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FADE IN:  

EXT. SMALL, CORAL STONE HOUSE - NIGHT - RAIN

WE HEAR: KATE SMITH SINGING “TOO LATE” FROM AN OLD 1930’s 
RADIO BROADCAST. 

A DIM LAMP LIGHT glows thru a FRONT WINDOW. 

A OLD MAN peers out, motionless from within.  

CAPTION: “LAGUNA MARSH, FLORIDA, 1932”

LIGHTNING! 

THUNDER!

INT. LIVING ROOM - SAME

A sickly old man, CORNELIUS PROCTOR, sits in a 
WHEELCHAIR, staring out into the STORM. 

The room is dim, save for that SMALL LAMP. 

KATE SMITH SINGS thru the STATIC of the RADIO. 

The room is cluttered with PROCTOR’S effects: JACKET, 
LIFE MAGAZINE, CANE. ETC.

A SMALL FAN RATTLES nearby. 

PROCTOR COUGHS into his HANDKERCHIEF, pivots in his 
WHEELCHAIR towards a WORK TABLE, covered in TOOLS and 
MECHANICAL IMPLEMENTS. 

He rolls to the nearby RADIO. Stops. The SONG stirring 
memories. 

Struggling, he reaches out and turns the RADIO off. 

THUNDER and SPLASHING RAIN fill the silence. 

PROCTOR sits, thoughts cascading thru his mind.  

He surveys the room: Lightning-lit MECHANICAL DRAWINGS 
quivering on the walls. 

A FRAMED PHOTO of his deceased wife, ANNA, staring back 
from atop a CLUTTERED SIDE TABLE. 

He turns towards the untidy WORK TABLE. 



A strange, homemade DEVICE seizes his attention. 

He wheels himself to the WORK TABLE.  

Once there, he grabs a TATTERED JOURNAL tucked beneath 
the DEVICE, opens to a PAGE and, with some difficulty, 
begins to write. 

WE SEE: HIS ENTRY: “INTO THE GREAT ABYSS.”

Replacing the JOURNAL to the TABLE TOP, he grabs a HAND 
CRANK on the side of the DEVICE and turns it. 

He flips SWITCHES and adjusts KNOBS attached to the 
DEVICE. 

LIGHTS on the DEVICE begin to GLOW as it emits a HUM. 

READOUTS and GAUGE NEEDLES quiver and wave. 

PROCTOR reaches for a HANDLE depressed within the DEVICE. 

He hesitates. The gravity of his action giving him pause. 

Resolved, he resumes his grip and slowly pulls the HANDLE 
towards him. 

TINY THREADS OF ENERGY lick at his hand, CRACKLING, as 
OBJECTS ON THE TABLE begin to shake. 

PROCTOR grasps the side of the WORK TABLE with his free 
hand, his body beginning to tremble violently. 

LIGHTS on the DEVICE GLOW BRIGHTER. It HUMS LOUDER. 

PROCTOR MOANS as his grip, now inextricably affixed to 
the HANDLE, tightens. His HAND gloved in a WEB OF STRANGE 
ENERGY. 

The OBJECTS on the WORK TABLE SHAKE and BOUNCE 
vigorously. An ACETYLENE TORCH bounces to the FLOOR. 
TOOLS, MACHINE PARTS and a BOTTLE OF ACETONE follow. 

BOOM! 

The DEVICE SPARKS!

PROCTOR tumbles back. 

SMOKE billows from the DEVICE. LIGHTS DIMMING. HUM 
FADING. GAUGE NEEDLES FALLING. It has expired. 

THUNDER PEALS and LIGHTNING FLASHES savagely as PROCTOR’s 
inert body sits eerily slack in the WHEELCHAIR. 
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He is dead. Head back. Eyes open. Unmoving. His final 
expression a mix of awe and pain. 

Below, amidst the litter from the WORK TABLE, the 
ACETYLENE TORCH ignites spilled ACETONE. 

A STRIPE OF FLAME begins creeping across the rutted 
WOODEN FLOOR.  

SMOKE begins filling the room, obscuring all in a dense, 
menacing CLOUD. 

EXT. A JUNK YARD - REMOTE PART OF TOWN - DAWN 

A RUSTY STACK OF WRECKED CARS. Their HEADLIGHTS stare out 
like eyes.  

A BUSTED CAR DOOR CREAKS in a BREEZE. 

A LIZARD slithers across a ROTTED STEERING WHEEL. 

ROWS OF WRECKED CARS fill the view in PREDAWN LIGHT. 

EXT. FRONT GATE - JUNK YARD - SAME

A CHEAP, HANDMADE, RUSTY SIGN clings precariously to a 
HEAVY METAL GATE DOOR reading: “WRECK AND RUIN SALVAGE”

EXT. LOUIE’S ROOM - SAME

Beside the WRECKAGE is a DOOR and WINDOW to an EFFICIENCY 
overlooking the auto carnage. 

INT. EFFICIENCY - LOUIE’S ROOM - SAME

A run-down space cluttered with found, re-purposed 
detritus. RUSTY COT, DIRTY DESK LAMP, CREAKY TABLE, 
SQUEAKY CHAIR. A 2017 CALENDAR tacked to the WALL. POST-
ITS and NOTE SCRAPS dangling off.   

A COBBLED-TOGETHER COMPUTER HUMS on the DESK next to a 
PRINTER. 

LOUIE, a 30’s-ish down-and-outer, and proprietor of the 
junk yard, is collapsed in a sweaty heap atop his BED 
COVERS.  

An OLD WALL CLOCK CLACKS the seconds above him. 

It is QUIET. 
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Then - 

BANG! BANG! BANG! 

EXT. THE FRONT GATE - THE JUNK YARD - SAME

A WALKING CANE rudely pounds on the METAL DOOR. 

BANG! BANG! BANG!

INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - SAME

Louie stirs. He swings himself over the bedside and 
reaches for a CIGARETTE on the CRATE next to his BED. 
He’s in no hurry.

The KNOCKING CONTINUES: BANG! BANG! BANG!

Louie draws long from his CIGARETTE. 

LOUIE
(to himself)

Fuck you, Morty. 

EXT. THE JUNK YARD - LATER

Louie is walking beside MORTY, an older, infirm man, 
hobbling on the CANE we saw pummeling the FRONT GATE. 

LOUIE
Come on, Morty. Give me more time. 

MORTY
Louie, you sound like your grandfather. 

LOUIE
Look at this place. You think I’m getting 
rich? 

They arrive at the FRONT GATE.

Morty stops and turns to Louie. 

MORTY
You shoulda thought of that before giving 
me the lien. 

Morty begins hobbling thru the opening in the GATE. Louie 
grabs his arm. This stiffens and angers Morty.
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LOUIE
This is all I got. 

Morty ignores him and looks up to the dawn sky. 

MORTY
Looks like it’s gonna be a beautiful day.

Morty begins to hobble away. He speaks back over his 
shoulder.

MORTY (CONT'D)
Pay up. Or start packing. 

Louie watches Morty leave thru the slight opening of the 
GATE. 

His WATCH ALARM BUZZES. 

Time to open the junk yard.

EARLY MORNING MONTAGE:

DJ (V.O.)
(heard over the montage)

Morning, Slaterville. It’s gonna be a hot 
one. 

LOUIE pulls the heavy FRONT GATE DOOR fully open.

DJ
Looks like traffic on the 95 is snarled 
going and a-coming.

LOUIE dragging overloaded TRASH CANS out to the street. 

DJ (CONT’D)
Best if you ain’t got nowhere to go.

LOUIE with a RUSTY PIPE trying to kill something in the 
CAR PARTS. 

DJ (CONT’D)
And something fun to take your mind off 
this darned heat. 

A COUNTRY SONG begins to play.

INT. LOUIE’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

FLUSH! LOUIE steps out of his toilet, zipping up and 
moves to his DESK. 
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LOUIE
(he jumps)

GAH!

SAL, a middle-aged homeless man stands before him. 

Louie recovers and moves to a BURBLING COFFEE MAKER. 

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Jesus, Sal, you can’t knock?

Sal smiles. 

SAL
I did, old chap. You were relieving 
yourself. 

Louie reaches over to the RADIO and turns the volume 
down. 

Sal moves to the COFFEE MAKER. 

SAL (CONT’D)
May I?

Louie, COFFEE CUP in hand, collapses into his DESK CHAIR. 
Opens his DESK DRAWER, withdraws a SMALL WHISKEY BOTTLE 
and pours a slug into his coffee. 

EXT. LOUIE’S PLACE - THE FRONT - SAME

MONA, Louie’s girlfriend, pretty, late 30’s, a bit 
harried, in her waitress uniform, pulls up in a RUSTY 
JUNKER. She parks, hops out with a couple of BAGS OF FOOD 
and runs towards the office. 

EXT. A CAR - THE STREET BESIDE THE JUNK YARD - SAME

WE SEE A MAN sitting in his CAR watching MONA. He raises 
a BLACKBERRY and begins making notes. 

INT. LOUIE’S OFFICE

Louie is pouring over PAPERWORK as Mona enters. Sal has 
grabbed a BROOM and is sweeping. 

MONA
(bad British accent)

Top of the morning, Sal. 
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SAL
Mum. 

Mona plops herself atop Louie’s desk handing him a BAG OF 
FOOD. 

MONA
Room service! 

Louie grabs the BAG and stands, leaning in to give her a 
peck on the cheek, then sits and returns to his 
paperwork.

LOUIE
What’s the special? 

Mona digs into her bag and begins eating. 

MONA
Usual. Last night’s special. I threw in a 
turnover I stole.

Louie sits back, unwraps the food and stares at it. 

Mona watches.

MONA (CONT’D)
You’re welcome. 

Louie smiles at her. 

LOUIE
Sorry. Thanks. It’s just - Another pre-
dawn visit from the vulture.

MONA
Doesn’t he ever sleep? 

LOUIE
I told you he’s not human.

Mona gets excited.

MONA
So you gonna give him the junk yard?

Louie half-smiles. 

LOUIE
Forfeit my rusty empire? 

She reads his reluctance.
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LOUIE (CONT’D)
Mona, it’s all I got. 

She gets angry.

MONA
That’s not true. You got me. 

She points to Sal.

MONA (CONT’D)
You got him. 

Sal stops sweeping. 

SAL
Some advice, sir? I have some financial 
experience, what with my family’s 
fortunes.

They look at Sal in his homeless attire.

LOUIE
Thanks, Sal. Maybe you can find the cat 
that keeps pissing on all the car parts. 

Sal, nods, deposits the sweepings in the trash and exits 
the office. 

MONA
I’ll stake you. I got a nest egg. It’s 
for both of us. 

Louie won’t hear it. 

MONA (CONT’D)
Gramps is dead. 

This stings Louie a little. 

MONA (CONT’D)
I’m sorry. 

LOUIE
It’s all I have connecting me to family. 

MONA
Your Mom’s place? 

LOUIE
Bank. I was lucky to get this after 
Gramps went to jail. 
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MONA
You were lucky they didn’t arrest you. 

LOUIE
You were lucky I was here when you got 
out. 

Mona gets up to go.

MONA
See any rats running away lately? 

Louie wonders what she means. 

MONA (CONT’D)
They abandon sinking ships. 

She heads for the door. 

LOUIE
You saying I’m not smarter than a rat?

Mona isn’t amused. She leans towards him.

MONA
You helped me get clean. Now I help you.

LOUIE
It’s what friends do. 

Mona reflects.

MONA
Gramps was a good man. Making everybody 
deals. Even your mom. 

LOUIE
She couldn’t handle a kid in her 
condition. 

(after a beat)
Something’ll come along. 

MONA
Listen. I know bottom. 

Louie’s CELL PHONE RINGS. 

He answers.

LOUIE
Yeah? 
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EXT. HIGHWAY - SAME

SHERIFF TABER, a portly, older law man is calling on his 
RADIO from the SQUAD CAR. SMOKE swirling around him. 

TABER
Hey, Louie. 

LOUIE
Sheriff Taber. 

TABER
Bad accident on the causeway. Room for 
one more?

LOUIE
You know it. 

TABER
Might find a few goodies. 

LOUIE
Don’t tell Morty. 

TABER
Bastard’d pawn his mom for beer money. 
Have it there in a tick.  

