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A NOTE ABOUT FORMATTING:
Screenplays are blueprints for movies and as such they are precise, at least in concept. Each printed page is supposed to represent one minute of screen time. Actual practice rarely meets this ideal, but that’s the intent and screenplays are presented in ‘screenplay format’ for that reason. Character names are centered (or, at least, appear somewhere near the center of the page) with dialogue following directly below in wide margins. Scene headings are written in caps and are limited to camera/production information, i.e. EXTERIOR, INTERIOR, DAY, NIGHT, ANGLE THIS, ANGLE THAT, and so on.
Ebooks, however, do not lend themselves to this style. Change the size of the font to meet an individual's visual acuity, something ebooks are touted for, and the formatting easily goes askew. For this reason I have left-justified everything in this screenplay. If you are used to reading scripts, the adjustment is minor; if you are new to reading screenplays, you will probably find this format easier to read.
If you would like to read Psyche in a format close to its original presentation, I suggest you purchase the print version of the book.
INTRODUCTION
Sometimes screenplays are just ideas. This screenplay started with what was then, in the mid-1980s, a pretty fresh one. There's a police psychic who is tormented by his talents who is called in to investigate a sequence of gruesome murders only to learn that the killer is himself a psychic, an even stronger psychic, and the two begin a duel for the soul of a woman whose terrible secret is the source of her value to the killer. I told my idea to Richard Anderson, an Academy Award winner for Sound Design, Raiders of the Lost Ark. I didn't have to be psychic to know that Richard might be interested in making the leap to the director's chair. He was. He read my detailed treatment, made a few suggestions (most notably replacing the bloodless duel with a bloody one) and I wrote a short script that he ultimately filmed on 35mm. The film came in at roughly forty minutes. He intended it as his calling card, and I intended to ride his coattails to fame, fortune, and celebrity. Alas, it was not to be.
During this period I went in to pitch ideas to the writing staff of The Twilight Zone which was then making its network return (that's several returns ago, by the way -- those boys can't seem to get it right). During the preamble leading up to the meeting the story editor asked me what I was doing and I told him my idea which was at that moment being filmed by Richard Anderson. The story editor was very impressed with the idea. Several years later he made his directorial debut with a movie that was, well, to be kind, very, very similar. Did he steal the idea? I chronicled this issue very extensively in the introduction to 3 Screenplays in Search of a Lens (published in 2000, iUniverse), a collection of three of my screenplays including Psyche. I refer you there to learn more about Hollywood thievery in general, and this case in particular.
In the meantime Richard Anderson's career as a sound designer and business owner kept him working twenty-hour days. He met up with an old college sweetheart and romance filled every other waking hour. Time passed. Actors aged. One lead actor died of Lou Gehrig's disease (meaning beyond immediate tragedy that his role would have to be recast and reshot if the film were "finished"). The full-length script I wrote based on the short screenplay Richard shot gathered dust, and more dust, until it was indistinguishable from the dust of ages. The likelihood of finishing the short movie passed away, but because the script was "encumbered" by Richard's short film, neither could I market it elsewhere, and so it was not marketed. In 2000 I included it along with Unknown Causes and American Mythic in 3 Screenplays in Search of a Lens. I present it here now for your edification. Please be edified and, I hope, entertained.
-- Richard Taylor, Cambria, California, August 2010
PSYCHE
FADE IN:
EXTERIOR SEATTLE RESIDENTIAL STREET - NIGHT
Darkness.
The sky bleeds.
A man approaches.
The man is a creature of the street. Dark clothes. Dark eyes. Hair streams down into his face. In the rain forever. We don't know it yet, but he is THE BEAST. Something causes him to stop and look through a bay window. An extended family is having a special dinner. Prominent is a lovely young woman, ELAINE, 20.
INTERIOR HOUSE - THE FAMILY AT DINNER - NIGHT
The dinner has just commenced. Bowls and platters are being circulated. Conversation is rampant.
BOOM! The sound of a door being kicked in. Elaine startles, spills gravy from a schooner, dutifully wipes it up.
ELAINE: What was that?
Her father doesn't respond, continues talking with someone across the table.
ELAINE: (continued) Dad, what was...?
The Beast stands at the threshold to the room. Water drips from him. He stares at Elaine.
As if caught in the headlights of his eyes, she stares back.
No one else notices.
ELAINE: (continued) Dad?... Father, look...
She shakes his arm, but her father is talking Seahawks football with someone across the table. Elaine is panicking. Is this a dream? Is this a nightmare? Her fingernails penetrate her father's arm, drawing blood, but he doesn't respond.
ELAINE: (continued) Someone... LOOK!
They don't see The Beast. They don't hear Elaine.
THE BEAST: Come here.
Elaine shakes her head no, for the first time realizing that she's as good as alone. She's still shaking her head no as she stands, as she walks.
Standing before The Beast, she quakes with fear.
The Beast savors her. A grimy finger down one cheek. Down her throat. Across her chest. Leaving a trail of filth.
THE BEAST: (continued) Come with me.
She shakes with resolve. She won't do it. She won't.
EXTERIOR HOUSE - LONG SHOT FROM STREET THROUGH BAY WINDOW
Elaine, still struggling, follows him from the room.
INTERIOR ELAINE'S HOUSE - NIGHT
ANN BREEN'S VOICE: (a scream) NOOOOOoooooooo! Let her go!
The beast snaps around to confront the screamer... BUT THERE IS NO ONE THERE.
INTERIOR ANN BREEN'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
ANN BREEN, late 20s, a woman whose beauty can't hide an incisive intelligence, sits up from a nap SCREAMING, awakened by what she has just... dreamed?
INTERIOR ELAINE'S DINING ROOM - MINUTES LATER
Elaine's father notices that she's not at the table.
ELAINE'S FATHER: (Of Elaine's mother) Where's Elaine?
ELAINE'S MOTHER: Maybe she went to the bathroom... It's getting cold in here, did you notice?
Elaine's father notes the scratches on his arm. Where did these come from? Perplexed more by Elaine's disappearance, he dabs at the blood with a napkin, stands and walks out.
INTERIOR FOYER
Elaine's father walks to the door, which stands open two inches. He swings it all the way open to reveal a big, muddy footprint. The jamb has been splintered.
ELAINE'S FATHER: What the hell?
INTERIOR LIVING ROOM
Elaine's father enters the room and gasps. Blood. Everywhere.
DISSOLVE TO:
A TELEVISION SCREEN
JASON FREEMAN (late 40s), a handsome and self-important news anchorman, is mid-editorial.
SUPERIMPOSE: Two Weeks Later
JASON: ... can't stop this vicious killer from preying on innocent, productive citizens, then maybe it's time the officers in charge of the Phantom Killer case were replaced by more competent investigators. The deaths of nine innocent people is too great a matter to leave in the hands of detectives who have proven not up to the task. If you agree with me, call the number you see on the screen. It belongs to Chief of Police Hollings. Tell him what you think.
Jason is REPLACED ON THE SCREEN by Ann Breen, here seen to be a capable news reporter with presence.
ANN: That was "Commentary With Jason Freeman." And that also wraps it up for the KACTtion News Team. I'm Ann Breen.
TV SHOT WIDENS to include:
INTERIOR KACT NEWS SET
Jason and Ann side by side at the news desk.
JASON: And I'm Jason Freeman.
JASON & ANN TOGETHER: Good night.
The KACTtion (pronounced KAY-ACTION) News Team Theme rises.
EXTERIOR STATION PARKING LOT - NIGHT
Jason and Ann walk from one pool of street lamp light to another. Jason wears a stylish scarf to be identified later.
JASON: Let me take you home.
ANN: I drove the BMW.
JASON: The station can have someone pick you up tomorrow... or I'll drive you in.
ANN: It's over, Jason.
He stops her, takes her shoulders between his hands.
JASON: Ann, we were good together. In most ways.
Gently writhing free of him:
ANN: I've got an early call tomorrow.
JASON: Ann? (moving up beside her.) I'm not going to give up.
They round a corner where Ann's BMW is parked. She digs out a key and opens the door.
