason. But if
the guy going after him is even simpler -
well he might as well give up.

HENRY
Don‘t hurt my feelings any. Easy to talk -
Try fishing in the winter, cold as hell
10, 12, 20 below - no matter - Go, go,
go, you’ve gotta go. You want your bread
& flour, you gotta go.

_ FRANK
Henry’s just sore cause I catch twice as
much as he does, with an old second hand
Boudreau.

HENRY
Don‘t you listen to him son - that boat
is fine. She was my first.

Takes a sip of pop.

HENRY <
Kinda miss her sometimes, and that truck
you’'re driving ...when you headed back to
school Frank?

For some reason this strikes both of them as funny and they
crack up. Not Jason, he seems concerned by the question.
Frank sees this.

EXT. GANGWAY - DAY
Jason heads off down the pier on his bicycle. He passes Matt.
” LR

_ JASON
Hi, Dr. Fowler

Matt waves.
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EXT. “GIGI” - SAME
Frank is hosing down the hull, as Matt makes his way down the
gangway .
MATT
What’d you pull?

Frank glances up, then continues with his work.

FRANK
Not too bad, about forty pounds.

MATT
Haven’t caught sight of you in days.

FRANK o
You know where to find me.

MATT
When you coming home?

Frank turns off the spigot.

. FRANK
Has it come to this?

He jumps back into the boat and retrieves the bait bucket.

MATT
Come to what?

Frank hops back onto the dock and sets down the container.
.. FRANK
(smiles)
You having to run errands for Mom.

Matt ignores the jibe. Frank starts stacking holding crates.

FRANK :
I'm thinking of building a couple hundred
more traps - see if I can do better than
break even.

Matt doesn’t comment. He picks up a crate and throws it up top.

MATT
It’ll take you two years to get a licence
to fish off-season.

. FRANK .
Right...unless Henry takes me on as his
sternman. ter

They continue stacking.

MATT
You think he‘’d do that?




FRANK
Maybe...it’s as good a life as any. Good
enough for your father - sometimes things
skip a generation.

. MATT
(trying to stay calm) .
C’mon Frank - you know ycu need something
more.,

FRANK
Why? So I can have an Ivy League
education like you? Christ, if it’s so
great - how come you sneak out of that
office everyday to come down here?

I like spending time with my son.

FRANK
(dubious)
uh huh.
A moment.

Frank lugs up the last container and takes a seat on the
stack. He’s worn out - takes a breather.

Frank shakes his head.
. _FRANK
(painful)
I don't know dad...I don’t know.
Matt takes a seat next to him.
A moment.

FRANK
She’s a wonderful girl...I see that.

Frank looks lost.
The silence is broken by a loud voice.
HENRY 0.S8.
Frank, how lon? you gonna be parked there
I'd like to unload.
The two of them regard each other.

FRANRK
. (to Matt)
Give me a hand? e

.. MaTT
(smiles)
Sure.

3
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INT. FOWLER HOUSE - NIGHT - STAIRWAY

Ruth comes down the stairs, wrapping her bathrobe around her.
The Dining room light is on.

THE DININGROOM

Frank sits at the table. His drafting tools are out. He’s fully
immersed in a sketch.

Ruth enters quietly.

RUTH _
Your father is snoring. Don’t mind me.

She takes a container from the fridifp smells it, makes a |
quenstioning face, then puts it back - grabs another container
and opens a cupboard. Pulls out a loaf of bread.

She quietly places a sandwich in front of him, and takes a
seat.

RUTH
Eat...you must be hungry.

Frank doesn’t look up. his tone is flat, removed.

FRANK
I'm not hungry.

RUTH
Coffee?

He doesn’t answer. Ruth sits there, awkwardly.

RUTH
S0...you talked with her?

FRANK
Yep.

RUTH
aAnd...how is she?

FRANK

sharpl
Oh, éhe’s gggate

I just wanted to tell you that we -
I - liked her. Do like her. She’s a
wonderful girl...

Frank finally puts down his pencil, =xid looks at her.

FRANK . .
You’re not really going to have this
conversation with me now, Ma? Are you?

Frank returns to his work. He doesn’t look up again.
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She leaves the food for him. Like a zoo keeper.

EXT. HARBOR - DAY

Frank hauls traps. He appears lethargic, dull - the hands a
little slower. The eyes tired. The joy of the work, replaced by
dread.

INT. HENRY’S FISH SHACK - DAY

Henry sits alone at the wooden table. There are three plates of cod,
and 3 soda-pops. Frank comes in exhausted. Henry looks up.

HENRY
You’re runn’in late.

Frank nods. Takes a seat, and starts in on the cod.
Henry looks at the empty seat next to Frank.

HENRY
Where’s our boy?

Frank ignores the question.

INT. FRANK'S TRUCK - DAY

Frank drives. Traps stacked in the bed.

He slows down to gaze out his window, as he passes
NATALIE'S HOUSE.

The truck crawls to a stop.

He takes the moment, storing each detail: Folded up lounge
chairs. Scattered toys on the porch. A tipped-over tricyle.

He idles, as if waiting for someone. After one last look he
drives off.

INT. GRINNEL HOUSE -~ BASEMENT - NIGHT

The sights and sounds of men gathered around a %oker table. A
regular game. Everyone well into their umpteenth beer, with
the exception of Matt, who nurses a can of Moxie.

Matt frowns at his hand. He glances over to

Frank, also at the table. Frank stares at his cards, but his
mind is elsewhere.

WILLIS .
You can’t hypnotize the ca¥ds into
changing, Matt.

CARL, late 50’s, peers above his reading glasses. He is a
lobster man by trade but fancies himself a poet.




WILLIS
For Christ’s sake bet - or you know
Carl‘’s gonna start.