Louie hangs up. 

Mona stares at him. 

MONA
Tell Morty to fuck himself. Call his 
bluff. 

LOUIE
While he’s got my lien? I owe him. 

MONA
So’s everybody in this stinking ditch.

(re: the food)
Bon appetite.

She exits. 

EXT. THE CAR - THE STREET - SAME

The STRANGER watches Mona return to her car and pull 
away. 
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EXT. THE CAR CRUSHER - THE JUNK YARD - LATER

Louie is elbow-deep in grease and grime trying to fix the 
CAR CRUSHER. Sal is supposed to be assisting him, but 
mostly chats. 

SAL
Daddy was the quintessential railroad 
man. And race cars. A macho diversion. 
Science is so much more invigorating.

Louie reaches to Sal.

LOUIE
Wrench?

Sal absentmindedly grabs a WRENCH from the TOOL BOX. 

SAL
Understanding Nature’s mysteries. That’s 
my calling. Daddy demanded I follow in 
his sooty footprints. 

Louie makes conversation while struggling with the guts 
of the crusher.

LOUIE
Left your fortune for a dream. 

SAL
I’d much rather watch a germ dance under 
a microscope than calibrate 
weight/distance/ratio of a freight line. 

SSSSSSSSHHHHHHH! Suddenly, HYDRAULIC FLUID sprays 
everywhere and onto them. 

Louie throws down his tools.

LOUIE
Shit! 

Sal calmly wipes the FLUID off, while Louie tosses TOOLS 
into the BOX with disgust.

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Fucking antique! I can’t afford a new 
crusher. Shit! 

SAL
I would access my accounts, dear boy. But 
it might alert them to my whereabouts. 
And me just beginning to make some 
headway with my experiments. 
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TABER (O.S.)
Hey!

Sheriff Taber walks into view. 

TABER (CONT’D)
Tow’s out front. 

Louie turns to Sal. 

LOUIE
Mind escorting them in, Sal?

SAL
At your service, sir. 

Sal hops down from the crusher and hurries past Taber, 
giving him a little bow. Taber smiles. 

TABER
You got a butler? Business is picking up.

LOUIE
Works for bad coffee and smokes. 

Louie takes out a RAG to mop his brow.  

TABER
Saw your lady at the diner.

(indicates his finger)
No ring.

LOUIE
Need a break first, sheriff. 

TABER
Don’t we all? That reminds me. 

INT. LOUIE’S OFFICE

Louie hands Taber a BAG OF USED CAR PARTS. 

LOUIE
So when do I get to see this vintage 
masterpiece?

Taber holds the bag. 

TABER
Tell you the truth, Louie, I kinda hope 
it takes a while longer. I’m having so 
much fun fixing her up. 
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Thru the window they watch Sal escorting a TOW TRUCK 
bringing a WRECKED VAN into the yard. A HAND PAINTED LOGO 
on the VAN reads: “TRAVELING TREASURES.” 

TABER (CONT’D)
Heading to the antique fair in Fort 
Myers. Flipped on a slick. Rolled. No 
survivors. 

(playfully to Louie)
That’s what collecting old junk’ll do for 
you.

Louie doesn’t really appreciate the jab. 

Taber grips the BAG. 

TABER (CONT’D)
Appreciate it, Louie. You’re a good egg. 

Taber leaves. 

Louie watches him go. 

EXT. WORK AREA - JUNK YARD - DUSK

Louie and Sal pour over the WRECKED VAN, pulling off and 
saving anything potentially worthwhile. 

SAL
Well, look at that. 

He holds up a SAINT CHRISTOPHER MEDAL NECKLACE. 

Louie eyes it.

SAL (CONT’D)
Saint Christopher. There is a famous 
Hieronymous Bosch painting of him. He’s 
carrying the Christ child. Which is silly 
because, of course, Christ lived long 
before -

LOUIE
Why’s he in here? 

SAL
He’s the patron saint of travel, dear 
boy. Didn’t do these chaps much good. May 
I? For my work.

Louie nods as Sal places it in a torn pocket. He then 
collects the few “treasures” he’s found and folds them 
into a dirty handkerchief. 
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SAL (CONT’D)
Can’t discuss details, you understand. 

(looking at the darkening 
sky)

I must take my leave. It’s late and I’ve 
work in the laboratory. 

Sal suddenly gets an earnest look and grabs Louie’s arm. 

SAL (CONT’D)
If there is anything I may ever do for 
you. 

Sal bows and walks away into the darkening junk yard. 

Louie returns to inspecting the bent and twisted vehicle. 

He feels something wet inside a crevice. He removes his 
hand. BLOOD! 

He quickly wipes his hand clean. 

Moving to another folded piece of the vehicle, Louie 
looks inside. 

He sees something. 

Reaching in he extracts a strange DEVICE. About the size 
of a large hat box. Antique. Possibly from the Art Deco 
period of the 1920’s-30’s. A radio, perhaps? Or short 
wave set? Louie isn’t sure. He eyes it curiously. 

INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - LATER

Louie’s RADIO is playing a NEWS STATION at VERY LOW 
VOLUME, while Louie is inspecting the DEVICE resting atop 
his DESK. 

In addition to several SCRAPES and SCRATCHES, it appears 
BURNED. 

Louie notices a few WIRES poking out of the seams in the 
metal sides. They are old. Covered in CLOTH, not like the 
newer rubber or plastic wires. 

Louie finds a SWITCH on the side. Perhaps a power button. 

Tucked into the recesses of one side is a BAR on a pivot 
joint. 

Louie lowers the BAR from the side. It CLICKS gently into 
place. 
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He fingers an old, rusted CRANK HANDLE, poking from a 
side. 

He gives it a few quick turns. The DEVICE GROWLS within. 
But afterwards, nothing. 

Louie peers into VENTS on either side of the DEVICE. 

Darkness. 

There is a SPEAKER protruding from one side. 

Louie flicks the SWITCH. 

Nothing. 

Unscrewing the BOLT holding the SWITCH, Louie notices a 
FRAYED WIRE CONNECTION. He quickly mends it, screws the 
BOLT back and tries again.

The DEVICE begins to HUM. LIGHTS PULSE from inside, thru 
the VENTS. 

Louie steps back to get a closer look. 

He reaches out to grab the retracted BOLT but -

A MECHANIZED, INDECIPHERABLE STATIC-Y VOICE stutters from 
inside the DEVICE.  

Louie jumps back. He then leans towards the SPEAKER to 
reply. 

LOUIE
Hello?

The VOICE/STATIC NOISE continues.

Louie moves closer, resting his EAR close to the SPEAKER. 

VOICE
(with much STATIC)

Hello?

Louie jumps back. 

LOUIE
Who is this?

VOICE
I am - Cornelius Proctor. 

The STATIC is persistent and interrupts whoever is 
speaking. 
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Louie stares at the DEVICE, again getting close to the 
SPEAKER. 

LOUIE
Got a lotta interference. Can you repeat 
that?

VOICE
Cornelius Proctor.  

Louie mouths the name silently: “Cornelius Proctor”?

LOUIE
Louie Frazier. From Slaterville, Florida. 
Where are you?

Much STATIC intervenes. Then:

VOICE
I am - here. 

Louie is getting frustrated. He sits down and reviews the 
FRAYED WIRES. He grabs some nearby ELECTRIC TAPE from a 
TOOL BOX on the TABLE and begins fixing the connection. 

STATIC continues roaring from the SPEAKER. 

LOUIE
Can you repeat that, please? 

VOICE
I am inside the mechanism.  

Louie isn’t sure what he heard.

LOUIE
Inside what? 

Again, the MECHANIZED VOICE speaks thru THICK STATIC. 

VOICE
Housed in the device before you.  

Louie sits back, eyes widened a bit. 

LOUIE
(to himself)

What the fu - ?

Louie grabs the DEVICE and attempts further repair. 
STATIC continues. The VOICE clearer. But with words in a 
CLUMSY, MECHANICAL, ROBOTIC MANOR. 
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VOICE
This instrument was to save my Anna. I 
made a promise.  

Rolling back in his chair, Louie pivots to his COBBLED-
TOGETHER COMPUTER to do some research. 

He begins typing on the KEYPAD as the VOICE FROM THE 
DEVICE, now identified as PROCTOR, continues trying to 
communicate in that BROKEN ROBOTIC VOICE.

WE SEE: THE MONITOR SCREEN: WITH INTERNET PAGES POPPING 
UP:

A GOOGLE PAGE DEDICATED TO “CORNELIUS PROCTOR INVENTOR.” 

PROCTOR
She died before I could complete it.  

Louie taps onto a LINK to a series of “TALLAHASSEE 
GAZETTE” NEWSPAPER ARTICLES: 

FIRST ARTICLE: “ECCENTRIC INVENTOR QUESTIONED”

Louie scrolls through the LINK INFO.

In the background the NEWS RADIO CORRESPONDENT reports on 
the news of the day. 

REPORTER (V.O.)
And in the latest economic news -

The LIGHT from the DEVICE PULSES. 

Louie continues investigating. 

ANOTHER ARTICLE LINK: “MADMAN OF LAGUNA MARSH”

PROCTOR
She made me promise to finish. 

More news from the RADIO.

REPORTER
The terrorists infiltrated the bank 
holding hostages and demanding -

The LIGHT PULSES continually from the DEVICE.

Louie scrolls thru more ARTICLES.

ANOTHER ARTICLE: “INVENTOR SUSPECT IN KIDNAPPING”
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PROCTOR
I grew ill. There was only one chance to 
see if it worked. 

As Louie continues to read and turns from the MONITOR 
back to the DEVICE. 

REPORTER
The economy still in a downward spiral -

YET ANOTHER ARTICLE: “FIRE ENGULFS INVENTOR’S HOME”

Louie turns back to the DEVICE. 

LOUIE
Cornelius Proctor - dead? 

Then something clicks with Louie. He leans from the 
COMPUTER to the DEVICE, inspecting its burn damage. 

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Fire. 

Louie turns back to the COMPUTER, scrolling thru the 
information. 

LINK: “PROCTOR ESTATE TORN DOWN, AUCTIONED BACK TAXES”

Louie reaches over and TURNS OFF THE RADIO.

After a beat:

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Proctor?

PROCTOR
Louie. 

LOUIE
(indicating the DEVICE)

This is you? 

PROCTOR
Inside. My dear Anna’s sanctuary.  

Louie is skeptical. Inspects the DEVICE. 

PROCTOR (CONT’D)
Fashioned after ancient mystical 
sepulchres and sacred apparatus. 

Louie grabs the DEVICE and turns it about.
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PROCTOR (CONT’D)
What is the year?  

LOUIE
Twenty-nineteen. 

Louie refers to the COMPUTER MONITOR.

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Says here you burned up. 

PROCTOR
Merely the shell of who I was. 

Louie is struck by the possibilities.

LOUIE
Merely the - ? Holy shit.  

PROCTOR
A dream for my Anna. Immortality. 

ZAP! The DEVICE begins SMOKING and SPARKS fly. BUZZ! POP!

The DEVICE stops HUMMING and its LIGHTS FADE within. 

LOUIE
Whoah! 

Louie jumps back. He grabs a SHOP RAG and drapes it over 
the device. He stands and walks outside of his room into:

EXT. THE JUNK YARD - SAME

He rests against a WALL, lights a CIGARETTE, pulls out 
his CELL PHONE and begins to TEXT. 

INT. THE DINER - SAME

Mona is at the COUNTER tallying a CHECK. Her PHONE 
BUZZES. She reaches down to read the message. 

WE SEE: THE PHONE SCREEN: “Rats staying. Might have 
something.”

EXT. THE CAR CRUSHER - THE JUNK YARD - NEXT DAY - MORNING

Louie has loaded the WRECKED VAN into the crusher. It 
ROARS LOUDLY. He is about to activate it when -
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MORTY (O.S.)
Hey! 

Louie turns to see MORTY, yelling over the NOISE. 

Louie turns the crusher off and reluctantly steps down to 
Morty. 

Morty smiles an insincere grin and shakes Louie’s hand.

MORTY (CONT’D)
New wrecks, new prospects. And from that 
glint in your eye and the lack of a phone 
call I’d say you have something.

Louie turns to escort Morty toward the front of the junk 
yard. 