ANN: Jason, it's not you. It's me. It's been me since the beginning, no matter who I was with. It doesn't matter. I'm just... no good at being part of a couple. That's why I've resigned myself to my work. So please, don't hold out any hope of changing me. If I could be changed, I would have done it myself long ago...
She kisses his cheek, then slips into the BMW.
A MOMENT LATER
Jason watches Ann's car diminish down the dark street.
JASON: Christ, Ann... sometimes you make me feel like a motherless child.
Hands thrust in his trenchcoat, he retreats a step before turning to walk to his car.
ANOTHER ANGLE
Ann Breen stands not ten feet from Jason. Different Ann Breen. Sensuous. Sexually self-confident. She wears a red evening gown that is as alluring as her earlier dress was conservative.
ANN: (smiling) Jason. I want you.
Jason staggers back. Confused. Stunned.
ANN: (continued) This is how you've always wanted me. Now I want you.
Jason cannot dismiss this as fantasy. Here she is, Ann, as he always wanted her.
JASON: Ann, you just left. I saw you drive away!
ANN: You did?... But don't you want me now, Jason?
JASON: Of course I want you, but...
ANN: Well, then...
JASON: ... I just saw you drive away!
Ann cannot refute the logic -- Jason did see her drive away moments ago. She hesitates, wavers, HER IMAGE SEEMING TO WARP, SHIMMER AND CRACKLE, then rejoin -- UNTIL SHE MORPHS into a middle-aged woman, not Ann, never Ann. JASON'S MOTHER. She wears the same red dress which now hangs on her in places.
JASON'S MOTHER: This is who you really want, isn't it, Jason?
JASON: No!
JASON'S MOTHER: Mother. I'm who you really want, aren't I?
JASON: No! God! Please no!
JASON'S MOTHER: Remember when I caught Jason staring at Mother from inside her closet? Do you remember that, Jason?
JASON: No!... I was a boy, then. I was a child!
Mom is getting decidedly older.
JASON'S MOTHER: Even then my little boy knew what he wanted, didn't he?
Mom is passing 60... 70...
JASON: (cracking completely) No!... No-no-no...
JASON'S MOTHER: Come here, Jason. I have a place for you. A secret place just for you...
Mom is rounding 80 and moving for 90. She doesn't make it. She appears dead now. Various appendages threaten dissolution. Her arms beckon for Jason anyway.
JASON'S MOTHER: (continued) Come to Mama...
Jason feels himself being tugged forward. He screams.
JASON: NOOOOOOOOOoooooooooo!
INTERIOR/EXTERIOR ANN BREEN'S BMW - NIGHT
Ann stops the car. Something is pulling at her. After a moment's hesitation she executes a U-turn and proceeds back the way she came.
Ann's eyes scour the view ahead until... she sees something!
Jason staggers out into the street in front of her car.
Ann slams on the brakes. Jason turns, screaming. The BMW's tires lock. The car skids.
Jason stands mesmerized.
Ann screams. The car wrenches, but stops inches from Jason's knees. He falls.
The car door swings open, Ann staggers out. She runs for Jason, but he screams and crawls on his back away from her.
JASON: Stay away! Stay away from me!
ANN: Jason, tell me what's the matter!
JASON: Stay away!
Jason retreats... into the legs of The Beast. Jason looks up, and meets the eyes of The Beast, who looks down at Jason disdainfully.
THE BEAST: Coronary. Die.
Jason clutches his chest, bellowing his pain, and dies.
Ann's eyes draw from the corpse of her former lover to The Beast. For an eternal instant their eyes lock before Ann tries to back away, but cannot. The Beast walks toward her, closer, closer yet, close as a breath.
THE BEAST: (continued - confirmation of her most private thoughts) Yes...
And passes her.
EXTERIOR THE MURDER SITE - NIGHT
Squad cars cordon off the area, their blinking lights shading everything in undulating flashes of red and blue.
Ann sits on the passenger side of one car, a blanket around her shoulders. Trembling, she sips black coffee from a plastic thermos cap.
Nearby are LIEUTENANT PETER KRIEG (50s), a gruff, veteran cop, and his partner, JEFF BRISBY (30), young, cynical, tough minded.
KRIEG: Then what?
It takes a moment for Ann to bring the words forth.
ANN: Well, he... he just... walked past me.
KRIEG: That's it?
Ann shudders, nods "Yes."
KRIEG: (continued) Why didn't you run?
Ann ponders the question. Yes, why didn't I run?
ANN: I... couldn't, I guess. I wanted to, but... I couldn't.
BRISBY: You were driving home. Why come back?
Ann considers the question, finally shudders a no, she can't answer why.
Krieg and Brisby give each other the look. Krieg steps away. Brisby follows.
BRISBY: (continued) Maybe she can ID the guy.
KRIEG: I doubt it.
BRISBY: It's gotta be the same guy, though.
KRIEG: Yeah, same guy.
Two attendants roll the gurney carrying Jason's body toward the waiting morgue wagon. Krieg gestures for them to wait, then kneels, uncovers the body. He removes Jason's scarf, then waves the attendants on.
BRISBY: Evidence?
KRIEG: A memento... I got the Chief's okay to call in Revell.
BRISBY: Oh, great -- voodoo police science.
KRIEG: You heard what she just said.
BRISBY: Look, maybe she's a little unhinged by what happened, but Ann Breen's the first real lead we've got. We don't need a witch doctor now.
KRIEG: Yeah, maybe so. Maybe the Harper girl wasn't kidnapped from her dinner table two weeks ago and murdered, and no one sitting at the table noticed. Maybe people aren't getting killed all over town by someone who is never seen or heard, and who never leaves evidence... none at least not until now. I'm calling Revell in.
This is one battle Brisby can't fight and win. Accepting:
BRISBY: Okay! (checking wristwatch) It's nearly dawn now. I'll have Dispatch make the call. Maybe we can catch him before he gets going for the day.
KRIEG: Revell isn't available during the day.
BRISBY: Oh, that's right. These guys are kind of like vampires, aren't they? They sleep all day and... (makes creepy gesture)... walk by night.
KRIEG: One of these days you're gonna get your sense of humor caught in a zipper.
EXTERIOR TED REVELL'S COTTAGE - DAY
Isolated among trees, a satellite dish on the roof.
INTERIOR REVELL'S COTTAGE - DAY
Revell lies sleeping on the convertible couch. Venetian blinds carve horizontal bars of light and shadow everywhere. REVELL, 30s, is lean, throw-away handsome, tortured by visions only he can see.
The phone answering machine begins to blink before a tiny voice says:
REVELL'S RECORDED VOICE: You've reached 743-2871. I'm not available to take calls before three P-M. At the tone, talk.
KRIEG'S VOICE: (after the BEEP) Mr. Revell, this is Lieutenant Krieg of the Seattle P.D. You don't know me, but Larry Donovan said you used to help him with cases. I'd like to come out there this afternoon...
But Revell doesn't hear the message. He turns over violently, trapped in a private hell.
INTERIOR POLICE STATION - DAY
Krieg slowly returns the phone to its cradle as Ann quickly reads, then signs the statement before her on the desk.
Brisby empties a pot of coffee into a well-stained mug, sips, grimaces.
BRISBY: Mouth blight.
KRIEG: (Ann) I may need your assistance later today. We're bringing in a consultant.
Brisby makes an even bigger face at this, but says nothing.
ANN: (dully) Sure. (standing) Uhm -- my car?
Krieg separates the multiple forms, begins sliding them into their appropriate boxes.
KRIEG: Officer Brisby had it towed in. Briz?
BRISBY: Sure. I'll walk you down to the impound lot.
ANN: Thanks. I appreciate it.
BRISBY: No problem. I could use the exercise.
Krieg has seen this routine before. Brisby doesn't walk men or unattractive women down to the impound lot. He gives Brisby a knowing look. Then:
KRIEG: Miss Breen, I think it's advisable we assign you police protection, at least until we know what we're dealing with here.
BRISBY: Yeah, that's a good idea. And it should be somebody who's familiar with the killer's M.O. I could use the overtime anyway.
But Krieg already has the phone in hand.
KRIEG: (phone) Briz, give me a break, will ya? Hey, Collier, I'm gonna need a couple of suits for protective surveillance. Who do you got? (jots down names) Right. And we'll need swing and graveyard, too. Right.
