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WNGED TO "DETECTIVE SPOTAT

WOV o THE CHARACTER “THRERNT®

Therefore, since "TRENT/DETECTIVE SPOTAY first appears on page 15,
and continues throught the script, vou are receiving in this

set of changes, all pages f£rom 15 to the end, regardless of
whether thev include any other revisions.
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Trees.

ACT CONE

HLEE - g?i.f

Long view: This seamy neon city gé%@% %gzgﬁtig in the

dark. It is winter, and a wind rastlaﬁ

EXT. SUNSET BLVD. - HIGHT

The gaudy neon flashes enticingly, as a few peepi& make
their way through the chilly night. _

£XT. ANOTHER ANGLE - STREET - NIGHT "

Though the lights continue to flash brlghtly, w&-rﬁ&l1za
that the streets are almost empty. There is a chilly wind
making its way through the gaudy, tacky neon. . The few _+<
people who are in the street are rushing, trying to keep -
warm. The street is a panorama of restaurants, liguor
stores, fancy billboards, and "up-scale" strip joints.

CUT TO:
INSERT - MEWSPAFEER

The wind blows a newspaper into the frame, and we hold on
it long encugh to read the headlines: YKEYBOARD KILLER
STRIKES! SERIAL SEX KILLER CLAIMS EIGHTH PIANC WIRE VICTIwY

CUT TO:
EXT. SIDE STREET - NIGHT

The streets are emptving fast as the chilly winds set inh.
The newspaper blows away, and we TRACK up the empty street,
and into a dark, creepy alley. We see what the tourists
don't: The dark side of L.A., i1ts dumpsters overflowing
with & nightclub's garbage.

There 1s a back door, and though half of the lights of the
sign are burned out, we can still see that it is the
Yartists Entrance.” There is a2 MAN standing near the door,
silhouetted by the light of the bare bulb that dangles over
the door. We can't make out his features. He is whistling
mugic from Verdi's "Masked Ball' and his mouth issues steanm
in the cold with each note.

CONT INUED
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ddling with something in his hands, but we
t it 1s...78t. _

231 vy, the door opens, & lovely, leggy SHOW QIRL .
comes out, closing the door behind her. She shivers from
the cold as she throws a heavy coat around her skimpy
spangled costume. As she buttons it up, she hears the
wnistling, and turns to face the man, with a startled gasp.

SHOWD

. Irz, e
You scared mel .

She breaks into a smile, patting her chest with
her heart beating heavily.

her hand,

"*Q@;

INSERT - THE MAN

His gloved hands have been winding piano wire between
and he suddenly snaps it taut. It makes the clean, pure®
note that he hits with his whistling the "Eri Tu¥ aria ffom
the ¥YMasked Ball® '

CUT TO:
RESUME ALLEYWAY 7

wWe only see the man from behind. The girl sees what the
man 1% doing, and is about to scream out, when the man's
hands whip out, wrapping the piano wire swiftly around her
neck, and yvanking her, struggling into the shadows and
garbage. Music from "A Masked Ball" swells up, in the
place of her scream. He throws her against the zide of a
parked car, and she glumps against it, lifeless.

CUT TO:
EXT. STREET - HNIGHT 1
Across the street, looking inte the alleyway, a wino is {X}
sucking on a bottle of rotgut when he looks up and sees (X}

and hears what's golng on in the shadows.

WINO (X3
Oh, my God!

He stumbles over the payphone, and frantically jangles the (X}
button dialing "o1lv,

oUT TO:



10

11

1z

RES?

OF VIEW

= ALL

e of the Killer comes up. His eves catch the

- and glow green like a cat's vhen they're caught by
neadlights. We g£till can't see the Killer's face, -

CuT TG0

He gets the operator.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - NIGHT

The Killer's p.o.v. Slowly, he moves up the alleyway,

WIND
Hurry! Get me the policei! It's the
Killer! Just off the strip by
Clive! Yes, the strangler! Damn -
it, hurry! He sees me! b

CUT TO:

=

stepping over the corpse of the showgirl. Music from "&
Masked Ball' continues as he snaps the piano wire again.
it hits the same note, but flings a spray of blood.

we {and the strangler)} see the winoc the light at
the phone, and can hear him in the distance.

OMITTED

WINC

Please hurry! He's coming for me now!

10
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The glass side of the booth 8 , a8 the Killer's hands
crash through. The strangler rises up from the dumpster
right next to him, and snaps the piano wire around the
young man’s throat!