Carl is indeed.
CARL .
“The beggar's dgg and widow’s cat, Feed
them and thou wilt grow fat. The gnat that
sings his summer’s song-
Collective groans.
. CARL
Poison gets from slander’s tongue. The
poison of the snake and newt- Is the sweat

of envy’s foot. The poison of the honey
bee. Is the artist’s jealousy-"

. MATT
Alright Carl. Two bucks.
Matt throws his two bucks in.
MATT .
Carl, you’ve really got to get off this
Blake thing...you're in a rut.

Frank tries to smile.

HENRY
Don’t get him going Matt.
CARL _
When I do my own stuff, you guys bitch & moan.
WILLIS MATT
That’s not true. No! we like your stuff.

The place breaks up with laughter.

WILLIS .
Everybody in? Frankie you in?

Frank calls.
Hands are shown. All eyes to Frank.

FRANK
(forced enthusiasm)
Guess I'm the winner.
More groans, as Frank pulls in his w%gpingse

WILLIS
Always the guiet ones.

The game continues ...

38
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INT. FOWLER HOUSE - HALLWAY- DAY
Frank walks down the hallway talking on a cordless phone. His
tone casual but serious. He jots down notes in a sketch book.

FRANK . .

Sure. Right ... L get in on the sixth. Oh,
I'11l send that out tomorrow, sir, no
problem...Well, compared to your models -
no, they don’t compare to your models
(laughing)

He enters the:

BEDROCM

and plops down at his drafting table.

FRANK

I'm getting another call. Can you hang on
a second? Thanks.

Frank clicks on the other call.

FRANK .
Jace? Jace is that you? What's going on?

He listens.
FRANK
I'1ll be right over.
(£irmly)
Just stay put.

INT. NATALIE'S HOUSE - DAY

The house looks like a storm hit it: chairs tipped over, toys
scattered, papers strewn across the floor.

LIVING ROOM

Frank looks around the room. Natalie, her hair a tangled mess,
her face streaked from tears, paces nervously.

She looks up at Frank.
He looks to explode.
, NATALIE
He..just pushed me - he didn't hit me.
. . FRANK "y o5
Oh, he didn't hit you? Should we throw a
party for him.

NATALIE
Frank.
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FRANK
Enough of this. We have to call the
police.

NATALIE
‘m alrlght, Frank. I don't know what to
do, okay? I hate this. I hate the kids
seeing this.
Frank embraces her. She buries her head in his neck.
FRANK
It's okay, now. Listen to me, I'm not
going anywhere ...
INT. JASON'S BEDROOM -~ UPSTAIRS

Jason looks down from the window. He sees Richard's Suburban
pull up front.

JASON O.S.
Mom!i !

DOWNSTAIRS
A POUNDING AT THE FRONT DOOR

Natalie gives a horrified look to Frank.

FRANK
Get them back upstairs.

NATALIE
But...

FRANK
Now.

NATALIE

Come on, you guys.
Natalie hustles the boys upstairs.
THE POUNDING CONTINUES.
Frank moves to the FRONT DOOR.
He’s about to check the doorknob when
THE DOORKNOB JIGGLES from the other side. It’s locked.

. . FRANK
Richard, just get away from here.
Silence.
Frank turns, his eyes lock on

THE BACK-DOOR
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Frank races across the living room, just as THE DOOR FLIES
OPEN.

RICHARD, eyes burning, marches in.

INT. JASON’S BEDROOM - UPSTAIRS ~ SAME

The boys huddle around Natalie.
DUNCAN is wailing-

JASON looks terrified-

NATALIE strains to hear-

SOMETHING CRASHES FROM DOWNSTAIRS-
WE HEAR RICHARD AND FRANK YELLING.
NATALIE starts to the door-

_ . NATALIE
Listen kids - Stay here.

DUNCAN won’t let go of her sleeve. He starts to move with her.

NATALIE
(screaming)
I said stay here!

He lets go and,
JASON takes him up in his small arms.

JASON
(to Duncan)
It’s OK Dunk...Mommy’s coming
back.

NATALIE hesitates - then heads out the dooxr.
We MOVE WITH HER out the bedroom to the:

TOP OF THE STAIRS.

She slowly steps down the stairs.

&2 GUNSHOT.

SHE SCREAMS. e g

NATALIE
FRANK!

She moves quickly down the stairs.
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Cautiously - she looks over the landing.

HER P.0.V.: From above, Richard stands, his back to her, his head hung.
In his hand. a 9mm Pistol.

Natalie lets out a plaintive wail.

NATALIE
NO.QO

Emotionless, Richard turns to her - looks down at the floor -
then starts toward the kitchen.

Natalie races down the steps and stops.
FRANKS'’S BODY ON THE FLOOR. HIS FACE IS HALF BLOWN AWAY.
She’s paralyzed, a scream trapped somewhere inside.

She turns away.

JASON 0.S. DUNCAN 0.S.
{screaming) {(crving)
MOMMY! DUNCAN‘S COMING LET GO OF ME!!L!}
DOWNSTAIRS!

Richard sits at the kitchen table.
The gun rests in front of him.

His right sleeve splattered with Frank's blood.

BLACK

FADE IN:

THE SCREEN FILLS WITH AN OPAQUE DARK SURFACE. A LIGHT APPEARS.
£§T. UNION CLINIC - LAB ROOM - DAY

Matt’s face appears distorted behind the surface.

JANELLE 0O.S.
u tt;frightened)
att?

He lowers what we now see to be an X-Ray and kills the light.

MATT’S OFFICE

e g

He hesitates, presses the blinking hold button, picks up the
receiver.

MATT
Hello?...Hello? Natalie?
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