Krieg rips the notepad sheet free, hands it to Ann.
KRIEG: (continued) These officers will meet you in the lobby.
Brisby throws Krieg a sour look before escorting Ann through swinging partition doors toward the entrance. He stops at the main desk to pick up a form as Ann exits.
INTERIOR POLICE RECEPTION AREA - DAY
Ann slides through the swinging door and into an explosion of light. Five news teams with video cameras and lamps. Their questions explode only moments later. Ann is surrounded by them as Brisby enters a second too late to be a part of everything.
One of the video crews is led by BLAINE CORVALIS, early 40s, KACT News Director, and On-Air reporter BILL PETERSEN, whose hair-sprayed coif will never flap in the wind. As the reporters AD-LIB questions, thrusting mikes and tape recorders into her face:
ANN: Blaine, get me out of here!
Blaine transmutes immediately from news producer to press-o-phobe:
CORVALIS: No questions, please! No questions! Make room! We're coming through!
Brisby watches this performance with a look that says: "Jeez, these guys are slime..."
INTERIOR POLICE STATION PARKING GARAGE - DAY
Corvalis, Ann, Petersen and their crew exit and make it for the KACT News van, the protests of their numerous colleagues trailing behind.
INTERIOR KACT VAN - DAY
Corvalis and company climb inside as the press surround them. Ann nearly sags into Blaine's arms.
CORVALIS: Steve, get it going! Let's get out of here!
STEVE, the cameraman, starts the engine and stomps the gas pedal in one move. The van jerks away from the crowd.
CORVALIS: (continued) You okay, kid?
ANN: I saw -- I think I saw Jason die...
CORVALIS: Yeah, and we've got it exclusive, Ann!
For the briefest of moments Ann can't believe he said that.
ANN: Blaine, you're a stupid shit.
INTERIOR KACT NEWS SET - DAY
Petersen guides Ann to a desk seat, moves off to find someone in the vacant newsroom. The wall clock reads: 8:00 A.M.
Steve, Corvalis' cameraman, saunters in with his equipment, drops it onto a desk, pours himself a cup of coffee.
STEVE: (surveying Ann) With Freeman murdered, Hotshot thinks he's gonna get his network ticket.
Ann doesn't know how to answer this. She merely looks away.
Corvalis returns with his Assistant, PURVIS, lean, 26, acned. As Corvalis studies a labor scheduling sheet on a clipboard.
PURVIS: Ann, are you okay?
PETERSEN: He didn't touch her. She saw the whole thing and he didn't touch her.
PURVIS: (to Ann) Is that so?
Ann gestures yes.
PURVIS: (continued) Jesus H. Christ. Did anybody else get footage?
PETERSEN: Got a little at the murder site.
CORVALIS: OK! Listen, I want Ann in make-up as soon as we can get somebody in.
PURVIS: We don't have anybody scheduled to come in until noon.
PETERSEN: I can do her.
CORVALIS: Okay, you do her. I want to promo the shit out of this. Double the number of newsbreaks. Pre-empt some Oprah ads if you have to. "Break in the Phantom Killer Case KACTion reporter witnesses murder! Exclusive report at 3:30, 4:00, 5:00 and 6:00." Bill, you can sit in for Freeman.
ANN: (an outburst) Sit in? Until when, Blaine? Until Jason's feeling better?
The remark stills everyone. No one noticed that Ann stood and walked onto the news set and now looks at them from the place she and Freeman shared.
CORVALIS: (finally) Of course. You're right, Ann. I'm sorry. (to Purvis) Dig up some archive stuff on Freeman. Run it with a black border and the obit stats.
Corvalis places a fatherly arm around Ann's shoulder.
CORVALIS (continued) Ann, you need some sleep. (to Purvis) Take her up to the my office. Make sure she isn't disturbed. I want her fresh for the 3:30.
PURVIS: Right.
CORVALIS: Annie, it's going to be okay. Get some rest. We'll talk about it this afternoon. I know it was horrible.
ANN: Blaine...
CORVALIS: That's better anyway. We can get a union make-up job. Keep those pricks off our neck.
ANN: Blaine --
CORVALIS: (stepping away) Bill, when you're finished here I want you to go back to the police. Get reaction stuff. You might try the Coroner, too. Oh, is there anybody we should call?
PETERSEN: Like who?
CORVALIS: Like a wife or something. Did Freeman have a wife or girlfriend? Say! Get a camera crew out there. Get us some of the usual grief stricken widow stuff.
Petersen gestures so that Ann can't see: Ann was his girlfriend.
CORVALIS: (continued) Oh, shit...
He gestures a "handle it" to Petersen, pivots and disappears into the station office area.
INTERIOR CORVALIS'S PRIVATE OFFICE - DAY
Ann settles down on a huge couch as Corvalis closes the door, leaving her alone.
Above her on the wall are pictures of the station personalities, among them her own and that of Jason Freeman.
EXTERIOR/INTERIOR AN UNMARKED POLICE CAR - DAY
The car thunders down a country road, streaming dust behind.
Inside, Krieg and Brisby, who handles the wheel.
BRISBY: You don't really believe in this psychic stuff, do you?
KRIEG: I believe we should keep trying things until something works.
Krieg's eyes drift across to Brisby, who smiles cynically, then back to the passing scenery out the window.
EXTERIOR A SIDE ROAD AND FENCE - DAY
The police car rolls to a stop before the gate.
SIMON THALL (40), a threatening hulk of a man, sits in a beach chair beside the gate and looks at the car impassively. Brisby rolls the driver's window down.
BRISBY: We're here to see Ted Revell.
Simon stands lazily, opens the gate. Before the police car can pull through Simon has opened one of the rear doors and slipped inside.
INTERIOR UNMARKED POLICE CAR - DAY
Krieg turns to look at Simon in the rear seat.
SIMON: There's a dirt road. You wouldn't find it.
Krieg gestures and Brisby puts the car into motion. After a moment, and in voices lower than normal:
BRISBY: How'd Revell come to live way out here?
KRIEG: It's a monastery. They gave him... uhm...
SIMON: Sanctuary.
BRISBY: (skeptical) Right.
INTERIOR KACT NEWSROOM SET - DAY
Petersen attaches a miniature microphone to his tie clasp as three cameramen position their camera dollies on the set floor. Men with suspended mikes and clip-boards prepare for the coming news broadcast.
Ann stops at the threshold to the set. She's just come from make-up and has a white tissue between neck and clothing. Her make-up woman leans close:
MAKE-UP WOMAN: How do you feel, honey?
Ann gestures that she's okay, forces herself to move under the bright lights to her chair beside Petersen and sit down.
PETERSEN: How you doin'?
Ann gestures "fine," attaches the twin miniature microphones to her blouse. A camera moves in on her.
INTERIOR DIRECTOR'S CONTROL BOOTH
The Director sees Ann on Monitor One. Beyond her, outside the news set, stands an ominous looking man wearing a suit.
DIRECTOR: Who's that?
A TECHNICIAN sits beside the director. He glances at Monitor One before:
TECHNICIAN: Cop assigned to protect Breen.
DIRECTOR: I thought all those clowns wear rubber noses. Camera One, tight shot of Ann.
A tight shot of Ann Breen fills Monitor One.
DIRECTOR: (continued) You're looking good, Ann.
Corvalis stands behind the director and the technician, observing everything.
INTERCUT WITH:
NEWS SET
Ann, seeming a little dazed, doesn't hear him. Finally Bill Petersen gestures and Ann picks up her earphone, places it in one ear.
DIRECTOR: You're looking good, Ann. How do you feel?
Ann forces a smile, nods a yes, she feels good.
DIRECTOR: (continued) Okay, Ann's good. Camera Two, Petersen.
The Director sees Petersen in Monitor Two.
EXTERIOR REVELL'S COTTAGE - DAY
The unmarked police car rolls to a stop before the cottage. Krieg, Brisby and Simon exit.
Krieg pulls a tip of Freeman's scarf from a pocket, pushes it back down, gestures for Brisby to knock on the door.
Simon remains a respectful but imminent distance away.