LOUIE
Sheriff Taber gab?

Morty laughs.

MORTY
Depend on that sack of shit? Police 
scanner, my boy. What did you find? 

INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Morty rifles thru a BAG OF GOODS Louie has handed him. He 
looks disappointed.

MORTY
They were headed to an antique show. 

LOUIE
That’s it, Morty. Now if you don’t mind - 

Morty smiles at Louie in disbelief. 

MORTY
You’re not holding out?

Louie looks at him.

Morty grabs a wrinkled POCKET PAD and PENCIL NUB and 
begins writing. 

MORTY (CONT’D)
Chiseling away at that big old debt. 
Gramps would be proud. 
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LOUIE
Don’t talk about Gramps. 

Morty shrugs. 

MORTY
Could just let me have the place and be 
done with all this nonsense.

(grins at Louie)
I understand that little dish at the 
diner’d like to take care of you.

LOUIE
I there anything you don’t know about 
this place?

Morty leans into Louie.

MORTY
Not unless you’re hiding something. 

Morty stares Louie down. 

As Morty turns to go he notices something on the DESK TOP 
covered with a SHOP RAG. He partially pulls it off, 
revealing the DEVICE.

MORTY (CONT’D)
What’s this?

Louie slams his hand down over the RAG. 

Morty tugs at it, revealing the DEVICE.

MORTY (CONT’D)
Well, well.

LOUIE
Old style radio. Reminded me of Gramps. 
So I’m keeping it.

MORTY
Never pegged you as sentimental.   

Morty eyes it. 

MORTY (CONT’D)
Seen better days. But haven’t we all? 

Morty’s hand tightens around his bag.

MORTY (CONT’D)
Be seeing you again soon I’m sure.
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INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - LATER - NIGHT

Under lamp light and cigarette smoke, Louie has opened a 
PANEL of the DEVICE and works diligently. He is 
determined to get whatever this thing is to work. 

The DEVICE begins to HUM and GLOW again. 

LOUIE
Hello?  

STATIC spits out the SPEAKER. Proctor’s STRANGE 
MECHANICAL VOICE rattles thru more consistently and 
clearly.

PROCTOR
Yes. Louie. We are communicating, again. 

LOUIE
This - thing - is falling apart, sir. I 
gotta take it somewhere. 

PROCTOR
No. You must complete the experiment. 

LOUIE
Complete the what?

PROCTOR
Then together we may create a more stable 
containment system. 

Louie has been thinking. 

LOUIE
Listen. I’ll find a high tech place. 
They’ll love this. We’ll use modern 
materials. 

PROCTOR
NO!

Louie is surprised.

PROCTOR (CONT’D)
Strangers will be eager. And reckless. 
They will dissect something they do not 
understand. They will be disrespectful of 
its integrity and complexity. They will 
kill Anna’s miracle. 

LOUIE
What?
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PROCTOR
If not for her this would not be. I 
cannot allow you do as you say. 

Louie isn’t sure what to say. He steels himself.

LOUIE
Look. If this thing is - what you say - 

PROCTOR
(cutting him off)

Complete the experiment. As I would have. 
Find a host.  

LOUIE
Host? 

PROCTOR
Someone with whom I may take possession 
of, and, while in that state, effect 
necessary repairs.  

LOUIE
You? Coming out? Into - ?

PROCTOR
A new incarnation. Like mystics divined. 
And together we improve the design. Then, 
once confirmed, tell the world. 

Louie is still processing. 

LOUIE
Wait, wait. You can come out? 

PROCTOR
With benefit of a host.

LOUIE
A whole other person? A living person?

PROCTOR
A living receptacle. Uncompromised by 
time or disease.  

Louie is putting everything together. 

LOUIE
Get someone to give you their body? 

PROCTOR
The process is a simple transfer of our 
energies. They become tenants of the 
chamber, while I occupy their - shell. 
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Louie can’t believe this. 

PROCTOR (CONT’D)
Then create a more stable vessel. 

Louie wants to laugh in disbelief, but ponders the 
possibilities. 

LOUIE
Then, what, you just slip back into the 
new improved version? 

There is a long pause. Just the HUM of the DEVICE is 
heard. 

PROCTOR
That is the goal. 

LOUIE
What about the person you used?  

PROCTOR
They will return. Unharmed. 

Louie is stymied. And amused. He stares at the device.

PROCTOR (CONT’D)
We have formed a covenant, you and I. 

LOUIE
A what? 

Louie is listening.

PROCTOR
In as much as we provide for each others 
salvation. 

LOUIE
Is that what we’re doing? 

PROCTOR
You cannot ignore the miracle.  

Louie reaches out and CLICKS the SWITCH off. The DEVICE’s 
powers down. Its HUM FADES and LIGHT DIMS. 

INT. LOUIE’S OFFICE - MORNING - NEXT DAY

Louis is at his desk. He stares off into apace. 
Preoccupied. COFFEE in one hand. DONUT in the other. 

Sal is sweeping nearby. A DONUT dangling from his mouth. 
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MONA (O.S.)
HEY!

Louie is shaken from his reverie. 

Mona sits on his desk, eating a DONUT and scrolling thru 
PHOTOS on her CELL PHONE.

MONA (CONT’D)
This weirdo was hanging out in the diner 
parking lot last night watching us.  

She holds the PHONE SCREEN towards Louie, who doesn’t 
really look at it. 

MONA (CONT’D)
Creepy, right? 

Louie, still thinking, doesn’t answer. 

She shows Sal and turns back to Louie.

MONA (CONT’D)
Are you going to tell me what happened?

Louie doesn’t know what she’s talking about.

MONA (CONT’D)
You texted me. Something happened.  

This jogs Louie’s memory. The DEVICE. He stares at her. 
Not sure what to say. 

Mona gets upset. 

MONA (CONT'D)
Jesus! What is it? 

Louie drops the coffee and donut and stands, stepping up 
to the office window, peering outside. He grabs a 
CIGARETTE, puts it in his mouth, but forgets to light it. 

Mona and Sal watch.

Sal grabs a DUST PAN and sweeps the PILE OF DIRT up. 

SAL
Excuse me. 

Sal exits to the back. 

Mona confronts Louie.
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MONA
Hello?

She punches his arm. 

Louie gets upset. He lights the cigarette and turns away, 
avoiding her.

LOUIE
I got work to do. 

Mona looks outside, then back at Louie in disbelief.

MONA
Yeah. You got a line out the door.  

She comes around into his face.

MONA (CONT’D)
I know when somebody’s not being 
straight. I got a head start on that 
shit.   

Louie shakes her off, agitated. 

LOUIE
It’s not always the usual shit, Mona. 

MONA
You got new shit? 

LOUIE
You’re digging.

MONA
Damned straight. 

Sal re-enters, grabbing a CUP and some COFFEE.

SAL
Beg your pardon. 

LOUIE
(to Mona)

Thanks for breakfast.  

Mona stares at him. Louie stares back. He gets up to 
leave. 

Worried, Mona confronts him.

MONA
Hey!  

26.



Louie looks at her. 

Sal gets the feeling he’s intruding. 

SAL
Taking the garbage. 

He tosses the CUP away, grabs a FULL TRASH BAG and exits 
thru the office door to the front. 

Louie, his resolve melting, stares at Mona, leaning in 
for emphasis.

LOUIE
What if -

He’s hesitant to say.

LOUIE (CONT’D)
- there is something? Big?

MONA
Like what? 

Louie shakes his head, unsure. Decides not to go on. 

Mona sighs, grabs her things and begins exiting out the 
office door, bumping into a returning Sal. 

SAL
Beg you pardon, mum. 

Mona turns to Louie.

MONA
When you’re ready - 

Mona SLAMS the door behind her.

Sal notices the look on Louie’s face. 

SAL
A most tenacious lady, sir.  

Sal notices Louie hasn’t touched his food. 

SAL (CONT’D)
Enjoying your breakfast, sir?

Louie offers Sal the untouched donut. 

Sal gladly takes it. 
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SAL (CONT’D)
Of course, in my line of work commitments 
are secondary.  

Louie turns his gaze to Sal, eating his donut. 

SAL (CONT’D)
Is everything all right? 

Louie comes out of his thought for a moment. 

LOUIE
Yeah. 

Sal brushes the CRUMBS off his hands and heads towards 
the back door to the junk yard. 

SAL
Thought I might busy myself sorting the 
accessories container, sir. Last look it 
was most chaotic. Might also find 
something useful. For my work. 

Louie just stares at Sal.

SAL (CONT’D)
Sir?

Louie comes out of his thought.

LOUIE
Yes. Of course.

Sal exits. 

Louie watches him go. 

INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - LATER

Louie puffs on a CIGARETTE and looks sternly at the 
DEVICE half-covered with the WORK RAG. 

He turns to go, SLAMMING the DOOR behind him. 

EXT. THE BACK YARD - JUNK YARD - MOMENTS LATER

WE HEAR: SAL TALKING TO HIMSELF. 

SAL (O.S.)
Naughty mirrors. Getting all a-jumble. 
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Louie turns the corner of some stacked, clustered, 
rusting parts and stops to listen. 

SAL (CONT’D)
Finding proper place and purpose is key. 
I thank you all and bid you -

Sal steps out of the STORAGE CONTAINER and sees Louie. 

SAL (CONT’D)
Oh! Hello, sir. She’s quite tidy, now. 

Sal holds up a COUPLE OF ACCESSORIES. 

SAL (CONT’D)
Odds and ends for my trouble? 

Louie just stares at him. 

SAL (CONT’D)
(re: the container)

Need something, sir? She’s well 
organized. 

Louie shakes his head, his gaze never leaving Sal. 

SAL (CONT’D)
Very good, sir. 

Sal wants to leave, but hesitates. 

LOUIE
You’ve been hiding a while. Haven’t you?

Sal smiles at the strange offer.

SAL
Yes, sir. Most successfully. No little 
thanks to you. 

Louie stares at Sal. Smiles back. Changes subjects.

LOUIE
How’re the experiments going?

SAL
Smashing. Can’t divulge anything as of 
yet. 

Louie nods. 

Sal offers a slight bow and steps away, disappearing down 
the aisles of wreckage as Louie watches him go.
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INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - EVENING

Louie is smoking and drinking, sitting before the DEVICE, 
which HUMS and GLOWS. 

PROCTOR
It is our nature to fear the unknown.

Louie stares off into space.

LOUIE
Yeah? Well, right now I’m fearing what I 
know. 

Louie grabs his BOTTLE OF JIM BEAM, stands and exits into 
the junk yard. 

EXT. THE STREET - SAME

Louie exits the junk yard and heads down the street. He 
turns a corner and sees -

EXT. SAL’S HOVEL - SAME

A homeless encampment. TARP fashioned over a SHOPPING 
CART to form a makeshift lean-to. CLOTHES and RAGS draped 
over FENCES and STRING. A CAMPING LIGHT’S HALOGEN GLARE 
revealing Sal busily writing on a LEGAL PAD, MUMBLING to 
himself. He jumps at Louie’s approach. He’s fearful until 
he recognizes Louie. 

SAL
My friend! Enjoying an evening’s 
constitutional?

Louie is reluctant to approach him, but feels compelled. 

Sal offers him a RAGGITY LAWN CHAIR.

SAL (CONT’D)
To what do I owe this unexpected 
privilege?

Louie sits. He offers Sal the BOTTLE OF JIM BEAM. Sal 
takes a healthy pull off it.

LOUIE
I wanted to talk about something - 
scientific. But your work -

SAL
It’ll keep, sir. I’m all ears.  
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Louie is a bit uncomfortable about being there.

LOUIE
I hate to interrupt - 

SAL
Not at all. Wrestling with some 
calculations. Time for a good 
distraction. 

After a long silence -

LOUIE
I want to make you a “scientific” 
proposition.

Sal takes another swig from the BOTTLE, intrigued.

SAL
Indeed, sir.

INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - SAME - LATER

Louie stands before Sal, seated beside the DESK where the 
DEVICE rests. 

Sal is somewhat drunk and fidgety and intrigued by the 
DEVICE. He clutches the JIM BEAM, about half empty now. 

SAL
(speech slurry)

From that poor van, eh? Most interesting.  

Sal drunkenly admires the DEVICE. 

