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PITCH BLACK

We hear the dull thud as GUNSHOTS ricochet, hitting something.

FADE IN:

EXT. SEASHORE - NIGHT

A quiet ROAR.  A Pelican perches on a large piece of driftwood
as a slow tide reaches its fingers across the cold sand. 
Another GUNSHOT.  A weathered beer can is blown off the rim
of a decrepit boat.  The Pelican stands like a sentry,
observing as if it's business as usual.

Five beer cans get plucked off the edge in quick succession. 
In the dim light we make out the fierce face of a YOUNG MAN
in his late teens.  The gun he holds is merely a bee bee
gun.  Savoring the moment, the Young marksman walks to the
boat and looks inside.

Scattered on the floor of the boat are dozens of beer and
soda cans.  Clearly, he's been at this for awhile; the
satisfied cockiness in his eyes tells us he's a confident
shooter.  The Pelican picks at a tattered backpack beside
the boat.

YOUNG MAN
Hey, Old Buster.  I beat my record
tonight, didn't I? 

The Young Man opens up one of the many zippers in the backpack
and peels back the lid, spills a can of sardines on the sand. 
Old Buster hops over, gobbles them down and flies off.  Andy
watches.

FADE IN:

INT. RESTAURANT - NEW YORK CITY - NIGHT

A cavernous, over-lit hip joint.  Steak knives SCRAPE against
expensive china cutting into bloody steaks.  SNATCHES of
polite conversation served between sips of red wine.  YOUNG
HOT SHOTS, in Armani and Gucci, and REGULARS, mixed breed
label mutts, add just the right touch of practiced class.

PAUL SPENCER stands out in his cheaper suit.  But he makes
up for it with his rough-hewn, but dazzling good looks and
impeccable grooming.
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His laser intense eyes pierce through the bullshit:  they
operate like a video camera not missing the food stains on a
waiter's apron or the chip on a China plate or the bulge of
a gun in the Armani Man's jacket next to the bar. 

Wine, forget about it.  He has to have beer.  Not any beer -
Molson Golden.  He peers over the top of an upside-down wine
list - a calculating warmonger, his hawk-eyes fixate on a
table of OLDER MEN LAUGHING.  One in particular holds his
attention - a pudgy guy plagued with a bad case of dental
plaque.

The distinguished-looking CONGRESSMAN ARTHUR BILLOWS abruptly
stands, sucks down the last of his drink, acknowledges a
friend with a glad-hand to the back, and heads toward the
rest room.  Paul shoves his chair aside, tails the
Congressman.

INT. RESTAURANT - REST ROOM - LATER

Billows adjusts his tie as he exits a stall.  At the sink he
vigorously washes his hands, staring into the mirror.  Paul
watches him like a falcon watches his prey as Billows finishes
and places himself in front of Paul.  Paul grabs a towel and
hands it to Billows; the congressman dries his hands as he
grades Paul's appearance.  

BILLOWS
Probably didn't vote for me, did
you?  Most of your kind don't.

PAUL
When I see the name of an uninformed,
scapegoating right wing puppet on my
ballot, I make sure the Chad stays
where it is.

Billows removes a piece of food from the front of Paul's
suit.  Paul is non-plussed.

BILLOWS
Americans have been ripped off right
and left by the lack of a racial
quota.  My immigration bill will
give more jobs to real Americans.

PAUL
Your immigration bill will put a
smile on the face of every gun-toting,
ultra-Christian, Neo-Nazi in the
country... Sir.
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BILLOWS
And just how many of these "gluttonous
Nazi demons" do you actually think
this country has?

PAUL
Never been to one of your fundraisers. 

Paul shows no emotion either way as Billows look him straight
in the eye.  Paul never cracks a sweat.  But, the second
Billows turns his attention to throwing away a paper towel,
Paul's face wears the look of a man whose mission is much
greater than male sparring. 

CREAK - TWO GUYS walk into the rest room.  Paul immediately
sizes them up, and allows Billows to pass by on his way out. 

CLICK -  Paul turns around without hesitation, placing his
hand to his lower back, holding onto the shiny handle of a
gun tucked underneath his jacket.  Like a deadly viper -
alert and ready to strike - anytime.

TWO SUITS are in separate stalls.  One of them has dropped a
lighter.  Acknowledging the source of the click, Paul releases
the gun from his readied trigger finger.  He walks to the
sink and washes his hands over and over.  Pulls out a small
pair of tweezers and begins scraping molecules of food
underneath his nails.

Paul pushes past the rest room door and observes Billows as
he sits with his cronies without blinking.

SHOW PAUL ONLY PLANE GOING TO TEXAS - MAYBE A SEXY WOMAN
ASKS PAUL WHERE HE IS HEADED - HE SAYS TO SEE HIS SON - HASN'T
SEEN HIM IN OVER SIXTEEN YEARS, HIS AUNT DIED NOW THEY CAN
BE RE-UNITED... SHE ASKS TO SEE A PICTURE, MAYBE HE HAS AN
OLD ONE IN HIS POCKET... MAYBE SHE ASKS WHAT HE DOES AND HE
IS CRYPTIC -- MAKE SHORT

SHOW SOMEONE PICKING UP PAUL AT AIRPORT, MAKE VERY SHORT,
PAUL SAYS HOW IS ANDY... PERSON RESPONDS HOW WOULD YOU BE IF
YOUR ONLY RELATIVE DIED AND YOUR INVSIBILE FATHER COMES BACK
AS IF NOTHING HAPPENED

SHOW FUNNERAL -- VERY VERY SHORT... SHOW ANDY NO WHERE NEAR
PAUL, PAUL STARES AT ANDY, ANDY DOESN'T EVEN LOOK AT HIM.

SHOW GET TOGETHER AFTER FUNNERAL, PAUL TRIES TO TALK TO ANDY,
ANDY DOESN'T ACKOWLEDGE -- QUICK SCENE
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SHOW ANDY AND PAUL IN CAB ON WAY TO AIRPORT... PAUL SAYS
THINGS WILL WORK OUT... ANDY DOESN'T PAY ATTENTION, WHEN
THEY PULL UP AT AIRPORT PAUL TRIES TO HAND ANDY HIS BACK
PACK... ANDY DOES NOT LIKE THAT VERY MUCH AND SAYS TO HIM,
DON'T EVER TOUCH IT...

INT. AIRPORT - EARLY EVENING

HERE ANDY IS AT TEXAS WITH PAUL AND ANDY TRIED TO GET BEE
BEE GUN ON PLANE

Andy places his luggage on the scanner at the luggage
checkpoint.  Andy dispenses all metal objects before stepping
through the metal detector.  He makes it through fine - but
one of his bags is quickly ripped open by a SECURITY GUARD. 
The security guard spots Andy's bee bee gun.

SECURITY GUARD
Son, you can't bring this on the
plane.  We're going to have to
confiscate this.

ANDY
It's just a bee bee gun.

SECURITY GUARD
You are not allowed to have any
weapons on the aircraft.

ANDY
I studied in Karate so you better
duck tape my hands together, then.

The security guard is not amused.

VERY VERY SMALL SCENE SHOWING EXT. SHOT OF AIRPLANE LANDING
IN A NEW YORK AIRPORT NEAR LONG ISLAND... AND THEN PARKING
GARAGE SCENE BELOW MAKES AWESOME SENSE

EXT. PARKING GARAGE - AIRPORT - MOMENTS LATER

Andy follows a few feet behind Paul on purpose.  Andy's not
exactly thrilled to be here.  Paul turns around every so
often to engage in conversation with Andy.

PAUL
I bought you a computer and fixed
the room up the best I could.  I
didn't have much to go on.



5.

ANDY
And why would you? 

Paul takes the sting as he makes his way to a well kept Ford
Explorer.  Paul unlocks the trunk and places Andy's luggage
in the back.  Paul reaches to take Andy's backpack from him,
but Andy clings onto it for life.  Paul releases his grip
and closes the trunk.

PAUL
Shall we.

Paul climbs into the drivers seat.  Andy reluctantly hops
into the passengers side.

INT. FORD EXPLORER - CONTINUOUS

The inside of the truck appears almost brand new.  Andy
investigates the anal work here.  He pulls the unused
cigarette lighter out.  That figures.

Paul starts the truck up and slowly backs out.

ANDY
What's with the new car smell?

PAUL
Order and cleanliness are crucial to
keeping ones life and valuables in
tack.

Andy reaches into his backpack and pulls out a candy bar. 
He opens the melting pile of chocolate and begins to eat. 
Paul witnesses this and slams on the brakes.  From his body
movement, one would swear he was in the midst of having a
heart attack.  Paul grabs the candy bar out of Andy's hand
and tosses it out the window in a nearby trash can.  Paul
then immediately opens the glove box, pulls out a napkin and
hands it to Andy.

PAUL (CONT'D)
Cars are not dining room tables.

Andy wipes his hands.  Paul continues to drive out of the
parking lot.  These two are defiantly headed down the path
of two Antelope's with their antlers locked together.

INT. FORD EXPLORER - EARLY EVENING

Paul drives with a pensive look on his face.  His eyes shift
from the road to Andy who soaks in the rolling scenery.
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PAUL
I think you'll like Long Island.

Andy doesn't respond.  His jaw clenches and his eyes narrow. 
He is holding back aggression like a boxer who's ready to
take down Mike Tyson.  Paul's CELL PHONE rings.  On the third
ring, he answers.

PAUL (ON PHONE) (CONT'D)
Hold on.

Paul quickly pulls to the side of the road.  He covers the
cell phone and turns to Andy.

PAUL (CONT'D)
Andy, I have to take this call.

ANDY
Trust me, I'm not paying attention.

PAUL
I'm going to have to ask you to step
out of the car!

Andy wants to say "Are you kidding me," but instead he grabs
his backpack and complies.  Paul waits for Andy to shut the
car door before putting the cell phone back to his mouth.

PAUL (ON PHONE) (CONT'D)
I'm alone.  What has to happen?

Paul watches Andy move to the front of the truck.

EXT. FREEWAY - CONTINUOUS

Andy turns back to get a glimpse of Paul.  But Paul
mysteriously turns away so Andy cannot see him talk.  This
strikes Andy as odd.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

The walls are painted light blue.  Various sports items lie
on shelves.  An older model computer sits on a basic desk. 
Andy lies flat on his back, staring up at the ceiling.  The
door opens and Paul enters.

PAUL
Getting settled in?

Nothing from Andy.
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PAUL (CONT'D)
I have to run a quick errand.  

Andy doesn't even flinch.  Paul is already exhausted by Andy's
stubbornness.

PAUL (CONT'D)
Do me a favor, please.  There are a
couple trash-cans out front - move
them to the road.  Oh, and there is
an office across from the kitchen. 
That room is off limits!

Andy cockily salutes Paul like a soldier.  Paul resigns from
starting a conflict and leaves.

Andy rolls to his side.  He's out of his normal element and
he's starting to feel it.

EXT. DRIVEWAY - NIGHT

Andy has a hand full of papers as he tosses them into the
garbage cans.  He then, drags the cans to the road.

GIRL'S VOICE (O.S.)
Looks like some eye candy just moved
in across the street.

Andy looks up and sees a naturally beautiful eighteen year
old SAMANTHA crossing the street toward him.

SAMANTHA
Welcome to the neighborhood, Andy
right?

ANDY
How did you know my name?

SAMANTHA
I always try to get to know the name
of the people who could crush me in
a Spelling Bee or with a smile.

Andy blushes. 

Samantha notices the loose papers on top of the trash and
she reaches for them.  She recognizes them as poetry.  Andy
quickly snatches them out of her hands.

ANDY
Trust me, they belong in the trash.
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SAMANTHA
A writer and humble.

She spots an old model Buick sitting in the driveway.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
Yours?

Andy turns to the car.

ANDY
Supposedly the grocery car is at my
disposal.  I'm still wondering if
it's punishment for something I might
have done in a previous life.

Samantha likes his sense of humor.

SAMANTHA
My names Samantha by the way...

(beat)
...and you are?

ANDY
Andy.

SAMANTHA
Well, Andy.  You up for a little
ride?  Maybe see some of the sights.

Of course Andy's defiantly down to be accompanied by this
gorgeous girl.

EXT. ICE CREAM HANG OUT - NIGHT

Stars fill the night sky.  Samantha and Andy sit at a picnic
table enjoying ice cream cones.

SAMANTHA
So is there anything I should know
about you?  Maybe a serial killer in
family?

ANDY
Bite me cuticles.  That kinda thing?

Just then, JOHN MATTHEWS, eighteen years old, struts up toward
Andy.  Owning his masculinity and oozing narcissism, John
gives a shove to Andy's chest.
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JOHN
Watch it, freak-ass.

(looks at Andy's jeans)
Did daddy iron those for you?

ANDY
(nervous)

I did, with a flat iron set for cotton
blends.

John jabs Andy in the chest again.

JOHN
This hang out is for locals, only.

Samantha intervenes.

SAMANTHA
John, do you have to be such a cliche? 
This is Paul Spencer's son.

JOHN
I don't care if he's The Incredible
Hulk's son!

John cracks his KNUCKLES in an original way and sternly stares
Samantha and Andy down.

JOHN (CONT'D)
Drop the square peg!

Samantha boldly glares into John's eyes.

SAMANTHA
I did!

And with that, Samantha takes Andy by the hand and leads him
toward Andy's car.

JOHN
(to Andy)

We'll meet again, punk!

Samantha turns to Andy and whispers to him.

SAMANTHA
We'll go have our own brand of fun.

Andy jumps in the drivers side.  Samantha peers once at John
with venom in her eyes, before hopping into the passengers
side.
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Andy drives off, leaving a very upset John in the dust. 

EXT. WOODS - NIGHT

Dense wooded area.  We would expect that JASON VOORHEES would
be lingering with his hockey mask, behind a bush, waiting
for prey.  Andy pulls his car into a clearing. 

EXT. LAKE - DOCK - MOMENTS LATER

A lake, like a sheet of glass, and beautiful landscape. 
CRICKETS make their music.  Andy and Samantha lie stretched
out on a dock and staring up at the shimmering stars and a
mystical moon.  Andy offers her his backpack as a pillow.

SAMANTHA
So what part of this maddening world
did you locate from?

Samantha folds her hands over her chest, resting herself.

ANDY
I grew up in Houston with my Aunt
until she died a few years ago.  I
just moved here with my dad, after a
few year run in foster care. 

SAMANTHA
Are you and your father close?

ANDY
As close as life-long strangers can
be.

Andy sits up and stares into the lake.  He's hushed.  He
slaps a mosquito on his arm.  Silence speaks a thousand words
here.

Samantha's eyes search the starry night.  She lets out a
heavy sigh, rises to her hands and knees, then stands and
takes off her clothes and shoes.  She is clad only in her
bra and panties.

Andy watches her with some confusion and surprise.  His tongue
is almost sitting in his lap.  Samantha turns to him
seductively, with come hither eyes.  She jumps off the dock
into the water.  She playfully splashes.

SAMANTHA
Come on in. 
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ANDY
I can't swim very well.

Samantha dog paddles to the dock, and pulls herself partially
up on it.  She begins to take Andy's shoes and socks off. 
He feels at ease as he gazes into her warm eyes.  Leaving on
only his pants, he jumps into the shallow water.  His teeth
chatter.  Samantha swims to a large rock in the middle of
the pond, and she climbs up.  She jumps in head first.

Andy's paranoid as he looks for her to surface.  A good twenty
seconds goes by, and he dog paddles out into the pond looking
for her.  Andy's body jerks as he is pulled underwater. 
Andy's hand as he struggles to catch his breath.

Samantha surfaces beside him.  She's aware now he really
can't swim well as she puts her arm around him and swims him
back to shore.  Without a word, Samantha pushes him up onto
the dock, she then joins him there, catching her breath. 
She sweetly kisses him, and gazes thoughtfully into his eyes.  

ANDY (CONT'D)
This where you bring all your prey?

SAMANTHA
Only the ones I eat.

Samantha goes in for another kiss.  Andy seems more relaxed.

INT. FORD EXPLORER - NIGHT

Paul pulls into a twenty-four hour grocery store.  He sees
cars parked in a clutter fuck and parks furthest away, where
his truck is near no one else.  He pulls a small, dull 9 mm
gun out from around his waist and shoves it in the glove
box.  He exits the vehicle.

INT. GROCERY STORE - NIGHT

The store is similar to a Ralph's.  Paul walks in after what
appears to be a hard night and snatches a hand held grocery
basket.  Off to the left, TWO BUSY BODY FEMALE CASHIERS ogle
over a trashy tabloid paper.

CASHIER #1
Do you think Jennifer Lopez was really
a gay disco dancer that had a sex
change?
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CASHIER #2
Oh, for sure.  My cousin Polly is
friends with one of her backup dancers
and he swears they were ex-gay lovers.

The two cashiers notice Paul walk down an aisle.

CASHIER #1
Oh, God.  There is that creepy guy
my momma told me about.

CASHIER #2
(fake confidence)

My cousin Billy told me he actually
seen him kill someone, with his bare
hands.

Cashier #1 touches her chest in disgust.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Andy tip-toes in, backpack in his left hand.  He's alone. 
Nothing but a tidy room complete with all the comfortable
amenities a middle-class family would be expected to have.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - GARAGE - CONTINUOUS

This garage would make Martha Stewart envious.  Everything
has a place and almost appears untouched.  Like a Firestone
retail store.  Andy peers into the garage to check for his
Paul's car.  Not there.

INT. GROCERY STORE - SAME TIME

Paul is in the midst of deciding on a store bought cake. 
Out of the corner of his eye, he recognizes a degenerate
YOUNG MAN stealing a couple magazines on a near by shelf.

The Young Man attempts to leave with a confident stride,
until he is met with Paul's foot and the Young Man goes
spiraling to the ground.

PAUL
You are going to put those magazines
back, right?

No answer.  Paul applies a pressure point to the Young Man's
back.

YOUNG MAN
Fuck, okay.  Give me a break.
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The Young Man puts the magazines back and takes off.  Paul
innocently goes back to his shopping.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S  HOUSE - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Andy opens the refrigerator.  All of the food labels face
front.  Andy turns one of the perfectly arranged cans side-
ways.  On second thought, he arranges it back to the way it
was.  He HUMS to himself and sways to his own rhythm as he
searches for something to eat.

MOMENTS LATER

A mess where Andy made his sandwich covers the counter.  He
raises the sandwich for a first bite, but freezes, hearing a
RUSTLING sound from his father's office.  He deftly cocks
his head toward the office door.  He quietly reaches for a
large kitchen knife and glides to the door.

INT. GROCERY STORE - SAME TIME

Paul walks up to Cashier #1 and places his items by her
register; store-bought cake, nail clippers, shampoo, soda
and other assorted items.

She nervously scans in the items as she can't help but stare
at him.  He is busy glaring at her opened tabloid magazine
as he laughs inside.  His eyes quickly move to meet hers and
she fearfully shifts her eyes away.

PAUL
Rumors can lead to gossip - gossip
can get you killed.

He smirks as Cashier #1's eyes bulge.  Cashier #2 mouths
"Freak" to herself as she bags his groceries.

CASHIER #1
That will be twelve - eighty nine.

Paul hands her a twenty and she gives him his change.  He
smiles as he takes his groceries and departs.  Cashier #2,
still standing at Cashier #1's baggage area leans into Cashier
#1.

CASHIER #2
I seriously believe he killed someone. 
He looks like a 'friggen...

She turns and is met with a hard-faced Paul.  He holds up
his receipt.
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PAUL
You didn't charge me for my clippers.

Cashier #1 assists him as Cashier #2 cowers underneath Paul. 

PAUL (CONT'D)
Ignorance is bliss.

It is almost like he is enjoying this as he smiles ear to
ear.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - HALL TO OFFICE DOOR - NIGHT

Andy glances through the keyhole.  His eyes dilate.  His
face flushes.

ANDY
Anybody there?

Nothing.  He pries the lock with the knife.  The knife bends
and gets stuck in the door.  Pieces of the sandwich in his
hand fall to the floor.  He hears the GARAGE DOOR open.  He
jerks unsuccessfully on the knife.

CAR DOOR SLAMS in the garage.  Andy pulls on the knife again,
with both hands.  No use.  It won't budge.  Shit!