INTERIOR REVELL'S COTTAGE - DAY
Revell is still drying his hair with a towel as he hears the knock at his door. He paces to the door, opens it to reveal Krieg and company. After a moment:
REVELL: Krieg. The answer is no.
KRIEG: Mr. Revell, we won't need much of your time --
REVELL: You people don't seem to understand -- I'm out of it. I don't do that anymore, so you can just keep your assorted detached body parts. I don't want any of it.
KRIEG: Mr. Revell, I don't think you understand why we need your help. This man, this killer is --
REVELL: A bad guy. I know. The city is full of bad guys. That's why I left. It got so I couldn't go anywhere without hearing every bad thought of every bad guy I ran into, even at night, so you can keep your killer and your case.
Revell pivots, paces away from the open door.
Krieg pulls the scarf from his pocket, calls:
KRIEG: Revell...
Revell turns just in time to catch the tossed scarf. As his fingers touch the garment Revell stiffens.
(A VISION) REVELL SEES A MONTAGE
of the previous night's events: Ann Breen and Jason Freeman walk toward her car; Freeman's visions; the color red; death, horror, The Beast; Ann returns, The Beast walks toward her.
DISSOLVE TO:
RESUME SCENE
SIMON'S VOICE: He's coming to.
Simon, Krieg and Brisby kneel over him. Revell's eyes widen.
REVELL: He's not human. Not anymore.
INTERIOR A BAR - DAY
A man sits at a booth in the back, the shadows of the lathe partition drawing lines across his face hiding his identity.
The bartender switches on the overhead tv. KACTion News.
The man (still NOT CLEARLY SEEN) steps from shadows, moves to the bar to watch as the tv announcer begins to introduce the various television personalities.
INTERIOR KACTION NEWS SET
Ann tries to adjust to the hustle/bustle about her as the THEME MUSIC for the KACTion News RISES.
ANNOUNCER: And now, it's KACTtion News!
Ann visibly takes control of herself, gives the copy a once over, counts the sheets.
INTERIOR REVELL'S COTTAGE - DAY
Revell stands just within the bathroom, getting dressed, as Krieg thumbs through a magazine and Simon watches Brisby watching television.
BRISBY: Hey, here's our girl.
Revell leans out the bathroom door to look.
INTERIOR KACTION NEWS SET - DAY
Ann seems in control, the practiced professional.
ANNOUNCER: With Ann Breen! And Bill Petersen! Johnny Corman with sports! And Mickey Mayer with weather. And now - the KACTtion News Team!
PETERSEN: The top story at this hour: Ann Breen, KACTion anchorwoman, witnessed the brutal death of colleague Jason Freeman...
ANN SEES SOMEONE at the rear of the lights, out of distinct sight.
PETERSEN: (continued) ... last night at the hands of The Phantom Killer. Ann is the only known witness of a Phantom Killer slaying.
Ann cranes to look but the man is moving. Who is he? He moves behind a camera, past a strut support for the set, closer and yet not clearer, always just beyond clear sight.
PETERSEN: (continued) Here now with an exclusive, eye witness report is --
ANN SEES something in his hand. It's a knife!
PETERSEN: Ann Breen.
Ann rises from her seat to look, but still the man cannot be made out.
CONTROL BOOTH
The director watches Ann on Monitor One.
DIRECTOR: What's with Ann?
SWITCHER: I don't know.
Corvalis looks over the director's shoulder studying Ann on one of the monitors.
INTERCUT WITH:
NEWS SET
ANN SEES THE INTRUDER -- It's The Beast!
ANN: Oh my god, it's him! It's him!
Pandemonium breaks loose.
DIRECTOR: Camera Two, stay on Petersen. Tight on Petersen, Camera Two.
Ann watches in horror as The Beast marches toward the news set.
The plainclothes cop pulls his revolver and advances, but The Beast swings the blade and it slices through his throat as if it were an over-ripe melon, blood splashing everywhere.
Petersen moves to intercede and The Beast raises the knife and sends it plunging deep into Petersen's chest. Blood spurts everywhere.
Corvalis and the director watch Ann going crazy on Monitor One.
Stage hands rush in to restrain her, then PETERSEN AND THE PLAINCLOTHES COP THEMSELVES, UNBLOODY AND UNTOUCHED, move in to assist them.
DIRECTOR: (continued) Go to commercial! Go to commercial!
But Corvalis restrains the director with a touch.
CORVALIS: Let it play a second, will ya?
Ann tries to push away from Petersen and the plainclothes cop as if they were ghosts.
Two stage hands move to help her from the set as a commercial begins to run on one of the monitors.
INTERIOR BAR - DAY
The man is seen clearly now: The Beast. He smiles.
INTERIOR REVELL'S COTTAGE - DAY
Brisby, Krieg, Simon and Revell watch the TV event.
INTERIOR CORVALIS'S PRIVATE OFFICE - NIGHT
Ann sits on the couch as a DOCTOR rises from a consultation and walks toward Corvalis nearby.
DOCTOR: ... could arrange for a night's stay at Mercy. We've got a secluded VIP area. Guaranteed privacy. No one has to know.
Ann shakes her head "no." Corvalis escorts him to the door.
CORVALIS: Thanks, doctor. We'll have a little something extra for you when you submit your bill.
DOCTOR: Really not necessary.
CORVALIS: My pleasure... Two tickets -- no! Four tickets to Wheel of Fortune! They're doing a local here next month!
Overcome by Corvalis' "generosity," the doctor exits without another word. When Corvalis and Ann are alone:
CORVALIS: (continued) I think you're doing the right thing. You can't allow a crisis like this to keep you from doing what you do best -- which is to get out there and cover this story.
ANN: (tiredly) Really, Blaine, this isn't the "be a brave girl" speech, is it?
CORVALIS: Come on, Ann. You see this for what it is -- opportunity. Sure, I'm sorry Jason's dead. But that doesn't change the fact that people want to know about it, somebody's got to tell 'em, and whoever does is gonna buy some juice. That's what you've always wanted, isn't it? A network shot. Well, this could be your network shot.
ANN: After what happened tonight?
The intercom buzzes. As he moves to answer it:
CORVALIS: So? You're not entitled? You had a colleague killed in front of your eyes. But it's come-back time, now, Ann. It's time to prove what you're worth. At least something good will come from Freeman's death if it can promote a talented on-air personality like yourself into the big leagues. (intercom) What is it?
PURVIS' VOICE: There are a couple of cops out here. They want to talk to Ann.
CORVALIS: I'll be right there. (to Ann) I'll take care of this. Why don't you call the commissary, have 'em send some food in? I could use a steak myself.
ANN: It's okay. I can talk to them.
Moving for the door:
CORVALIS: No, you already made a statement. What more do they want? Hey, thousand island on my salad, okay?
INTERIOR CORVALIS'S OUTER OFFICE - NIGHT
Corvalis closes the door behind him. Purvis sits on the corner of the secretary's desk. She has long-since gone home.
CORVALIS: Where are they?
PURVIS: Grodnik says they're down in editing. They want to look at Freeman's Commentaries.
INTERIOR EDITING BAY
Krieg, Brisby and Revell watch a monitor showing a tape of Jason Freeman delivering one of his "Commentaries," this one with such comments as "police incompetence," "ruthless, sick killer whose mad acts have terrorized a city," etc. GRODNIK, a nicotine-stained videotape editor, stands by. Corvalis marches into the bay.
CORVALIS: Look, gentlemen, I'm sure you understand how traumatic all this has been for Miss Breen. We had to assist her off the set no more than--
KRIEG: We saw it. (badging him) Detective Lieutenant Krieg, Seattle P.D. This is my partner, Detective Brisby. And this man is a consultant to the department, Ted Revell.
CORVALIS: (biting) Charmed, I'm sure. I remember you guys from last night. As to the matter at hand, I'm afraid I can't allow you to question Miss Breen further --
KRIEG: I can have her subpoenaed as a material witness in half an hour. That means we got her, you don't.
CORVALIS: Now correct me, Lieutenant, but doesn't a subpoena have to be delivered in person? And in half an hour Ann Breen could be as far away as, say... (smiles) Tacoma.
ANN'S VOICE: Blaine, this really isn't necessary.
Ann has entered the room.