SAL (CONT’D)
Simple. Elegant. Not of this time. 
Radio?

LOUIE
I don’t think so. 

Louie watches Sal investigate the DEVICE. Louie is having 
second thoughts.

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Sal, you don’t have to do this.

Sal brushes him away and takes another heavy swig of JIM 
BEAM.

SAL
For the benefit of mankind, you said. 
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Louie squirms at his choice of words.

SAL (CONT'D)
Plus, dear boy, you have been so very 
kind to me. Suffered me with grace. The 
least I can do. 

This stings Louie a little. 

LOUIE
Sal -

Sal shuts him down.

SAL
Understand. These are opportunities 
people of my pedigree never have the 
chance to experience. Imagine my report 
when it’s over.

LOUIE
Sal -

SAL
Enough! 

Louie understands he is to not speak any more. He 
hesitantly reaches over, grabs the CRANK HANDLE and turns 
it several times. He then CLICKS on the DEVICE’S SWITCH. 

The DEVICE HUMS to life. LIGHT pulsing inside. 

Sal’s bleary, watery eyes bulge with drunken curiosity. 

Proctor’s MECHANICAL VOICE cuts thru the HUM. 

PROCTOR
We are communicating.  

LOUIE
Mister Proctor, I have invited someone to 
“help.” His name is Sal.

Sal hesitantly leans into the DEVICE.

SAL 
I am Salvatore Rutherford. Of the New 
Haven Rutherford’s. 

PROCTOR
He has been instructed on the procedure?

Sal, his mind whiskey-addled, slowly recites.
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SAL
Grab that thing. Possible slight shock. 
Don’t be alarmed. And don’t let go. 

There is silence. 

PROCTOR
You are feeling prepared, sir? 

Sal raises the BOTTLE. 

SAL
Not feeling much of anything, to be quite 
honest, sir. 

Louie is beginning to feel guilt, as Sal pipes up with a 
slurry question. 

SAL (CONT’D)
I wish to inquire as to the purpose 
behind this elegant antique utensil?  

Louie looks at Sal, anticipating an answer from Proctor.

Sal leans in to investigate the DEVICE closer. 

SAL (CONT’D)
Some kind of health inducement from the 
days of yore? 

PROCTOR
Existential perpetuity, sir. 

Sal isn’t quite sure what to think, drunkenly guffaws, 
raising the dwindling JIM BEAM BOTTLE. 

SAL
Here, here! 

Louie seizes a moment and reaches over to lower the 
DEVICE’S HANDLE, tucked into its side. 

Sal watches, wavering in his seat. He has begun to 
possibly have second thoughts, himself. 

PROCTOR
We are about to embark on a great 
adventure, sir. 

Half paying attention, Sal is mesmerized by the glint off 
the HANDLE. 

SAL
Adventure. Yes, yes. I like that. 
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Sal, trying to regain focus, swallows hard.

PROCTOR
Please, grab the bar. 

Sal’s reluctance burbles up. He hesitates.

SAL
Yes. I’m still not quite sure I 
deciphered the objective of this - this -  

Louie doesn’t want Sal to go on.

LOUIE
Sal, it’s all right if you don’t want to 
do it. 

PROCTOR
Make sure he’s grasped the handle. 

Louie reaches in to push the HANDLE back in place. Sal 
brushes him away defiantly. 

SAL
To adventure!

Sal grabs the HANDLE. 

His body begins to shake and then stiffens. 

He SCREAMS thru clenched teeth. 

It looks like an electrocution.

The DEVICE GLOWS BRIGHTER! HUMS LOUDER! SPARKS FLY! 

Louie steps back, shouting.

LOUIE
Sal!?  

Sal’s countenance changes. His face becomes menacing. A 
treacherous SMILE blooms. His eyes are suddenly wide open 
and looking everywhere.

PROCTOR/SAL
I can see! Oh, Anna, I can see! 

Suddenly Sal’s body wrenches itself upward and pulls away 
from the DEVICE, still gripping the HANDLE.  

PROCTOR/SAL (CONT’D)
Nooooo! Not ready! 
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Sal looks directly into Louie’s eyes, the anger melting 
into sadness. He says one word:

SAL
Help - me.

Sal pulls his body violently away from the DEVICE, 
collapsing on the floor.  

The DEVICE ROARS WITH STATIC!

Louie, fearful, moves to help Sal. 

Sal rolls over, in a panic, confusion and fear tensing 
his body. No longer drunk. Terrified. Frightened like a 
trapped animal. He jerks upright, moving quickly, 
defensively. Looking around, checking for something, not 
quite sure where he is. 

Louie stays back and tries to talk to him. 

LOUIE
Sal?   

Sal SCREAMS senselessly as he backs out of Louie’s place.

SAL
I’m not doing that! I’m not doing that! 

Louie is trying to calm him.

LOUIE
Sal!  

Sal runs out of Louie’s into the dark of the junk yard. 

Louie can hear CAR PARTS BEING KNOCKED OVER and SAL 
SCREAMING.

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Shit!

Louie takes off after Sal. 

EXT. THE JUNK YARD - SAME

Louie is threading thru the aisles of wreckage, calling 
out to Sal. 

He finally turns a corner and sees Sal waiting, a RUSTY 
PIECE Of METAL ROD in his hand. Held threateningly high 
and ready to attack. Sal is horror-stricken. Manic. 
Shaking. Sweating. Weeping. 
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SAL
Stay away! 

Louie tries to calm him.

LOUIE
Sal -

SAL
No! I’m not doing it!   

Louie feels awful. He desperately wants to help Sal. 

LOUIE
All right, Sal. It’s all right. I’m 
sorry. 

Sal backs away, as Louie steps lightly towards him. Sal’s 
demeanor has changed. He is an angry, trapped animal.  

SAL
(spitting it out)

You’re like them! Shock me. Trap me. Put 
me away. 

LOUIE
No, Sal -

Sal raises the BAR.

SAL
Not going back there! Nothing! Empty! 

Sal becomes confused and angry.

SAL (CONT’D)
Why?!

Sal turns and runs off into the darkened aisles of junk. 

LOUIE
Sal! Wait!  

Louie heads into the blackened junk yard after him. 

EXT. THE AISLES - JUNK YARD - NIGHT

Louie chases Sal, screaming his name. 

LOUIE
Sal! 
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Unsuccessful at every turn, Louie begins looking into 
places Sal could hide. STORAGE UNITS. NOOKS. CRANNIES. 
All empty. 

Out of breath and lost for options, Louie stops, 
breathless, doubled over. 

He then sees BROKEN OLD SHOES poking out from a pile of 
RUBBLE. 

He steps towards them. He notices the BAR OF METAL that 
Sal had threatened him with beside the SHOES. Louie moves 
closer and sees:

Sal’s inert BODY, face down in a growing pool of BLOOD. 

Louie squats down and gently turns Sal over. 

Sal’s FOREHEAD is horribly bashed in. Blood coursing down 
and over Sal’s face like a thick, red mask. 

Louie looks up. 

A large piece of METAL SHELVING pokes out. It drips 
blood.

Sal tripped. Hit his head. Died.

Louie stands, weakened at the sight and stumbles 
backward. 

He hears a FLUTTERING and looks to his side. 

A TARP wags in a breeze. Louie grabs it and drapes it 
gingerly over Sal’s body. 

INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Louie is pacing about his room, smoking, panicked, 
swinging the almost-empty JIM BEAM BOTTLE. He shakes his 
head, clueless, in shock.  

PROCTOR
Results outweigh the consequences. 

LOUIE
Are you kidding?

PROCTOR
Eternal preservation of life -

LOUIE
NO! 
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PROCTOR
Every field of human endeavor is littered 
with corpses of those necessarily 
sacrificed for necessary progress. 

Louie shouts at the DEVICE. 

LOUIE
A guy’s dead! 

PROCTOR
He ignored protocol.  

LOUIE
He was scared shitless!

Louie tries and get control. 

LOUIE (CONT’D)
I gotta call Taber.

PROCTOR
You will contact no one!  

Louie continues to process everything. 

LOUIE
I - invited - him - in. 

PROCTOR
Try and see reason thru your fear. 

This stops Louie a moment.

PROCTOR (CONT'D)
You cannot alert authorities about this. 

Louie thinks a minute.

PROCTOR (CONT’D)
They will ask questions. Investigate. 

Louie places the JIM BEAM BOTTLE down. 

PROCTOR (CONT’D)
You will be arrested. They will 
expropriate the mechanism. Then we will 
both be trapped. 

(after a beat)
Until I find another, more cooperative 
emissary. 

This gets Louie’s attention.
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PROCTOR (CONT'D)
You, on the other hand, may not have 
another option to escape. 

Louie collapses into his chair, dropping his head into 
his arms.  

LOUIE
Sal. I’m so sorry, Sal. 

PROCTOR
We must eliminate the evidence. 

Louie is shocked by the implication.

PROCTOR (CONT’D)
Protect ourselves. Destroy all traces. 

Louie’s head is reeling with thoughts and emotions.

PROCTOR (CONT’D)
Then we continue. Find another, more 
tractable vessel. 

Louie is stunned. Did he hear what he thought he heard? 

LOUIE
You have any idea what you’re asking?

PROCTOR
You are the one who is unconstrained. The 
choice - is yours. Your choice. Your 
consequences. 

Louie stares at the DEVICE. What is Proctor implying?

PROCTOR (CONT’D)
To anyone else, I can be, as you 
suspected, a parlor trick. A magical 
voice in a box. 

Louie gets suspicious. Where is this leading? 

LOUIE
What?

PROCTOR
Like you, they may not believe. At first. 
Until I enlighten them. 

LOUIE
Enlighten? What?
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PROCTOR
Recount the devious and demented schemes 
of a desperate man thick in the throes of 
troubled times. And then - I am silent.   

Louie is scared, but is not totally buying it.

LOUIE
And what if I just took a sledge hammer 
to that magical voice in a box?  

PROCTOR
Kill another? Could you? Knowing what you 
know? 

Louie’s mind is weighing options. 

PROCTOR (CONT'D)
At long last, after so much suffering, to 
finally enjoy the immeasurable rewards of 
your sacrifice. Why would you stop now?

Louie stares at the DEVICE. 

LOUIE
What would your Anna say? 

PROCTOR
Those, my dear boy, were her final words 
to me. 

EXT. THE CRUSHER - THE JUNK YARD - LATER

Louie has placed SAL’S BODY, wrapped in the TARP, inside 
the WRECKED VAN which rests inside the crusher. 

He moves to the CONTROL AREA and activates the crusher.

It ROARS to life, RATTLING FRETFULLY, struggling, it’s 
crippled PRESS SCREECHING slowly towards the ominous 
package inside. Louie watches as the PRESS encircles the 
WRECKED VAN and begins to crush it. Suddenly a SCREECH, 
SOUND OF A SMALL EXPLOSION and the LOUD HISS of a broken 
AIR COMPRESSOR. 

LOUIE
No!

Louie hops out of the CONTROL AREA and inspects the MOTOR 
where he and Sal were effecting repairs. 

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Shit!
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Louie hops back into the CONTROL AREA, trying to activate 
the PRESS. LOTS OF GRINDING and the WHINE OF THE USELESS 
MOTOR. NO MOVEMENT. The VAN is not fully crushed, but 
folded tightly and hidden inside the PRESS. Louie 
switches the crusher off. It WHINES like a dying animal. 

Louie’s CELL PHONE buzzes. He answers angrily. 

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Yeah!?

MONA (V.O.)
Hello to you, too. 

LOUIE
Can’t talk, Mona.

MONA
What’s the matter?  

Louie tries to cover.

LOUIE
Sorry. Sorry. The crusher’s busted. 

MONA
What the hell are you crushing this time 
of night? 

Louie thinks quick.

LOUIE
Can’t sleep. Burning off nerves.

MONA
I’ll come by and burn off a few for you.

Louie tries to humor her.

LOUIE
No, baby. I’m not feeling good. 

MONA
Still waiting for my answer. 

LOUIE
Still thinking about it.

MONA
(jokingly)

Asshole. Nighty-night.

Louie quickly hangs up, his mind buzzing.
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EXT. THE CRUSHER - THE JUNK YARD - NEXT MORNING

Louie escorts VIRGIL, a lanky, unkempt, grease-stained 
handyman, lugging his TOOL BOX, to the crusher. 