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - GARAGE - NIGHT

Paul leaps out of his Ford Explorer.  His hard, alert, but
impenetrable face reflects in the tinted windows.  He notices
a finger print on the tinted windows.  Wipes it clean.  He
grabs his alligator briefcase and the groceries.

He pushes a button on the wall, and the garage door rolls
shut.  He takes five long steps toward the main door to the
house.

He stops and turns, noticing a big piece of red tape about a
foot away from the front tires.  Annoyed with himself, he 
rushes back to the truck and re-parks 'til the front wheel
touches the red tape.  Now he's happy.  

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - HALL TO OFFICE DOOR - SAME TIME

Andy sweats as he continues to try to remove the knife from
the door jam.
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INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Andy dashes into the kitchen, slipping and sliding across
the floor.  He sets the sandwich down.  Trying to be quiet,
he pulls open a drawer and removes a pair of pliers.  He
races back to the office door.

INT. HALLWAY - OFFICE DOOR - CONTINUOUS

Andy hears Paul WIPE HIS FEET on a mat and OPEN the kitchen
door.  He yanks on the knife - it comes out as he falls back
against the opposite wall with a small THUD and quickly stands
up, looking around and wiping sweat from his brow.

INT. KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

Andy runs for the kitchen and opens the refrigerator.  He
sticks his head in, trying to appear inconspicuous and catch
his breath.  Paul enters, sets his alligator briefcase on
the floor next to the counter, and eyes Andy.  He sets the
groceries on the counter and neatly puts them away.

PAUL
Something wrong with the air-
conditioning?

ANDY
No.  No.  No.  I was starving.  Um. 
Was it okay that I helped myself?

PAUL
This is your abode, too.  What's
mine is yours.  I got you a cake.

Paul lies out the store bought cake.  Andy closes the
refrigerator, and tries to collect his thoughts and control
his BREATHING.  Pauls' eagle eyes notice the beads of sweat
on Andy's neck.  Andy briefly eyes the cake and nods in
acknowledgment.

The tension between these two strangers could be cut with a
chainsaw.

ANDY
I'm gonna head up to bed.

Suddenly, Paul is in Andy's path.  He distrustfully places
his hand on Andy's shoulder.
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PAUL
You know, eating this late could
give you nightmares. 

(beat)
You're kind of sweaty - 'ya feeling
okay?

ANDY
(nervously)

Just need some rest.

Andy completes a three-yard dash out of the kitchen.

Annoyed, Paul picks up Andy's mess on the counter, he scrapes
the crumbs into his hands and washes them down the sink.  He
opens the refrigerator.  An implacable expression - except
the can Andy jokingly turned around is not positioned where
Paul would like it.  Paul returns the can where it should
be.  Now, everything's in its assigned place.  

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - HALL TO OFFICE DOOR - NIGHT

Paul flips through his key ring for the office door key, and
he drops them accidentally.

He picks up the keys - and sandwich crumbs.  He examines the
keys and crumbs in his hand; then notices the lock on the
office door.  Metal splinters stick up from around the lock. 
He's more than concerned, he's extremely upset.

Paul swings open the office door and looks in for any sign
of an intruder.  The office is meticulously clean and neat. 
He slowly observes the room:  pictures hung perfectly, plants
standing upright, desk organized, books all one inch from
the edge of the shelves.

No sign of entry.  Just a window left slightly open and the
blinds rustling from the early fall wind.  Paul walks to the
window and closes it.  He walks back to the door.  He reaches
for the door handle, vigorously shaking the knob back and
forth.  He steps back into the hallway and closes the door.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - MORNING

Paul sits at the table, sipping a cup of coffee, and reading
the sports section of the newspaper.  Andy, still wearing
his nightclothes, something short of tip-toes in, avoiding
eye contact with Paul.
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PAUL
(agitated)

You wouldn't by chance know what
happened to the lock on my office
door?

ANDY
No - why?

PAUL
Looked tampered with.

Paul glares at Andy.  Andy turns to leave.

PAUL (CONT'D)
(gruff)

Hold it!  I have something to run by
you. 

Paul holds up two tickets, smiling broadly.

PAUL (CONT'D)
Tampa, Florida, you and me and fishing -
what do you think?

ANDY
(hostile)

Tampa, Florida, watching flies fuck
while we don't catch anything.  Is
this your way of trying to make up
for lost times?

Paul's face changes from an expression of happiness to one
of discouragement.

ANDY (CONT'D)
YOU are not my father.

PAUL
I'm trying to make up for what I
didn't do.

ANDY
(sarcastic)

You're saddled up with me and I'm
saddled up with you, so let's just
be honest about the whole "bond"-age
thing.

PAUL
Wait one second, here...
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Andy storms out, furious, before Paul can finish his
statement.  Paul shakes his head, SIGHS, and places the
airplane tickets under a reptile magnet on the refrigerator.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - ANDY'S BEDROOM - DAY

Andy sits Indian style on his bed.  A poetry book is sprawled
across his lap.  The cover in his handwriting reads:  POETRY
BY MOM.  A glimmer of a happy Andy as he digests every word
written on the pages.  Andy slams the poetry book shut. 
Caressing the cover with his hands, he sits still a moment
and then slides the book under the bed.  The front DOOR SLAMS. 
Andy trudges his way to the window and watches Paul decked
out in body-glove running clothes, building up to a jog on
his trek away from the house.

MONTAGE OF SHOTS

-  Andy looks out the back door.  The lawn is trimmed and
neat. 

-  He checks around the house.  Running his fingers on the
furniture.  Spit-clean, spic and span.

-  He runs down the stairs of the basement.  Ship-shape. 
Nothing out of place as expected.

-  He opens the garage door, sees the Ford Explorer - Bingo!  

EXT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - DRIVEWAY - LATER

Andy finishes soaping up the Buick.  A boom-box plays ROCK
MUSIC.  He awkwardly, creatively dances as he rinses off the
car with the hose and sponge.  Not exactly Billy Elliot,
but, there's joy there.

A sports car with tinted windows pulls up at the base of the
driveway.  No one gets out.  The car mysteriously sits there
with the engine running.  At first Andy doesn't know what to
make of this.  Then, the passenger window lowers half way. 
Andy can barely make out the shape of a mans head.  At the
same time a thin YOUNG GUY, riding a bike, attempts to peddle
past the sports car.  The sports car driver door is thrust
open, hitting the Young Guy, causing him to go crashing to
the ground.

John smuggliy steps out of the sports car and glares at Andy.

JOHN
You and I, will see each other another
day.
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John hops back in the sports car, not even acknowledging
what he did to the Young Guy and speeds off, nearly hitting
the Young Guy.

Andy rushes to the Young Guy and notices he has a small scrape
on his knee.

ANDY
Are you okay?

TATE
Other than my pride?  Welcome to the
jungle.  The cruel politics of high
school, where the natural selection
of meatheads still dominate.

Andy assists Tate off the ground.

ANDY
Can I get you a band-aid or
something...

TATE
Tate is my name.  And no, it's just
a scratch.  I've never seen you
before.  Are you related to Mr.
Spencer?

ANDY
Unfortunate DNA blending - I'm his
son, Andy.

Tate gazes hauntingly at Paul's house.

ANDY (CONT'D)
You know Paul?

TATE
Never been formally introduced.  But
I hear enough.

Tate picks up his bike.

TATE (CONT'D)
Well, maybe we can join forces against
the hypocricy of the high school
tyrants.

Andy muses.
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ANDY
I'd like that.

Tate extends his hand and they shake.

TATE
Well, Andy, I'll see you around.

And with that, Tate hops on his bike and rides off.  Andy
returns to his Buick.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - GARAGE - DAY

Andy examines the Explorer.  He then takes a can of car wax
from a shelf.  As he steps back outside, he runs his finger
across the truck.  There's a layer of mud caked behind the
wheel wells.  Hmm.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Andy walks into the kitchen and pulls open drawer after
drawer, searching for something.  The search stops when he
finds a key ring and sets it on the counter.  He opens the
refrigerator and takes out a jug of water.  As he tips the
jug up to drink, he sees the airplane tickets.  He picks
them up, looks at them and puts them back.

INT. FORD EXPLORER - LATER

The truck is now in the driveway.  Andy vigorously vacuums
the inside.  He accidentally bumps the glove compartment and
it pops open.

The 9mm gun falls to the floor.  He picks it up, admires it. 
He holds it up to his face and looks down the barrel.  His
BREATH becomes shallow with excitement.  A look of
gratification crosses his face.  Startled, he fumbles, drops
the gun, then quickly stashes it away, puzzled at his
feelings.

Andy moves to vacuum the trunk.  As he sucks up the broom-
clean back, he notices something red sticking out from
underneath the flap of the tire compartment.  He lifts the
flap and finds a T-shirt folded neatly, a woman's purse and
scarf, also spotted with blood.  Andy quickly closes the
compartment as hysteria mounts on his face.  

EXT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - DRIVEWAY - SAME TIME

Paul is in the distance.  He jogs in place to talk to a leaf-
raking neighbor.
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Repelled from the truck, Andy's riddled expression turns
into panic.

SECOND LATER

Andy stops his panic long enough to see Paul and the FAT
NEIGHBOR across the street in a little bit of a pushing
contest.  Paul is pointing at a beat-up, disabled, pile of
crap car the Fat Neighbor has in the drive-way.

PAUL
Get that metal-death trap of the
drive-way!  You are breaking dozens
of ordnances.

The Fat Neighbor picks up an open beer can off the hood of
the car and takes a swig. 

FAT NEIGHBOR
And if I don't?

Paul knocks the beer can out of Fat Neighbor's hands.

PAUL
You'll get a visit from me every ten
minutes 'til it is gone.

Paul abruptly turns and jogs toward his house.  Fat Neighbor
flips Paul off as he climbs into his car and pulls it back
into the garage.  Andy hurries to stuff papers into the glove
compartment of the SUV just as Paul arrives as if nothing
just happened.

PAUL (CONT'D)
Hey, Andy, great job.  Might want to
wax this in the shade, though.  Ya
get rain spots if it dries too fast.

DOOR SLAMS - Plain-Jane MOTHER walks with her CHILDREN toward
her car.  She makes eye contact with Paul, and fearfully
cuts it off.  She hugs her children tightly to her, ushering
them to the car.

Andy observes the Mother's fear.  He turns and focuses his
attention on Paul, trying to play it cool.

ANDY
About earlier, I'm sorry - I shouldn't
have been so hard on you.  I know
you're trying to do what you can...

(MORE)
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ANDY (CONT'D)
(whispers)

I guess.

Paul happily pats Andy on the back and winks.

PAUL
Give me a chance.  Give 'us' a chance.

Paul heads into the house.

PAUL (CONT'D)
(over his shoulder)

Did you try out the basketball hoop
I put up?

Andy admires a perfectly placed basket-ball hoop hanging
above the garage.

ANDY
No, well.  But I will.  Had tons of
time to practice while I was in foster
care.

(beat)
Waiting...

(off Paul's blank
expression)

Where are you going?

Paul rests his hands on his hips.  He turns, squinting from
the sun, facing Andy.

PAUL
I have a client coming over in a
little while.  I need to change.  If
you're up for it, I know a great
place to get us some lobster. 

ANDY
I'm not one to turn down food.

Paul trots to the truck.  He reaches in and removes a paper
Andy forgot to stuff back into the glove compartment.  He
sticks it back in and notices the papers were stuffed in...
not his style.  Paul's eyes furiously shift between the glove
box, the gun, and the back of Andy's head.  Paul locks the
glove box and walks to the front door.  He stops and turns
inquisitively toward Andy one more time.  He takes keys out
of his pocket and shifts them around in his hand.  An angry
key dance that has a rhythm and skill to it.  His face is
anything but happy.
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EXT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - DRIVEWAY - DAY

Andy pretends to be busy, still waxing the car - almost done. 
Lost in his thoughts, Andy seems to not be aware of anything
but the car.

A repetitious click-click-click of HIGH HEELS on the pavement
precedes a WOMAN, with a body of a play-boy bunny and the
strut of Miss America.  Andy's oblivious of her existence
until her breasts are practically in his face.

WOMAN
Excuse me.

Andy pivots quickly toward the Woman, and accidentally sprays
himself in the face with the hose.  He quickly turns the
hose off.  The Woman slides off her sunglasses and flashes a
breath-taking smile.

WOMAN (CONT'D)
I'm looking for Paul Spencer?

ANDY
He's inside.

The Woman turns and saunters toward the front door.  Andy's
eyes bulge, staring at her.  He turns the hose back on but
keeps his eyes on the Woman.  The Woman rings the DOORBELL. 
The door opens, and the Woman enters.

EXT. ANDY'S FATHER HOUSE - SIDE YARD - DAY

Andy spots a well-groomed striped cat running across the
yard and playfully chases it around.  He stops and crouches
down.  The cat approaches and nuzzles his hand.  He picks up
the cat and pets it.

MUFFLED VOICES come from a window, one a low pitch, the other
high.  He approaches the window.  He strains to peak into
the window but it's no use.  He is a hair too short.

PAUL (O.S.)
We've begun taking the appropriate
steps to handle the situation.  But,
I need a little more information.

Andy spots a cinder block.  Keeping a firm grip on the cat,
he moves the cinder block toward the window, and uses it to
step up.  Through the window, he recognizes Paul's office. 
He sees the Woman hand Paul a folder followed by a thick
envelope.
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WOMAN (O.S.)
This should be of some use.  I'll do
what I can to make sure my end is
taken care of.

PAUL (O.S.)
I can guarantee you - our job will
be done very precisely. 

The cat MEOWS loudly.  Paul reacts instantly, spinning to
face the window, but Andy is already out of sight.  The Woman
clicks out.  Gone.  Andy's hunched to the ground, holding
the cat.  He rises and looks back in the office.

SEEING PAUL -  pulling up a corner of the carpet.  With a
key, he opens a large trap door.  Paul disappears through
the trap door, closing it quietly behind him.  Andy's eyes
widen.  Carrying the cat, he runs toward the front door of
the house.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - BASEMENT - DAY

A small window level with the yard allows for some light. 
Andy makes small steps down the creaky wood paneled basement
STAIRS holding the cat.  He pushes against every panel,
searching for the secret room he just saw Paul enter.

The cat rubs up against Andy's leg, playfully.

THEN HE SEES - light coming through a small crevice in one
of the panel boards.  Mesmerized, Andy is drawn to it.  He
holds his hand to the crack and feels a breeze.  He puts his
eye to it.

Andy catches a glimpse of a bare light bulb swinging in the
secret room.  Paul walks under the light, placing files on a
large shelf.

THE CAT MEOWS - Paul drops the files and rapidly advances on
the crack.  Andy releases the cat, backs away, and frantically
peddles up the stairs.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Andy hides in his poetry book, tenses up as Paul approaches
him.  Paul hands the cat to Andy.

PAUL
Does this belong to you?

Andy glances at the cat - plays dumb.
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ANDY
Where did you find her?

Andy checks the cat's sex.

ANDY (CONT'D)
Him.

PAUL
My office.

Andy reaches for the cat and plays with it.  The cat places
its paws on Andy's face.

ANDY
Can we keep him?

Andy nervously bites his cuticles.

PAUL
That's a disgusting habit.  Kindly
stop that.

Andy examines his fingers and shamefully hides them.  Paul
scratches the back of his head, regards the cat.

PAUL (CONT'D)
As long as I don't find hair anywhere.

ANDY
This breed never sheds.  It only
shits.

PAUL
Hopefully in a box.  Ever hear a
dead cat bounce?

Paul pets the cat.  Andy smiles slightly.  Gets back to his
poetry.

PAUL (CONT'D)
By the way... I am anticipating my
business partner, Dale, to stop in
from out of town.  Tell him to try
me on my cell.  Oh, and this package
came for you.

Paul hands Andy a large narrow box.  Andy sets his poetry
book down.
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PAUL (CONT'D)
Aren't you going to open it?

Andy hesitates, then pries open the box.  It's his bee bee
gun.

PAUL (CONT'D)
I'm quite marks men myself, maybe we
can go a few rounds some time.  I
guess the acorn doesn't fall far
from the tree.

ANDY
I'm not into real guns.  THEY KILL.

PAUL
We all know by now, that guns don't
kill, people kill.

Without hesitation, Paul strides out the door.  Andy tosses
the bee bee gun back in the box and immediatly wipes his
hands on his jeans as if he was cleansing himself from the
bee bee gun.  

Andy scoops up the cat and the cat nestles to his face. 
Then he holds the cat to his chest.  He takes heed of Paul
leaving so quickly with great curiosity.

THROUGH THE WINDOW - Andy watches Paul careen down the street. 

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - EARLY EVENING

Andy reaches into the refrigerator for a jug of milk.  The
cat slinks across his bare feet.  Andy places some butter in
a dish and sets it at his feet.

ANDY
Here 'ya go.

The cat ravenously laps up the butter.

ANDY (CONT'D)
You're a hungry little guy.

Andy moves to the counter and discovers one of Paul's business
cards with an address and phone number.  The cat jumps up
and knocks the card to the floor.  Andy picks it up, stares
at it and picks up the phone to dial the number.
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MACHINE (O.S.)
You have reached the business of
Paul Spencer.  No one is in the office
today so please leave your name and
number at the tone and someone will
return your call promptly.

Andy hangs up the PHONE and stuffs the business card in his
pocket. 

He views the newspaper on the counter, "CONGRESSMAN BILLOWS
GOES TO TAMPA, FLORIDA ON A CONFERENCE".  Curiosity and slight
realization cross Andy's face.  He sets the paper down and
turns to walk away.

ANDY
(to cat)

Hey, I'm going to Tampa, Florida.

DOOR BELL - Andy walks toward the living room and...

INT. LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

...moves to the front door.  Andy opens the front door to a
WOMAN in her early thirties.

WOMAN
I'm searching for a Mr. Spencer.

ANDY
He's not in right now.  Is there
something I can help you with?

The Woman is discouraged.  She turns to leave, when Paul
pulls up, and climbs out of the truck.

WOMAN
Speak of the Devil.

She gleefully strolls toward the SUV.

ANDY
(to himself)

And then he appears.

Paul stops by the Woman and extends his hand.  They shake.

PAUL
We meet again.
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Andy steps onto the porch to listen more carefully.  Paul
walks to the trunk of the SUV and opens it.  Andy stealthily
moves closer.  Paul pulls out the bloody purse and scarf
from the trunk.  Andy's first reaction is terror.

WOMAN
I was in such a hurry, after hitting
that dog, and trying to get him to
the vet... I... I can't believe you
even bothered picking up my things.

PAUL
Sorry, I should have cleaned it up
for you.  Andy.  Run in and get an
empty shopping bag please!

Andy has a moment of relief as he turns toward the house. 

INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT

The restaurant is decorated like the gully of a boat.  Tanks
of various sizes and types line the walls.  Plastic fish and
lobsters hang on fake netting.  

Andy and Paul read their menus.

ANDY
That was nice what you did for that
woman, you know the purse and all.

PAUL
Well, nothing I owned would have
matched with the purse.

Andy surveys the perimeter.

ANDY
(at Menu)

I'm really not hungry.    

Paul's hands, on his pants, constrict with tension.  An
attempt to hide being upset.

PAUL
I thought we were going to share
some lobsters and have a bonding
moment... You know, your grandfather
caught these for a living.  If he
hadn't been the poorest immigrant in
Providence, he could have afforded
to patent it, and make a killing.
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ANDY
Maybe I'm not up for lobster tonight,
or stories about relatives I was
never given the chance to meet.  

Paul takes a BREATH and regains his composure.

PAUL
Have whatever you wish.

ANDY
Is nothing okay?

Paul's CELL PHONE rings.  He answers it, turning away from
Andy.  Slight change in Paul's face.  The call is brief.  He
HANGS up.  Evaluates what he has just heard.

ANDY (CONT'D)
Who was that?

PAUL
Afraid the Tampa trip has to be
postponed. 

Andy takes a huge swig of his water, pulls out the lemon.

PAUL (CONT'D)
I'm concerned you don't seem
comfortable.  First you eat sandwiches
and leave crumbs everywhere, now
nothing?

ANDY
I can't eat looking at my dinner
still doing the breast stroke.