CORVALIS: Ann, let me take care of this, okay?
ANN: Lieutenant. Officer Brisby. Mr. Revell, is it?
Revell gestures a quiet hello and something intangible but gently powerful passes between them.
KRIEG: Miss Breen, I mentioned earlier that we might need your help.
ANN: I'll help any way I can.
How? Krieg eyes Corvalis a moment before:
KRIEG: I would prefer to discuss this in private.
CORVALIS: What's going on here, Krieg?
KRIEG: What's going on here is police business. Why don't you go peddle some soap?
CORVALIS: Ann, you don't have to go anywhere or do anything until these guys explain just what they're up to.
BRISBY: (amused) Mr. Revell here is a psychic. We'd like him to -- what, Lieutenant, read Miss Breen? Something like that?
After a moment of stunned silence, Corvalis laughs.
CORVALIS: It's that bad, is it? You guys are resorting to fortune tellers!
But Ann has returned her attention to Revell. A connection has been made. Then:
ANN: I'll help. If I can.
CORVALIS: Ann, I strongly advise that you not get involved in this. It could hurt your reputation as a journalist.
ANN: I'll be in touch, Blaine. I may go out of town for a few days. I have to get away, you know?
Corvalis can't argue with such straight-ahead honesty.
KRIEG: We've arranged for a place.
ANN: I'll get my coat --
When Ann has left the editing bay, Corvalis and Krieg exchange a brief fireball, then Corvalis picks up the extension, taps in a number.
CORVALIS: Corvalis. Change the nine-o'clock newsbreak. The copy will read, "KACTion News reporter Ann Breen brought in by the police to consult with psychic. Details at eleven." Right. (to Krieg) There goes another box of Tide.
Corvalis marches from the bay.
INTERIOR WHITE DOVE RESTAURANT - NIGHT
The Beast sits finishing a meal. WE SEE HIM AS HE IS, a hulk of a man in filthy longcoat and clothes, with hands caked with dirt and slime. The filth on his hands mixes easily with the grease and sauces of his food, which he scoops into his mouth like a feeding lion.
A woman at a nearby table turns her gaze on him.
THE WOMAN PATRON SEES
a businessman sitting at The Beast's table. He's wearing a suit and seems genteel and confident.
THE BEAST
raises a wine bottle to his lips as he surveys the room.
WE HEAR the diners' thoughts ("God, what happened to her? She's gotten so... old." "... stupid shit thinks I believe every word..." "... if he ever finds out about Lee...") until The Beast's gaze stops on a beautiful woman, JEAN.
Jean briefly turns her eyes on him, smiles disdainfully ("Who is that creep?") as she unconsciously smooths the fabric of her dress.
Her date, a man twenty years her senior, deals out twenties into the check plate as the waiter stands a respectful distance away.
Jean can't help but give The Beast a second look:
JEAN'S POINT OF VIEW - THE BEAST AS ACCOUNTANT
He seems as timid and unworthy of such beauty as hers as anyone could be.
RESUME SCENE
The Beast gestures and the waiter comes to his table.
THE BEAST: I don't have any money.
The waiter doesn't blanch.
WAITER: No money, sir? Well, I--
THE BEAST: No. Pay my bill for me.
The waiter reaches into his pocket, quickly counts the bills.
WAITER: I don't think I have enough...
THE BEAST: Use his money... (gestures Jean's date) ... and leave yourself a tip. Thirty percent.
WAITER: Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.
THE BEAST: Tonight, when you go home, strangle your wife.
WAITER: Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.
THE BEAST: My pleasure.
The Beast stands, paces past the waiting Jean and her date.
RESTAURANT FOYER
Jean waits near the door as her date moves for the mens room. A moment later, she senses The Beast standing across the room.
He moves for her and she turns away.
THE BEAST: I like the dress.
This brings a brief smile to her lips, the sort the prom queen reserves for the class nerd who's asked her for a date.
JEAN: Do I know you?
THE BEAST: No, just another "creep." But I know you. All of your life, wherever you've gone, you've been the prettiest woman. Once in college you humiliated a boy. You barely even remember his name. He came before your naked bodies touched...
Jean turns fearfully. No one could know that.
THE BEAST: (continued) Such is the power of beauty...
JEAN: Who are you?!
THE BEAST: You will come with me.
He turns, expecting her to follow, but she laughs...
JEAN: I'm not going anywhere with you!
... and follows.
EXTERIOR ALLEY BEHIND WHITE DOVE - NIGHT
The Beast waits for the terrified woman to reach him as a red neon sign bathes them in scarlet. When she is still six paces from him:
THE BEAST: Remove your clothes. She looks in horror as her hands reach up and slide the dress straps from her shoulders.
EXTERIOR A SEATTLE SKYSCRAPER - NIGHT
Krieg's police car pulls to a stop before the entrance to the building. Krieg, Brisby, Ann and Revell exit the car.
KRIEG: You need psychic isolation -- here's psychic isolation. Mason Forbes Oil moved to new headquarters across town.
But the sight of Simon Thall standing beside a beat-up old pickup truck throws Krieg for a second. He adjusts almost instantly, directs the group to enter the skyscraper.
INTERIOR SKYSCRAPER LOBBY - NIGHT
Brisby, Krieg, Revell, Ann & Simon enter. Krieg flashes his badge at the security guard stationed behind a desk with video screens.
KRIEG: Krieg.
SECURITY GUARD: Right, Lieutenant. We've been waiting for you.
But Krieg disregards him and leads everyone toward the bank of elevators.
KRIEG: (to Revell) Twenty floors vacant. That private enough for you?
REVELL: Yeah, I guess so.
KRIEG: (handing him keys) The penthouse.
As Revell and Ann enter:
BRISBY: (to Ann) We could come along, if you want.
Ann hesitates, looks to Krieg, then follows Krieg's look to Revell.
Revell assays the younger cop a moment, then pushes the button. The door closes.
INTERIOR PENTHOUSE - NIGHT
Revell and Ann exit the elevator and enter the penthouse which is surrounded on all sides by floor-to-ceiling glass and the lights of Seattle splaying out into the distance.
Ann finds a light switch, but there's no power.
Revell strolls to one glass wall, looks out on the city. Moments later Ann joins him.
ANN: There are no lights.
Ann searches Revell's features. Then:
ANN: (continued) Why here? Why this place?
REVELL: It's... peaceful. I have to touch you.
ANN: I'm supposed to be like that scarf? Touch me and you can see him?
Revell gestures yes, continues looking at her.
ANN: I don't like the idea very much. It's kind of personal, isn't it? Like being naked?
REVELL: Like that.
ANN: Can you see things when I don't want you to see them?
REVELL: Sometimes.
Ann pushes away from him. Revell grins in spite of himself.
REVELL: Sometimes not.
ANN: It doesn't sound like something you can control very well.
REVELL: It isn't. It controls me. If I controlled it, it wouldn't exist.
ANN: I don't want you to see my private
life.
REVELL: Then I won't.
After a long moment while the repercussions percolate:
ANN: Why can't you just use the scarf?
REVELL: Living things are better conductors. I don't know why. They just are. Krieg knows that. That's why he brought you to me.
Ann considers this, then finally reaches out a hand. Revell takes it.
(ANN'S PSYCHE) TOTAL DARKNESS
Revell steps into brilliant light. WE HEAR a newborn child being slapped and its startled cry. Revell seems lost, turns and is standing near:
A FLASH OF LIGHT:
(ANN'S PSYCHE) INTERIOR ANN'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
17-YEAR-OLD ANN, (implied) nude, stands before the full length mirror. Revell is nearby.
Ann peruses her nude self in the mirror. Finally she closes her eyes and tears roll down her cheeks.
ANOTHER FLASH OF LIGHT:
(ANN'S PSYCHE) EXTERIOR 17-YEAR-OLD ANN'S HOUSE - NIGHT
Near an ambulance parked at the curb, paramedics work over Ann's father, trying to restart his heart. Revell turns from the paramedics to see Ann being comforted by her mother.
The paramedics give up, begin to strap Ann's father's body onto the gurney.
A FLASH OF LIGHT:
(ANN'S PSYCHE) EXTERIOR A GRAVE SITE - DAY
17-Year-Old Ann stands beside her father's fresh grave site.