The wino sinks out of frame, his eves and tongue

bulging in horror. We pan up the length of the silhouetts
of the strangler, still unable to see his face. We are
left with the sight of him making cne last tug of the wire,
as his breath clouds the night, before we can hear the
sirens. {0.s.}

Startled, the Killer drops his tenth victim in a heap, and
shoves the wire in the pocket of his overcoat. Two police
cars speed across the alley, their angry red lights
flashing, strobing through the darkness, making the
Killer's silhouette even more eerie,

CUT TO:

15 OMITTED : 15




18

1

Rev. 4/15/85"

i6
17
Swiftly and silently, he makes his way to the nearest door,
just & few steps away.
It is_a steel door, but it opens easily with the touch of
his gloved, sinister hand. Red light spills out of the
dooxrway, and the Killer is swallowed up inside.
INT. NIGETCLUB - NIGHT 18

The Killer, still seen only in silhouette or from behind,
has come into a casino show, right as The Amazing Falsworth
is about to come on stage. The strangler takes refuge in
the club, removing his heavy coat and taking the only seat.
in the house: at an empty table right up by the stage, 2 - -
blending in with the crowd...he hopes. . - i

CUT TO:
INT. BACKSTAGE AREA - NIGHT 1g
Falsworth's distinctive introduction music is being played
on tape over the P.A. system, and FALSWORTH takes deep
breaths in the wings at the far side.
JIMMY, the stage manager, is near us, and talks with GAIL,

CONTINUED



. #59811

19

fgopretty assistant. We can tell by his tone that
semn 't think much of Falsworth's "talents™.

{sarcastic)
So how's the Amazing Falsworth

tonight?
GALL
Ho so great. Barbara left last
night. '
JIMMY
Jeez, what's that? Wife number
three?
GAIL ‘

Four. L.A. is teeming with ex-Mrs.
Falsworths. 1It's that power of his.

oty

JIVECY : : -
Come on, don't give me that bull. I
know how he does that stuff. 1 got
a cousin, and he and his friend do
this thing where they use color
patterns and stuff...Pretiy
convincing, too.

~ GAIL
It's not a trick, Jimmy.
Falsworth's for real.

JIMMY
Yeah, so's Santy Claus...

The taped intro announces Falsworth. He and Gail go out
on-stage from opposite sides. .

INT. SHOWROOM - NIGHT

The crowd breaks intc thundercus applause as Falsworth and
Gail charge out on stage, he in a tuxedo, and she in a saxy
and skimpy sequined outfit. The first thing she does 1s to
faasten an elaborate, rhinestones-sgstudded blindfcold around
nis head. The Killer, even seen from behind has his eves
onn Gail. He breathes deeply.

CONTINUED

20
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¢ 20
fre only see the killer in silhouette or from behind.
Be sty melt into the @&ﬁi@ﬁﬁ% 4 walter comes up
behind him, st&rﬂzﬁg him. '
WAITER

There's a two-drink minimum, sir. I

can bring them both for vou now, if

you like...
The strangler heaves a sigh of relief before ordering, and
returns his attention to Gail.

CUT TO:

ANCGLE ON STAGE . 21

Falsworth is a good=-looking man in his. forties: trim, just
enough gray at the temples for sophzstlcatien, ve
articulate. And he loves surprising people with his
accuracy as a psychic and mentalist. He's driven, and‘a&
bit on the vain side; like Mr. Memory in the 39 STEPS, h§§
can't help but blurt out the insights granted him by hlSw
power. It gets him in trouble sometimes. ,

FALSWORTH
Good evening, ladies and gentlemen.
Tonight, I'm not going to bore vou
with cheap card tricks and pigeons
in my sleeves. I'm going to go out
among vou, find out something about
my audience, 1f you don't mind.

A1l I need to do is touch you, or
some object vou own, and I can tell
vou something about vour life. I
assure you that this blindfold may
not be seen through, so some of vou
young ladies may want tTo guide my
hands carefully.

{he waits for the

expected laughter)
Remember: it's all in the hands!

ANOTHEE ANGLE - INCLUDE AUDIERCE 22

The apprecistive but skeptical audience claps as his
assistant, GAIL, leads Falsworth down into the crowd.
First, Gail stops him at a table occupled by & young
couple. Falsworth touches her wrist, lightly, then
smiles.

CONTIN
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' FALSWORTH N L e
Well, igé like to congratulate this e
: 1 - ﬁﬁgyl& on their coming blessed s -
event! -You're four months along
now, aren’t you?

{she nods, almost

unbelieving)
Aﬁé it will be a boy! Am I right,
ma'am?

She and her husband look at each @thexi &a@h.s&sgectiﬁg the
other of telling. Lo

WIFE
How &1@ you Know?

FRLSW@RTH

All in the hands, ma'am. And
welcome to our fair city. Aiways a’
pleasure to have honeymeamers dn Losgs
Angeles!

{realizing what

he's just said)
Oops! Oh, 1'm sorry!

The couple blushes, and the audience laughs and applauds.
Gail leads him to the next table.