PAUL
I know you're still going through an
adjustment with the circumstances
involving your Aunt, and I'm sure
that has got to be, well... rough...

Andy squirms, unsettled in his chair.

ANDY
(beat, lower)

My Aunt was...  The only parental
figure I knew.

PAUL
She was a great woman.
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Andy fiddles with his knife.  Memories are a bitch.

ANDY
I don't know squat about you.

PAUL
What do you want to begin, with son?

At the word "son," Andy silently shivers.

ANDY
I hear things - from people.

PAUL
A man leads a quiet existence and is
not afraid to voice his opinions. 
You are bound to hear many things.

A haunting beat.

ANDY
Did you love my mom?

PAUL
I did.  When your mom passed away...

Paul sits still with a mouthful of unspoken words.  He swigs
his water.  SWALLOWING HIS WORDS and re-composing.

PAUL (CONT'D)
She died in her room the night you
were born.  I held you in my arms.

The Waiter places a basket of bread on the table.  Andy
reaches for a large piece and instantly breaks it in half.

ANDY
Dead grains of wheat I can handle.

PAUL
I felt like I was cheated.  Your
aunt Betty and I stayed in contact. 

ANDY
Why did you wait so long to get me? 
Didn't it bother you that I was 
bouncing around from foster home to
foster home?
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PAUL
Sometimes, we're put into positions
we don't like, but have no control
over; that's life.

ANDY
What exactly do you do for a living? 
I see so many people in-and-out and
in-and-out at all hours.

Paul observes the room.

PAUL
I help people protect their assets.

ANDY
Like investing?

PAUL
More like security.

Andy uncomfortably sits back in his chair, pulling his bread
into little pieces and playing with it. 

PAUL (CONT'D)
Back to the issue, Andy, that's all
in the past.  We are here, together,
and that's all that matters.  Let's
just wipe the slate clean.

ANDY
Fine.  No secrets.  Family doesn't
keep secrets from each other.  Right?

Paul unobtrusively leans forward.  He rubs his hands together,
then extends one to Andy.  They shake.

PAUL
Promise - no secrets.

Paul snatches a piece of bread, making sure he butters it
evenly to the edges.  He notices Andy has his elbows on the
table. 

PAUL (CONT'D)
(stern)

Get your elbows off the table.
(relaxed)

As for the trip.  We'll re-plan one
soon.

(MORE)
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PAUL (CONT'D)
(beat)

You remind me of myself when I was
your age.

ANDY
WE are nothing alike.

A masculine arm reaches around Paul's neck, putting him in a
choke hold.  Paul roughly grabs the man's arms and deftly
maneuvers himself away.  Andy is nervous and unsure what to
do.  This man is unkempt, looks like a bum.  Disheveled hair,
unshaven face and definitely not a fan of ironing his clothes. 

Paul quickly rises from the seat, fixes his hair with his
hands.  He and the Man share an awkward glare.  They then
give each other a manly hug.  The Man is DALE.  Would never
pick these two out of a crowd as being friends.

Paul turns to Andy.  Andy is half out of his chair, perplexed.

PAUL
Andy, this is Dale, my business
partner.

Dale extends his hand to Andy.  Dale glares at Andy with
disappointment.  He's pale as a ghost, Andy takes Dale's
hand.  They shake.

PAUL (CONT'D)
Andy's my son.

Dale's eyes burn a hole clear through Andy's soul.  Across
the room, Samantha strides in.  Andy immediately recognizes
her.  He reaches for his backpack and slings it over his
shoulder.

ANDY
I hate to be rude.  I just saw someone
I know.   

Paul eyes Andy's backpack.

PAUL
(under his breath to
Dale)

He's like Linus and his blanket with
that goddamn backpack.

Andy shrugs off Paul's remark and starts toward Samantha,
turning once quickly to Dale.
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ANDY
Nice to have met you.

Dale nods his head with a hard Marine glare.  Dale sternly
turns toward Paul as he yanks a chair out.

DALE
They sent me here to make sure this
is going to go smooth.

Paul's eyes shift between Andy traipsing toward Samantha and
Dale's hard face.  Dale grabs Andy's unfinished food and
eats it.  He glances toward Andy and Samantha who are now
talking.

DALE (CONT'D)
Can't afford any fuck-ups.

Paul grabs a Molson's brew and sinks into his chair.  This
is a man with a lot on his mind.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - ANDY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

The cat lies curled on the bed, using Andy's backpack as a
pillow.

Andy is at his computer.  On the screen we see he is in the
Levittown High chat room.  Andy repeats out loud to himself
what he types.

His screen name is:  MAYANUMBERONE

MAYANUMBERONE
Hello, anyone from Levittown High?

Andy verbalizes out loud the response, as if he were both
sides of the conversation.

DICKHEADFOREVER
Unfortunately.

MAYANUMBERONE
What grade are in?

DICKHEADFOREVER
Senior.  Cool handle.  Meaning?

MAYANUMBERONE
Reference to my favorite poet.



34.

DICKHEADFOREVER
Dude, poetry's tight.

MAYANUMBERONE
What is there to do in this little
forsaken town?

DICKHEADFOREVER
Raise the devil.

MAYANUMBERONE
What's your name?

DICKHEADFOREVER
Can't tell you that.

MAYANUMBERONE
Why not?

DICKHEADFOREVER
Then I'd have to kill you.

MAYANUMBERONE
You the cyber police?

DICKHEADFOREVER
These days everyone watches
everything.  Can't escape anything. 
Hell... your own father could...

Andy's eyes widen with interest.

MAYANUMBERONE
Could what?

Andy waits a moment but no response.  He nervously taps a
pen on the side of the computer.  The cat leaps on the
keyboard, making him jump.

ANDY
(to cat)

What's up with that?  You're going
to give me a heart attack.

Frustrated, Andy shuts the computer off.  He pets the cat
with short strokes.  He can't keep his eyes off the computer
screen.
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INT. GYM - AFTERNOON

A large high school gym.  Athletic people doing their
stretches.  Two guys messing with a basketball.  Andy walks
into the gym and notices John giving him dirty looks.

JOHN
You're mine today, little man.

Tate leans into Andy and whispers.

TATE
Someone has a hard-on for you.

Andy's distracted by Samantha waving to him.  The male,
steroid-pumping, athletically-built, GYM TEACHER, 35-years
old, approaches.

GYM TEACHER
Let's play ball!

Andy and John are on opposing teams.  The male sparing has
begun.

JOHN
You better hope you have good
insurance.  'Cause after this, you're
going to be paying for a hospital
bed.

The gym teacher blows the WHISTLE.  The ball's in the air. 
Andy blocks John from a shot, snags the ball and blows right
by him.  He shoots to score.

JOHN (CONT'D)
(fuming)

Mother-fucking-fuck-fucking-fucker.

TATE
Paging ego maniac.

John walks up to Tate and roughly shoves him in the chest. 
John springs his arm back to make a fist and a hand grabs
John's, detouring John from connecting with Tate.

John gives Andy a dirty look, and angrily points in Tate's
direction.

JOHN
There's always another day.
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ANDY
Who writes your material?  You sound
like a bad episode of STAR TREK.

JOHN
All the episodes of STAR TREK are
bad.

ANDY
My point exactly.

John's buddies watch in amazement as John backs away from
Andy.

JOHN
I'd watch it if I was you, fuck-face.

ANDY
There you go again.  Inspired by who
this time, Andrew Dice Clay.

TATE
Andy, give it a rest.  Yo, man you
just saved me from being today's
munch 'n crunch special.

Andy nods to Tate and watches John closely.

Another play; Andy PANTS as he makes his way down the court
with the ball.  He's moving the ball like no kid we've seen,
but it's mean and determined.  Holding his arm out to stop
any incomers. 

John tries to steal, but Andy Pirouettes left, leaving John
to fall to the floor.

JOHN
Shit.

ANOTHER PART OF THE GYM - LATER

The game is over.  Fellow TEAMMATES, slap Andy on the back.

TEAMMATES
Good game, bro. 

John has his hands on his hips, bull-like posture as he walks
toward Andy, with a snarl on his face.  Tate skittishly
twitches standing next to Andy.
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TATE
Better say a couple Hail Mary's.

John swaggers toward Andy like the bully he is.  But, John
surprises him, smiling, and extending his hand to shake. 

JOHN
(friendly)

I should'a mopped the court with
you, but, you played a good game.

Andy hesitates before taking John's hand, and they shake.

ANDY
Not so bad yourself.

Samantha observes the male bonding.  She's not impressed.

ANDY (CONT'D)
Maybe next time we'll team up.

John unceremoniously walks away, but, not without giving
Tate a cold gaze.

TATE
John is such an asshole.  The most
he ever said to me is...

(mimicking John)
"Give me your lunch money".

Andy, feeling cocky after the win, puts on a boyish grin and
makes a beeline toward Samantha.  Andy turns and yells back
to Tate.

ANDY
Catch up to you later.

Tate shouts back, jealousy in his eyes.

TATE
I'll be in the showers.

Andy makes his way over to Samantha.  She is doing ballet
style aerobics using a balance bar.

SAMANTHA
You can play some serious B-Ball.

ANDY
Just another one of my solitary
confinement hobbies.
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Andy reaches down into his gym bag and pulls out a poem.  He
hands it to her, but, quickly retracts it.

ANDY (CONT'D)
I wrote this for you.

SAMANTHA
For me?  Can I read it?

ANDY
I'd like to read it to you first, if
you don't mind.

She happily nods her head.

ANDY (CONT'D)
(reading poem)

A light shines past the dark clouds,
and into your warm face.  In your
eyes I found the truest of light.  A
warm and inviting place. 

(he stops reading,
tad shy)

I wanted to thank you for the other
night.  I had fun.

SAMANTHA
Me, too.  Andy, that poem.  Wow. 

ANDY
Kinda corny, I know.

She reaches out and tenderly takes the poem from his hand.

SAMANTHA
Nonsense.  I've never received a
gift that has meant this much to me. 

ANDY
(fidgeting)

Does that mean you'd like to get
together again?

Excited, Samantha places the poem down next to her belongings
and continues her bar stretch.

SAMANTHA
And do what?

ANDY
What's there to do?
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SAMANTHA
We could always raise the devil.

ANDY
That's not a common phrase.   

Andy takes a nervous footstep back and swallows hard. 
Samantha stops exercising, seeing Andy's blank face.

SAMANTHA
(worried)

Is there something wrong?  You look
pale.

Andy's body relaxes.  Decompressing.

ANDY
Fine.  I should hit the showers. 
So, how about going out some time?

SAMANTHA
Love to.

With a smile on his face, Andy turns and takes a few steps
away.

ANDY
(over his shoulder)

Great, I'll give you a call.

SAMANTHA
Oh, brave one, you don't have my
number.

Andy grimaces, embarrassed, and stops in his tracks.

ANDY
That would come in handy.

Andy stands still, soaking in Samantha as she sweeps over to
the bleachers.  Opens her purse, grabs a piece of paper and
a pen.

SAMANTHA
Call me anytime.

He stuffs the number in his backpack, leaves in a daze. 
Samantha appears concerned about Andy as he disappears.
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INT. BUICK - DAY

Andy's driving down the street sipping on a soda.  He stops
at a red light, pulls Samantha's phone number out of his
pocket.  He attempts to stuff her number into his backpack
and one of Paul's business cards falls onto the seat, staring
Andy in the face.  Andy curiously picks it up.

EXT. LOW RENT DISTRICT - DAY

Old two story brick buildings line a quiet street.  Andy's
buick stops and parks to the side.  The door pops open. 
Andy climbs out of the car.  He holds Paul's business card
in his hand.  The address on the card matches one on a lonely
standing building.  Andy slams the door shut and creeps his
way to the building.  He pushes open a rotting door and...

INT. OLD BRICK BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

...Andy makes his way down dimly lit hallways.  As he inspects
the building there appears to be no sign of life.

SHOUTING at the end of the hallway is heard.  Andy picks up
his walk speed and makes it to the end of the hall.  A large
double door.  He presses his ear up against it and hears
more SHOUTING.  Andy trembles as his hands reach for the
door handle.  He pulls open the door and walks inside a...

INT. KARATE CLASS - CONTINUOUS

...room filled with forty people all dressed in Karate
outfits, going through a routine with their KARATE INSTRUCTOR.

The whole room falls into a haunting silence when they
recognize Andy.  Andy attempts to go out the door he came
in, but it's locked.  He spots a door on the other side of
the room.  Andy nervously makes his way through the crowds
as all eyes are upon him.

Andy makes it to the other side of the room safely, opens
the door and pushes his way into...

EXT. OUTSIDE PARKING LOT - CONTINUOUS

...the outdoors.  Andy quickly closes the door behind him
and SIGHS in relief.  The SHOUTING in the room begins, again. 
He quickly hoofs it to his car.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Andy collapses half dead into his bed.
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LATER

The sky is as black as charcoal.  Andy sits up suddenly.  He
groggily rubs his eyes.  He hobbles to the window like a
bird with a broken wing.

THUNDERSTORM in the skies.  LIGHTNING.

Followed by more THUNDER, echoing.  In the flashing light he
sees Paul leaving the house.  He squints his eyes.  The clock
reads - 11:32 p.m.  His eyes widen with curiosity.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Andy bolts up and fumbles in the dark, suddenly jumping at
the sound of the loud THUNDER CLAP.  He looks at the clock,
which now reads 3:35 a.m.  He sleepily sticks his hand out,
groping for the bedroom doorknob.

INT. UPSTAIRS - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Andy leaves the bathroom, and once again, is jolted by the
LIGHTNING as it captures Paul's emotionless face.  Paul
loosens his shirt from his pants as if ending a hard days
work. 

PAUL
Some storm isn't it?

ANDY
I came by your work afterschool.

PAUL
Oh, yea.  We changed office buildings.

Andy faintly smiles.  They head off in separate directions. 
Andy looks back at Paul.  He is already gone.  Creepy.

INT. BEDROOM - MORNING

The RAIN pounds.  Feels like the inside of Andy's head as he
glances at the clock and slaps his forehead.  Shit, he
overslept.  He starts tearing through the room trying to get
ready.

INT. SCHOOL HALLWAY - EARLY AFTERNOON

RAIN rhythmically pelts monotone on the windows.  Empty halls. 
Very "Nightmare on Elm Street."   Andy reaches into his locker
for his books.  He slams it shut, and leaps at the surprising
sight of Samantha standing behind the locker door.



42.

SAMANTHA
(laughing)

A little jumpy?

ANDY
Rough night.  Tossing and turning.

SAMANTHA
Did you hear what happened in the
city last night?

ANDY
What?

SAMANTHA
There was an assassination attempt
on Congressman Billows.

His eyebrows raise, Andy grips his backpack tighter. 

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
Too close to home for my comfort.

Samantha shivers with fear.  Andy's deep in thought.  Class
BELL rings.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
We should get to class.

Samantha and Andy head up the hallway.  The lights flicker.

ANDY
That is kind of eerie.  Can I call
you after school?

SAMANTHA
I'd be upset if you didn't.

John hops out at Andy and Samantha.  Both jump back.

JOHN
(laughing)

What's going on?

ANDY
What's up, John?

Samantha's less then impressed by John.  She tenses up.
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JOHN
(crude)

Hey, Samantha.

Samantha doesn't give him the time of day.  Samantha gazes
one more time, sweetly at Andy.

SAMANTHA
Give me a call.

Samantha rapidly walks away without so much as looking at
John.  John puts his hand on Andy's shoulder.

JOHN
Hey, wanna hang with me and the boys
tonight?

ANDY
What's going on?  Some innocent girl
chasing?

JOHN
You'll have to find out for yourself. 
And if you ever tell anyone, you
die.

Andy doesn't know what to make of John - he doesn't respond. 
Scary silence - broken by John punching Andy in the arm. 

JOHN (CONT'D)
Kidding.

Andy's eyes linger on the retreating form of Samantha.  The
lights flicker.

ANDY
Count me in.

John gives Andy the high-five before they go their separate
ways.  John turns once to stare at Andy's back as if he wanted
to throttle him into a locker.

INT. OUTSIDE CLASSROOM - LATE AFTERNOON

Samantha has her books laid out on the ground, searching for
something.  John comes from around a corner, eyes fill and
with remorse as he marches toward Samantha.  He roughly grabs
her by the arm and drags her eye level to him.  She quickly
reacts by and pulling herself away from him.
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SAMANTHA
I'm not your property, not anymore,
John.

JOHN
You think you can replace me?

SAMANTHA
You and that douchebag, seem to be
getting along just fine on your own.

JOHN
I still love you...

SAMANTHA
Don't.  Don't go there with me, John
Anderson.  You and I are so over. 

She leans down and quickly picks up her books. 

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
I can't even stomach being in the
same room as you.  Someday I might
forgive you, but the most we'll ever
be is "Hi" and "Bye" friends.  This
is goodbye. 

She gives John one last hard look before stammering off. 
John watches her walk away.  He angrily hits a locker.   

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Andy turns the stereo way up and sways with the music.  He's
searching for something to eat, pulling leftovers out of the
refrigerator.  Out of the corner of his eye, he spots the
office door - it's open.

INT. GARAGE - CONTINUOUS

Andy darts his head in.  No car to be found - the coast is
clear.

INT. HALLWAY - OFFICE DOOR - CONTINUOUS

The lights are off.  Not a single sound, except the muffled
stereo, and the tap of RAIN.  Andy enters the office, the
cat follows him and tenderly rubs up against Andy's leg. 
Andy's legs are shaking, but, obsession drives him.  Andy
surveys the room.
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Paul's PHONE rings and at the same time the power goes dead. 
Andy nearly jumps out of his skin.  He peers at the phone
and reaches his hand out.  He hesitates.  He picks the phone
up and puts it to his ear.

ANDY (ON PHONE)
Hello.

A mysterious male voice responds.

CALLER (O.S.)
Is everything in check?

A clipping on the desk, catches Andy's eye.  He pulls it
closer to his face "BILLOWS IN ARIZONA THIS WEEKEND".

ANDY
Is what in check?

He sets the clipping back right where he found it.

CALLER (O.S.)
(upset)

This isn't the time to be funny...

Paul furiously reaches for the phone and tears it from Andy's
hand, out of nowhere.  Andy jumps and uneasily backs out of
the room slowly.  Paul acknowledges the caller.

PAUL (ON PHONE)
Taking care of it.

Paul slams the PHONE on the receiver.  He grabs and shakes
Andy with both hands.

PAUL (CONT'D)
(stern)

What are you DOING in here?

Andy swallows his Adam's apple to the pit of his stomach. 
He eyes the cat.  He eases up and recovers calmly.

ANDY
The cat came in here, and I went to
get him.

Paul releases Andy.

ANDY (CONT'D)
Where were you last night?
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Andy tries to make a quick escape, colliding into Dale. 
Dale peers down at Andy with coldness in his eyes.

PAUL
Dale is staying with us until we
finish this project.

Andy's eyes shift between Paul and Dale.

ANDY
I've got to get going.  I'm meeting
my friend.

Andy swiftly walks away.  Dale puts an apple to his mouth
and bites into it as if he was taking a bite out of someone's
heart.

PAUL
Trust me.

Paul mannerisms don't seem as sure as the words he spoke.

INT. ANDY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

PHONE rings.  Andy answers.

ANDY (ON PHONE)
Hello.

TATE (O.S.)
Hey.  Wanna hang out tonight?  Troll
for some babes?  Get drunk, piss on
the side of the road and swap spit
with some sweeties? 

CAR HORN - Andy looks out his window and sees John sitting
behind the wheel of a van.

ANDY (ON PHONE)
Tate.  I gotta run.

TATE (O.S.)
Oh.  Well let's get some lattes or
something soon.

ANDY (ON PHONE)
Okay.  Cool.  Later.

Andy quickly hangs up - grabs his backpack and takes off. 
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INT. VAN - NIGHT

John drives.  Andy uncomfortably sits in the back with John's
sidekick, ANTON.  WILLIAM, another crony of John's, sits in
the passenger seat.

ANDY
Where we headed?

JOHN
Party.

ANDY
Cool.

(beat)
Whose?

Andy sees John's icy eyes in the rear view mirror.

JOHN
Ours.