Revell is nearby. Ann's Mother holds her as she sobs.
17-YEAR-OLD ANN: Daddy...
ANN'S MOTHER: Not your fault. No one could really...
ANOTHER FLASH OF LIGHT:
(ANN'S PSYCHE) INTERIOR JASON'S BEDROOM - NIGHT
Revell stands at the end of the bed. An adult Ann and Jason make love. Unable to accept this intimacy, Ann turns away from Jason.
ANOTHER FLASH OF LIGHT:
(ANN'S PSYCHE) EXTERIOR JASON DEATH SITE - NIGHT
Jason lies bleeding on the ground as The Beast walks toward Ann.
Revell stands observing from several feet away.
The Beast continues toward Ann until, suddenly, he turns and LOOKS AT REVELL even though Revell WAS NOT PRESENT AT THE ACTUAL MURDER!
EXTERIOR ALLEY BEHIND RESTAURANT - NIGHT
The Beast rises from shadow, his features backed by the flashing sign. He has seen Revell. He has made contact.
THE BEAST: I see you!
INTERIOR SKYSCRAPER LOBBY - NIGHT
Krieg, Brisby and Simon turn, startled by Ann's VOICE emanating from the intercom near the security guard's desk:
ANN'S VOICE: Help me! Help me! Someone help me!
They rush for the elevator.
INTERIOR PENTHOUSE - NIGHT
Revell is in a seizure and Ann struggles to restrain him as Krieg, Brisby and Simon dash through the door.
ANN: Help! Help me! He's gone crazy!
Revell twists around to face them. His face is twisted into the appearance of The Beast.
REVELL: (Beast's voice) I see you!
Simon seizes Revell from Ann, first to restrain him, then cradle him until The Beast is gone from Revell's face and the spasms recede.
MOMENTS LATER
Ann watches as Revell awakens in Simon's arms.
KRIEG: You want medical treatment? We can take you to emergency, if you want.
REVELL: No. I'm okay.
BRISBY: What happened?
REVELL: I met your killer. He walked up and said hello.
ANN: He knows you? How?
Brisby and Krieg share a look.
REVELL: He's psychic. We made contact.
KRIEG: Tell me about the killer. What's his name?
REVELL: It's been so long since he used it, it's not present in his mind any longer.
KRIEG: Where does he live?
REVELL: Everywhere. Anywhere. You know the punch-line. Anywhere he damn well pleases.
KRIEG: He's got to have a home --
REVELL: (a burst) You don't understand, do you? I told you, this guy isn't human anymore. He preys on people. They're like cattle to him. He's a vampire, except he doesn't suck blood -- he sucks life out of his victims. It's a thrill for him. Cheap entertainment. He doesn't live like you and me. He doesn't pay rent or write checks or worry about going too far into debt. He sleeps where he wants, eats where he wants, takes what he wants because there's no one to stop him.
BRISBY: We'll stop him... if we have to kill him to do it.
REVELL: (rising) You'll get your chance. I know where he is. Or was, anyway. The White Dove restaurant on Jensen Street.
INTERIOR WHITE DOVE RESTAURANT - NIGHT
Jean's date exits the mens room and looks around for her.
EXTERIOR THE ALLEY - NIGHT
Jean's date steps out the restaurant rear door, looks in either direction, is about to re-enter when he hears a moan.
Jean lies in a fetal position on the pavement, her nudity clothed in shadows.
Jean's Date retreats in horror.
EXTERIOR JENSEN STREET - NIGHT
Krieg's unmarked police car jerks to a stop. As Krieg, Brisby, Ann, Simon and Revell exit:
KRIEG: (to Brisby) Get me some suits. Make it silent.
BRISBY: (pulling mike out of unit) Right. One Delta Niner requesting back-up.
But before dispatch can respond the distant SOUND of multiple sirens is HEARD coming nearer. Krieg gives Brisby a look:
KRIEG: (to Brisby) Find out what that's about. (to Ann) Ann, stay with Brisby. (to Revell) Okay, let's go!
Krieg leads the way as Revell and Simon follow.
EXTERIOR ELSEWHERE ON JENSEN STREET - NIGHT
The Beast strolls among the tourists and regulars like a wolf among sheep. He surveys them patronizingly until the SOUND of the siren distracts him. He saunters toward one end of the small street.
INTERCUT WITH:
EXTERIOR ALLEYWAY - NIGHT
Revell and Krieg press their way through the crowd as an ambulance and black-and-whites screech to a stop nearby. Krieg struggles through the crowd with:
KRIEG: Police! Police! Let me through!
A cop comforts Jean.
KRIEG: (continued) What happened here?
COP: She's not going to tell us.
Krieg looks to Revell.
REVELL: It's him.
KRIEG: (cop) Call for more back-up. Cordon off both ends of the street. Detain any male who's alone.
The blue suit moves out as Revell kneels beside Jean who's trembling, her eyes vacant. Revell touches her:
(REVELL'S VISION) MOVING HIGH-ANGLE SHOT
above Jensen Street, gliding over people toward The Beast, who turns, looks at us/Revell with recognition.
RESUME REVELL
beside Jean. He stands as the paramedics arrive.
REVELL: He's this way!
FOLLOW REVELL, KRIEG AND SIMON
as they maneuver through the crowd toward the far end of Jensen Street.
ANOTHER PART OF JENSEN STREET
The Beast sees a German shepherd tied up outside an outdoor curio stall. He touches the animal.
(A MOMENT LATER) THE SAME CURIO STALL
Krieg and Revell run in search of The Beast. The dog leaps at Krieg from an alleyway, teeth bared. Krieg pivots, too late to shoot.
REVELL: Sleep!
The animal goes limp. Krieg's look asks: How did you do that?
ANOTHER PART OF JENSEN STREET
The Beast betrays the first whisper of concern as he looks to where Jensen Street opens onto the plaza. Black-and-whites are parked there and uniformed officers walk forward, one with a hand radio raised receiving orders to cordon off the street.
The Beast looks back toward the shops and stalls. A group of four middle-aged women stand talking and browsing at a stall. He calmly paces to their side.
THE BEAST: Good evening, ladies.
WOMAN: Well! Good evening to you.
THE BEAST: In thirty seconds a giant cobra is going to emerge from that sewer and attack you.
The Beast moves away.
SECOND WOMAN: Crazy people. They're everywhere.
A SOUND draws their attention. The noise is like a heavy iron wheel spinning against metal. They look around, focus on: A manhole cover shakes in the middle of Jensen Street, is moving. It is suddenly pushed away by -- the HEAD OF A GIANT COBRA BURSTING UP from the sewer!
The women begin to scream.
The cops hear the commotion, rush for it, leaving the exit from Jensen Street free for The Beast's escape.
The cops arrive at the site of the screaming women just as Krieg, Revell and Simon arrive from the opposite direction.
THE WOMEN: Kill it! Shoot it! Snake! Snake! Out of the sewer! Kill it!
COP: What snake?
Weapons drawn, the cops search for the snake but find only a secure manhole cover. Revell touches the women, which calms them and:
REVELL: It's a diversion. This way!
They pace on.
AT KRIEG'S UNMARKED POLICE CAR
Brisby anxiously smokes a cigarette while holding the car microphone, ready to coordinate the police operation.
Ann lingers pensively nearby. She turns...
The Beast stands ten feet from her.
Brisby, hearing Ann's gasp, turns.
BRISBY: What is it?
Ann and The Beast lock eyes in fascinated recognition.
He follows Ann's gaze to The Beast. Brisby pulls his gun and moves to Ann's side, aiming the revolver at The Beast.
BRISBY: (continued) Hands above your head!
The Beast takes a long moment to recognize Brisby's existence, then returns his eyes to Ann.
BRISBY: (continued) (a shout) I said, hands above your head or I'll blow it off!
THE BEAST: Ann, I want you to watch this.
Ann would rather not. She tries to avert her eyes.
With a secretive smile The Beast turns his gaze on Brisby.
Beads of sweat form on the cop's brow as he tries to keep the revolver aimed at The Beast. It quakes in his hands, slowly turns until the barrel swings toward Brisby.