ANOTHER ANGLE 23

Falsworth laye a hand on the shoulder of one of the twoe men
sitting there.

FALSWORTH
A wonderful story here, ladies and
gentlemen! These two brothers are
reunited tonight for the first time
in twenty-six years! Am I right,
sir?

The speechless brothers just nod, and the crowd cheers
again.

ANGLE - THE KILLER 24

Just two tables away, the Killer shifts in his
seat, just coming to realize what is in store for him.
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t table, there is an elderly woman seated with 2
Ly iome, much younger man. She is dressed very
expensively. Falsworth touches a very pricey bracelet.

FALEWORTH
This beautiful bracelet was the
first present you bought yourself
with the new inheritance, isn't it?
Sincerest congratulations!

The woman is absolutely flabbergasted. 5She blushes, as if
a major secret has just spilled. _

OLD WOMAN :
Nobedy knows about thatt I hope
there are no I.R.8. agents

in the audience!

Again, tThe crowd laughs, having a glorious time of it al%%.“

=TT

ANGLE - FALSWORTH AND KILLER

Falsworth, feeling cocky and proud of himself, smiles and
moves on to the next table: the table of the strangler!

2s he reaches down, laying his hand on the Killer's
shoulder...and freszes!

CUT TO:
EXT. ALLEY BEHIND NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

A quick cut of the scene of the showgirl's murder. It is
the same shot that waz used sarliler in the scens.

CUT TO:
RESUME FALSWORTH

Falsworth can't see through his blindfold, but he stares,
nonetheless, at the Killer in sudden shock. We can see the
strangler's muscles tensing form behind, and know, even
though we can't see his face, that he is staring back at
Falsworth murderously. Gail is confused, but says

nothing. Falsworth starts te sayv something, but his words
catch in his throat and the audience starts to wonder what
is golng wrong. Why has his smooth, sntertaining act
suddenly faltered?

CONTINUED
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The man being read shakes his head. ané iaa

ing without sight,

: : by moving right
' . ~Falsworth bizméiy reads him, but
ﬁaﬁ*€;§e€‘hig mind off what: Just read from .the Killer.
That throws him off, and he gets evervthing wrong in his
next reading.

FALSWORTH -
You are in town for the c&nvgntx@n@
and have had some luck with the -
local ladies...perhaps a gtarlet @x
TwWo .,
{(grasping)
.am I right, sir?

that his skepticism was 3ast1f1aé

NEW MAW ey
Tripped you up, I did, buddy.
head of the Chr;stlan Plumbers

Association in Waukegan, and I @Qn’t_ -z

have that kind of lust in my heart!

The audience laughs, but it is with éisappointmemt They
want to believe, but now they think they know better. The
Killer still sits, broadcasting his 1ntentxansg and it

@oasn*t take much of a2 psychic to read what is in store for

the Amazing Falsworth.

ANGLE ON STAGE

Fumbling now, Falsworth backpedals and returns to the
stage, trying to come back to the show, but unable to keep
his mind off the Killer. Gail addresses the audience.

GAIL
Would anyone llke to send up a
perscnal item for the Amazing
Falsworth to take a reading from?

Hands shoot up throughout the room, holding up rings,
handkerchiefs, and other little items and Gail goes out to
pick them up.

GATL
Of course, all of these items will
be returned to you immediately after
the reading...

CONTII
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33

ng and ?%2%?&?3%% We move ;ﬁ on him, closer
and cioser, and see the tension building in him. Finally,
he can’'t take it any longer, and he rips off the showy

blindfold, looking out at the audience, which is beginning

to mutter, wondering what is going on wlth the Amazing
Falsworth.

- Ut 10:
ER ANGLE -~ FALSWORTH'S POINT OF VIEW

He scans the front of the packed house, aad there ig one
empty seat in the packed house. ; :

The strangler is gonel

RESUME FALSWORTH

i

He's more frightened than ever now. He looks around the
room, trying to say something to the audience, but is
unable to make any words come out, and just gulps like a

landed fish. Petrified, he finally just rushes off the
stage. .

CUT TO:
ANGLE ON GAIL

Gail, smiling, has her hands full of stuff from the
audience, and turns around to head back up to the stage,
just in time to see Falsworth's hasty retreat. She looks
confused, gives a half-hearted smilse to the audience and
holds up the goods.

GAIL
Ronald?

INT. BACKETAGE - HIGHT

As the Amazing Falsworth's recorded theme is hastily
switched on, Falsworth rushes back behind the curtain,
running right into the surprised stage manager. Falsworth
screams, scaring the hell out of Jimmy, who vells in turn.