Anton roughly puts his hands on Andy's shoulder and buddies
up to him.  Andy has no clue what's going on.  His body
tenses.  Through the window Andy stares out at some weird
tree that looks like outstretched hands.  Anton, John and
William share secret smiles.

INT. SAMANTHA'S CAR - SAME TIME

Samantha sits in her car and she torks it into reverse.  She
backs out of the driveway and her CELL PHONE rings.  She
digs in her purse and sprays some cologne on her wrists.

SAMANTHA (ON PHONE)
Hello.

Samantha eyes drift to the left and she spots Paul and Dale
leaving Andy's house.  She's immediately distracted from her
phone conversation. 

SAMANTHA (ON PHONE) (CONT'D)
I don't think you should go down on
him on the first date.  Think like a
guy not a slut.

She observes Paul drop a small box on the ground, and the
contents are ammo for a rifle.

SAMANTHA (ON PHONE) (CONT'D)
Kimberly, I'll have to call you back.
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Samantha hangs up and directs all her attention to Paul and
Dale, who now are pulling out of the driveway in Paul's car. 
Samantha follows, keeping a safe distance.

EXT. CABIN - NIGHT

The sky is dark.  Stars illuminate the sky.  Dense woods.  A
slight fog rolls low on the ground.

CRACK - Andy jumps, turning to see Anton, snapping a tree
branch.

JOHN
Relax, bro.

ANDY
I don't get it...  Where's the party? 

Andy walks toward an old hunting cabin, his back now to John,
Anton, and William.  Andy spins around, and his eyes widen
with fear.  William has a gun aimed at Andy.  Andy's feet
think quicker than he does as he leaps out of the way.

GUNSHOT - followed by a - CRASH - Andy lies on the ground. 
His arms covered over his head.  He's shaking.

John reaches his hand out.  Andy pulls away still frightened. 
Andy's hand nervously shakes as he finally reaches out to
take John's hand.  John pulls Andy to his feet. 

JOHN
Welcome to the party.

John flashes a mischievous smile.  Andy's a bundle of nerves.

EXT. WOODS - SAME TIME

Paul pulls up to a discreet location and gets out of the
truck.  Dale jumps out and leads the way into the woods. 
Samantha pulls up, and she slowly shadows Paul into the dark
woods.

Paul and Dale each have a gun in their hands.  They take
turns shooting targets that they have lined up.  They are
expert shots.  Samantha pops her head up, hiding behind a
bush.  She's scared, yet intrigued by all this.

Paul turns in her direction.  Samantha ducks her head.  Paul
slowly walks toward the bush that Samantha is at.  He takes
his hands and roughly moves the bush around, and checks behind
it.  No one there.  Paul takes a big WHIFF of the air.
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Picks up a scent.

PAUL
(to himself)

Gotcha!

Paul's nostrils flare.  He knows he's onto something.

EXT. CABIN - SAME TIME

John puts a gun in Andy's palm.  Andy's fear becomes
fascination as he grips the gun like an expert.  Andy
carelessly points the gun around.  Aiming it right at John. 
John ducks out of the way.

JOHN
We pick a different spot each week
to use as a target range.

Andy becomes an unwilling spectator for William and Anton as
they take SHOTS into the cabin.  Anton flexes his muscles.

ANTON
Bull's-eye.

William throws his hands to his side, discouraged.

ANTON (CONT'D)
I win that round.  I am 'da man.

ANDY
What's the prize?

John and Andy's eyes are deadlocked.  No one but these two
can understand what John is about to say.

JOHN
I think you're winning already.

They keep their eyes locked on each other for a moment.

WILLIAM
Andy.  Your turn.

Andy shifts his eyes to where Anton and William are standing. 
He approaches them, gun glued to his hands.  John stays behind
for a brief moment, reflecting.

Andy stands about fifty feet from the now broken cabin window. 
William's inside the cabin setting a vase on a mantle. 
William leaps out the window and runs back beside the others.
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WILLIAM (CONT'D)
All yours fart boy.

JOHN
Is that nice, William?

Andy stares anxiously at the gun as he raises it to his face. 
He looks down the barrel without hesitation, and he makes
his shot.

CRASH - the VASE shatters.

WILLIAM
Got us a sharpshooter on the court.

Multiple hands pat Andy on the back.  Andy has an appreciation
for the gun, but, with residual fear.

JOHN
I guess I do have some serious
competition after all.

John walks to Andy and his face gives us mixed signals; he
doesn't know if he should be enjoying this or feeling guilty. 
John smiles, pats Andy's back.

Behind a tree, in the distance, a very upset Paul watches. 
Dale approaches and pats Paul on the back.

DALE
Like father, like son.

Paul roughly pushes Dale out of the way and angrily storms
off.  Dale watches the gang with pleasure.

INT. VAN - NIGHT

Andy sits in the passenger seat, gazing out the window at 
the lights flashing past.  He's in his own world.  John drives
and glances at Andy every so often.

JOHN
So, what do you think?

ANDY
About...?

JOHN
Pussy?
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ANDY
What?

JOHN
Your cat... You have a cat.  What's
its name?

ANDY
Pancho Villa Elvis King Tut the Third.

JOHN
So, tonight?  You in?

John pulls up in front of Andy's house.  Andy is unsure and
fidgety.

ANDY
I'll have to get back to you on that.

Andy sternly swings the car door and is half way out when...

John grabs Andy's arm, roughly.  For a brief second, Andy
feels threatened.

JOHN
We're friends, Andy.  It's all good. 
Have yourself a nice night with your
cat.

John winks as Andy gets out of the car.  Andy slams the CAR
DOOR, only to get anxious and rip the door back open again. 
He almost forgot his backpack.

EXT. FRONT OF HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Andy watches John pull away.  Andy uses his hand to make a
gun.  He looks down and stares at it, conflicted.  Andy turns,
staring at the house apprehensively.  He SIGHS.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Andy slithers in and quietly closes the DOOR.  He walks
lightly to the stairs.  He sees Dale sprawled out on the
couch inhaling a brew.

ANDY
Where's my dad?

DALE
Around.



52.

Dale peers Andy straight in the eye, wearing a "I'm going to
say whatever I want, and fuck you" smile.

DALE (CONT'D)
Like father like son.

Andy's not amused.  Fuck Dale.

ANDY
Excuse me?

DALE
Don't get so uptight.  I was referring
to the way you were standing there.

Andy rolls his eyes, heads to the stairs and runs up them
just as Paul walks in.  Paul watches Andy scamper rapidly
until he disappears.

INT. ANDY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Andy's at his computer.  His hair is still damp from a shower. 
He BOOTS up his computer.  He's entered a chat room for
Levittown High. 

MAYANUMBERONE
Anyone for chat?

DICKHEADFOREVER
Hey.  Whaddup?   

MAYANUMBERONE
Nuting and you?

DICKHEADFOREVER
Cool.  Sorry about quick log off
last time.  Parental units wanted to
spend constructive time together.

MAYANUMBERONE
What did you mean when you said I
didn't even know my own father? 

DICKHEADFOREVER
Just saying who you can trust anymore? 
Know whadi mean, dude?

MAYANUMBERONE
Guess so.
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DICKHEADFOREVER
By the way... cool blue shirt the
other day at school.

Andy nervously taps his fingers on his desk.  Hesitating,
Andy turns to his dirty laundry basket, and sure enough, a
blue shirt sticks out.

MAYANUMBERONE
Who is this?  Have we met?

No response.  Andy's enraged, hitting the side of his
COMPUTER.  As if it were Dickheadforever he was smacking.  A
knock on the DOOR.

ANDY
Yes.

Paul opens the door.

PAUL
Thought I heard something fall.

ANDY
Nothing fell in here.

PAUL
Well, if you need my help with your
home...

ANDY
No... thanks.  I'll be fine.

Paul eases out, getting the hint and closes the door. 
Frustrated, Andy stares at the computer.

LATER

Andy is half asleep in front of the computer.  Drinking cocoa. 
Waiting for some kind of response from the electronic mystery
person.  He gives up and shuts the computer down.

MORNING

Andy anxiously rises from bed and moves to the computer.  He
BOOTS it up.

LATER

Andy's dressed and ready for school.  Still no sign of
DICKHEADFOREVER.  He looks at the clock.
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He's got to get to school.

INT. SCHOOL HALLWAY - MORNING

Students fill the hallways, getting ready for class.  Andy
makes his way like a zombie down the hallway, staring every
student in the eye, hoping to connect with whoever the
anonymous chatter is.  He's so tired.  Everything Andy hears
is distorted.

DISTORTED VOICE (O.S.)
Andy.  Andy.

Andy is oblivious to the person calling out.  He finally
turns around and sees Samantha.

SAMANTHA
I was waiting for your call last
night.  Something come up?

Andy feels like a bag of shit.

ANDY
You know what... my dad has this
friend in town, and we all started
talking, and... one thing led to
another. 

She peers off to the side, slightly deflated.

SAMANTHA
Those things happen.

(cheerier)
I happen to have tickets to the
premiere of this new movie tonight.

William and Anton pass Andy.  They grin toward him and make
gestures as if they were shooting guns.

WILLIAM
Best three out of five, man.

Upset, Samantha witnesses this.  William and Anton walk out
of sight.

Andy moves his eyes from where Anton and William were, but
he is incapable to make himself look at Samantha.  He is
ashamed.  Samantha draws her books in front of her chest,
protecting herself.
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SAMANTHA
I can overlook a lot of things, but
you found the two I can't handle.

She storms away.  Andy lets her go for now.

EXT. SCHOOL - LATE AFTERNOON

On her way out of the school, Samantha waves goodbye to a
friend of hers.  She gingerly walks down a flight of stairs. 
Making her way to the sidewalk, she eyes Andy with a arm
full of flowers.  She makes every attempt not to smile as
she approaches him.

SAMANTHA
Flowers better be just the beginning.

Andy humbly hands her the flowers.  She excepts and smells
them.  She is warming up to Andy, again. 

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DAY

Andy marches in and sets his book bag on the counter.  He
opens the refrigerator, pulls out a jug of orange juice, and
gulps from the jug.

DALE (O.S.)
Now that's how people spread germs.

Andy, not knowing Dale was there, spits the orange juice all
over the refrigerator door.  Dale politely hands Andy a towel. 
Andy composes himself, annoyed.

ANDY
You're still here.

DALE
That could be construed as an
offensive statement.  Good thing I
don't let words get the best of me.

Andy snatches the towel from Dale and wipes the refrigerator 
off.  He wipes the door slowly.  He starts to say something,
but Dale is gone.  Paul enters, hands in his pocket.    

PAUL
(controlling his rage)

Andy, you up for a little ride?

ANDY
Where 'ya headed?
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PAUL
Errands.

Obviously the thought of staying alone with Dale isn't sending
warm fuzzy feelings to Andy as he hops to the chance to go
with Paul.

INT. FORD EXPLORER - DAY

Paul drives.  He glances toward Andy who sits in the passenger
seat.  Andy seems to be uncomfortable as he glares at the
glove box where the gun was.

Paul reaches to the glove box and opens it.  Andy's muscles
tighten:  his eyes search hard for the gun.  But it's gone.

PAUL
You okay?

Andy turns to Paul with fear.  He trembles slightly, trying
to keep his poise for Paul.

ANDY
Fine.  How much longer is your
"friend" staying in town?

PAUL
You don't like Dale? 

Paul pulls a CD out of the glove box and puts it into the
player.  It's classical music.

PAUL (CONT'D)
He'll only be here a little longer. 

Andy turns to look out the side window.  The music is
intolerable.

PAUL (CONT'D)
By the way.  I re-planned our trip.

Andy's eyes fill with mistrust.  He is not surprised.

EXT. GOLFING RANGE - DAY

Andy and Paul stand next to each other, each drinking a soda. 
Andy looks past the clean-cut grass of the greens and he
sees Congressman Billows with a few friends.  This situation
has all the sweetness of an interrogation.
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PAUL
So, that girl the other night at the
restaurant, pretty cute. 

ANDY
Just a friend.

PAUL
Is that what they call it these days? 
Learn something new everyday.

ANDY
And I never took you for a golf man.

PAUL
I guess I am not as one dimensional
as you think.

Paul smirks.  Andy rolls his eyes and turns to where he sees
Billows again; this time they make eye contact.  Billows
immediately advances on them and walks up to Paul.

BILLOWS
Hey, Nick.  

(louder)
Nick.

Paul and Andy do not look up at first.

BILLOWS (CONT'D)
Nick.  Something wrong here?

Billows places his hand on Paul's shoulder.

BILLOWS (CONT'D)
Nick, you going deaf?

Paul jerks his shoulder away, to loosen Billows's grip.   

PAUL
Must have me confused with someone
else, guy.

BILLOWS
(confused)

Come on, Nick.  I know you hate my
policy on immigration but, cut the
shit.

Paul places his hand on Billows's elbow and escorts him away. 
He winks at Andy.
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PAUL
I'll be back in a minute. 

(whispering to Andy)
This guy's obviously mistaken.

Andy's suspicious as he watches Paul and Billows talk.  He
nudges himself closer, straining to hear.  Too far away. 
They do not look like strangers.  From a distance, they appear
as if they were old friends.  Andy accidentally misses his
mouth as he goes for a sip of his soda, spraying himself. 
He's oblivious and can't take his eyes off them.

INT. FORD EXPLORER - EARLY EVENING

Paul drives with a lead foot.  Andy concentrates his attention
out the window.  His face is filled with questions.  But
right now, he's holding on to his seat belt for dear life.

ANDY
How do you know Congressman Billows?

PAUL
I like to stay part of the community.

Andy shifts in his seat to glare at Paul.

ANDY
You said you didn't know him at all,
when he first came up to us. 

(beat)
Nick.

Paul pushes his foot harder on the peddle.  Andy notices the
speedometer going higher and higher.  Andy grips the door
handle.

ANDY (CONT'D)
What the HELL is going on?  Are you
trying to kill us?!?

Like a skilled race car driver, Paul slams on the BRAKES and
parks right in front of the house, grabs Andy.

PAUL
What's with you?!  You better get
that bug out of your ass, kid!

ANDY
What?  I can't ask a simple question?
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PAUL
Questions.  Yeah.  You're loaded
with those.

ANDY
Guess I'm making up for lost time. 
No secrets, remember?

Andy attempts to pull his arm free.

ANDY (CONT'D)
You're hurting me.  Let go.

Paul's face might as well be made of metal.  He eases his
grip enough for Andy to break free and get out of the car,
slamming the DOOR.  He watches Andy stomp away.  He grimaces. 

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - GARAGE - NIGHT

Paul is perched behind the wheel of the car.  He is upset 
with himself.  He makes a fist and pounds the steering wheel. 
Dale opens the door and gets in the passenger seat and hands
Paul a bottle of whiskey.

PAUL
I'm fucking up.  Been doing this so
long... I've become clumsy.

DALE
That's why I'm here - to handle any
of the kinks.

Paul takes a swig of the whiskey and turns to Dale with a
pensive expression.

PAUL
He's my son.

DALE
And that's also why we have to make
sure everything goes according to
plan.  I don't like this added
distraction.  After this job you two
need to go away alone and get things
straight and clear.

Paul feels threatened and defensive at the same time.

PAUL
You think I can walk away that easy?
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DALE
If you don't, you might end up dead. 
You're coming apart.

PAUL
And what about you?

DALE
I'm not the one carrying baggage.

EXT. WOODS - AFTERNOON

Samantha sits at the end of the dock with her feet in the
water.  A pair of FEET approach from behind.  She doesn't
turn to see who it is.  It's Andy with his backpack.  He
plops himself next to her.  He opens his backpack and offers
her half a candy bar.  He's like a puppy dog gazing into her
face.  She's bothered about something.

SAMANTHA
I'm beginning to think you like that
crusty backpack more than me.

ANDY
Want me to leave?

SAMANTHA
No.

Andy skips a rock across the water.

ANDY
Are you okay?

She hides her face from Andy.  Tears well up in her eyes. 
Trying to smile, but that muscle isn't working.  She only
manages a half smile, more like a smirk.  He reaches out and
lovingly strokes her face, catching a tear.

ANDY (CONT'D)
This wouldn't by chance have anything
to do with me?

She scarcely shakes her head.

ANDY (CONT'D)
Does this have to do with John?

SAMANTHA
That and my loathing of guns.
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He shimmies closer to her and holds her.

ANDY
You can talk to me.

Samantha drops her head in shame.  But she's able to put her
hand on Andy's in a return gesture of affection.

SAMANTHA
John and I were in my backyard.  He
brought a gun over and I couldn't
help but feel fascinated. 

(she's choked up)
I was playing with it and I
accidentally shot a hole through the
house - hitting the television where
my parents were sitting.

Her eyes show a glimmer of happiness turning to Andy, still
with tears in her eyes.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
I could have killed someone, so that's
why my relationship with John ended. 

(beat)
And that's why I'm so worried about
you.

ANDY
You have no reason to worry when it
comes to me.

Tears stream down her face.

SAMANTHA
When I saw you hanging out with John,
I...

She CRIES harder.

Andy hugs her.  As he pulls away from her, Samantha kisses
him.  She pushes him away for a second.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
Please, just tell me you are not
fascinated by guns.  Please, tell me
you are not.

ANDY
No worries.



62.

Andy hugs her.  But, as we get a close up of his face, we
know that he's lying. 

BEHIND A TREE

John observes.  Hate in his eyes.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - MORNING

Paul sits at the table, hiding his face in the morning paper.

Andy fixes himself a bowl of cereal.  He periodically peers
toward Paul with resentment and confusion.

Andy walks to the table sitting across from Paul.  He eats
and glances up at the paper.  His eyes widen with fear. 
Andy now sees on the paper - "CONGRESSMAN BILLOWS IN ARIZONA,
IMMEDIATE CHANGES IN HIS SCHEDULE CLOSELY SCRUTINIZED". 
Andy cautiously slides closer for a better look.

PAPER RUSTLING - Paul yanks the paper away from his face.

PAUL
Sports section?

Andy nervously lowers into his chair.

ANDY
I need to get to school...

Andy quickly gets out of the chair and clumsily knocks the
BOWL of cereal on the ground.  Paul tosses the paper down
and without hesitation gets out of his chair.  He moves
quickly to the cabinet and retrieves a roll of paper towels.

Andy is in a daze picking up the pieces of the bowl.  Paul
leans down to help Andy.  Andy is shaken up.  Paul notices
Andy's arms trembling, and he reaches out, but Andy swiftly
pulls away.  Andy cuts his hand on a fragment of the broken
bowl - BLOOD.   

PAUL
You need to get that underwater.

Paul hands Andy a paper towel.  Andy pulls away from Paul as
if he were the devil.

PAUL (CONT'D)
If this is about the other day I...
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ANDY
No!  It's just - I've just got a lot
on my plate at school is all.  Just
in a rush to get there.

Andy stands and places the pieces of the broken bowl in the
garbage.  Holding his bleeding hand close to him.

PAUL
Are you sure you're fine?

ANDY
(upset)

I said I was.  It's just a scratch.

PAUL
I'm asking because you said you were
getting ready for school. 

(beat, mysterious)
Today's Sunday.

Paul wipes up the milk and cereal and takes the used paper
towels to the garbage.  Andy looks at Paul.  Andy's a little
lightheaded.  He falls into Paul.  Paul catches him.  Andy
pulls himself away.

ANDY
I think I need to clean this and lie
down.

Andy makes quick strides out of the room.  Paul rinses his
hands in the sink.  He washes his hands over and over without
realizing.  He stops, pulls on the paper towel dispenser,
and grabs more than he needs.  He throws the paper towels
away and he turns back to the table.  Paul's jaw clenches
tight when he realizes the front page Andy was reading. 
Paul irately grabs the paper and runs his hands through his
hair.  Fuck!

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - STAIRWAY - CONTINUOUS

Andy walks up the stairs and gets to the top when

OUT OF NOWHERE

Dale approaches out of a corner sending Andy into further
shock.

DALE
You look like you just saw the devil.
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ANDY
It must be flu season.

Andy's shirt is filled with blood.

DALE
I see.  Nasty cut you got there. 
Better get that cleaned up - simple
infections have been known to claim
lives.