ANN: Please don't... Please don't --
THE BEAST: I want you to watch, Ann. I want you to experience it as I experience it.
The barrel continues to turn. Ann shakes anxiously, looks on in horror as Brisby, himself quaking uncontrollably, struggles to retake control of the gun and his own body.
ANN: Please...
The barrel stares into Brisby's eyes.
BRISBY: (straining) You-son-of-a...
ANOTHER PART OF JENSEN STREET
Krieg and Revell, still moving through the crowd, stop when they hear the GUNSHOT and Ann's SCREAM, then bolt forward.
THE UNMARKED POLICE CAR
Revell, Krieg and Simon arrive to find Ann sobbing hysterically, holding her head trying to shut the murder out of her mind. Brisby's headless body lies nearby. The Beast has gone.
Ann's eyes grow large with mind sight.
ANN RELIVES THE KILLING
in SLOW MOTION: The Beast speaks; Brisby stares at the gun in his hands as it twists about to betray him; Ann screams. Brisby's ghost rises from his dead torso, screams soundlessly, darts toward the sky.
CLOSE - ANN BREEN
as she wakes up screaming.
THE CAMERA DRAWS BACK TO ESTABLISH that Ann has just awakened in a hospital room.
INTERIOR HOSPITAL HALLWAY/ANN'S ROOM - NIGHT
Krieg and Corvalis lounge about tiredly, old coffee cups testifying to the time that's gone by.
Revell paces anxiously, rubbing his head as if suppressing a rising pain.
A nurse hurries by them and into Ann's room, followed by a young intern. When the two disappear through a swinging door down the hall, the SOUND of Ann's screaming can be heard. The three rush for the door.
Inside the room, Ann sits up in bed screaming as the nurse and intern move to restrain her.
Another, older doctor, a RESIDENT, pushes Corvalis, Krieg and Revell back.
REVELL: Let me touch her! I can calm her!
RESIDENT: You'll have to wait in the hall!
The door to Ann's room closes in their faces.
CORVALIS: This is your fault, Krieg! You could've gotten her killed. And if you let this witch doctor anywhere near her, I'm going to see to it that --
Revell reaches out, grasps Corvalis's hand as he looks up angrily. The two men are locked in psychic contact. Muscles quiver. Sweat. Corvalis strains to break the bond.
REVELL: You were born in 1971. Your mother was six months pregnant when she married the man she said was your father.
Corvalis struggles to free his wrist, retreats.
CORVALIS: Let go of me! Let go!
REVELL: In second grade you were caught playing doctor with a little girl. In high school you stole a gold ring from a locker. Your middle name is Colbert. Before she died, your mother admitted it's the name of your real father.
CORVALIS: Damn it, let goof me! Let go!
Corvalis shoves Revell away.
CORVALIS: (continued) I mean it, Krieg! You keep this... freak away from her. Or I'll have your badge.
Corvalis turns, marches away, shouldering past Simon as he goes. Simon takes a silent place on the bench. Krieg straightens his tie to leave:
KRIEG: I can have the city issue a voucher for a room...
SIMON: We'll stay at the skyscraper. He'll be able to sleep there.
KRIEG: Suit yourself. I'll arrange for 24/7 security in the lobby. I'll give you a call when she comes to.
Revell, distracted by concern for Ann, barely acknowledges Krieg's comments. Krieg turns and leaves. Finally Revell's eyes meet Simon's. They both note that Revell's hands are shaking. Massaging his brow as if repressing a migraine:
REVELL: Voices! All the voices are crowding in on me! I've got to get out of the city!
He turns, rushes from the room. Simon looks after him a long moment before rising to follow.
INTERIOR HOSPITAL - THE CORRIDORS - NIGHT
The hallways are vacant and frightening.
INTERIOR ANN'S ROOM - NIGHT
Ann lies in peaceless slumber, twisting below consciousness. She awakens suddenly, sitting up. The room is vacant. She rises from the bed, moves tentatively for the door.
INTERIOR HOSPITAL CORRIDOR - NIGHT
Ann steps out of her room, looks both ways down the corridor at nothing. The place is deserted. It must be very late. Ann HEARS VOICES coming from one direction, moves that way.
A sign above a doorway reads: MORGUE. She gives it a brief look, pushes the swinging door open.
Inside, corpses talk among themselves. One turns around, revealing that one side of his head is nearly gone. There is enough of his face left to identify him as Jeff Brisby.
Ann staggers back as the corpses begin to call her name. "Ann... Ann... Ann..."
Turning to run as the corpses stand and move on her, Ann almost falls over an opened refrigeration drawer containing her own horribly mutilated body.
Sobbing and gasping for breath, Ann retreats through the door, which swings shut behind her. The Beast stands there, looking at her with a Cheshire Cat smile.
INTERIOR ANN'S HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT
Ann wakes up screaming, screaming, SCREAMING...
INTERIOR ANN'S HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT
The Resident enters. The nurse and intern seen earlier sit beside Ann, comforting her.
ANN: Where's Revell? Where is he?
RESIDENT: Asleep, as you should be. I'm going to give you a sedative.
ANN: No! No, I don't want that. I can't trust sleep.
RESIDENT: You have to sleep sometime.
ANN: I saw him kill Brisby. He wanted me to watch. He wanted me to feel it.
RESIDENT: You can tell Lieutenant Krieg tomorrow.
The resident tests the hypo.
ANN: I can feel the killer's presence! I can feel him!
The resident injects the contents of the hypo into the I.V.
RESIDENT: This will calm you down, allow you to sleep.
ANN: (beginning to sink) No! Not while I... can feel... connected... Revell knows...
Out.
The nurse shuts off the lights as they exit.
Ann shudders minutely as the door closes.
(A VISION) ANN'S POINT OF VIEW - EXTERIOR A STREET - NIGHT
She -- he? -- walks up a lonely sidewalk. To a driveway. Up the gravel driveway. To a door. The door opens...
(A VISION) INTERIOR HOUSE - NIGHT
Ann's POV continues as she/he/we enter the house... through the kitchen... a hallway... down the hallway... to a mirror on the wall.
Reflection in the mirror -- The Beast! He grins... turns, proceeds down the hallway to a door which opens...
A woman lies sleeping in a bed. She awakens, rises as if under a spell to meet this intruder... a knife rises... fear sweeps across her expression... she screams... the knife descends...
RESUME ANN
in her hospital room drugged into sleep. She tries to scream, moans with the effort to escape the drugged state, but can't.
DISSOLVE TO:
EXTERIOR GRAVEL DRIVEWAY HOUSE - DAY
Pandemonium. Cops idle about as tv reporters maneuver for a good background shot of the premises as they deliver their reports.
One of the reporters is Bill Petersen from Ann's station.
PETERSEN: (into minicam) ... a widow whose children were spending the night with a relative. We've been asked to withhold the name of the victim pending notification of next-of-kin. That wraps it up from here, Dan and Linda. This is Bill Petersen reporting live from the site of the most recent killing.
EXTERIOR/INTERIOR KRIEG'S MOVING CAR - DAY
Krieg slows down to take in the site.
Beside him is DETECTIVE LEONARD GOETZ (40), who never met a doughnut he didn't like.
KRIEG: I thought this report went out on a secured line.
Goetz shrugs. You got me.
EXTERIOR GRAVEL DRIVEWAY HOUSE - DAY
Krieg and Goetz walk across the grass, bypassing the press.
INTERIOR THE VICTIM'S BEDROOM - DAY
Krieg and Goetz enter the bedroom where criminalists work.
A mural has been painted on the wall. It's only color, red, and printed below, AnN and ReVEll. COme fINd mE.
KRIEG: (reacting to wall) Oh, Jeez...
EXTERIOR SKYSCRAPER - DAY
Krieg's unit pulls to the curb. Krieg and Goetz exit, walk toward the entrance.
INTERIOR SKYSCRAPER LOBBY - DAY
Krieg and Goetz enter. A uniformed police officer and a guard play gin at the reception desk.
KRIEG: (on the go) Revell leave at all last night?
POLICE OFFICER: Nobody's up there, Lieutenant. Nobody's been up there since yesterday.
KRIEG: What happened to Revell and his pal?