CONTING
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a3
: ¥ realizes it's just good old Jimmy, he heaves
i gﬁi&&i; and rights the poor old guv with his
You scared the §¢de$;@§ta ne,
Falsworin!
FALEWORTH
I'm gorry, Jimmy. Please, get the
police out here. I'm going up to my
dressing room. Have them come right
up. And hurry! :
On his rushing off. 7
CUT TO:
34 OMITTED A

T




‘There is a MAN in the room with hz,mf sitting in a{chaﬁ.r

INT. FALSWORTH'S DRESSING ROOM - NI B 40

The Soor copens, and the dim light from the hallway slices
inte tThe darkness of the dressing room. Falsworth's
silhouette steps into the room, frantically reaching for
the 1ight switch. But while Falsworth is fumbling fﬁ}: t&&
switch, we notice something just before he- da&gwg

There 18 a burning orange spot, floating in the am m £ront
of hinm! _

Falsworth gasps as he throws on the light. smtchg :
illuminating the lights that surround his make-ﬁp‘mrmr in
the corner, where the orange spot isg %ummg . v

front of the mirror, smoking a cigarette as if he's been

CONTINUED
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waiting for Falsworth to show up! Falswerth stands there,
looking at the man, certain he 1s the killer, trembling.
They 1look at one another, and Falsworth waits for the man
to make any kind of move.

The man slowly stands, a smile growing on his face.
Falsworth is petrified, and has no idea what to do next.
The man makes a step toward him, and the phone RINGS,
making both of them jump!

Falsworth lunges at the phone and picks it up. The man

freezes in his place, and the smile on his face evaporates.

x FALSWORTH
This i Falswortht!

VCOICE ON PHONE
Mr. Falsworth, this is Detective
Detective Spota, L.A.P.D....

Falsworth puts his hand over the phone and glares at the
man in his room.

FALSWORTH
Don't move! I've got the police on
the line right now!

ANGLE - THE STRANGER

The stranger in the room is starting to look a little
scared. Falsworth's voice is shaking with fear and
excitement.

3

ANGLE -~ FALSWORTH AWND STRANGER

i

For the moment, anyway, he has the upper hand.

FALSWORTH
Mr. Detective Spota! The murderer...the
Keyboard Killer is in my dressing
room right now!

DETECTIVE SPOTA (o.p. )
Look, Mr. Amazing Falsworth, if wvou
want publicity, call Entertainment
Tonight. We got & job to do hersl

CONTINUED
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~ FALSWORTH
Loogk, Detective Spota...I'm a pro-
fegsional psychic...

DETECTIVE SPOTA
{c.p., cutting
him off}
I know who you are; I've seen your
show.

FALSWORTH
The Killer was in the club tonight,
and I touched him while I was
blindfolded. I could fsel who he
was, and that he had just killed two
people just moments before! And now
the man is in my dressing room at the
c%ab right now! He's right in front
of me!

The stranger is really starting to loock concerned now:
little like an unwillingly caged animal.

, - DETECTIVE SPOTIA {(0.p.]
Right now? Will vou be all right?

FALSWORTH
{frantic}
How the hell do I know?

DETECTIVE SPOTA {(0.p.}
Don't aggravate the guy! 1'll be
right therer

FALSWORTE
What do you want with me?

nger finds it difficult teo say anvihing.

FALSWORTH
Damn 11, what the hell do vou want

X .
agret!

CONTINUED

a

He hangs up the phone, and picks up the base, wielding it
like a weapon, ready to bash in the stranger's skull with
it 1f he tries anything funny. Falsworth's fear 1s
manifesting itself in anger now.
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He brandishes the phone. HNervously, the stranger hands him
an envelope, and stands taller...and sings]

{singing}
"We're better friends than we
were spouses,
Better off in separate houses;
And though it may not seem as such,
I love vou very, verv muchi®

Really confused now, Falsworth fumbles the envelope open as
+he messenger finishes with a nervous little tap dance. (X3

STRANGER
It's from vour loving ex-wife,
Natalie. Can I go now?

Flabbergasted, Falsworth just looks at him, and nods
wordlessly. The man is about to speed out the door, but
turns around and faces Falsworth again. -

STRANGER
I almost forgot vour cookie..

He reaches inside his jacket and pulls out a chocelate chip

cookie on & long, wooden "stem". Then he turns and makes a
hasty exit.
LOSER ANGLE OH FALSWORTH 43

Falsworth really doesn't know what to think now. He
watches the guy exit, and the door slams in his wake. He
looks around the room, which has gone completely silent all
over agaln.

The creepy silence and suspense is starting to get to him.
ihsently, he takes a bite ocut of his cockie and chews 1T,
slowly and thoughtfully.

FADE TO BLACK

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO
FADE IR
IWT. FALSWORTH'S DRESSING ROOM - NIGHT 44

sitting now, Falsworth is finishing off the big cookie,
staring at the door, waiting in a pool of light in the
otherwise dark room. He begins to drum his fingers on the
arms of the chair, but after a few moments, the sound in the
quiet room is starting to get to him.