Andy is troubled.  He immediately goes into his room and
LOCKS his door.  Dale glares at Andy's door with curiosity,
drawing his fist back, wanting to kick it.  Dale turns to
walk down the stairs, and he sees Paul standing at the bottom. 
Both men share an aggravated look.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - AFTERNOON

Dale sits on the couch reviewing paperwork.  Andy gets to
the down stairs, dressed, and ready to go somewhere.  He
turns and sees Dale.  He loosens his shirt collar, gains his
composure, and walks toward Dale.

ANDY
What are you working on?

DALE
Work things. 

ANDY
Small business - big business?

DALE
How about none of your business?

Andy attempts to peer at the papers Dale is working on. 
Dale hovers over the papers, securing their contents.

ANDY
I'm off to the store.  I have a friend
coming over later.  Where did my dad
go?

DALE
Little meeting.

ANDY
You're not there to help out?

Dale grins.
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DALE
C'mon kid.  Your dad's a big boy. 
He knows what he's doing.

Andy turns and walks toward the door.  Dale stares at Andy
as he leaves like a lion watching it's prey. 

EXT. MALL - DAY

Big.  Crowded.  Upscale modern mall.  Andy drives into the
parking lot and parks.

INT. MALL - DAY

Andy passes stores without giving them a second glance.  He
sees a HALLMARK and ducks in.

INT. HALLMARK - CONTINUOUS

Andy studies different empty poetry books.  In one of his
hands, he holds a cute stuffed animal.

Click - click - click 

He shops around the store, before deciding this stuffed animal
is the one.

Click - click - click

He peers out the entrance of the store and sees the beautiful
Woman who stopped at the house click - click - click by.

Andy drops the poetry book he has in his hand.  Without a
moment's hesitation, he moves toward the entrance to get a
better look at the Woman.

HALLMARK ALARM

The Woman curiously turns.

Andy quickly ducks out of sight behind a display.  He turns
and sees the CASHIER is furious.  He looks down at the price
tag on the stuffed animal - $12.99.  He thrusts his hands
into his pocket, throws a twenty dollar bill on the counter,
and rushes out without claiming his change.

INT. MALL - CONTINUOUS

The Woman saunters by slowly, checking out all the window
displays.
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Andy is far enough away that when she stops he cannot be
recognized... but not far enough away to miss the tapping of
her shoes against the floor.

He stops in front of a toy store display and accidentally
knocks over a Giant PANDA.  The Woman turns to Andy and with
a quick reaction he nervously hides his face from her.  When
he feels it's safe enough to turn around, she's gone - and
so is the clicking.

He readily searches in every store and every corner for her. 
Where the fuck is she?  His hands are clammy.  He's uneasy
and worked up.  He turns a corner and turns pale.

She's right there.  At a jewelry store.  He's inches from
her.  His heartbeat accelerates.  He doesn't know what to
do.  She's engrossed by the jewelry.

He instantly turns away from her.  She notices Andy's back
to her.  She reaches out and puts her hand on his shoulder. 
Andy is tense - high-strung.  His face turns bright red.

WOMAN
Excuse me.  Do you have the time? 

JEWERLY STORE CLERK
It's three p.m., ma'am.

WOMAN
Shit.  Why do I book myself to be so
many places at once?

(beat)
How much was this necklace again?

JEWELRY STORE CLERK
Fifteen hundred and ninety-five
dollars.

She places the necklace in her hands, deciding. 

WOMAN
Maybe.  I'll come back.

The Woman turns a piercing eye on Andy.  A knowing, almost
naughty, smile crosses her beautiful lips.  Andy's face is
numb.  His vision is a field of white.  All he can hear is:
click - click - click.  After working up his nerve, Andy
determinedly turns and follows her.
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INT. MALL - OUTSIDE BATHROOMS - CONTINUOUS

The Woman waits.  A biker MAN with a goatee, tats and gaudy
piercing, approaches her from behind.  He has a shopping
bag.  He taps her on the shoulder.  Andy loiters back, lurking
just around a corner.  He positions himself so he can hear
them.

The Woman hugs the Man.  They scan around for somebody
listening or watching.  They can't see Andy.  Coast appears
to be clear.

MAN
(muffled)

Everything you asked for.

WOMAN
(muffled)

Thanks.  I taped your gratuity in an
envelope in the usual place.

MAN
(muffled)

You know how to cut it right?

WOMAN
(muffled)

A regular pro.

She grabs the bag and rushes off.  She accidentally drops
the bag and  contents spill out.  She scrambles to pick them
up.  Andy inches around the corner for a better view of what
she dropped - plastic bags of a white powdery substance.

Andy's eyes focus on the woman.  He bumps into the biker Man
accidentally.  The Man pushes Andy out of his way.  Andy
pays little attention to the Man and tries to catch up to
the Woman. 

INT. MALL - PARKING GARAGE - CONTINUOUS

Andy follows the Woman to her car.  A 2002 Lexus.  He sees
her license plate number; 345-HGT.  He quickly writes it
down on the tag of the stuffed animal.  He witnesses her
drive away.  His mind is filled with nagging questions.

INT. TACO BELL - ACROSS FROM MALL - EARLY EVENING

Andy waits at the counter for his order.  Tate approaches
from behind and taps him on the shoulder.
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Andy pulls his arm away violently and turns toward Tate,
taking a defensive composure.  Tate jumps back throwing his
arms in the air.

TATE
I surrender!  Write me a ticket.

ANDY
Sorry, Tate.  Just a lot going on
around me lately.

Establishing the assailant as Tate, Andy relaxes. 

Andy's order arrives.  Andy picks up his order and walks to
a table.  Tate invites himself along.  Andy picks at his
food staring mysteriously back at the mall.  Tate eyes Andy's
every move, trying to figure him out.

ANDY (CONT'D)
Tate.  I've got to call my Dad.

Andy DIALS.  He waits.  Abruptly hangs up the PHONE.  Andy
gets up and rushes his tray to the garbage can.

ANDY (CONT'D)
I've got to get going. 

Andy slings his backpack over his shoulder and walks away.

Tate is dejected as he watches Andy walk away.  He carelessly
fiddles with an advertisement on the table.  He accidentally
rips it.  He wakes out of his trance, and, with a guilty
look, eyes his vandalism, prowls for any witnesses, and takes
off.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

It's pitch black.  A digital clock reads eight p.m.  A DOOR
opens and shuts.  A LIGHT flicks on.  Andy's nose drips as
he walks away from the lamp, he sees Paul sitting in the
dark, with a drink in his hand.

Andy grips the large stuffed animal tightly.  He looks in
Paul's left hand and Andy sees one of his poetry books. 
This is sacrilegious.

PAUL
I don't blame you if you hate me.
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ANDY
What are you doing with my poetry
book?

PAUL
Trying to get to know what my son is
about.  He avoids me at all costs.

Paul takes a huge swig of his drink.  He smirks, out of
character.

ANDY
Why are you sitting in the dark?

PAUL
Lived most of my life in it.

Paul is drunk, glaring at Andy.  Andy gets goose bumps.

PAUL (CONT'D)
By the way, your friend is here.

ANDY
Samantha?

PAUL
Pretty girl.  She's up in your room.

Andy is a tad bit nervous having her there with this strange
man.  

ANDY
Thanks.

Andy is done talking.  He wants to leave.

PAUL
They say the apple doesn't fall far
from the tree.  I'm not so ripe.  My
hope is you never turn out like me.

(beat, change in
demeanor)

By the way, I hate to do this again,
sport.  Arizona's off.  I'll make it
up to you.  I know - I know.  I keep
saying that.  But my word is as good
as gold.
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ANDY
(under his breath)

Business first.  Son as an after
thought.

Andy has his back to Paul and gives no response as he leaves
the room and disappears up the stairs.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - ANDY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Samantha lies on her belly.  She's reading some of Andy's
poetry.  The cat curls nearby.  Samantha stops a moment, and
plays with a fake mouse toy and the cat.  She's adorable. 
The cat gets a little too aggressive and bites her.  She
drops the fake mouse.  The stuffed animal appears in the
door crack.

ANDY (O.S.)
Word has it you've got a thing for
us cuddly, not so 'lil animals.

Samantha turns toward the door and smiles.  She excitedly
sits up on the bed.

SAMANTHA
I might play around with 'em  from
time to time, but I've really got my
eyes set on something a bit... bigger.

The stuffed animal droops down into a sad pose.

ANDY (O.S.)
Well, what's one to do if he wants
to get close to you?

SAMANTHA
I guess that all depends.

ANDY (O.S.)
On?

She sexily walks toward the door like an innocent little
school girl and pulls on the stuffed animal, drawing Andy
into the room.  She pecks the Panda on its head.  Then,
tracing her fingers up Andy's arm, she kisses him long and
hard.

SAMANTHA
On whether or not you have the Midas
touch?
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Andy's into it, closing the DOOR and locking it.  Andy and
Samantha passionately make-out as they walk backwards toward
the bed, nearly sitting on top of the cat, who scoots out of
the way just in time.

He gently lies her on the bed and takes off his shirt.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
I trust you. 

Andy can't help but think how beautiful she is.  He kisses
her knees.

ANDY
You're beautiful.

Andy and Samantha lie on his bed.  She picks up the stuffed
animal and walks it on top of him playfully.

ANDY (CONT'D)
Ever get the feeling people in your
life aren't what you think?

She sets the stuffed animal down.  She is deep in thought.

SAMANTHA
What do you mean? 

ANDY
Just talking.

Andy picks up the remote control and turns the TV on.  He
flips through the stations.

TV NEWS ANCHOR (ON TV)
Immigrants fill jobs that U.S.
Citizens often reject.  But
Congressman Billows' bill will see
to it that a new racial quota will
send certain groups packing for their
homelands.  In effect, he's rolling
back the human rights for all
Americans.  Without immigrants, we
wouldn't be able to design a better
mousetrap or build one for that
matter.  Billows has canceled his
trip to Arizona State to present his
controversial bill to out neighbors
just north of us.  Canada has it's
own policies...
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Andy jerks, suddenly alert, stares at the television.

SAMANTHA
Andy, what is it?

Upset, Andy shakes his head as he shuts the TV off and drops
the remote control.  A knock on the DOOR.

ANDY
Yeah?

Andy gets up, unlocks the door and opens it.  Dale's in the
doorway with a pizza in his hand.

DALE
Thought maybe you guys would want
some pizza.

Andy shrugs his shoulders and looks to Samantha for an answer. 
She turns her wrist over and looks down at her watch.

SAMANTHA
Actually, I should get going.

Samantha gets off the bed and walks toward the door, gently
brushing against Andy as she passes him.  She reaches Dale. 
She shivers as she catches his icy stare.

Andy picks up the stuffed animal.  He notices the license
plate number on the tag and he quickly rips it off and stuffs
it into his pocket.  Andy walks toward the door with stuffed
animal in hand.  Dale barricades him with his arm.

DALE
(whispering)

Boy, you're going to learn the only
kind of pussy that's worth anything
is recreational pussy.

Andy's fuming, but what can he say?  Dale presents himself
as a machine with no emotions.

SAMANTHA (O.S.)
I'm not an Amusement Park.

Dale reaches into the pizza box and piggishly devours a slice.

EXT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - DRIVEWAY - NIGHT

Samantha walks down the driveway.  Andy runs up behind her.
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ANDY
You almost forgot this.

She spins with a devilish grin, and he hands her the stuffed
animal.

SAMANTHA
No.  But I did almost forget this.

She leans in and kisses him.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
I had a good time tonight.

She holds the stuffed animal in front of her and continues
her walk.  She winks at him as she walks toward her house. 
Andy has a gleam in his eye until she walks out of sight.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - ANDY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Andy flops down on his bed, out of energy, a slice of pizza
in hand.  The clock reads 10:34 a.m.  The RADIO is low. 
Andy manages enough strength to walk to the computer and
sets the pizza on the computer desk.  The cat sits curled up
on the bed next to a couple of fake mice with real fur.

ANDY
Go catch some real mice, lazybones. 

Logs onto the computer.  A window on the computer screen
automatically opens and it's Dickheadforever.

DICKHEADFOREVER
Hey.  How goes it tonight?

MAYANUMBERONE
Just checking e-mails. 

DICKHEADFOREVER
Not even with friends?

Andy takes a bite of the pizza and angrily throws it back on
the plate.

MAYANUMBERONE
I don't want to play this game. 
Tell me who you are or no chat.

DICKHEADFOREVER
Chill, man.  It's all good.

(MORE)
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DICKHEADFOREVER (CONT'D)
What you so frazzled about anyway? 
That pretty girlfriend of yours looks
sweet enough to eat.

A smiley face pops up on the screen.

CRACKLE - Andy pivots in the chair in the direction of the
radio as if the radio was speaking directly to him.

RADIO REPORTER (O.S.)
...body was found near Jones Beach
shoreline earlier this evening.  The
victim has been identified as Michael
Blaney, who has been suspected of
having some connection with a drug
cartel...

Andy's shocked.  BEEP - on the screen, he notices that
Dickheadforever has left him a message.

DICKHEADFOREVER
Hey.  You.  I am out of here.  But a
little bit of advice or maybe a
warning.  Next time you are stalking
someone at a mall you should watch
your back to see if someone is
stalking you.

Andy's filled with terror.  He tries to write...

MAYANUMBERONE
What do you mean?

No response.

Andy glides the computer chair to the bed and pets the cat. 
He's extremely unnerved.  He picks up the fake mouse and
throws it at the window.

A loud BANG is heard outside the window- he jumps.  He makes
his way to the window and looks out.  A tree branch hits the
window.  A loud CRUNCH of grinding metal vibrates.

Andy peers into the driveway.  Brake lights shine into the
driveway as the garage door closes.  Paul has returned. 
Andy turns the light off.  He moves toward the door and opens
it.

PAUL (O.S.)
Let me make sure he's asleep.
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Andy gently closes the door and runs toward the bed.  Still
fully dressed, he leaps under the covers.  The door opens. 
Paul pokes his head in.  His face blank.  He sees Andy is
sleeping and closes the door.

Andy throws the covers off himself.  He walks toward the
door and quietly opens it.  He sees silhouettes of people in
the living room bounce off the staircase.  He crawls out
into the hallway on his belly...

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

...and toward the staircase.  Andy presses his ear as close
as he can to listen.

PAUL (O.S.)
(muffled)

I can't fucking believe it, Dale. 
All these years we've been doing
this...

DALE (O.S.)
Too many distractions, like I've
been saying.  I told you I could
have taken care of it long ago.

Andy tries to move even closer.  A pair of feet approach the
staircase.  It's Paul.

Andy's trying hard to remain quiet and motionless, faces
away with only his ear toward the staircase, oblivious to
Paul's approach.

PAUL
What are you doing out here, son?

Andy jumps up, scared as shit and frozen stiff - busted.

ANDY
I couldn't sleep.

Paul kindly reaches out his hand for Andy to take.  Andy
hesitates, then extends his hand, and Paul jerks Andy toward
him violently.

PAUL
Come on down and join the men.

ANDY
(nervous)

I got to get up early and...
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Paul aggressively pushes Andy toward the stairs.

PAUL
Nonsense.

Paul escorts an unwilling Andy down the stairs.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Andy and Paul walk in.  Andy's full of fear as he backs
himself into the wall.  Dale stares at Andy without blinking.

DALE
Andy, having a good evening?

ANDY
I wouldn't say good.  Maybe eventful.

(beat)
I should get to bed.

Andy makes his way toward the stairs and quickly walks up
them.  Paul guzzles his drink, spying over the top of his
glass as Andy disappears.  Paul slams his GLASS on the coffee
table.  He points a finger at Dale with something evil in
his eyes.

PAUL
Not a word.  I'll take care of it.

If Paul was a volcano he would erupt.

INT. ANDY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Andy scrambles nervously to pick up the phone and dials. 
The digital alarm clock:  11:47 PM.

ANDY (ON PHONE)
Samantha, I have to see you tonight.

SAMANTHA (O.S.)
What's wrong?

ANDY (ON PHONE)
Can't talk now.  I have to come over
when the coast is clear.

LATER

Clock reads 12:50 AM.

LATER
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Clock reads 1:25 AM.

Andy tosses and turns.  Too shaken up to sleep.  He rises
out of bed cautiously.  In quiet stocking feet, he glides
into the hallway...

INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

...and softly walks toward Paul's door.

Andy's hands shake as he tip toes closer and closer to see
if Paul's asleep.  Jaw clenched.  Andy's eyes flutter as he
tries to get a good look at Paul's face.  He notices Paul's
asleep, and he relaxes.

EXT. SAMANTHA'S BEDROOM WINDOW - NIGHT

Andy taps on the window - no answer.  He taps again.  A groggy
Samantha appears.

SAMANTHA
It's almost 2 AM, Andy.

She rubs her eyes, waking up and notices Andy's uptight
composure.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
Are you okay?

Andy's posture lets Samantha know that Andy is not okay.

INT. GARAGE - NIGHT

Andy rests on the cement floor, quietly holding his face. 
Samantha squats next to him; she comforts him by putting her
arm around him.

SAMANTHA
I can't help you if you don't talk
to me.

Andy opens his mouth.  He hesitates.

ANDY
It would be easier if I knew what
was going on.

He shifts his head sadly and looks into Samantha's eyes.
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ANDY (CONT'D)
I have to ask you something.

(beat, angry)
What is it you know about my father?

Samantha stands and quietly paces.  Andy rises to his feet
and a transformation takes place.  Something in his eyes
never seen before.  The devil is in him.

ANDY (CONT'D)
You know something.  Tell me.  I
don't want to end up like him.

Andy's rage grows and grows as his face turns the color of a
beet.

INT. SAMANTHA'S HOUSE - LAUNDRY ROOM - SAME TIME

SAMANTHA'S FATHER, has a glass of milk in his hand as he
stands, in his night wear, glaring out the window to the
door leading into the garage.  He sees Andy's arms flying
aimlessly around, and Samantha appears frightened.  He sets
his milk on the washer.  He fidgets with his hands and
forcefully opens the door.

INT. GARAGE - SAME TIME

Samantha fearfully takes a step back away from Andy.  Andy's
out of control.

SAMANTHA
I don't like this.  You better leave.

Samantha's father grabs Samantha and nudges her toward the
door.

SAMANTHA'S FATHER
Get in the goddamn house...

(yelling)
...now.

Samantha disappears into the house.  Samantha's father roughly
grabs the back of Andy's neck.  Andy furiously pushes off
Samantha's father and walks toward the garage door to leave.

SAMANTHA'S FATHER (CONT'D)
You and your fucked up family stay
away from my daughter.  You hear me!

Andy disregards him as he walks down the driveway.  Samantha's
father stands like a bouncer at the entrance of the garage.
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INT. ANDY'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Andy SIGHS, plopping himself on his bed.  He moves his hands
up and down his face, frustrated.  He lies back on his bed,
his eyes widen. 

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - AFTERNOON

Andy sits in front of the TV.  Feet on the table.  Arms
crossed.  He's relaxed - or is he?  He's watching TV - or is
he?  Tate sits beside him.  He's more or less entertaining
himself.  They are watching BLAIR WITCH 2.

TATE
The movie-going public is oh so
gullible.  

Not even a flinch from Andy.  Paul and Dale enter the room.

PAUL
We're off.  Need anything from the
store?

Andy musters up as much politeness as he can find.

ANDY
Think I'm all set.  Thanks.

PAUL
See you in a bit.

Paul and Dale exit.  Tate stares at Andy's glazed look. 

TATE
I slept with forty-five women last
night.

(beat)
At the same time.

ANDY
(not paying attention)

Cool.

Tate grabs the remote control and shuts the TV off. 

TATE
It's not like you've even given me
the time of day recently.  But that's
a whole other topic.  The point is...

Frustrated, Andy massages his forehead.
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ANDY
What is your point?

TATE
(calm)

The point is you're still my friend,
and even though I haven't known you
for a long time, it's obvious
something is really bothering you.

Annoyed, Andy sits up.  He uses his hands like a baseball
and glove, winding up for the pitch.  Just when he thinks
he's ready to spill his guts, he eases up.

ANDY
Haven't been myself lately.

TATE
(mumbling)

Or a good friend for that matter.

ANDY
Look.  I'm sorry.  I truly am. 
Nothing I have done is out of any
malicious intent to hurt anyone.

Andy retracts himself back against the couch.  He picks up a
pillow and squeezes it.