POLICE OFFICER: Haven't seen 'em.
EXTERIOR SKYSCRAPER - DAY
Krieg opens the driver door of his unit, digs out the mike.
KRIEG: (mike) This is Krieg. I want an APB on Ted Revell, male Caucasian, blue/brown, five ten, one sixty. Also, Simon Thall, brown/brown, six two, two ten. Material witnesses. Krieg out.
GOETZ: Maybe they were out having a good
time last night.
KRIEG: Why not? Somebody must have.
Krieg slides behind the wheel. Goetz follows slowly.
EXTERIOR REVELL'S COTTAGE - DAY
Simon walks toward the cottage.
INTERIOR REVELL'S COTTAGE - DAY
Revell lies twisted among blanket and sheets, an empty bottle of liquor beside him.
Simon enters without knocking, surveys his friend, finds a coffee cup, rinses it out in the bathroom, fills it with water, and pours it over Revell's head. Revell sputters awake.
REVELL: Wha... What was that?
SIMON: Horse piss.
Revell grips his head between hands.
REVELL: God, my head is killing me.
SIMON: You keep saying that.
Revell stands, staggers into the bathroom to splash more water into his face.
SIMON: (continued) I'm going to cook up some breakfast. Want some?
Simon hears Revell throw up, and laughs.
AT A COMPUTER WORKSTATION
Revell boots up his computer system, a mostly uneaten sandwich sitting on a plate atop the monitor. The computer beeps as Simon enters drying a frying pan.
SIMON: It's been awhile since I heard that sound.
REVELL: Yeah, I've got E-mail stacking up and I'm already three days late on the HD camera manual.
SIMON: It's only a matter of time until Krieg realizes you're here. Then he'll show up.
REVELL: Doesn't matter. I'm finished.
SIMON: This evil man, he's going to keep killing. Krieg needs you to stop him.
An outburst, Revell throws the plate at the wall where it shatters with a crash.
REVELL: Damn it! I am not a public utility!... I thought I could do it, Simon. I really did, but... I'm not strong enough. I'd have to be a monster, like this guy, to be able to do it. And I'm not...
SIMON: I'll let you clean this up. I'm your friend, not your maid. I could use a hand today. I got a fence that needs to be re-enforced.
REVELL: Yeah, well, I got a tech manual to write.
SIMON: You can sweat the poison out.
REVELL: Yeah, okay. Sure.
Simon is gone.
Revell stands alone in the room. Finally he moves to sweep up the pieces of the shattered plate.
INTERIOR HOSPITAL CORRIDOR - DAY
Krieg paces down the hallway, stops when he sees media types standing outside Ann's room talking to the cop Krieg ordered stationed there.
Krieg approaches his man just as Blaine Corvalis steps out of Ann's room.
KRIEG: Who authorized this?
COP: Miss Breen said it would be okay.
KRIEG: You were put here to keep unauthorized people from going in --
CORVALIS: Ann Breen isn't under arrest, Lieutenant, and not even the police can restrict her mobility or the people she chooses to see.
Krieg moves to step past Corvalis.
CORVALIS: (continued) (stopping Krieg) Hey, we're taping an interview in there --
Krieg shrugs him off and enters.
INTERIOR ANN'S ROOM - DAY
Ann, wearing a hospital gown and robe, is being interviewed on camera by Bill Petersen, KACT's new "star" reporter.
ANN: ... was like... feeling something, only you see it. It's like feeling a snapshot. That's the best analogy I can give you.
Ann acknowledges Krieg's presence a moment before Corvalis follows him into the room.
PETERSEN: You saw Officer Brisby die through his killer's eyes?
Ann's far-away look says that she can almost see it even yet.
ANN: Yes.
PETERSEN: Why didn't he kill you?
Ann can't answer that. Finally, she gestures that she can't.
ANN: I don't know. Maybe he likes an audience. I really don't know.
KRIEG: That's enough.
He steps between the minicam and Ann. Corvalis moves to intercept him.
CORVALIS: Oh, come on, Krieg -- you're messing with a First Amendment issue here.
KRIEG: No, I'm not. Corvalis, I want that videotape.
CORVALIS: You're not getting it without a court order, and by the time you get one, this stuff will be on the air.
KRIEG: I don't need a court order. Ann Breen's testimony is integral to an on-going police investigation. (taking cassette from camera) This constitutes vital evidence.
CORVALIS: This is police harassment, Krieg. I'm going to file a complaint.
KRIEG: Just spell my name right. It's with an IE, not EI. Gentlemen, if you'll please step outside.
Petersen and his crew follow Corvalis' reluctant gesture and the men exit the room. After they're gone, Krieg unwinds the tape and breaks it, drops the remains into a trash can.
ANN: I still work for Blaine, Lieutenant. I felt I owed him something.
KRIEG: You owe me. You owe Jeff Brisby. I want this guy and I'm going to get him. You can't help by broadcasting privileged information. Anyway, I don't want to start a panic in this city. If people know the details of how this guy works, well --
ANN: Okay. No more interviews.
KRIEG: Good.
ANN: Where's Ted?
KRIEG: I don't know. He was supposed to spend the night at the penthouse I arranged for, but he didn't show.
ANN: He's okay, don't you think? I mean, he hasn't -- ?
KRIEG: I think I know where he's at. But first, there's something I want you to see.
EXTERIOR GRAVEL DRIVEWAY & HOUSE - DAY
Krieg's car pulls into the driveway.
A police cordon tape bars further entrance to the back of the house, and another blocks the door.
INTERIOR KRIEG'S CAR - DAY
Krieg and Ann. She stares in wonder at the house.
KRIEG: What is it?
ANN: (finally) Nothing, I guess... No, nothing.
Before he can inquire further, she's out of the car.
EXTERIOR GRAVEL DRIVEWAY & HOUSE - DAY
Krieg trots to catch up with Ann.
KRIEG: Something about this house. Tell me.
Ann slowly ascends the steps. Krieg follows.
ANN: It looks... It could almost be my parents' house. Back in Albany. When I was a teenager, before my father died.
She opens the screen door, pauses.
ANN: (continued) There's more... I dreamed about this house last night. At least, I thought it was a dream.
INTERIOR GRAVEL DRIVEWAY HOUSE - DAY
Ann steps inside. Krieg follows. She stands in the room as if the walls are waves about to crash over her. Sounds, smells, the textures of childhood mesmerize her.
KRIEG: What did you dream?
She tries to recall, but smothers the effort with a smile.
ANN: I don't remember now.
GOETZ'S VOICE: Care for a doughnut, Lieutenant?
Goetz stands at the entrance to the hallway, a doughnut and Styrofoam cup in hand. He's startled Ann, who jerks around.
GOETZ: There's a couple of glaze in there, and a maple bar, I think.
KRIEG: No, thanks. Ann?
ANN: (still enchanted) Huh?
GOETZ: Would you like a doughnut? Or coffee?
ANN: Uhm -- no. Thanks.
Krieg gives Goetz a sour look, shoves him away.
KRIEG: Actually, I brought you here to see...
HALLWAY
Krieg leads Ann down the hallway.
KRIEG: (continuous) ... this room.
They pass the wall mirror whose surface reflected The Beast's face only hours ago, and on to the bedroom door. Krieg opens it, but Ann holds back.
KRIEG: (continued) What is it?
She doesn't know. Krieg shoves the door and it swings open.
GRAVEL HOUSE BEDROOM
Krieg steps inside. Ann remains at the threshold. Goetz steps past her, moves to retrieve an envelope from the end of the bed.
GOETZ: I got the glossies back from the lab, Lieutenant.
Ann steps inside, surveys the mosaic in blood, gasps when she sees her name.
ANN: I lied.
Krieg and Goetz look up from the glossies just being pulled from the manila envelope.
ANN: (continued) I saw everything. I saw it all. He made me see it. He killed a young woman here last night, didn't he?
Krieg's look is the answer.
ANN: (continued) He made her want him. She gave herself to him, and then he made her see what would happen. She was terrified. She was... hypnotized by the promise of her own death. (as if explaining why she witnessed this) I tried to wake up. I tried, but... I was numb. I tried to scream, to warn someone, but...
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