He gets up and walks over to the miniature refrigerator in

the corner of the dressing room. He opens 1t up and fumbles
through the half-empty cans of diet soda, mineral water (¥}
and apple juice until he finds what he's in the mood for:

a beel.

He takes it out, pops the top, and kicks the refrigerator
door shut as he takes a big gulp off the can. He belches a
bit when he comes up for air, and he sits on top of the
boxy little refrigerator. He just waits there, nursing his
beer.

But then he hears something and freezes!

ouietly, we can hear the soft footfalls of someone coming
up the hallway. Falsworth stands up, and slowly, guietly,
backs up against the wall.

FALSWCORTH'S POINT OF VIEW 45

There 15 a shaft of light coming in from under door, and we
can now see the shadows of twe feet slowly move in front of
the door and stop there!

There 1s no movement, and the tension 1s killing Falsworth.
The feet just stay there...and stay there.

ANGLE = FALSWORTH AND DOOR 46
The tense silence is suddenly broken by loud, frightening,
ham=-fisted pounding on the door, which makes Falsworth jump.

FRLSWORTH
{shaky}
wWheo isg it?
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46
VOICE {0.8.}
Detective Spota, L.A.P.D.
reliewved, Falsworth cpens the door. He looks out to see
the face of the cop.
DETECTIVE SROTA
Mr. Falsworth. You okay?
ANGLE =~ DOOR AND DETECTIVE SPOTR 47
Falgworth opens the door for the no-nonsense cop. He is a
big, friendly-looking man, wearing an overcoat and
glasses. DETECTIVE SPOTA
ANGLE = FALSWORTH AND DETECTIVE SPOTA 48
FALSWORTH -
Thank vou for coming, Detective.
You scared the hell out of nme. -
DETECTIVE SPOTA
S0, uh...where's the suspect? {33

Falsworth is immediately embarrassed.

FALSWORTH
Sorry...um...I'm afraid that was a
case of mistaken identity...

DETECTIVE SPOTA
You telling me there's neo killer
here?

FALSWORTH
There 1s, I swear to you! But it

-

wasn't who I thought it was!

DETECTIVE SPOTA
Look; I want vou to know right off
the bat that [ don't believe in that
psychoephenon-imom-nomi. . .whatever
the hell vou call that hocus pocus
crap vou do.

FALEWORTE
Para-psychological phencmenon.

CONTINUED
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48

48

DETECTIVE SPOTA
Whatever. Me and Joe Friday, all
we're interested in are the facts.
Now, you've made a nice little career
out of mindreading, and I respect
that == I yeally do. I've made a
career oult of fact-finding for the
last nineteen years, and I hope
you'll respect that. 0Okay, that's
out of the way... what the heck
happened here?

e

Falsworth takes in Detective Spota, knowing he's going to
nhave a tough time convincing this no-nonsense, old-school
cop. Knowing the detective is going to doubt his story from
the wvery first word, Falsworth goesg ahead anyway.

FALSWORTH
In my show, I wear a heavy
blindfold, and my assistant leads me
through the audience. Wwhen I touch
them, I can see things about then,
kind of sense details about their
lives.

i§ But when Gail led me up to one man
and I touched him, I felt that he
had just killed two people!
{he pauses for moment
before going on}
It was the serial killer, the man in
the papers.

Be's shaking now.

DETECTIVE SPOTA
The Kevboard Killer.

Falsworth just nods.

DETECTIVE SPOTA
What did he look like?

FALSWORTH
I was wearing a blindfold. By the
time I took it off, he'd left. I
nevery sav his face.

]
for)
T

big detective smiles with dishelief, and snorts.

CONTINUED
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Yo 44
DETECTIVE SPOTA

48 CONTI

Some psychic!

FALSWORTH
{angry)
I didn't see his face, all right? I
don't get to choose what I see!

T
el
L

DETECTIVE SPOTA
Cool off, Falsworth., I'm a cop.
I've got to ask these guestions.

Falsworth goes guiet.

DETECTIVE sPOTA
Could wou tell me where he lives?

FALSWORTH _
Maybe 1f I'd had contact for a few
seconds longer. I let go of him -
immediately. It was quite a shock...

o I'm sure.

{looking around

the room)
I just don't know what to do, Mr.
Falsworth. You didn't see the guy,
you don't know where to find him...

DETECTIVE SPOTA

Falsworth sees he's losing the Detective.

FALSWORTH
Don't leave! Don't yvou see? He
knows who I am! I'm next! Why
would I make up something like
thiz? I need vour protectiocon; I'm a
dead man unless vyou help me!

e

4G CLOSER ANGLE 4

Detective Spoia chews on that for a2 while, and Falsworth
watches him, knowing that he must come up with something
dramatic. Suddenly, inspiration flashes! Detective Spota
has an idea; a notion that just might work.