ANDY (CONT'D)
I... I...

Andy quickly silences himself.  Tate's antsy as he paces. 

TATE
I'm just trying to be a good friend,
that's it.

Tate picks up his plain backpack and hurls it over his back. 
He walks backwards, trips into a chair.  He's embarrassed. 
He's hurt.

TATE (CONT'D)
When you consider me worthy of your
trust, call me.

Tate swiftly turns toward the door, opens it, and slams it
behind him.  Andy doesn't flinch as he continues in his blank
state.
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INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - NIGHT

Andy stands at the counter mindlessly picking at a store-
bought cake.  He looks toward Paul's office door.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - HALL TO OFFICE DOOR -
CONTINUOUS

Andy curiously stares at the door.  He puts his hand to the
door as if it has a heartbeat.  He puts his ear to the door. 
He grabs the doorknob; it's locked.  He peeks through the
keyhole, but nothing.

A RUSTLING on the other side of the door.  Andy's freaked
out.

He leans up against the opposite wall and slides onto the
floor.  He wraps his arms around his legs and stares at the
door, as if waiting for a signal.  A sign.  Anything.  He
needs answers once and for all.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - BASEMENT - NIGHT

A pair of feet walk down the stairs.  Andy has a load of
laundry.  He carries the wash to the washer and puts it in. 
He presses the setting on the washer and turns to walk up
the stairs.  He stops and gazes at the crack in the wall. 
He is drawn to it.

The cat weaves in and out of his legs.  He walks over to the
crack and puts his eye to it.  There is a light shining. 
It's clear.  But the view is limited.

Andy freezes when an eye on the other side of the crack comes
into view.  Andy's face goes blank.  His heart stops.  He
stumbles backwards into an old bookshelf.  Books fall off. 
Panicking, he trips and fumbles all the way up the stairs. 

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - UPSTAIRS HALLWAY - NIGHT

Andy holds his hand to his chest, trying to catch his BREATH. 
Who did he just see?  Paul and Dale just left.  So, who's
there?

The cat climbs up the stairs.  Andy's momentarily distracted
by the cat walking toward Paul's partially-open bedroom door. 
The cat nudges the door open and walks in.  Andy debates on
retrieving the cat.  He walks over and slightly pushes on
the creaky DOOR...
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INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - PAUL'S BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS

...and peers in. 

Beautiful.  Well-kept.  Stylish.  Spotless.  Oil paintings
that belong in a museum complete the clean walls.  Everything
looks a day old.  The cat sits on the bed, cleaning itself. 
Its mouse-toy nearby.  Andy ventures in further, chewing on
his cuticles.  Almost tip-toeing.  This room is very creepy,
not to look at, but rather, a forbidden and ominous place.

Andy picks up the cat.  Cat hair is all over the bed.  Andy
walks the cat to the door and throws it out into the hallway. 

He turns to the room, amazed, yet intrigued.  He peeks one
more time into the hallway.  No one there.  Maybe he should
investigate.  Andy sneaks in front of the dresser.  He pulls
open drawers carefully, trying to not make any noises.

DRAWER ONE

Nothing but socks and underwear, neatly pressed and stacked.

DRAWER TWO

Fresh white T-shirts.  They look like they just came out of
their package.

DRAWER THREE

Belts, cuff links, ties, all very-well organized.

DRAWER FOUR

Summer shorts.  And a small box.  Andy picks up the box.  He
closes the drawer, and he sits on the floor.  He stares at
the box.  He briefly debates opening it.  After a moments
hesitation, he opens the box finding letters and pictures.

Andy lifts a stack of the pictures.  They are of Andy when
he was born.  Paul is holding Andy.  Paul is all smiles - as
if Andy was the only thing in the world that meant anything
to him.  Andy takes the box and moves to the bed.  He sits
down.  A tear falls from his eye.

He finds another picture of his mom, Paul, and himself when
he was born at the hospital.  Upon seeing this picture, Andy
becomes engulfed in remorse.  He shoves it in his pocket.

Andy reaches into the box and pulls out a letter that is
dated ten years ago:  Dear Paul, Thank you for the money you
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sent for Andy.  I will make sure it goes toward things he
needs.  He's doing quite well and has shot up a foot this
past summer.  Well, I look forward to your letters.  Much
Love, Betty.

Andy sifts through the box and sees several letters with
postmarks dating from the time of Andy's birth to Aunt Betty's
death.

BANG - a door closed.  Andy's frazzled.  Spilling the contents
of the box on the ground, he nervously picks them up.  He
quickly moves to the drawer and puts the box back in the
drawer.

FOOTSTEPS - from the hallway.  Andy panics and closes the
drawer almost all the way.  But, it's sticking out a quarter
of an inch.  The door is opening.

PAUL (O.S.)
I'll be right down.

Scared shitless, Andy dives under the bed.  Paul enters the
bedroom, closes the door and places a shopping bag on the
floor.  Andy is alarmed.  Beads of sweat cover his forehead. 
Deja-vu.  Paul's feet stay by the bedside.

Paul discerns that his bottom drawer has been opened.  He
looks at the bed and angrily picks up some cat hair.  Someone
was in here.  Paul pauses - then walks to the door.  He opens
it, and exits - closing the door behind him.

LATER

Andy has carpet marks on his face.  He gets out from
underneath the bed.  He quickly moves to the door and opens
it.  He peaks out, and the coast is clear.  He leaves.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

The lights are dim.  A single candle glows on the kitchen
table.  A shadow emerges behind Paul.  Paul sits in the chair
stroking the cat.  His eyes focus on the cat.  He does not
see the shadow.  The shadow appears as if it has a knife in
its hands and is ready to strike Paul at any moment.

Paul quickly turns around and startles Andy who, is standing
behind him holding a banana.  Paul's expression and tone of
voice are more than enough to send chills down Andy's spine.
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PAUL
I looked in your room - the bathroom -
no sign of you.

ANDY
Must have missed me.

PAUL
Been sitting here the whole time.  I
put your laundry in the dryer. 
Pressed the pants.  Any idea how my
hospital corners on my bed became
undone?

ANDY
No, I -

PAUL
Did you fall asleep on the floor?

Andy's puzzled.

PAUL (CONT'D)
You have carpet marks on your face.

Andy is as high-strung as can be.  His face shows it all. 
Paul smiles and like Dr. Jeykel Mr. Hyde he change his
demeanor to pleasant. 

PAUL (CONT'D)
In any event, I thought we might
catch a movie tonight.  You and I.
And if you are coming.  We'll be
leaving this Friday for Newfoundland.  

Paul sets the cat down and rises from the chair.

PAUL (CONT'D)
I like the cat.  But do me a favor. 
Try to keep him out of my room. 
Sheds too much.

Andy's knees are weaker.

ANDY
Sylvester.

PAUL
Huh?
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ANDY
I named him Sylvester...  You know,
that "baaad 'ole puddy tat?"

Paul's hand moves in the air.  Andy closes his eyes tight -
ready for anything, even the worst.  Paul simply tussles
Andy's hair and CHUCKLES.

Paul moves toward the stairs and walks up.  Andy's relieved. 
He looks toward the kitchen and jumps.  Dale's eating a very
large sandwich.  Dale takes a bite of the sandwich.  He winks
at Andy.  Spooky.  The hair on Andy's neck stands on end.

DALE
"Baaaaad 'ole puddy tat," huh?

SNICKERING, Dale disappears into the kitchen.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - EARLY EVENING

Knock on the DOOR.  Paul answers to a jumpy Samantha.

SAMANTHA
Andy here?

Paul smiles brightly.

PAUL
I'll get him.  Nice cologne you're
wearing by the way.

Paul smiles.  Samantha folds her arms around her waist,
feeling uncomfortable.  

PAUL (CONT'D)
(yelling)

Andy.

Samantha leaps nervously, again.  Andy comes down, sees
Samantha, maneuvers around Paul, and walks outside, closing
the door behind him.

EXT. ANDY'S FATHER HOUSE - FRONT STEP - CONTINUOUS

Andy gazes down at the ground.  His face is slightly flushed
with embarrassment.  Samantha puts her hand in his, concerned. 

SAMANTHA
I came over to see if you were okay. 
You scared me last night.
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ANDY
Thought I'd never see you again. 
I'm sorry.  I wasn't quite myself. 
Things happen here that I can't
explain.

SAMANTHA
What are you talking about?  What
kind of things?

ANDY
(abruptly)

Just... 
(then calmly)

Things.

Nervous, Samantha takes a step back, almost falling off the
front stoop.

ANDY (CONT'D)
Can't talk here...

Andy grabs Samantha's arm and he's very secretive. 

EXT. SIDEWALK - NIGHT

The moon is full.  A slight breeze blows dry leaves against
the ground.  Andy and Samantha stroll side by side.

ANDY
First I thought he was involved with
drug dealing, then I thought maybe
he was involved with some kind of
radical movement.  Now, I just don't
know.  I'm afraid he might be an
assassin.

Samantha stops dead in her tracks.  Andy stops to her.

SAMANTHA
Just be careful Andy - when you hear
a rumor over thirty times - it doesn't
feel so much like a rumor anymore. 

Andy reads his watch.

ANDY
I have to get back.  I'm going to
see a movie with the suspect.
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SAMANTHA
Your father?

He nods.  Andy marches up to her and grabs both her arms and
kisses her.

ANDY
I do more bad by acting suspicious.

Samantha is troubled with unresolved concern.  Andy lovingly
puts his arm around her, and they walk back toward his house.

INT. MOVIE THEATER - NIGHT

Andy and Paul walk out of the movie theater.

PAUL
What did you think?

ANDY
No plot.  Cheesy dialogue.  Dumb,
screaming big-boobed blondes.  I
loved it.

PAUL
I need to hit the head

Paul enters the rest room.  Andy plops down on a bench
watching other fathers and sons exit the theatre.  Andy is
warmed to this.

CRASH - Andy turns a terrified expression toward the bathroom. 
CRASH - Andy doesn't hesitate.  He sprints through a crowd
of people to make his way to the bathroom.  He swings the
door open.

INT. MOVIE THEATER - CONTINUOUS

A ROUGH MAN lies on the ground holding his bloody nose. 
Behind him sits a dented trash can.

In the mirror, Andy catches Paul washing his hands as if he
just finished work.  Paul doesn't have a scratch on him. 
The Rough Man scrambles to his feet, walks toward the door,
pushing his way past Andy.

The Rough Man disappears.  Andy walks further into the rest
room and notices a SMALLER MAN on the ground, with a bleeding
cut across his chest.  Andy fearfully steps back away from
Paul into a wet floor sign.
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Paul has complete confidence, turning to Andy with a wink,
then turning back to the Smaller Man.  Andy takes a small
step forward, thinking Paul's going to hurt the Smaller Man.

ANDY
Don't...

Paul extends his hand and helps the Smaller Man up.  The
Smaller Man uses his other hand to hold his chest.  He holds
his eyes closed tight in pain.  The Smaller Man and Paul
look at a shaken up Andy.  The Smaller Man looks happily
back to Paul.

SMALLER MAN
If you weren't here that guy would
have made beef jerky out of my hide.

Paul politely nods his head and smiles.  Paul examines the
Smaller Man's cut.  Paul turns to Andy.

PAUL
Call an ambulance.

Paul turns to the sink and puts some paper towels under the
water, turns and applies the wet paper towel to the Smaller
Man's serious cut.

Andy looks at Paul with pride.  How could Paul be a killer? 
A killer would not help someone like this.  Andy walks toward
the door.  Maybe he was wrong about everything.  Maybe his
mind has been working overtime.

INT. SCHOOL HALLWAY - DAY

Andy puts books in his locker and retrieves his jacket.  His
body rhythm is relaxed and comfortable.  BANG - someone hits
the side of his locker.  Andy doesn't even blink -  he's
like a rock.  John appears.

JOHN
What's going on, my man?

John gives Andy a macho-man hand shake.

ANDY
Hey.

JOHN
You up for a little shooting fun
this weekend?
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ANDY
No can do.  I'm going on a trip. 
Leave as soon as I get home.

JOHN
Maybe when you get back.

ANDY
Maybe.

John spots Samantha coming into sight.

JOHN
I better scoot.

Samantha's all smiles as she stops by Andy.

JOHN (CONT'D)
See you when you get back.

ANDY
Later.

John passes Samantha with a smile, looking for some kind of
forgiveness.  Samantha manages to give him a partial smile. 
John thrusts both hands in his pocket, trudging away - a
smirk of liberation on his lips.

SAMANTHA
Back?  Back from where?

ANDY
Newfoundland.  Remember, I told you
I was leaving?

Samantha bites her lip, remembering.

SAMANTHA
Newfoundland as in Canada?  Do you
have time for a quick soda?

Andy closes his locker and hugs her.

ANDY
Anything for you.

SAMANTHA
Except, you leaving on a little
assasians holiday.

He slugs her chin playfully.  She warms up.
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INT. PIZZA PARLOR - AFTERNOON

Samantha and Andy sit in a booth.  Their soda is half gone,
and their plates hold only pizza crusts.  Samantha's giddy. 
They continue their pizza phone game making "Dhuh...
Doodioo..." type noises, then:

SAMANTHA
I don't know.  Different -  happier. 
Not that you weren't happy before. 
You just appear to be happier.  Like
you're not affected by anything.

ANDY
I suppose in some ways I am.  Just
trying to settle in and figure things
out.  I think I've just seen too
many movies, and I let my imagination
run away with me.

SAMANTHA
But Andy, you're not the only one
that's seen strange things.

He leans over the table for a kiss.  He licks pizza sauce
off her cheek.  She melts into a frenzy of giggles.  Andy
rests back in his seat.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
You don't act so nervous anymore.

ANDY
Yeah, imagine that.

He winks at her, reaches underneath the table and rubs her
leg gently.  

INT. AIRPLANE - DAY

People are taking their seats.  Andy and Paul climb aboard. 
They locate their seats.  Paul puts his carry-on in the
luggage overhead.

ANDY
Do you mind if I take the aisle seat? 
Window seats make me nervous.  I'm
pretty scared of the friendly skies.

Paul hands Andy a magazine.
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PAUL
Read this.

Andy flips through the pages nervously, not stopping long
enough to look or read anything.  He closes the magazine and
holds it on his lap.  Paul smiles, reading his own magazine
"Newfoundland - Home of Newt Pappy."

The plane is in flight.  Andy watches, nauseated, as clouds
float outside his window.  FLIGHT ATTENDANTS push beverage
carts up the aisle.  Stopping in front of Andy.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT
Something to drink?

ANDY
Sprite without ice, please.

The Flight Attendant hands Andy a Sprite and a bag of peanuts. 
Andy proudly turns to Paul.

ANDY (CONT'D)
Dad, you want anything?

Paul's in disbelief.  Andy called him "dad."  What brought
this change of heart on?

PAUL
I'm fine.

Andy opens his Sprite and takes a sip.  Paul stares at Andy
with that look of a proud father, but he can't figure out
why Andy has become so friendly so soon.

EXT. SAMANTHA'S HOUSE - NIGHT

John walks up to the door and knocks.  He waits, impatiently
as Samantha answers the door.

SAMANTHA
John, even if you are selling Girl
Scout cookies, I'm so not interested.

She attempts to close the door.  He uses his foot as a
doorstop and tries to pry his way in.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
Not in here.  My parents see you,
they will kill us both.

She pushes John outside.
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EXT. STREETS - NIGHT

Samantha and John walk down the streets.  Samantha is highly
irritated.  John is trying to dazzle her with the remaining
charm he can pull out of his back pocket.

JOHN
Why can't we just see past all the
bullshit and start fresh?

SAMANTHA
Because I don't have that big of a
shovel to get out from underneath
all the crap you put me through.

JOHN
I'm not the same person I was.

John aggressively grabs her arm.

SAMANTHA
Really?  'Cause this seems familiar.

Samantha manages to break free from John, at the same time
she spots a very classy sedan pull up in front of Andy's
house.  All of a sudden, John's childish behavior doesn't
register with her anymore as she focuses all her attention
on a BUSINESS MAN WEARING AN ELEGANT SUIT walking toward
Andy's House.

Samantha forges ahead toward Andy's house, with John not too
far behind.

EXT. WINDOW - ANDY'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Samantha sits outside and watches the Business Man look
through all the personal belongings of the house.  CELL PHONE
rings.  The Business Man answers his phone

BUSINESS MAN (ON PHONE)
No sign of them.  I can't find
anything on the next target either.

Samantha's eyes widen on the word 'target'.  John bumps into
a CERAMIC VASE and it shatters on the ground.  Samantha grabs
John by the hand and they run.  The Business man swings the
front door open, and no one's there.  He sees the broken
vase.

BUSINESS MAN (ON PHONE) (CONT'D)
Let me call you back.
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He hangs up the phone and uses his eyes like binoculars,
surveying for any sign of an intruder.

INT. SAMANTHA'S CAR - NIGHT

Samantha is driving at high speeds.  John turns to her, he
is confused.

JOHN
Where are we going?

SAMANTHA
To your house to grab your passport...
visa, whatever.  Then off to
Newfoundland.

JOHN
Newfoundland?  But, I've never been
to Africa.

SAMANTHA
You should reconsider that geography
tutor.  Better get your shit together;
we have to save Andy.

John shakes his head slowly, beginning to realize the
importance of this mission.

JOHN
For Andy?  The dufuss who stole you. 
If I do this, will we kiss and make
up?

SAMANTHA
I'm not a possession.  You had an
opportunity, and you failed.  He's
about to get into something serious,
and he has no clue.  Quit being a
selfish prick for once in your recent
post-pubic life.

John's eyes become narrow.  The devil has been unleashed. 
But he quickly changes his spirit, to appease, at least for
now.

JOHN
Fine.  But you're buying my ticket.

SAMANTHA
Figured as much.

(MORE)
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SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
Go get your passport, good thing we
got them when we went on that trip
to Europe for school.  I am going to
borrow my dad's credit card to get
us tickets.

EXT. NEWFOUNDLAND - DAY

A bird's eye view of this peaceful land.  The landscape is
breath taking.  Almost like Fantasy Island.

INT. HOTEL - LOBBY - DAY

The place is filled with tourists going about their business. 
A BUSINESS MAN on his cell phone.  A WOMAN tugging on her
DAUGHTER.  A FAMILY huddled together getting their picture
taken.  Andy and Paul enter carrying their luggage.  Andy
examines everything and everyone.  He's like a ten-year-old
in a candy store.  Andy freezes as he sees a large banner
which reads: BILLOWS REUNION.  His face is filled with dismay.

Paul's hand reaches out and touches Andy's shoulder, shaking
him.

PAUL
Andy.  Let's go.

Andy snaps out of his daze and continues on, taking baby
steps.

INT. HOTEL - HALLWAY - DAY

Andy and Paul exit an elevator and walk down a very well
kept fancy hallway.

ANDY
Aren't we supposed to go to the front
desk and get our rooms first?

PAUL
Already done.

DALE (O.S.)
What's up, boys?

Andy squints his eyes, noticing Dale standing at the end of
the hall.  Andy stops dead and stares at Paul.
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PAUL
We have business to do.  I'll make
it up to you.

Paul waits for Andy to continue walking to catch up.  They
walk toward Dale together.  Andy walks as if his feet are
glued to the carpet.  Regretting this trip already.

INT. HOTEL - ANDY'S ROOM - DAY

The rooms are better than average, with a staggering view. 
Andy rests on the bed, watching TV.  There's a door open
that leads into another room.  Paul appears in the doorway. 
Paul moves to a chair next to the bed and sits.

PAUL
What are ya' watching, killer?

Paul turns to the TV.

ON TV:

A movie with a younger male adult, wasting an older male
adult.  Paul EXHALES.  Andy's face is blank.  No emotions. 
Beyond terror.

PAUL (CONT'D)
I thought you and I could go have
dinner tonight.  Alone.

ANDY
(passive)

Cool.

PAUL
I'll come get you about seven o'clock.

Paul glances at the TV one more time.  Gruesome.  He rises
from the chair and leaves.  Andy uses the remote to turn up
the VOLUME on the TV.

LATER

Andy's dressed up.  He's wearing his best Abercrombie.  He
picks up the phone and DIALS out.  He puts the receiver to
his ear.  Andy pulls the blinds from the window and looks
out onto this magnificent landscape.