VIRGIL
Uncle Morty said you called crack of 
dawn. Must be desperate to get it going. 
You that busy?

Virgil laughs, looking around at the lack of customers.

LOUIE
Slow. Best time for repairs. How’s biz 
since getting out of the pen?

Virgil is a little stung by the jail reference. 

VIRGIL
Cash only. And steady. Thanks to a lot of 
folks not smart enough to take care of 
their stuff. 

They arrive at the crusher. Virgil shakes his head and 
whistles. 

VIRGIL (CONT’D)
Still working with this ancient piece of 
shit? How’d you kill it this time?

Louie ignores him, steering him away from a view inside 
the crusher’s press. 

LOUIE
It’s the motor and compressor. 

Virgil steps over and takes a look at them.

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Can you fix ‘em? 

Virgil turns with a sly grin to Louie.

VIRGIL
Rush job or quality take my time 
operation? Because rush job is -

MONA (O.S.)
Hey!

Louie turns to see Mona, dressed in her WAITRESS UNIFORM, 
carrying DOGGIE BAGS. 
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MONA (CONT’D)
Virgil. 

Mona strides up to him.

MONA (CONT’D)
Out of the joint, already? Better alert 
the convenient stores.  

VIRGIL
On good behavior, beautiful. Go figure. 

(eyeing her)
You hear to take my order? 

Louie angrily grabs Virgil’s arm. 

LOUIE
Fix it. Fast. Whatever it costs.  

Louie walks to Mona. They leave Virgil, who whistles at 
Mona. 

INT. LOUIE’S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER

Louie and Mona are in an embrace. More of comfort than 
affection. Louie isn’t really connecting. He looks over 
her shoulder, out the office window, towards the rising 
sun. Mona’s face registers concern. Louie breaks away, 
lights a CIGARETTE. 

MONA 
If Morty is pulling shit tell Taber. He 
knows what Morty is.

LOUIE
He owes Morty, too.

MONA
Well, I fucking don’t owe Morty. I’ll go 
over to that rat hole pawn shop and kick 
his stinking dusty crippled old ass. 

Louie doesn’t answer. 

She indicates the FOOD she brought.

MONA (CONT’D)
When was the last time you ate? 

Louie looks at it, but won’t. 

Mona doesn’t know what to make of this. 
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MONA (CONT’D)
Dammit, Louie. What is it?

Louie looks at her with a helpless face.

Mona notices something.

MONA (CONT’D)
Where’s Sal? He’s good for a laugh.  

Not answering, Louie moves to his DESK and collapses into 
his CHAIR.

MONA (CONT’D)
Look at you. Come work at the diner. They 
need help. You’ll be with machines that 
work. Normal, sane people with homes and 
normal accents -

LOUIE
(jumping on her)

That’s enough!

Mona is surprised. She knows something’s up.

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Something’s happened. 

Mona stares at him, waiting for an answer.

LOUIE (CONT’D)
It could bring - 

(Louie hesitates)
- good things.

Mona has had it.

MONA
How soon?

Louie doesn’t answer. He can’t. 

MONA (CONT’D)
How soon, Louie?

Louie looks up at her. He doesn’t know. 

MONA (CONT’D)
Right!

Mona, upset, grabs her purse and heads to the door. 
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MONA (CONT’D)
Well, it better be fucking soon. I ain’t 
getting younger. And I didn’t get cleaned 
up to wait for bullshit like this! 

(indicates the uneaten food)
Eat. You’re welcome.

As she leaves she bumps into a large, sweaty, middle-aged 
MAN in a WRINKLED SUIT and TIE.  

MAN
Excuse me.

Mona recognizes him.

MONA
You’re the - This is the weirdo spying on 
us in the parking lot.

The MAN is quick to offer a BUSINESS CARD.

HENNESSEY
Walter Hennessey. Private investigator. I 
wasn’t spying. I was surveilling the 
area.  

Mona grabs the CARD and looks at him suspiciously. She 
hands the card back. She leaves. 

Hennessey steps into the office and offers the card to 
Louie, who takes it. Louie looks at it and then hands the 
card back.

HENNESSEY (CONT’D)
Keep it. 

Louie becomes a little uncomfortable, things being what 
they are. 

LOUIE
This isn’t exactly a good time.

Hennessey looks around at the empty office.

HENNESSEY
I’ll be quick. 

Hennessey indicates a CHAIR. Louie offers it. Hennessey 
sits, mopping his sweaty face. 

Louie stares at Hennessey.  

HENNESSEY (CONT’D)
I’m on kind of an unusual case. 
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Louie lights a CIGARETTE. 

Hennessey notices the BAGS OF FOOD. Louie notices his 
noticing. He offers them to Hennessey.

HENNESSEY (CONT’D)
Thank you. No time to grab any grub. 

Hennessey begins eating a BAGEL and sipping the COFFEE.

HENNESSEY (CONT’D)
Anyway, I was hired by a rather well off 
client, who shall remain nameless, to 
find a missing family member. 

Louie’s used to this. He reaches back to his FILE 
CABINET.

LOUIE
When was the car wrecked?

HENNESSEY
No, no. A runaway.  

Louie is curious. 

Hennessey wipes his hands with a NAPKIN and reaches into 
his pocket to hand Louie a PHOTOGRAPH. 

WE SEE: THE PHOTO: A YOUNG SAL AND FAMILY.

HENNESSEY (CONT’D)
Salvatore Rutherford. New England money. 
Railroads. Eldest son of Jefferson 
Rutherford. Salvatore’s certified schizo 
and autistic. High functioning. But off 
meds a loose cannon. Wandered off a year 
ago. They suspect he’s drifting. Got a 
tip someone fitting his description 
might’ve been around here. 

Suppressing mounting surprise and fear, Louie hands the 
PHOTO back, trying to remain casual.

LOUIE
Might’ve seen him around. 

EXT. THE CRUSHER - THE JUNK YARD

Virgil is finishing up on the CRUSHER’S MOTOR. 

He is closing the ENGINE’S HOUSING when he notices 
something. 
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He reaches down and pulls up a ST. CHRISTOPHER MEDAL 
NECKLACE. He puts it in his pocket. He also notices what 
looks like BLOOD dripping from the RUSTY CASING of the 
PRESS. 

INT. LOUIE’S OFFICE - SAME

Louie fights mounting panic as Hennessey finishes the 
BAGEL and COFFEE.

HENNESSEY
So he was here?

Louie is reluctant to say anything. But offers something.

LOUIE
There was a homeless guy. Came in every 
now and then. Grabbed coffee. Used the 
can. Can’t say it was him, exactly.

Hennessey takes out a his BLACKBERRY to make notes. We 
saw this earlier outside the junk yard when he was in his 
car.

HENNESSEY
How long ago? 

LOUIE
Can’t really say. On and off. A while, 
maybe.  

HENNESSEY
There’s a big reward. 

LOUIE
Reward? 

HENNESSEY
Yeah. Finder’s gotta keep mum, though. 
Family orders. They’re pretty desperate 
to get him back before he spills family 
secrets, you know? Would it be okay if I 
take a look around? He might be hiding 
somewhere on the premises.

Louie stifles his nervousness.

LOUIE
Actually it’s not safe right now. I got a 
guy doing maintenance on some heavy 
equipment. 

Hennessey stands to go. 
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HENNESSEY
Oh, okay. Maybe later then. You got my 
card if something turns up. 

Hennessey moves to the DOOR of the office.

HENNESSEY (CONT’D)
Thanks for the grub. 

Louie escorts Hennessey to the door and they shake hands. 

LOUIE
Sorry I couldn’t be more help.  

Hennessey turns back to Louie before he leaves. 

HENNESSEY
You might want to take a look around. He 
might be zonked out somewhere. Inside a 
bum car or something. Make yourself a 
nice pile of dough the easy way.  

LOUIE
I’ll let you know.  

Hennessey leaves the office as Louie stumbles back into 
the room, propping himself against a wall and lighting a 
CIGARETTE. He considers the night and what he’s just 
learned. Suddenly he hears the ROAR of the CRUSHER. 

EXT. THE CRUSHER - THE JUNK YARD - SAME

Louie hurries to the crusher, knocking Virgil out of the 
way. 

LOUIE
What are you doing?!

Louie grabs the CONTROLS and turns the crusher off. The 
PRESS stops. The crusher WHINES to a halt. Virgil 
recovers and confronts Louie. 

VIRGIL
What the fuck, man!? You want to see if 
it works don’t you?!

LOUIE
Sounds fine.

VIRGIL
Sounds, my ass! You gotta test run these 
dinosaurs, man. They’re finicky. 
Somebody’ll get hurt. 
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Louie isn’t hearing it. He begins collecting Virgil’s 
TOOLS for him.

LOUIE
It’s fine. 

Virgil grabs his KIT. Louie is eyeing the crusher, 
looking for anything telltale. Virgil indicates a WET 
SPOT on the BASIN of the crusher.

VIRGIL
You had a leak down here. 

LOUIE
Leak? 

Louie inspects a spot where something is draining out of 
the PRESS. He pulls out a SHOP RAG and wipes it away. 

VIRGIL
Looks like blood. 

Louie dismisses this. 

LOUIE
Hydraulic fluid.

Virgil catches him. 

VIRGIL
Naw. That isn’t hydraulic fluid, man. I 
know hydraulic fluid. That’s blood. 

Louie thinks fast.

LOUIE
Probably an animal. They climb into the 
old junks and get caught. 

Louie tries covering for himself.

LOUIE (CONT'D)
Had a cat running around, pissing on 
everything. Serves ‘em right. 

Virgil smiles, not too convinced.

VIRGIL
To bad for them. Huh? 

Louie stares at Virgil, who stands before him holding his 
TOOK KIT.
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VIRGIL (CONT’D)
I guess we’re done. 

EXT. SAME - LATER

Louie is HOSING out the now-empty crusher. 

MORTY (O.S.)
Hey!

Louie jumps, turns. 

Morty. 

MORTY (CONT’D)
Just checking up on my nephew’s 
handiwork. 

Louie is dubious. He drops the HOSE, disinterested, and 
heads to the SPIGOT. 

LOUIE
What do you want, Morty?

Morty feigns surprise. He begins casually inspecting the 
CRUSHER over Louie’s shoulder. 

MORTY
I have an interest in this place, you 
know. Just want to make sure everything’s 
running proper. And legal. 

Louie turns off the WATER, grabs his BUCKET and RAGS and 
begins walking towards the office. Morty hobbles after 
him, keeping up. 

MORTY (CONT’D)
I been thinking. 

LOUIE
That’s trouble.

Morty smiles. 

MORTY
Maybe this place isn’t for me.

They keep walking. Louie’s not buying any of this.

LOUIE
After years of extortion? Why do I doubt 
you? 
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MORTY
Well, I’m figuring, considering things, 
it might be bad luck. 

This stops Louie in his tracks. He turns to Morty.

LOUIE
What “things”? 

MORTY
People bring stuff in to me all the time. 
I can sometimes sense “something.” Bad 
juju. You know? 

Louie isn’t buying it. He starts walking.

LOUIE
Yeah. Bad juju. 

MORTY
Well, now, Gramps used this place as a 
chop shop. 

Louie jumps in.

LOUIE
We don’t talk about Gramps. 

Morty continues, anyway.

MORTY
Smuggling drugs. You met your lady that 
way. 

LOUIE
We keep her out of this, too. 

MORTY
New interstate took business away. It 
hasn’t exactly done anybody any good 
since. 

They’ve arrive at:

EXT. THE FRONT GATE - THE JUNK YARD - SAME

Louie turns to Morty, sarcastic.

LOUIE
So you’re superstitious? 

MORTY
Assessing investments. It’s what I do. 

51.



Morty begins to head towards his RUSTY JALOPY, then turns 
back to Louie. 

MORTY (CONT’D)
Saw a private investigator today. Looking 
for a homeless man. You had one of those 
around here, didn’t you?  

Louie tries to appear calm.  

LOUIE
All kinds of people get into this place, 
whether I like it or not.

Morty gets the jab. He hops into his RUSTY JALOPY and 
starts it up with a CLANK and a ROAR. 

MORTY
Big reward if they find him. 

LOUIE
That’s why you came around?  