CONTINUED
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L &9
DETECTIVE SPOTA
What 1f vou touched the chair he sat
in, something like that?
FALSWORTH
{excited:
Of course! I'm so dumb sometimes!
Falsworth rushes out into the corridor, and Detective Spota
follows closing the door behind him.
cur TO:
IWTe, SHOWROOM - NIGHT 50

The room 1s dark and ominous. It looks creepy when empty.
The Ef§a21ng Falsworth and Detective Spota rush in and look
around.

He looks out over the auditorium, at the sea of empty
tables and chairs, trying %to remember which is the cne.

‘ FALSWORTH
Which table?

The detective just watches him, as Falsworth climbs down
from the stage, and starts feeling the seat cushions, where
only an hour before an entire audience sat mesmerized,
enjoying his talents and miraculous perceptions.

He touches one seat, shakes his head, and moves on to the
next one. He touches another one, and it's wrong too, so
he rushes on to try the next. He touches that seat, and it
makes him giggle involuntarily. Detective Spota comes +o
attention.

DETECTIVE SPOTA
What?

FALSWCRTE
This guy just made it with his
bosgs's wife!

Detective Spota isn't amused. Falsworth keeps rushing from
seat To seat. He pauses at another one, and the cop comes
to attention.

FRLSWORTH
Bm. This woman thinks I'm...un...
she likes me.

Detective Spota smiles, and Falsworth continues muttering
non=words to himself, shaking his head, moving from seat to
seatl.
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rinally, his hands slow and freeze on one particular seat.

EXxT. ALLEY BEHIND NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

cuT TO:

A guick flash of the original shot of the murder,
continuing where the last flashback left off, but cutting
away as the girl's body is thrown aga¢nst the car, the
¥iller’'s back blocking our view of her.

RESUME SHOWROOH

Falsworth starts to sweat, his breathing guickens. He
drops to his knees,

nore anguished.

and "reads' the chair, growing more and

Detective Spota moves closer, starting Lo enjcy this free
show. Fascinated.

FALSWORTH

There's a house...no! An apariment!
On the top fiocr! There...l
some numbers...an address!

Detective Spota locks skeptical, but interested. He shrugs.

Well..

can see

DETECTIVE SPOTA

.let's check it out!

Energized with excitement, Falsworth makes his way thr&ugﬁ

the dark club, knocking over chairs,

the big cop trailing

behind him, skeptical, but willing to go along with the

show=biz psychic.

We TRACK WITH THEM through the shadowy,

stop about halfway through,
through the rest of the club,

creepy club, and

watching them make their way
and out the heavy metal door

+hat the killer entered through, merely hours before.

EXT. STREET IN FRONT OF APARTHMENT BLDG.

Falgworth stands alone in the guiet,

Detective Spota enters the frame. They
apartment building.

digtinctive ¢ld L.A

-~ NIGHT

speoky night.

lock up at the

COWTINUED
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CONTT 54
The wind whirls leaves and papers around their feet as they
iook up at the big building. Falsworth's excitement 1s now
being replaced by fear. He shivers as much from

nervousness as from the cold piercing hig stage tuxedo.

DETECTIVE SPOTA
He's not in. But I got a key from
the Super. Come on.

valsworth hesitates.

FALSWORTH
I'm not sc¢ sure I want to go up
there.

DETECTIVE SPOTA
Gimme a break. You're the guy who's
got me running this wild goose
chase. Come on. -

This time, Detective Spota is leading the way, and Falsworth
nervously follows. He'd rather be with the big cop than
standing completely vulnerable in the cold darkness.

CUT TO:
55

OMITTED o thru
58
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- AT KILLER'S DOOR

Wwhen they finally reach the door, Detective Spota presses
the doorbell. ALl is very guiet. Falsworth cowers behind
Detective Spota. We can't even hear the doorbell.
Detective Spota knocks. No answer. The cop pulls out &
credit card and easily opens the door and enters the
apartment.

Falsworth stays on the step outside for a few
beats before timidly following the cop inside.

CUT TO:
iwr. THE KILLER'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

They ENTER the apartment, and Falsworth shivers. He knows
at once that this is the residence of the killer, and it
shakes him! Detective Spota throws on the light,
illuminating the room.

.

It is very much a bachelor's residence: sparsely appointed,
and with no real sense of design. Though the apartment is
on the small side, it isn't a dump. There is a sophis-
ticated stereo system, a color TV monitor and VCR, odd
framed prints on the wall, a pianc in the corner. There isg
an elk’'s head mounted on the wall. Detective Spota closes
the door.

CONTINUED
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We < see the kitchen that adicins the room, and it is a
mess. There are dirty plates in and near the sink, covered
with meat and poultry bones, giving an even more sinister
look To the place.