ANDY (ON PHONE)
Is Samantha there?
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MUFFLED RAISED VOICES from the other room.  Andy turns toward
his Father's room.  He attempts to put his ear to the wall,
but the phone doesn't reach that far.  He's jerked back.

WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S.)
No, I'm sorry, Andy, she is not here.

Andy wants to hear what's going on in the other room, pulling
his ear from the phone.  He quickly puts his ear back.

ANDY (ON PHONE)
Do you know where she is? 

Andy bumps the wall with his elbow quieting voices next door
quiet.

WOMAN'S VOICE (O.S.)
Haven't the foggiest.  But I'll tell
her you called.  If you hear from
her, let her know her father is upset
about his missing wallet.

ANDY (ON PHONE)
Will do and thank you.

Andy immediately hangs up the phone.  The DOORKNOB to his
room twists.  Andy leaps across the top of the bed, making a
mad dash for the bathroom.

SECONDS LATER

Andy opens the bathroom door with a toothbrush in his mouth.

ANDY (CONT'D)
(playing it off)

Hey.  I'm going to lock that door on
you.

Paul smirks from just inside the room.

ANDY (CONT'D)
Give me one second.

Andy closes the door to the bathroom.  Paul enters Andy's
room.  He walks around slowly, eyeing every thing.  Taking
in every little detail. 

INT. HOTEL - HALLWAY - NIGHT

Andy and Paul head down the hallway after exiting the
elevators.
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Just as they pass,  Billows exits a room and walks in the
opposite direction.  Neither of the two parties see each
other.

INT. HOTEL - LOBBY - NIGHT

Samantha quickly makes her way through a crowded lobby to
the front desk.  John tries his best to keep up with her.

SAMANTHA
Can't you keep up?  Or do I need to
get you a leash? 

Samantha approaches a DESK CLERK.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
Hi, I'm looking for a guest.  It's
an emergency.

DESK CLERK
Guest's name?

SAMANTHA
Andy Spencer.

DESK CLERK
No one here by that name.

SAMANTHA
Try Paul Spencer.

Desk Clerk checks his computer.

DESK CLERK
Nobody here by that name.

SAMANTHA
Do you have any available rooms?

DESK CLERK
That we do have.  One or two beds.

John holds up one finger.  Samantha elbows him in the ribs.

SAMANTHA
Two beds, please.

The Desk Clerk makes the reservation.  Samantha gives John a
dirty look.



98.

INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Andy and Paul are seated by a HOSTESS.  Paul BREATHES in the
atmosphere around them.  Andy's closely examining Paul.

Andy's head turns around the room, looking curiously at all
the people.  Inspecting closely where Paul's eyes land the
longest.

PAUL
We're taking a boat trip tomorrow.

Andy is still distracted.  His eyes focused on every little
detail.  A WOMAN drops her FORK.  Andy turns toward her.  A
MAN COUGHS.  Andy quickly turns toward him.

Another WOMAN digs through her purse.  Andy watches her. 
Paul reaches out and touches Andy's arm.  Andy nervously
jerks his arm back, spilling a glass of water on the table
and himself.  Paul immediately grabs his napkin and wipes
the table off.

PAUL (CONT'D)
(reaching for humor)

You used to do this sort of thing
when you were first born... Hey,
what the hell's gotten into you
tonight?

ANDY
Sorry.  I need to go get some fresh
air.

Andy rises and makes a mad dash to the exit. 

EXT. RESTAURANT - CONTINUOUS

The wind blows slightly.  An American Flag and a Canadian
Flag fly side by side.  Andy sits on the edge of an enormous,
impressive fountain statue of several men pulling lobster
out of a large trap.

A taxi pulls up, and Billows exits.  Andy turns to be face
to face with Billows.  Their eyes linger on each other for a
brief moment.  Billows drags himself to the door of the
restaurant, he looks back at Andy, shrugs it off.  He opens
the door, HACKING and COUGHING. 

Andy glares at Billows disappearing through the door,
validation of Billows's attendance in Newfoundland.
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He takes a DEEP BREATH but nervously goes to stand up, and
falls into the fountain, ass first.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - SAME TIME

Samantha perches on a bed with a phone book wide open.  She
has a pen in her hand, marking off hotel numbers she had
tried, looking for Andy.

SAMANTHA
I've tried almost all these numbers.

John comes walking in, wearing nothing but boxers.

JOHN
Maybe they are under an assumed name. 
Kinda like the games you and I can
play.  You be Madame Dubois, and
I'll be...

SAMANTHA
You'll be putting your clothes on
'cause WE are not going to be doing
anything, but finding Andy.

JOHN
I'm tired of this prissy school girl
act.  What does Andy have that I
don't?

SAMANTHA
For one.  Class.

Samantha rudely walks by John and makes her way to the
bathroom.  John frustratingly stands there, rubbing his fists
against his legs.

INT. RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Andy walks up to the HOST:  every sound, everything seems
foreign to him.  He still can't help but focus on the people
around him.  It appears they are all coming after him.

ANDY
Could you do me a favor and get my
father for me?

HOST
Certainly, sir.  But you're welcome
to go inside yourself.
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Andy holds up his drenched, arms and the Host sees he is
soaked.

HOST (CONT'D)
Very, well.  Point him out.

Andy points to Paul.

HOST (CONT'D)
Wait right here.

The Host excuses himself.  Andy drips a puddle where he is
standing.

MOMENTS LATER

Paul quickly approaches Andy.  Andy's puddle still forms at
the base of his shoes.

PAUL
Are you okay?

ANDY
Fine.  I just slipped into the
fountain is all.

The Host returns as well.  Not so happy with the mess Andy
is making.  Andy notices Paul is not paying him his full
attention.  Paul is scanning through the crowd of people. 
Andy watches as Paul's eyes set the longest on a MALE/FEMALE
in their early thirties.  Andy gets a good look at the couple.

CRUNCH OF ICE booming in Andy's ears.  He turns and sees
Paul chewing on ice from his glass he brought from the table. 
Paul's glaring at him.  Andy squirms uncomfortably in his
spot.  He gnaws at his cuticles as if he had not eaten dinner
in about six years.

PAUL
Knock that off!

Paul sees Andy is not stopping with his snack.  Paul
forcefully yanks Andy's hand from his mouth.

PAUL (CONT'D)
(shouts)

I said knock it off!

Paul notices everyone has stopped to stare briefly.  Andy's
too nervous to be more nervous.
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PAUL (CONT'D)
As I was getting at earlier, we have
an early morning cruise set up.  You
might want to get plenty of sleep
this evening.  And dry yourself off.

Andy can't seem to get comfortable while looking at Paul. 
He's confused more than ever.  Andy eyes twitch.  His hands
shake.  He nods his head.

EXT. SHORELINE - DAY

A sign:  WITLESS BAY.  A car pulls toward a dock area.

EXT. DOCKS - DAY

The weather is perfect at the typical marina.  Andy, Paul
and Dale walk down a long narrow dock.  Rundown boats and
small cruisers' name:  "Six-pack," "Ladykiller,"  "Flawless
Fleet."  Around them, people are boarding boats and pretending
to know what they are doing. 

Paul and Dale stop at one of the top-of-the-line boats named,
"The Hunter."  Andy observes that Paul and Dale board the
boat like pros.  Andy boards, slips on the edge of the boat,
but, catches himself.  Andy watches Paul fiddle with the
navigational equipment.  To Andy's surprise, Paul seems to
know exactly what he's doing.  

EXT. WATER - DAY

Paul steers the boat looking every bit the expert seaman. 
Ale drinks a beer, holding a pair of high tech Military
binoculars, viewing the ocean.

LATER

The boat rests calm and still.  The water is as clear as the
bluest sky.  There is no land in sight.  Andy is alone on
deck.  He sees the binoculars that Dale was using.  He makes
sure no one is watching and sits down next to them.

Andy picks them up and looks through them.  He blinks his
eyes.  These ARE high-tech.  He's mesmerized by the power
and the technology of the binoculars.  He puts them to his
eyes and -

NOTHING BUT OCEAN

A cruise liner comes into view.  Then, a fishing boat.  Andy
adjusts the binoculars inspect a small boat.
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It's the Couple from the restaurant.  Andy takes the
binoculars away from his face for a brief second, puts them
back to his face and sees a distorted image.  He jerks the
binoculars from his face.

Dale'obstructing his view.  Andy nervously stumbles backwards. 
He trips on the anchor rope, gets his leg tangled and falls
overboard.  

PAUL
Andy!

Without hesitation, Paul dives in after him.

EXT. UNDER WATER - CONTINUOUS

Andy's trapped under the boat by the rope from the anchor. 
He frantically struggles.  Paul swims to Andy.  Paul reaches
behind his back, pulling out a knife with a ten-inch blade. 

Andy panics more.  He reacts by kicking Paul.  Paul moves
the knife in toward Andy.  Andy's eyes fill with fear.  A
small amount of red in the water - blood.  Andy passes out. 
Everything goes BLACK

FLASH WHITE:

EXT. SURFACE - DAY

Paul holds on to an unconscious Andy and swims toward the
boat.  Dale is on the side of the boat:  he stretches his
hand out to take Andy.

EXT. WATER - DAY

Andy sits, staring at the bandage on his leg.  Paul walks up
with a cup of water and hands it to Andy.  Andy drinks.

PAUL
Sorry about that.  The rope was so
close to your skin, and you were,
for a lack of a better phrase, acting
like a girl.

ANDY
Thanks for you... know...

Paul nods his head as to say "no problem."  Andy stares out
over the vast ocean.
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ANDY (CONT'D)
Where we headed to now?

PAUL
Dale and I have a small meeting to
attend.

ANDY
At sea?

Andy turns his attention back to his bandages. 

PAUL
No.  No.  No.  So the next couple of
hours are all... yours. 

Paul moves to helm the small vessel back to shore.  Andy
squints his eyes.  Sunlight.  He looks toward the other side
of the boat.  Dale stares right at him.  Andy turns to look
at the ocean and then back to Dale again.  Dale is still
staring at him. 

EXT. VILLAGE - DAY

A sign that says:  WELCOME TO THE BATTERY.  FISHING VILLAGE
SET IN THE 17th CENTURY.

THE BATTERY

Andy walks by himself toward the entrance, backpack slung
over his shoulder.  He stops at a small stand and buys a
disposable camera.

Andy's eating a bag of popcorn as he checks out the different
shops.  He feeds a piece to a family of tame squirrels who
start to follow him.

Intrigued, Andy takes in the architecture of one of the
churches.  The squirrel is still shadowing him.  Andy doesn't
notice.  He hears a MUMBLE OF VOICES off to the side.  He
turns the corner and sees the man and woman from the
restaurant.  He does what he can to get closer without looking
suspicious.

MAN
Linda, I will take care of it as
soon as we get back.  It's nothing
that can be handled now.
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LINDA
(almost crying)

This isn't fair, Tom.  You got me
into this.  Now I'm in danger too. 
And did you ever think about Steve
and Don?  They're into this up to
their throats.  You've managed to
put all of us in danger.

Tom caresses her cheek with his fingers.  She lovingly holds
his hands.

TOM
I was trying to secure our future. 
And those eco-freaks are willing to
pay for it.  If we don't stop him,
like we said, we're going to see
nothing.  And we can't get something
for nothing.

LINDA
I know you meant well.  But...

Andy leans in further and steps on s squirrel's tail.  The
Squirrel SCREECHES and runs off.  Tom and Linda quickly turn
toward Andy.

Andy rapidly pulls out the disposable camera and takes a
picture of Tom and Linda.

TOM
(to Linda)

Wait here.

Andy slowly backs away.  Tom wears a scowl walking fast to
Andy.

TOM (CONT'D)
Give me the goddamn camera!

Andy shoves the camera into his backpack and takes off
running.  Tom gives chase.  Andy runs into the middle of
town.  Tom follows.  Andy nearly knocks a pedestrian over.

ANDY
Sorry!

Andy takes a corner, running hard.  Tom turns the corner,
not far behind Andy.

CORNER
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Tom spins - Andy's gone.  No sign.  Tom bends at the knee,
his BREATH is heavy.  Sweat trickles off his chin.  He
retraces his steps.  Something's moving in the darkness of
one of the doorways of a building.  Andy emerges.  He checks
his backpack for the camera.  Still there.  He views his
escape, making sure the coast is clear one more time before
he leaves.

INT. HOTEL HALLWAY - NIGHT

Andy, Paul and Dale walk a corridor.  Andy sees a bathroom
and stops.

ANDY
I'll be back in a second.

Andy ducks inside.  Paul smells something in the air.  He
stops and turns.  He sees Samantha coming into view.

PAUL
Quick, in here.

Paul grabs Dale's arm and escorts him into a banquet room.

INT. BANQUET ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Paul cracks the door open and watches Samantha and John stroll
by.

DALE (O.S.)
Mind sharing what the hell that is
all about?

Paul is bubbling over with rage.

INT. SHOWCASE RESTAURANT - NIGHT

ON A STAGE

Actors and actresses re-enact scenes with Pirates invading
Newfoundland fishing towns.

DINING AREA

Dale, Andy and Paul sit at a table together.  There is no
conversation.  Andy notices Linda and Tom to his left.  Andy
tries to make a wall with his hands, not wanting to be seen. 
Tom recognizes Andy and furiously approaches him.
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TOM
Where're the fucking pictures you
took earlier?

Paul and Dale look inquisitively at Andy.  Paul curiously
looks at Tom.

PAUL
Can I help you with something?

TOM
Yeah.  Maybe you can.  This fucking
punk took some pictures of me and my
wife and I want them back.

Tom unpleasantly grabs the back if Andy's neck with a death-
grip.  Dale jumps out of his chair and roughly grabs Tom by
the collar.  Dale's eyes are filled with anger.  Tom is
terrified.

DALE
Now I suggest that you go back over
there to your pretty wife and sit
your little ass down and leave the
kid alone.  Got it?

TOM
I just want the pictures back.

Dale uses his thumb and applies it to a pressure point behind
Tom's ear.  Tom becomes immobilized as Dale slams his head
down onto the table.  Andy quickly scoots back in his chair. 
Tom's face is pointed in the direction of a shaken up Andy.

DALE
You'd like to go back to your table
now, wouldn't you?

Tom gazes at Andy with fear.  Andy himself feeling the hair
on his spine dance.

TOM
Yes.  Yes, I would.

Dale lets go of Tom.  Tom straightens himself up.  All the
patrons of the restaurant are watching Dale and Tom - even
the actors on stage.  Tom rests a hard look on Andy before
walking back to his table.  Linda massages Tom's arms.  Tom
shrugs her off.  Paul leans into Andy.
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PAUL
Do you have any idea what he's talking
about?

ANDY
Never seen him before in my life.

Paul settles back in his chair.  Paul and Dale exchange
distasteful glances.

LATER

Dinner's done.  ON STAGE - the performance is more intense.

Andy sips his Pepsi.  Tom gets out of his seat; gives Andy a
dirty look and leaves.  Paul continues to scope out Tom,
then gets up and follows Tom.  Andy's curiosity tells him to
follow.  Andy attempts to pull his chair back, but Dale's
hand lands on Andy's arm.  Stopping him.

DALE
Enjoying your trip?

ANDY
Yeah... It's fabulous.

GUNSHOT - Andy jumps up and SCREAMS.

ANDY (CONT'D)
Call the police!  Someone call the
fucking police!

All the patrons look at Andy like he's crazy.  Andy turns
around and notices an actor is holding a fake gun; smoke is
spewing from the barrel.

Andy feels like an idiot.  He notices Tom walking back to
his table.  Tom roughly grabs the sleeve of Linda's shirt,
ushering her out.  Andy sees Paul coming back to the table. 
Paul notices that Andy is distraught.

PAUL
Everything okay?

DALE
Mr. Fancy-pants had a little too
much caffeine.

Andy throws himself back in his chair. 
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INT. HOTEL - ANDY'S ROOM - NIGHT

Andy sits at his laptop, in the chat room for Long Island
kids again.

DICKHEADFOREVER
How's the trip going, Andy?

MAYANUMBERONE
Who the fuck is this?

DICKHEADFOREVER
Having another bad day?  I thought
we were friends.  Hey, Andy.  What
does your dad do for a living, by
the way?

Andy angrily pushes the laptop away.  It almost falls off
the side of the bed.  He's beyond pissed off.  He walks to
the adjoining door.  He slowly turns the door handle...

INT. HOTEL - PAUL'S ROOM - CONTINUOUS

...Andy's eye in the door frame.  Bloodshot.  Lost.  Confused
and tired.  Andy slowly opens the door.  The coast is clear. 
No one is there.

He searches for a sign of anything.  He notices a laptop on
a table.  Andy walks softly to it.  He notices the laptop is
on, but, the screen is off.  Andy pushes a button to turn
the screen on.

His face registers surprise.  Was he chatting with Dale or
Paul?  Andy peers around the room for any sign that someone
was recently there.  He touches the TV - cold.  The phone -
cold.  But no sign of anyone being there recently.  So who
is the anonymous chatter?

KEY IN THE DOOR

Just as the screen on the laptop becomes visible.  Dale walks
in carrying six pack of beer.

DALE
Paul you here?

No answer.  The ADJOINING DOOR closes as Andy exits without
a sound.  Dale sets the six pack of beer on the table next
to the laptop.  He notices the laptop light on.  He turns
the screen on only to see - NOTHING.
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EXT. PARKING LOT - MORNING

Several picnic tables are off to the side.  Various people
sit at them.  A bus drives by with a loud GRINDING sound. 
Andy's at a picnic table half asleep, his backpack slung
over his shoulder.

Paul comes up from behind and nudges a cup of coffee at
Andy's.  Andy takes the coffee and immediately sips.  He
notices Dale steadily approaching them.

ANDY
Can't we leave him here?

Dale's on top of them.

DALE
Morning, fellows.

Andy turns away with disgust only to notice Linda and Tom. 
And Tom's eyes are deadlocked on Andy.  

INT. BUS - MOMENTS LATER

Paul and Dale sit behind Linda and Tom.  Tom becomes
immediately edgy, twisting in his seat.  Andy sits alone. 
He's across the aisle from Paul - two seats back.  He pulls
out his walkman and slides in a CD, Marilyn Manson. 

LATER

Andy is fast asleep.

POTHOLE - the bus lurches.  Andy is rudely awakened.  He
looks toward Paul and Dale.  Nothing out of the ordinary. 
He returns to his music.

EXT. DUNPHY'S POND TRAIL - EARLY AFTERNOON

Andy keeps his distance from Dale and Paul.  Andy has his
headset on.  He is not enjoying this trip.  Paul notices
Andy's attitude.  His fists ball up at his sides.  His face
rigid. 

LATER

Everyone has stopped for a break.  Dale and Paul sit down
together.  Andy is in his own little world.  Andy watches
Linda and Tom arguing.  Andy reaches in his bag and pulls
out a bottled water.  Andy watches Linda take off for the
woods.
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Andy takes out a handkerchief and wipes his sweaty forehead. 
He looks up to see where Tom is and notices he's nowhere to
be found.  Andy notices Paul is suddenly headed for the woods,
with his backpack thrown over his shoulder.

Andy believes the coast is clear with Dale preoccupied,
flirting with a young woman.  Andy grabs his backpack and
follows Paul.

EXT. WOODS - CONTINUOUS

Andy fights his way through the branches of the thick woods.

TALKING IN THE DISTANCE - Andy stops.  He ducks down.  Not
too far in the distance he sees Linda and Tom.  Tom is roughly
shaking Linda.  Tough guys in panic mode.

TOM
I can't keep doing this.  I am getting
tired of hearing about this every
five fucking minutes.

LINDA
(upset)

What do you want me to say?  You've
already killed six people to mount
your little fortune.  Monster.  Both
of us.  We're both monsters.

Tom pulls away from her.  Linda's words obviously upset him
deeply.

LINDA (CONT'D)
Monsters.

Andy spots Paul hunched down looking around for any witnesses. 
Andy lies flat on the ground, out of sight.

THE UNSPEAKABLE - Andy looks up and sees Paul walking toward
Linda and Tom.  Andy quickly pulls out his camera.