MORTY
Virgil said there was some blood in that 
contraption. 

(indicating the bucket)
Too late for me to see, though. You took 
care of that. 

LOUIE
It was an animal.    

MORTY
What kind?

LOUIE
Cat, maybe. Lost. Trapped. 

MORTY
And damned unlucky.  

Morty feigns surprise.

MORTY (CONT’D)
What if - Now hear me out. What if that 
homeless man crawled into that thing to 
sleep? Got hisself crushed? Accidental-
like. 

Louie won’t humor Morty with an answer. 
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MORTY (CONT’D)
That’d be involuntary manslaughter, I’m 
guessing. Not too serious a crime. Have 
to check with your pal, Taber, about 
that.  

Morty puts the RUSTY JALOPY in gear.

MORTY (CONT'D)
Either way, family wouldn’t be too happy. 
Pitch a helluva court case. They’d bury a 
man of little means.

Louie is battling fear and anger. 

MORTY (CONT’D)
Course, you being all upstanding, you’d 
report anything suspicious.

(after a beat)
Wouldn’t you? 

Louie says nothing.

MORTY (CONT’D)
You’re right. Probably trapped cat. 

Morty reaches into his pocket.

MORTY (CONT’D)
Virgil also found this beside that 
contraption. 

Morty pulls out the ST. CHRISTOPHER MEDAL NECKLACE. It 
GLEAMS in the SETTING SUN. 

Louie pretends not to recognize it. 

LOUIE
Take it off what I owe.

Morty pockets the NECKLACE. 

MORTY
I can also wait till the city auctions 
the property off.

LOUIE
Auction? Where will I be?

MORTY
Gone. Probably. 

LOUIE
Where? 
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Morty smiles and shrugs.

MORTY
I don’t know. Prison? 

Morty turns towards the ROAD and CHUGS away. 

EXT. THE DINER - DUSK - LATER

Louie is strong arming Mona out of the diner into the 
PARKING LOT beside his CAR. 

MONA
You’re hurting me. 

LOUIE
Why don’t you pick up your phone?

MONA
It’s called making a living. What do you 
want?

LOUIE
Were you serious about staking me?

Mona is struck by this sudden turn in Louie.

MONA
Why?

LOUIE
Were you serious?

MONA
You know I am, baby. 

She notices Louie’s nervousness.

MONA (CONT’D)
What is it?

LOUIE
I need to get away for a little while. 

Mona gets stern.

MONA
What happened to your lucky “something”? 

LOUIE
It’s complicated. 

Mona shakes her head.
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MONA
Baby, what have you done? 

Louie wants her to understand. 

LOUIE
I can explain later.  

MONA
You know who you sound like? 

LOUIE
I’m not Gramps. 

MONA
I went to prison because him. 

Louie shakes his head, grabs her and offers up more info.

LOUIE
Something’s happened. Good. And bad. If I 
can get away for a while and sort things 
out - 

Louie doesn’t know what else to say. 

Mona smirks, disbelieving.

MONA
You Tony Soprano? It’s me. 

LOUIE
You said ask. I’m asking.

Mona looks at Louie. He’s shaken up. 

MONA
Is Morty leaning on you? You want me to 
talk to somebody? I got connections. A 
lotta loyal customers’ll do me a favor.

LOUIE
Now who sounds like Tony Soprano? 

Louie won’t say anymore. 

Mona is frustrated by it. 

LOUIE (CONT’D)
I’ll meet you later. At your place.

MONA
My place? 
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LOUIE
I’m getting some things together. 

MONA
Baby, you don’t want to call anybody?

LOUIE
No!  

Louie starts to walk away. He turns back to Mona.

LOUIE (CONT’D)
It could change everything. 

She looks at him, puzzled. 

INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - NIGHT - LATER

Louie stares at the DEVICE to his DESK, HUMMING and 
GLOWING. 

Louie is throwing CLOTHES onto the BED and stuffing them 
in the TOOL BAG. 

LOUIE
I’ll find a lab some place. They’ll 
reverse engineer everything. Fix you. 
Make it better.

Louie’s CELL PHONE RINGS. Louie turns the DEVICE off and 
answers the PHONE. 

INT. MORTY’S PAWN SHOP - SAME

Morty sits amidst his trove of spoils. A pirate king 
surrounded by a life devoted to legal larceny. It is 
DARK. DIMLY LIT. CROWDED. The only living things are 
Morty and the spiders enjoying his dusty haul. Morty 
growls thru his tubercular wheeze at Louie.   

CUTTING BETWEEN THE TWO LOCATIONS:

LOUIE
What do you want? 

MORTY (V.O.)
I’m concerned about your - “situation.”

LOUIE
Is that right?  
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Louie wants to hang up. He continues packing, wrapping 
the device in a BLANKET and talking. 

LOUIE (CONT’D)
I’m busy.

MORTY
Planning a trip, maybe? 

Louie stops. Is Morty spying on him somehow? Then he 
quickly grabs his TOOL BAG with the wrapped-up DEVICE 
tucked under his arm and hurries out.

EXT. THE JUNK YARD - NIGHT - SAME

In the dark Louie heads towards the FRONT GATE and his 
TRUCK.

MORTY (CONT’D)
I wanted to give you a last chance. 

LOUIE
For what?

MORTY
Make an offer. Both reasonable and 
advantageous.  

Louie pauses for a moment.

LOUIE
I’m listening.

MORTY
Give everything to me. Free of charge.

Louie guffaws in disbelief.

LOUIE
Where’s “reasonable”?

MORTY
I won’t tell that snoopy private 
investigator about your unfortunate 
murder of his client’s son.  

Louie remains stunned and silent. 

MORTY (CONT’D)
Your silence speaks volumes. 

Louie begins to move again towards the front and his 
TRUCK. 
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LOUIE
You don’t know what you’re talking about.

MORTY
Listen to me, Louie. The family doesn’t 
want a scandal. Witness their willingness 
to pay so much for the very quiet return 
of their potentially very embarrassing 
heir. 

Louie sees HEADLIGHTS turning into the front of the yard. 
TIRES CRUNCH and BRAKES SQUEAK as it parks. Louie stops. 

LOUIE
What have you done?

Louie quickly turns and, trying to be quiet, heads back 
towards his room. 

MORTY
Nothing yet, my boy. But you know me. 
Always ready to take advantage of a 
bargain. 

Louie stumbles from hurrying, but recovers. 

MORTY (CONT’D)
Think, Louie. These poor people will be 
even more relieved and, perhaps, happy to 
pay a tidy sum, to have this poor man 
confirmed dead. Only we must have the 
proof. That is where you come in. 

Louie continues, looking over his shoulder.

LOUIE
Fuck you!

MORTY
Is that any way to talk to your 
benefactor? You’ll avoid prison. Collect 
a handsome reward. Where’s the body? 

Louie hears a CAR DOOR OPEN AND CLOSE. 

The CRUNCH of FOOTSTEPS approaching from afar.

In his haste, Louie trips, again. 

His CELL PHONE drops along with the DEVICE and his 
SUITCASE. The SUITCASE flies open. CLOTHES and EFFECTS 
scatter. 
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Harried, Louie grabs the DEVICE and his CELL PHONE and, 
leaves everything else, making for his room. 

INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - SAME

Louie enters, drops the DEVICE onto the DESK. He checks 
his CELL PHONE. Broken. He tosses it onto the DESK. 

LOUIE
(loud whisper)

Fuck!

He inspects the DEVICE. It appears dented and dirtier, 
but intact. Louie turns it on. It HUMS to life, the LIGHT 
inside GLOWING. 

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Hello?

There is an indiscernible STATIC-Y REPLY. Louie gets 
upset, WHISPERS his displeasure.

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Shit! 

Louie HEARS MORE FOOTSTEPS and BANGING AROUND. He quickly 
turns out the LIGHT, then reaches under his BED 
retrieving a BASEBALL BAT. He pauses.  In the stillness 
Louie continues to HEAR SOMEONE PROWLING around. 

LOUIE (CONT’D)
(to himself)

Virgil!

EXT. THE JUNK YARD - SAME

Louie has stepped out from his room. 

The night is moonless and pitch black. 

The starlight reflects off the bent and rusting derelict 
AUTOS and PARTS. 

Louie steps lightly, stealthily sneaking into the yard. 

Other FOOTSTEPS can be heard. 

Louie is determined to catch Virgil and, hopefully, get 
him and Morty in trouble. 

The occasional RATTLE or CREAK occurs as WHOEVER IT IS 
bumps into CAR PARTS. 
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As Louie’s eyes adjust, he can see a SILHOUETTED FORM 
moving in and out of, and in between, the AISLES and 
PIECES OF DEAD AUTOS. 

Suddenly - CLANK! - Louie bumps a RUSTY REMNANT.  

The FIGURE stops. Discovered. Determined to hide, 
quickens their pace. 

Louie follows. 

A SILENT CHASE is on. Around aisles. Piles of parts. 

The INTRUDER is trying to find a place to hide. Perhaps 
find a way thru the bleak, dark, jagged maze back to the 
front and to their car. Louie is intent on stopping them. 

Finally - SILENCE.

Louie stops. Listens intently. Something tips him off. He 
steps around a MOUND OF TIRES. He sees the INTRUDER from 
behind. 

Startled, the INTRUDER turns and before they can react 
Louie slings the BAT, clocking them hard against the 
head. They SCREAM and fall to the ground, motionless. 

Louie pulls a FLASHLIGHT from his PANTS and trains it on 
the INTRUDER, blanching with surprise. 

INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Louie is seated, having a DRINK, smoking. 

He is pouring over the DEVICE, checking it, re-checking 
it. 

Behind Louie, on his bed is Hennessey, the detective. His 
HEAD BADLY BLOODIED, out cold. 

Louie tightens the loose wires. The STATIC fades some. 
But the DEVICE is more banged up. The sound is not as 
good.  

LOUIE
Hello?

PROCTOR
We are communicating.

Louie throws his tools down. 
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LOUIE
You’re in bad shape. I’m worried about 
moving you. And there’s a problem.

PROCTOR
What sort of problem?  

Louie looks back at Hennessey. He gets up and lifts some 
bloodied rags from Hennessey’s forehead.

LOUIE
I knocked a guy out. He was prowling 
around. He’s a detective.

Louie lifts a table LAMP to Hennessey’s head. The WOUND 
is massive and bloody. Hennessey right eye is blackened 
and swollen shut. 

LOUIE (CONT’D)
He needs a doctor. 

Louie notices Hennessey’s REVOLVER in his SHOULDER 
HOLSTER. He grabs it and puts it on the DESK. 

He calls out to Hennessey.

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Hey. 

Hennessey moans. 

Louie leans into him.

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Hey!

Hennessey is groggy. Barely able to stay awake. 

LOUIE (CONT’D)
It’s me. Louie. The junk guy. You were 
trespassing.

Hennessey MOANS and begins to pass out again. Louie 
shakes him. 

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Hey! 

Hennessey recovers a little. 

LOUIE (CONT’D)
What are you doing here? 

Hennessey begins to realize where he is. 
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HENNESSEY
Junk guy.

LOUIE
Why were you sneaking around?

HENNESSEY
Lead. 

Hennessey is struggling to communicate. He suddenly turns 
his head and barfs on Louie’s pillow. He leans back 
after. 

HENNESSEY (CONT’D)
Don’t feel good. 

LOUIE
I’m gonna get a doctor. Who sent you?

After a pause:

HENNESSEY
Tip. Salvatore. Here. Dead. 

(writhing)
My head. 

LOUIE
Who told you to come here? 

There is another pause. Is Hennessey still alive? 
Hennessey takes a deep breath. 

HENNESSEY
Pawn guy. Didn’t know anybody lived here - 

Hennessey begins passing out again. 

The DEVICE shoots off some SPARKS and WISPS OF SMOKE. As 
it spits STATIC, Proctor speaks thru. 

PROCTOR
We have been given another chance. 

Louie rears up. 

LOUIE
What?!

PROCTOR
Use him as host. 

LOUIE
He’s hurt, you fucking ghoul! 
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PROCTOR
It is a risk worth taking. 

This stops Louie. 

PROCTOR (CONT’D)
Despite his injuries, your medical 
technology must be formidable. The odds 
of his survival are good. Yes?