Falsworth begins to wander absently around the apartment,
taking it all in. He begins to handle all of the
unick-knacks arocund the room. He loocks to see seversl
mirrors on the walls.

Falsworth is fascinated by absolutely evervthing. He
rouches clothing. Letters. Silverware and plates. He
begins to lock more and more confused with each item he
touches. He takes a look inte the kitchen, which is a
graveyard of discarded meals.

) FALSWORTH
This guy's guite a pig.

Detective Spota watches Falsworth with fascination.

Falsworth is getting more and more uncomfortable as he
continues to handle the stuff in the apartment. His mind
in a thousand places, he wanders absently over to the baby
grand in the corner. He touches it, his mind racing.
Absently, he plucks at the keys, slowly working his way up
the kevboard while he "reads" and thinks.

ANGLE ON PIANOC KEYBOARD

Faleworth's fingers move up the keyboard, occasionally
hitting a key without a note...just a dull THUD!

EXr. ALLEY BEHIND NIGHTCLUB - NIGHT

we continue the flashback shot from the killing in the
opening, picking it up where the woman's body is thrown
against the car, but this time the shot continues past
where we have seen 1t beiore!

we see over the Killer's shoulder as he is hunched over his
victim, and she is slumping against the car, slowly going
down to the ground. But now we PULL BACK slightly, and are
in for a shock:

CONTINUED
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we se@e the face of the Killer reflected in the window of the
car..-and 1t 1s the facs of Detscitive Spotal

o TO:
RESUME ANGLE ON KEYBOARD 63

ralsworth's hands stop playing the keys, frozen in placs
bat.éshaklng We see Detective Spota’s face move into the frame,
reflected in the highly polished front of the piano above

+he kevboard. Qetectzva Spota's large hands reach into the open
@3&&@; and snip out a pianc string with wire cutters. It

makes a loud, chiming sound.

We PAN UP behind Falsworth, and see Detective Spota's face

refiected in the mirrors on the walls...all of them facing
Falsworth!

ANOTHER ANGLE . 64

FALSWORTH
You're no cop!

DETECTIVE SPOTA
You are so dumb...

The Killer takes off his coat and glasses, and drops Thenm
onto a chair. They slide onto the floor, but Detective
spota ignores them. Falsworth forces himself to speak,
naltingly.

FALSWORTH
Jimmy never called the police, did
he?

Detective Spota just smiles and slowly shakes his head "no"

FALSWORTH
Wh...what did you do to...to Jimmy?

DETECTIVE SPOTA
You're the psychic, Mr. Amazing
Falsworth., You tell me. Read what
I've done with him.

The Rl§§$? reaches out his hand to Falsworth, palms up,
peckoning the psychic with his fingers.

CONTINUED
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DETECTIVE SPOTA

Come on, reach oul and fLouch sone-
one, Mr. Falsvworth.

{chuckles)
It's all right here, everything vou
ever wanted to know about Charlie
DETECTIVE SPOTA. It's all in the hands,
isn't that what vou saild?

ANGLE - TINKER £5

Fralsworth g%épg slowly backward, toward the kitchen, away
from the Killer. Casually, Detective Spota walks over and
iocks and Bblts the apartment door.

DETECTIVE SPOTE
I am impressed, Falsworth. You're
pretty goad...dumb, but pretty good.

BNGLE - FALSWORTH AND TINKEER

He starts gaﬁking:cﬁés@r, and closes the lid. Falsworth's
eyes are wide with fear.

i

L DETECTIVE SPOTA
I've never’done this so close to
home before. Awfully convenient.
You may spoll me...

Falswerth is frantic.

FALSWORTH
Pleagse..sI won't tell anyone!

: DETECTIVE SPOTA
You're damned right vou won't!

He begins to wrap the piano wire around one hand.

FALSWORTH
I swear to God! And who would
believe me? I'm a psychic, 2
mystic.,.. domebody you'd read about
in the supermarket tabloids! HNobody (X)
believes in that stuff!

$ CONTINUED
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DETECTIVE SPOTA
But I believe in vou, Mr. Falsworth
== do you mind if I call you
Amazing? I hope that's some
consclation to vou.
{smiles)
I never expected to enjoy this...not
like the wonmen....

ANGLE - DETECTIVE SPOTA &7

The Killer wraps the other end of the wire around his other
hand, and snaps the wire taut. It makes a clear musical
nete.

DETECTIVE S5POTA
Lock what I've got for you...an
F-=sharp string. It should £it
rather nicely around vour C-major -
neck!? -

BANGLE - FALSWORTE - DETECTIVE SPOTA IN BACKGROUND 68

Realization washes over him as Detective Spota comes slowly
cloger.