TOM
(to Paul, aggressively)

Can I help you?  Look, that boy will
give up the pictures if he knows
what's good for him.  You and your
monkey won't always be around to
protect him.

Paul takes out a slick black gun with a silencer on it.  Tom
pulls Linda to him.
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In a protective way, he puts her behind him.  His demeanor
turns from macho to fear as he backs away. 

TOM (CONT'D)
Who sent you?  I'll double the pric...

Paul shoots Tom in the head.  Dead.  Andy neurotically snaps
picture after picture.  Linda pleads for her life.  Paul
doesn't listen.  He shoots her down, cold.

Andy shimmies backwards.  His nose runs.  He attempts to
stand, but his backpack is lodged between two rocks.  He
struggles to free it.  He pulls and pulls, face filling with
extreme fear.  He manages to free the backpack.  He quickly
gets to his feet, puts the camera in his backpack and takes
off running.

He stops briefly, kneels over and throws-up.  As quickly as
he can, Andy sprints off once again, looking back in search
of a pursuing Paul.  No sign.  He runs smack into

Dale takes hold of Andy.

DALE
Hey.  What's your hurry, Junior?

Andy pushes himself off Dale and continues running.

LATER

Tour Guide continues leading the hikers up the trail.  Dale
and Paul walk together.  Andy's shaking like a leaf in a
cold wind.  He glances every so often at Paul, but never too
long.

EXT. BUS - EARLY EVENING

Tour Guide checks the passengers getting aboard.

TOUR GUIDE
Anyone see the happy honeymooners?

Dale and Paul glance at one another.  Without a word they
confirm everything's done.  Andy knows, but does not dare
speak.

PAUL
(calm as can be)

They were fighting somethin' fierce. 
My guess is they took off a long
time ago.
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Andy jerks his head toward Paul fast.  He looks like he just
found out he has ten hours to live.  Paul looks to Andy and
smiles, then winks.

INT. BUS - EARLY EVENING

Andy has his blank face pressed against the window.  He holds
his backpack close under his arm.  A hand plops down on his
shoulder.  Andy jumps fearfully and makes a WHINING noise.

PAUL (O.S.)
Relax.

Paul stands over Andy.  His face solid.

PAUL (O.S.) (CONT'D)
I was just going to ask if you enjoyed
the trails.

Andy is deeply afraid, but he has to remain calm.

ANDY
Yeah.  Great.

Paul smiles and squeezes Andy's shoulder.  Paul sits back in
his seat.  Beginning to calm down, Andy tries to relax back
in his seat.  He looks into his back pack and sees the camera. 
He SIGHS deeply.  He glances around and notices Dale's eyes
are deadlocked on him.  Dale winks.  Andy turns away and
keeps to himself, holding the backpack for protection.

EXT. STREETS - EARLY EVENING

Andy, Paul and Dale have just returned from their hiking
trip.  Andy's as jumpy as a kangoroo with a caffinee overload. 
A huge crowd of tourists seperate the group.  Andy finds
himself alone.  In the distance, Andy spots a POLICE OFFICER. 
And makes quick strides to the Police Officer.

ANDY
(nervous)

I... I need... I need too...

The Police Officer patientelly waits for Andy to spit his
words out.

PAUL (O.S.)
Officer, we're looking for a gift
shop?
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Andy's petrified face turns.  Paul is standing directly behind
him.  Paul gently places his hand on Andy's shoulder.

PAUL (CONT'D)
A place to pick up some trinkets for
friends.

The Police Officer points.

POLICE OFFICER
Go down to the end of this block,
take a right, and there is a whole
row of places.

PAUL
Thank you.

Paul leads Andy away.  Andy turns around with pleading eyes
that are crying for help.  But his mouth his motionless. 
The Police Officer is unaware of Andy's fears.

INT. HOTEL - ANDY'S ROOM - NIGHT

Andy lies on his bed, with a wet washcloth thrown over his
face.  Paul barges in.

PAUL
Did you want anything from the
restaurant?

ANDY
Not feeling too well.

PAUL
I hope you feel better.  Good night.

Paul leaves.  Andy removes the wash cloth.  He's not sick -
he's scared.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Samantha is lying on the bed, applying lotion to her legs. 
John sits on the other bed, watching, as he gets all worked
up.

SAMANTHA
Something could be happening to him
right now.  God, this is horrible.

John rises off the bed and paces.
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SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
Sit down!

JOHN
(hostile)

I don't want to sit down.

SAMANTHA
John, you're creeping me out.  Sit
down!

John jumps on top of her and folds her hands behind her head. 
He has her pinned.

JOHN
You fucking little tease.  Fucking
cock tease.  Going to show you once
and for all what a real man you've
been missing...

Samantha's eyes fill with horror.

WHAM - a blunt object hits John over the head and he falls
to the ground.  Samantha is confused.  She looks around the
room, and Paul's face comes into view.  He covers her mouth
with his hand, and with his finger, warns her to be silent.

PAUL
I can recognize that perfume a mile
away.

Fear stricken, Samantha trembles as Paul towers over her.

INT. HOTEL - ANDY'S ROOM - NIGHT

The room is completely black.  The adjoining door opens
allowing light to flow in onto the bed, where Andy's fast
asleep.  Dale rushes through the door.  He roughly grabs
Andy out of bed.

Andy's lethargic, but wakes quickly.  He feels threatened
and jerks away.  But, he is no match for Dale.  Dale covers
Andy's mouth with his hand and holds onto him with a death
grip.

DALE
(whispering)

Don't ask questions, or things will
get real ugly - really quick.  Put
on your clothes quickly, and come
with me.
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Andy's terrified and confused.  But he does what Dale asks. 
He dresses and grabs his backpack.  Paul enters.

PAUL
Trust us, Andy.  Just follow Dale.

Andy knows he has no choice at this point.

EXT. HOTEL - NIGHT

SIRENS approach as the trio runs out of a back door of the
hotel.  They make their way through an alley.  Paul leads
Dale.  Andy's in the middle, eyes darting for an escape route
from his assailants.

ANDY
So is this the part where you Barbecue
me and eat me? 

Dale pushes Andy along.

DALE
Don't fuck with me, kid.

Paul reaches the street just a few steps ahead of Dale and
Andy.  A police car barricades the alley way.  POLICE jump
out, guns drawn.  Paul reverses direction and grabs Andy.

An OFFICER has his gun aimed at Andy's back.

Dale's eyes are on the Officer's gun.  He knows full well
Andy's in danger.  Dale doesn't hesitate, he leaps toward
Andy, pushing him out of the way as

GUNSHOT - the Officer fires his gun.  A bullet drives into
Dale's chest.  Andy falls to the ground, out of harm's way. 
Dale drops to the cold concrete, motionless, surrounded in a
pool of his own blood.

Andy covers his mouth with fear as he tries to scurry
backwards from the growing puddle of Dale's blood.  Paul
reacts quickly, reaching down and jerking Andy off the ground. 
He pushes Andy to continue running.  Paul manages to get one
quick glance at his dead partner.

Andy and Paul are running.  Andy is almost out of BREATH. 
Distant sound of SIRENS.  Paul grabs Andy and stops him.  He
hands Andy a set of keys. 
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PAUL
No time to explain.  I need you to
get to the airport and take the next
flight home.

ANDY
(catching breath)

What about... what about you?

PAUL
(abrasive)

If I'm not there, leave without me.

In the distance - Police SIRENS approaching.

PAUL (CONT'D)
Go.

(pushing Andy)
GO!

Andy hesitates, gripping the keys hard.  He's scared of Paul,
but it feels safer with him than running to the airport alone. 
Paul pushes Andy to get moving.  Andy takes off.  He turns
back briefly, and notices that Paul is gone.  Andy turns and
runs, this time without looking back.

INT. AIRPORT TERMINAL - NIGHT

MONTAGE OF SHOTS

- Andy sitting with his ticket and backpack.

- Andy fidgeting with his head in his hands.

- Andy getting nervous seeing a SECURITY GUARD eyeing him. 
False alarm.

- Andy slumped in the seat.

- Andy standing searching around for Paul.

- ANNOUNCEMENT for Andy's flight.  Andy looks down corridors
for Paul.

- Andy boards the plane alone. 

INT. AIRPLANE - NIGHT

The screen is dark.  Heavy BREATHING and a loud HEARTBEAT. 
A WOMAN's soft muffled voice comes out of nowhere. 
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WOMAN (O.S.)
Hello.  Hello.

Andy wakes up in fright.  Andy's hair is matted, he looks
like he has been living in his clothes for a week.  He looks
up, seeing a Flight Attendant standing over him.

ANDY
(dazed)

Where am I?

The Flight Attendant folds her hands, smiling to Andy.

FLIGHT ATTENDANT
You slept the whole way, sir.

He climbs out of his chair, walking like he is half dead.

EXT. CAB - NIGHT

The cab pulls in front of Paul's house.  Andy leaps out. 
Stumbling as he eagerly tries to make it to the house. 

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - HALL TO OFFICE DOOR -
CONTINUOUS

Andy digs in his pockets for the forbidden keys.  He is so
fucking nervous.  The cat slides around his legs, welcoming
him.  But he's on a mission.  He drops the key and pats the
carpet looking for them.  He finds the keys and tries several
of them until one opens the lock.  He slowly pushes the door
open.

INT. ANDY'S FATHER'S HOUSE - OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Andy rummages through all the stuff in the office.  He
searches top to bottom, leaving no stone unturned.  He pulls
that magical carpet back, and sees a trap door. 

He yanks and yanks on the door leading into the basement,
but it won't budge.  He takes a deep BREATH, giving it one
more hard yank, opening it. 

Andy looks into the basement, before going down.  Dark and
scary.

INT. BASEMENT PART OF OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Andy searches for a light switch, covering his nose from the
stench.  He finds a light, turns it on.
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He notices a desk with high-tech cameras and other expensive
looking surveillance equipment.

He views a series of shelves with different kinds of
ammunition lined neat and meticulously.  He runs his hands
over the boxes with fear and curiosity.  He takes a few of
the boxes and throws them against the opposite wall.  Tears
well in his eyes and trickle down his face.  He feels
betrayed.

He roughly pulls open a drawer and sees a box.  In the box,
a magnificent gun.  Small.  Sleek.  Glossy.  Shiny and silver. 
Gold tips.  He picks it up, looking and wondering what had
Paul done with this gun.  He stuffs the gun in his pocket.

He opens up another drawer.  But this drawer is not like any
of the other drawers.  This drawer is filled with pieces of
paper and notepads.  He skims through the notepads and
recognizes the writing as poetry.

ANDY
Poetry.  Him? 

He places his attention to rows and rows of folders.  Neatly
filed like an anal librarian has been there.  He curiously
looks through the folders on the shelves.  He grabs a folder
and wipes his runny nose with his sleeve.

An abundance of folders marked "CLASSIFIED".  Another folder
marked "Tom and Linda".

CLANK - Andy drops the GUN on the ground.  Andy's hands shake
nervously.  He grabs the folder, opens it and stares at it. 
Seeing several pictures of Tom and Linda in different places
around the world.  Andy flips to a piece of paper where he
sees the words "TOM AND LINDA TO BE SURVEILLANCED."

ANDY (CONT'D)
(Reads from the same
page out loud)

As Congressman Billows pushes forward
on his latest bill, there are those
who would like to stop him, he will
need our full cooperation.

Andy drops the folder to his feet.  He angrily throws other 
folders off the shelves.  He stops momentarily, fighting
tears.  He looks to the ground and sees a folder with a
picture of his mother.  Confused, he picks it up.  He turns
a page and sees:  DANGEROUS, TO BE HANDLED WITH EXTREME
CAUTION. 
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PAUL (O.S.)
Andy.  Please.

Andy reaches down and grabs the gun from the floor.  We have
seen him scared, but not like this.  Andy's face is intense. 
Fearful, yet aggressive.  He quickly turns to Paul, raising
and cocking the GUN.  Andy shakes as he slowly walks toward
Paul trying to build courage to pull the trigger.

ANDY
Like fucking father, like fucking
son, huh.  You killed my mother.

Beads of sweat mount on Andy's face.  His nose runs like a
broken faucet.  Paul raises his arms up in a non-threatening
way.

PAUL
Andy.  There is more than meets the
eye here.

ANDY
Is the big bad macho man scared?  
Now you see how I've felt.  How many
people's innocent lives died with
this gun?

Paul's face remains calm.  Paul makes small steps to Andy. 
Paul reaches for the gun.  Andy doesn't let go easily.  He
struggles to keep the gun.

Their eyes are deadlocked.  Fear, frustration, anger, hate,
run through Andy so quickly.

PAUL
I just was not able to tell you before
who I was working for or what was at
stake.  Dale and I were working on
some pretty heavy stuff. 

Andy tightens his grip on the gun.

PAUL (CONT'D)
It was never my intention to put you
in harms' way... or your mother.

ANDY
(shouting)

Taking me to Newfoundland was what... 
supposed to make me feel better...
little Assassin's holiday.
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PAUL
I know taking you with me was a risk,
but I felt you would be in more danger
if I left you here alone.

ANDY
Risk?  RISK?!?  No shit!

Paul uses his hands to show he is backing down.

ANDY (CONT'D)
And you had that goddamn Terminator
walking around here.

PAUL
Dale, saved your life.

Paul slowly, but calmly, takes steps toward Andy.

PAUL (CONT'D)
Andy.  Please.  This is my fault. 
Put down the gun, son.  There's more.

Andy backs up slowly, until he is up against the shelves. 
Shivering.

ANDY
I'll shoot... I... swear...

Paul manages to get close enough to Andy.  Paul's wearing a 
jacket we've never seen before.  It revealing his CIA badge. 
Andy sees the badge and things quickly make sense.

ANDY (CONT'D)
You could have told me.

PAUL
This one was a little too sensitive! 

Andy's body relaxes.  A pair of female legs walk down the
stairs.  Andy stares with curiosity.  Could this be his
mother?  No, it is Samantha.

SAMANTHA
I went to Newfoundland, with John,
looking for you, and, well, lets
just say your dad saved the day. 

Andy looks back at Paul still confused, but willing to listen. 
The grip on the gun goes limp.  Paul reaches out and places
his hand on Andy's, slowly taking the gun away.
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PAUL
We pay a million prices for our
actions.  I'm paying mine.

Andy breaks down and CRIES.  Paul is unsure of what to do. 
He hugs Andy, with a look of lost pride.  Andy's eyes are
glazed and his nose no longer dripping.

ANDY
The... the poetry.  You kept poetry
my mom wrote you all these years?

Paul shakes his head - with a smile and almost a tear in his
macho eye.

PAUL
No, Andy.  I write poetry.  Been
doing so since I can remember.  But,
been long run of serious writer's
block.  Ya know...

Paul tussles Andy's hair.

Bonus.  Andy's face lights up.  Maybe he could after all
learn something from this man he does not know.

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

Cars lined up.  People surrounding a burial proceeding. 
Military and other government people are there.  Paul stands
in front of the funeral proceedings.  He looks around for
Andy.  No sign.

Paul has his head to the ground.  He looks down and sees a
pair of shoes approach.  He looks up and sees Andy.  Andy
without his backpack.  Andy has a single rose in his hand. 
More importantly, Andy's nose has run dry.  Andy stands next
to Paul.  They share a smile of comradery.  Andy musters
enough courage to sling his arm around Paul's shoulder.

ANDY
Sorry about Dale.

PAUL
He was a good man.  Fucked up in the
head.  But, nonetheless, a good man. 
I wrote him a poem, would you like
to hear it.

Andy happily nods his head.  Paul wrestles a piece of paper
nervously from his pocket.
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PAUL (CONT'D)
(clears throat and
reads)

Upon wrinkled grapes I lay.  Turning
them to wine when I pray.  I will
relish in your fruits.  I am sad,
alone from you and hurt.  In a word -
I miss you.

Paul folds up the piece of paper, shoving back into his
pocket.  Andy proudly pats Paul on the back.

ANDY
Dale would be proud.  I know I am.

They share a father and son moment, with a smile.

MOMENTS LATER

The ceremony is over.  The casket is being lowered into the
ground.  Andy walks to the casket and throws the rose on it. 
He smiles with acknowledgement.  The same MAN who ransacked
Paul's house earlier approaches Paul wearing an elegant suit. 
Andy turns back to Paul and witnesses the discussion from a
distance.

PAUL
I see you made it, Greene.

AGENT GREENE
Lot of tape for the agency to sort
through.  We understand the urgency
of protecting Billows in another
country, but you know the rules, and
now one of our own is dead.  Lot of
clean-up.  It's not going to be fun. 
Just tell me there is no physical
evidence that can be traced back to
the murders?

Paul instantly looks to Andy.  The camera.  He lowers his
head turning back toward Agent Greene.

PAUL
Not that I know of.  Is there going
to be a trial?

AGENT GREENE
In light of the circumstances, I
think we might be able to glide under

(MORE)
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AGENT GREENE (CONT'D)
radar on this one.  But I am telling
you, you're taking a long vacation
'til you get your head screwed on.

Agent Greene regards Andy with slight dismay, and turns back
to Paul.

AGENT GREENE (CONT'D)
Lost a good agent.

PAUL
And I lost a good friend.

AGENT GREENE
I'll be in touch.

Agent Greene nods and walks away from Paul.  Paul is skeptical
about something.

LATER

Paul and Andy walk side by side.

PAUL
I'm new to this whole father thing.

Andy bites his cuticles.

PAUL (CONT'D)
Don't do that, Andy!  That's...

Paul snaps his FINGERS - catching himself.

PAUL (CONT'D)
See.  Prime example.

Andy stops biting his nails.

ANDY
Bad habit.

PAUL
I need to work on a lot of things. 
I'm asking that you trust me.

ANDY
I don't want to wake up one morning
and not know where we stand.  I never
got to know my mother.  I would like
to get to know my father.
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Paul's hard face softens.  Paul extends his hand and they
shake.  An appreciation for each other begins for the first
time.  Paul recognizes Samantha standing by Andy's car.

PAUL
Better go see your girl.  She's
waiting for you.  Bring her over one
night for dinner.  I can cook a mean
TV dinner. 

Andy turns and smiles toward Samantha.  He looks back to
Paul.

ANDY
Thanks.

They hug.  At first it's awkward, but settles into real
bonding.  Andy pivots to walk away, stops and turns back to
Paul.

ANDY (CONT'D)
Almost forgot to give you this.

Andy hands Paul a wrapped gift and abruptly walks away. 
Paul looks at the gift confused.  He opens it to reveal the
camera Andy used to take pictures of him killing Linda and
Tom.  Paul clenches the camera tight.  The bonding has
definitely begun.  Paul shouts to Andy.

PAUL
I see you left the backpack behind.

Andy turns and with the biggest smile ever imaginable.

ANDY
I guess I grew apart from my security
blanket.

Andy and Paul continue in their separate directions.  Andy's
got his sights on making his way to Samantha.

TATE (O.S.)
Andy.

Andy turns and curiously watches as Tate approaches.

ANDY
Tate, how did you know I was here?

TATE
Your pretty girl told me.



125.

Tate glances over and sees Samantha.  He waves to her and
she waves back.  He turns his attention back to Andy.

TATE (CONT'D)
I don't know really what to say,
except I acted like an idiot, and I
hope I didn't do anything to ruin
our friendship.

ANDY
I've been kinda...

Tate holds his hands up in a friendly gesture.

TATE
Trust me.

Tate hands Andy a bag.

TATE (CONT'D)
This should explain everything.

(beat)
If you're not too mad, give me a
call.

Andy takes the bag.  Tate mysteriously walks off.  Andy opens
the bag and sees a book.  He pulls it out.  HOLY SHIT - MAYA
ANGELOU.  He looks at Tate walking away.  He looks back at
the book with burning questions.  He opens it and gets all
the answers he needs.  The book is signed; YOUR FRIEND,
DICKHEADFOREVER.

Andy closes the book.  He hesitates a second.  He smiles and
calmly places the book in the bag.  Andy walks fast toward
his car and sees Samantha leaning on the door.

SAMANTHA
Aren't you Mr. Popular.

He throws the book in the back seat.

SAMANTHA (CONT'D)
Where to now?

ANDY
Hightide.  Time I learned how to
swim.   

Andy scoops up Samantha in his arms, twirls her around and
gives her a long, hard kiss.
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THE END
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