Louie isn’t sure how to answer. Certainly he’s not 
kidding. But - 

PROCTOR (CONT’D)
There is another advantage to consider.

Louie perks up. 

PROCTOR (CONT’D)
In process you eliminate suspicion. 

Louie is trying to follow. 

More SPARKS erupt from the DEVICE. 

Louie is worried about its stability. 

PROCTOR (CONT’D)
All risks would appear curtailed. 

Louie is factoring all of this. 

He looks back at Hennessey, who appears worse.

LOUIE
He needs a doctor. 

PROCTOR
If he survives complicates our 
circumstance. Your implication of guilt 
will be unavoidable. Prosecution 
inevitable. Incarceration -  

LOUIE
(interrupting)

All right, all right!

Hennessey stirs, moaning in pain. Louie takes a moment to 
consider everything. 

VOICE (O.S.)
Louie?!
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Louie jumps. Someone is outside calling to him. He runs 
to the WINDOW. 

A FLASHLIGHT BEAM dances across the ground and into the 
air, heading towards Louie’s room.  

LOUIE
Sheriff Taber? 

EXT. THE AISLES - THE JUNK YARD - SAME

Taber is getting closer to Louie’s room. 

TABER
What’s all the caterwauling? Somebody 
bugging my buddy Louie? 

INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - SAME

Louie watches the FLASHLIGHT get closer

PROCTOR
Remove - them - we are - too close -

Louie gets worried Taber will hear Proctor.

LOUIE
(whispering a shout)

Shut up! 

Taber hears this and thinks it’s a little weird.

TABER
You got company? Is this a bad time?  

Louie tries to cover.

LOUIE
Letting off a little steam, sheriff.  

Taber thinks otherwise, but won’t show it. 

TABER
Hear that. I talk to myself because ain’t 
nobody else interested in what I got to 
say. Can I come in for a tick? 

Louie jumps to the WINDOW and shouts.

LOUIE
No, sheriff! Not a good time. 

64.



Taber stops. Something is up. Defensively, he leans 
behind a PILE OF OLD TIRES. 

Louie catches himself and tries to appear calm. 

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Not feeling social like tonight. Bad day. 

PROCTOR
Dismiss them. Concentrate on our present 
opportunity. 

Louie reaches over to the SWITCH to turn the DEVICE off. 
It breaks off in his hand. 

LOUIE
Fuck. 

The DEVICE is now permanently on. 

TABER
Mona called a while ago. Said you might 
need an ear to bend.  

Louie looks around him for something, anything he might 
use to help him if needed. He notices Hennessey’s 
REVOLVER on his DESK.

LOUIE
Just like her. Just not feeling well. 

TABER
Need a doc? 

Louie is trying to hold it together. He knows it’s weird. 
Hiding like this from his buddy the sheriff. Sure he 
needs a doc. Just not for him.

LOUIE
No.  

From behind Louie, Hennessey stirs. 

HENNESSEY
Argh. 

Louie turns about distracted momentarily. 

MONA (O.S.)
Louie?!
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EXT. THE AISLES - THE JUNK YARD - SAME

Taber turns about, startled by Mona, walking up behind.

TABER
(angry whisper)

I told you to wait in the car! 

INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - SAME

Louie looks back out into the light.

MONA (O.S.)
Louie!

Louie shouts out to her.

LOUIE
Gotta go, babe. I’m not doing so well.

He leans back against the wall, processing everything. 

PROCTOR
We must consider the integrity of the 
mechanism and securing its stability to 
complete the transfer. 

STATIC spits a little more from the speaker. A few MORE 
SPARKS fly with SMOKE. 

Louie moves in to have a closer look.

EXT. THE AISLES - THE JUNK YARD

Mona inches closer, leaning against Taber.

MONA
(to Louie)

What about that “thing” we talked about?

INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - SAME

Louie looks concerned about the device. 

LOUIE
(to himself, re: the DEVICE)

Can’t see anything. 
(to Mona)

Rethinking everything. 

Taber whispers to Mona.
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TABER
I don’t like it. 

Taber slowly reaches down to his HOLSTER, unclips the 
SNAP and takes out his GUN. Taber checks the chambers of 
his gun. 

Mona watches with concern. 

TABER (CONT’D)
(talking as he checks)

Louie, you know me, the old busy body. 
Gotta make sure everybody’s okay. 

Louie is busy. He has grabbed a BLANKET and placed the 
device inside. He is preparing to wrap it when - ZZZ! - 
it sparks badly and heavy smoke curls out. 

LOUIE
(whispering loudly)

Hello? Hello!? 

Louie collapses against the wall, thinking fast.

TABER
Strange goings on, buddy. Fella missing. 
Abandoned car out front here. Outta-state 
plates. 

Louie is cornered. He needs to effect repairs. He needs 
space to concentrate. He turns to see Hennessey unmoving 
on the BED. 

LOUIE
Been here since you saw me, sheriff. Just 
not a hundred percent. If I see anything -

TABER
I ain’t never been in without an invite, 
Louie. 

Louie grabs his TOOL KIT. 

Mona, concerned, calls out, again.

MONA
Louie, goddammit! I’m not staying out 
here if you’re sick -

She begins to move towards the DOOR, but Taber grabs her 
and pulls her back with him, shaking his head.

Inside, Louie is examining the DEVICE.  
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Hennessey stirs.

Louie turns to see him, barely conscious, bleeding and 
pained pull himself to the edge of the BED, drop to the 
floor, then lean upright, against the BED FRAME, still 
drooped over.

HENNESSEY
Don’t - feel - right -

STATIC crackles from the SPEAKER as SPARKS and TENDRILS 
OF SMOKE curl up from between the METAL SEAMS of the 
DEVICE.  

Louie turns back to the DEVICE. 

PROCTOR
We are communicating. 

Louie is distressed.

LOUIE
Shit. 

MONA
Louie?

Louie, impulsive, pressed and desperate, grabs 
Hennessey’s GUN, BREAKS A WINDOW and aims it towards the 
light. 

LOUIE
I said I was all right! 

Taber sees the GUN and reacts!

TABER
Watch it!

Mona jumps back as Taper, knee-jerk reflex, fires two 
panic-y SHOTS towards Louie!

Louie tumbles from the WINDOW. 

Louie clutches his THIGH, BLOOD oozing between his 
fingers.  

LOUIE
Oh, my god, I’m shot.  

The other BULLET strayed somewhere else. 

Taber is shaken. He rarely shoots his gun. Mona cowers 
behind him.
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MONA
(to Taber)

Are you okay?

Taber isn’t listening. He’s scared and pissed. 

TABER
Louie?!  

Mona turns to go, but Taber grabs her and leans into her 
with a stern look.

TABER (CONT’D)
You’ll get yerself killed. If I don’t 
arrest you first. Stay put. 

Mona stays - for the moment. 

Taber shouts at Louie.

TABER (CONT’D)
Pull a gun on me, boy? What are you 
thinking? Are you hit?

Louie tries to play it light.

LOUIE
The way you shoot? A nick. 

Louie checks his LEG to see it still oozing blood out 
between his fingers. 

MONA
Louie! You gotta see a doctor! 

(to Taber)
He’s pissing me off, now.

Taber wipes the sweat from his face.

TABER
He’s pissing you off?

Louie grabs a SHOP RAG and ties it tight around his leg, 
wincing from pain. 

The DEVICE spits HEAVY STATIC again.

PROCTOR
What is the subject’s status? 

Louie looks over to Hennessey. 

LOUIE
He’s out.
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PROCTOR
There is still time. 

Louie considers it as Taber calls out. 

TABER
Louie!?

EXT. OUTSIDE LOUIE’S ROOM - THE JUNK YARD - SAME

Mona and Taber stare at the darkened room. Mona takes the 
opportunity to back away from Taber. 

TABER
(eyes on the broken window)

I don’t know what you think you’re doing. 

Mona looks off to the side, trying to find a route around 
and into Louie’s. 

Taber watces her.

MONA
He ain’t coming out.

TABER
You don’t know what’s in there.

She takes a second to reconsider. Then decides.

MONA
He won’t hurt me.

As she begins to move away, Taber gets her attention. 

TABER
Hey! He just pulled a gun on the only two 
people who give a goddamn about his sorry 
ass. 

Mona thinks a sec. 

MONA
He might hurt himself.

She heads off into the wreckage. 

TABER
(to himself)

Did that when he flashed the damned 
pistol. 
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INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - SAME

Louie has grabbed the DEVICE and moved it closer to 
Hennessey. Louie slaps Hennessey’s face to get him 
conscious. 

The DEVICE CRACKLE with STATIC, a FEW SPARKS. A LITTLE 
SMOKE.

Hennessey stirs. He’s not in good shape. 

Louie grabs his hand. It is loose and unresponsive.  

LOUIE
This isn’t gonna work. 

More STATIC from the DEVICE.

PROCTOR
 You must work quickly.   

Louie grabs Hennessey’s arm. Hennessey fights him weakly. 
He reaches into his COAT POCKET and pulls something out. 
The ST. CHRISTOPHER MEDAL NECKLACE.

Louie grabs the NECKLACE and holds it up. It is dripping 
with BLOOD. He folds back Hennessey’s JACKET to reveal a 
BIG BLOODY BULLET HOLE in his chest: Where the other 
bullet went. 

LOUIE
Fuck. 

Hennessey grabs Louie’s arm. 

HENNESSEY
Help me.

Hennessey collapses to the side, his EYES wide open in a 
cold, dead man stare. 

Louie jumps back. 

TABER
Louie!

Louie moves away from Hennessey and back against the 
WALL. 

TABER (CONT’D)
If you ain’t coming out I’m gonna have to 
come in, boy. That’s all there is to it.

Louie shakes his head at the thought. 
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LOUIE
Don’t do that. 

TABER
Well, you don’t give me much choice now.

Louie grabs the DEVICE and protectively slides it away 
from Hennessey and towards him, staring at Hennessey the 
whole time. 

EXT. THE BACK YARD - JUNK YARD

Mona is sneaking around to get to Louie’s place. She can 
hear the exchanges between Louie and Taber.

TABER (O.S.)
You’re forcing my hand!

Louie gets an idea. 

LOUIE (O.S.)
I’ll blow the place up! 

Taber stops a second to consider this. Then realizes it’s 
bullshit.

TABER
You sound like your grandpappy. And you 
ain’t nothing like him.

Mona is getting close. 

INT. LOUIE’S PLACE

Louie stares at Hennessey’s body. Hennessey’s dead eyes 
staring back. 

The DEVICE HUMS and GLOWS before him. STATIC CRACKLES, 
again. 

PROCTOR
Why the delay? What is happening? 

TABER
Louie!?

Louie doesn’t answer. 

TABER (CONT’D)
I need to call an ambulance?
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LOUIE
I’m all right, sheriff!

EXT. THE BACK YARD - JUNK YARD

As Taber talks to Louie, Mona continues her circuitous 
route around to his room. 

TABER (O.S.)
Five minutes, Louie. Then I’m coming in. 
Invite or no. 

LOUIE (O.S.)
I’ll gonna blow the place up, sheriff!

TABER
You won’t do anything of the kind with me 
and your lady out here and we know that.

Mona stumbles over something. Upon closer inspection it’s 
a PIECE OF METAL compacted from the crusher. She looks at 
it closer. It is caked in BLOOD with HAIR poking out of 
its wrinkled recesses. 

She stumbles back and into a back entrance to Louie’s 
place. 

INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - SAME

Mona enters and cautiously peers about the corner of the 
DOORWAY. 

LOUIE
(to Taber)

You know what I’ve been up against, 
sheriff. I need some time. That’s all. 

TABER
Well, come out and let’s talk about it. 

Mona sees Louie resting against the WALL. He is bloodied, 
sweaty. She slowly eases her way in, trying not to 
startle him.

MONA
Louie?

Louie jumps. Grabs the GUN from the TABLE TOP. He falls 
back, training it on Mona. She raises her hands in 
disbelief.
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MONA (CONT’D)
It’s me. 

She steps further in and sees Hennessey’s body. 

Louie explains.

LOUIE
That was Taber. 

Mona recognizes Hennessey.

MONA
That’s the creep from the parking lot. 

Louie’s too weary to go into it. 

She notices Louie’s leg wound. 

MONA (CONT’D)
You’re bleeding.

Louie moves away.

LOUIE
I’m all right. 

TABER
Louie?!

MONA
I’m in, sheriff. We’re all right. Just 
talking. Stay back. 

The DEVICE spits STATIC.

Louie grabs the DEVICE and peers inside it. 

LOUIE
Hello? 

Mona looks at Louie with shock. 

MONA
Louie?

Louie ignores her, continuing to investigate what’s 
happening with the DEVICE. 

LOUIE
(to Proctor)

Are you still there? 

Mona is getting more concerned.
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MONA
Baby, we gotta go, now. 

Louie ignores her. 

STATIC roars from the DEVICE. 

LOUIE
Shit!

Mona, concerned reaches for Louie.

MONA
Louie -

LOUIE
Stay back!

Louie grabs the DEVICE and holds it close, almost 
cradling it. The GUN shaky in his hand. He looks lost. 

TABER
Two minutes!

Mona slowly reaches into her APRON and pulls out an 
ENVELOPE. She places it on the desk. Louie watches her.

MONA
Some traveling money. Like you wanted.

She notices the DEVICE. 

MONA (CONT’D)
Is that your bomb? 

Louie looks at the DEVICE. He smiles. For the first time 
appearing more like the former Louie. 

LOUIE
Maybe.

Louie drops his head and holds the DEVICE, still spitting 
its STATIC, holding the GUN. 

Mons gets impatient. 

MONA
Talk to me!

TABER
What’s going on?

MONA
We’re talking, sheriff!

75.



Louie can’t look at her.

LOUIE
I wanted to meet. Alone. Explain things.

She moves towards him. He aims the GUN at her. She backs 
away.

MONA
You asked for help. 

Louie won’t look at her.

LOUIE
It’s too late. 

Mona doesn’t move.

Louie raises his head and glares at her. 

LOUIE (CONT’D)
Keep him away. Or I blow everything up. 
With -

(indicating the device)
- my bomb. 

Mona gets an idea. 

MONA
I can be your hostage. 

Louie is amused by the idea. 

LOUIE
No, baby. 

MONA
We buy time. Get away. I got a cousin 
with a place up north. They’re never 
there. We shack up. Bonnie and Clyde 
style. 

LOUIE
We know what happened to them. 

TABER
What’s it gonna be, you two? Hard or 
easy? 

Mona looks at Louie. 

Louie calls out to Taber.
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LOUIE
She’s rigged to blow, sheriff.  

Taber hates this. He doesn’t know. And he’s too old and 
tired to risk this kind of shit. Especially with Louie 
and Mona. 

TABER
Dammit, Louie! That’s a loada hogwash! 
And you know it! 

EXT. THE JUNK YARD 

Taber jumps into action, making a beeline for the DOOR. 

TABER
Goddammit, boy!

INT. LOUIE’S ROOM

Mona is frightened, backing out into the HALLWAY leading 
to the room. 

MONA
I’ll stop him! Slow him down!

Louie stays in the room, holding the DEVICE, watching her 
go.

Taber steps into the hallway leading into the room. 

Mona runs to him. 

MONA (CONT’D)
Get back! Get back! He’s got a gun and a 
bomb!

Louie, wanting to scare more than harm, FIRES THE GUN a 
couple of TIMES in the air!

LOUIE
Get out!

Taber trips and falls, tumbling hard and knocking Mona 
down.  

LOUIE (CONT’D)
I’m gonna blow us all up!

Mona recovers. She sees Taber obviously hurt. 
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MONA
Can you move? 

TABER
I’m not sure. 

Mona tries to grab and lift Taber to his feet. Taber 
tumbles down.

TABER (CONT’D)
Get to the squad car. Radio for help.  

Mona is torn about leaving. 

Taber begins pulling himself towards Louie’s DOOR, 
keeping Mona behind him. 

TABER (CONT’D)
Go!

Mona stays back, but doesn’t leave. 

TABER (CONT’D)
Coming in, Louie. Just you and me. Settle 
this nice and easy like. 

Taber turns the corner around the DOOR JAM. Louie is 
peering at him. The GUN pointed at Taber. 

LOUIE
I warned you, sheriff. 

Little time to react, Taber jumps away from the door, 
grabbing and covering Mona.

TABER
Watch it!

BOOM! A loud CRACK and BRIGHT LIGHT erupt. 

A long pause. 

SMOKE curls from Louie’s room. 

Taber and Mona uncover themselves and turn towards the 
door. 

TABER (CONT’D)
Louie?!

Mona wants to run in. Taber stops her.

TABER (CONT’D)
Wait a minute. 
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He offers his arm to Mona to help him up. Taber struggles 
to stand. Then, supporting himself on the wall, GUN 
drawn, shaky, makes his way, with Mona following close 
behind. 

MONA
Louie?

Mona begins to fret. Taber brushes her back. 

TABER
We don’t know. 

They make it to the frame of the doorway leading into the 
room. Taber sniffs.

TABER (CONT’D)
Smell that? 

MONA
Burning.

TABER
Like a blown circuit breaker. 

FILAMENTS OF SMOKE are still curling out of the room at 
their feet. Taber slowly turns to look about the door 
into the room. Mona looks. Louie is face down beside the 
DEVICE, on its side on the floor. 

Taber sees Hennessey and hobbles over to check his 
vitals. He sees the blood and the GUN near Louie’s hand 
and pushes it away. He leans into Louie, checking his 
vitals. 

TABER (CONT’D)
He’s alive. 

Mona is behind Taber beginning to break down. Taber sees 
the ENVELOPE with money on the DESK. He grabs it. 

Louie stirs and MOANS.

TABER (CONT’D)
There he is. Louie?

Taber leans down to Louie as best he can. 

TABER (CONT’D)
Sheriff Taber here, Louie. You’re gonna 
be all right, son. 

Mona stares at the disarray and begins to cry. 
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EXT. THE FRONT GATE - THE JUNK YARD - PRE-DAWN

RED AND BLUE LIGHTS strobe about the yard, creating a 
surrealistic, dream-like world of wreckage. 

A BODY BAG encasing Hennessey is ZIPPED up and an EMT 
rolls it away on a GURNEY towards a waiting AMBULANCE.

Louie, covered in a BLANKET and sporting an OXYGEN MASK,  
is atop a GURNEY being rolled out behind Hennessey. He is 
accompanied by MONA and an EMT. She holds Louie’s hand. 
He doesn’t stir. They roll by Taber who, now on CRUTCHES, 
is consulting with a STATE TROOPER about the night’s 
events. An EMT is fussing to try and bandage a cut on 
Taber’s face. 

TABER
Pulled the gun outta nowhere. 

STATE TROOPER
You got lucky. 

TABER
He never shot the damned thing. 

The STATE TROOPER laughs and shakes his head. 

ANOTHER STATE TROOPER is cordoning off the area with 
“CRIME SCENE” TAPE. 

Mona stays close as they roll Louie towards the back of 
the waiting AMBULANCE. The GURNEY bumps over some DEBRIS 
in the path. It jostles Louie awake. He slowly comes to 
as the GURNEY stops before the back of the AMBULANCE.

MONA
Wait!

The EMT stops loading the GURNEY. Mona sees Louie is 
coming to and leans in.

MONA (CONT’D)
Baby, it’s me.

Louie looks about, a bit disoriented, then zeroes in on 
Mona.

MONA (CONT’D)
It’s Mona, baby. It’s okay. You’re going 
to the hospital. They’re going to take 
care of you. I’ll make good and sure. 

Louie tries to sit up, looking about, a bit shocked.
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MONA (CONT’D)
Relax, honey. You gotta stay still. 

Louie squeezes her hand. He leans into her. She drops to 
hear him. 

LOUIE
I’m going to be all right? 

Mona reassures him. 

MONA
Oh, yes, baby. You’re gonna be fine.  

Louie squeezes her hand.

LOUIE
You’re Mona.

MONA
(laughing between tears)

Yes, baby. 

Louie smiles and relaxes into the GURNEY.

The EMT slides the GURNEY towards the back entrance of 
the AMBULANCE, it collapses and rolls inside. The EMT 
closes the doors and heads towards the DRIVER DOOR. 

Mona turns away and towards the DOOR to Louie’s room. She 
wants to go inside. She steps under the POLICE TAPE. 

TABER (O.S.)
Hey!

Taber hobbles over and grabs her arm. 

TABER (CONT’D)
Can’t go in till their done. 

Taber tightens his grip on her arm and pulls her to the 
other side of the POLICE TAPE. 

TABER (CONT’D)
You’re gonna be a nice, cooperative 
witness and go with my friends here. 

Taber pusher her towards the troopers. 

MONA
Am I under arrest?
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TABER
Depends. You make a statement first. We 
talk after. 

MONA
Louie?

TABER
After we turn the place upside down. 

MONA
What are you looking for? 

Taber looks at her suspiciously.

TABER
That reminds me. Don’t forget to put this 
in the report.

Taber reaches into his pocket and hands her the ENVELOPE 
filled with CASH. 

TABER (CONT’D)
(indicating the envelope)

Pretty hand-writing.   

Mona takes the envelope.

TABER (CONT’D)
You’re a good egg, Mona. I want to know 
what you know.

Taber hands Mona off to a waiting STATE TROOPER. 

MONA
Louie didn’t kill the detective. 

Taber looks puzzled. 

MONA (CONT’D)
He didn’t kill anyone. 

Taber nods. 

INT. AMBULANCE - SAME

Louie is being hooked up to an I.V. By the EMT. He looks 
about like a little kid at all the blinking, shiny 
EQUIPMENT. He grabs the EMT’s arm. The EMT stops 
momentarily and lifts the MASK off Louie’ face. Louie 
smiles.
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LOUIE
Pain. Nothing like it to make you feel 
really alive. 

Taken aback, the EMT slowly lowers the MASK back onto 
Louie’s grinning face and continues prepping him. 

The EMT BANGS a “GO” signal on the CEILING of the 
AMBULANCE. 

EXT. THE FRONT GATE - THE JUNK YARD - SAME

The AMBULANCE SIREN squeals to full volume as it ROARS 
out of the junk yard drive, kicking dust into Taber’s 
face.

EXT. THE JUNK YARD - DAWN

The junk yard is still. Eerily quiet. POLICE TAPE across 
Louie’s room slaps itself in a MORNING BREEZE. BIRDS are 
SCREECHING in the distance. Suddenly, from within the 
TWISTED WRECKAGE a FIGURE looms conspicuously between 
BROKEN CARS. 

Morty. 

He casually limps along. Comfortable he is alone. He 
shuffles, with some effort, heading towards Louie’s room. 
He ignores the POLICE TAPE and steps under it. He ignores 
the POLICE CRIME SCENE SEAL over the DOOR and opens the 
DOOR. The DOOR creaks open. 

INT. LOUIE’S ROOM - SAME

Morty lumbers down the hallway to the ROOM. Stepping 
inside he sees the remains of the previous evening. 
BROKEN GLASS. POLICE EVIDENCE TAGS. The evidence removed. 
BLOOD. Beneath a BLANKET thrown on the floor, something 
catches Morty’s eye. He pulls the BLANKET back. The 
DEVICE. Still on its side. 

MORTY
Hello. 

Morty rights it. Then lifts and places it on the DESK. He 
inspects it, as Louie did, attempting to ascertain its 
purpose. He notices the HANDLE, bent down at a right 
angle. Morty lifts it and locks it with a CLICK back into 
place in the side of the DEVICE. The DEVICE is still 
HUMMING with a DIM LIGHT THROBBING from inside. Morty is 
transfixed. 
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From the TINY SPEAKER on the side STATIC can be heard. 
Morty places his failing ear close to the SPEAKER. 

MORTY (CONT’D)
Hello?

The STATIC continues to grow in volume, morphing into a 
kind of MECHANICAL VOICE, plaintive and desperate.

VOICE (V.O.)
Stop. He must stop. There’s danger.  

Morty is startled. He stares at the DEVICE. 

MORTY
Who is this?

VOICE (V.O.)
Help me.  

MORTY
Who is this?

There is a long pause. More STATIC.  Then:

VOICE (V.O.)
My name is Louie.  

Startled, Morty’s eyes get big. 

BLACKOUT.

THE END
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