FALSWORTH
It's the music! You've done away
with each victim musically! &
different note with a different
string from yvour piano!

And you'll stop killing when all the
notes play a certain song...what's
the song, Mr. Detective Spota?

ANGLE -~ FALSWORTH AND DETECTIVE SPOTA &9

Detective Spota Jjust keeps coming, slowly, wordlessly,
smiling. Falsworth realizes the kitchen is the last place
he should be trapped, and makes his way toward the door
leading into the bedroom, slowly, not to be noticed.

FALSWORTH
An opera! Your favorite, right?
{a Dheat}
"A Masked Ball? You're very
claver!

CONTINUED
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CONT INUED 59
DETECTIVE SPOTA
Don't patronize me...It isn’'t going
to work. You're about to become a
MEMOTY.

Falsworth 1s up against the wall now, sliding over toward
rhe bedrcom docr, inch by inch, as Detective Spolta gets
closer, his hands holding the wire out in front of him.
Detective Spota is just about upon Falsworth now,

DETECTIVE SPOTA

But you're right. Unfortunately,
it's a very long aria...

{spitting 1t out)
all asbout her betrayval with his
best friend!

{shaking his head

in mock sorrow)
Tch, tch, tch...This has been...fun.

{(smiles}

Be suddenly lunges at Falsworth, who tumbles just as -
suddenly through the bedroom door and onto his back.

CUT TG

INT. KILLER'S BEDROOM - NIGHT 70

caught off-balance, the big man tumbles over Falsworth, who
struggles madly to get out from under him. He runs across
the bedroom, scrambling over %the unkempt bed, as the Killer
rights himself.

The room has a very odd appearance. It is as big as the
living room, but aside from the bed, a night table, and a
dresser, there is no other furniture. There are stuffed
game birds mounted on the wall. There is also a sterec 1in
the room, and as Detective Spota stands up, he throws on a
switch, and brings up the volume.

DETECTIVE SPOTA
Go ahead and yell, Falsworih!

The strains of "Eri Tu" rise up to £111 the air, deafen-
ingly. Detective Spota stands there, slightly out of breath.
watching the caged animal that Falsworth has become in the
opposite corner. The psychic is breathing even harder than
the cop. The music is the sound of madness swelling in the
£oom.

CONTINUED
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?azgﬁigigég Falsworth keeps backing awav from the stalking
animal that Detective Spota has become. He bumps into
something: one of the stuffed birds mounted on the wall. We
can see that he “readsY something from 1t, and he shoots a
nervoils glance at the corney of the room!

CUT TO:
BNGLE OH CLOSET DOOR - FALSWORTH'S POINT OF VIEW 71
what is in the closet? Why is it significant te him?
RESUME BEDROOHM
ralsworth lunges at the closet door!
Detective Spota's eyes bulge in fury. He knows, even if we
don't, and he charges across the room as Falsworth dashes
into the closet and slams it shut behind him!? '

CUT TG:
INT., KILLER'S CLOSET - NIGHET 72

1t is dark in the closet, and Falsworth is sweating and out
of breath as he tries to hold the door shut with one hand,
searching the closet for what he knows psychically is
there: Detective Spota's hunting rifle.

But he's got to move faster: Detective Spota is on the
other side of the dooy, vanking furiocusly with both hands!

At a clear disadvantage, Falsworth 1is c¢razy with fear, as
the music continues to soar madlv. Detective Spota, outside
the closet, has started to sing along with 1t, confidently,
madly. Holding the door shut as well as he can, Falsworth
frantically struggles with his free hand to get the hunting
rifie out of its leather carrying bag.

The door keeps coming partly open with each tug from the
¥iller, and slices of light from the other room slash
across Falsworth's perspiring face,

Detective Spota give the door an especially vicilous tug, and
it rips right off its hinges, exposing a vulnersble
Falsworth, totally out of his element with the rifle still
half in and half out of its case.

CONTINUED



#5981 1

74

33

CONTI 72
8y mow, Detective Spota is totally demented, and is singing

in a high falsetto. The §§y§h1c‘si§§§gie$ tc point the gun,
but the Killer whips the planc wire arcund his neck and The
warrel of the rifle, and spins him onto the {loor.

The K4iller twists the wire, and 1t cuts into Falsworth's neck,
but he pushes the barrel of the half-revealed gun to move it
away. Still, it brings blood. He can't aim the gun!

The pbolt action and trigger are exposed, but what good does
it do him?

cuT TO:
CLOSEUP - TINKER

As his eyes bulge in madness. His tonic-soaked hair
dangles in his perspiring face as he leers down, choking
the psychic. )

CUT TO: B
nrEsuME CLOSET 74

Falsworth, in one guick action, slides the gun barrel out
from under the wire, and the fingers of his left hand in its
place. Detective Spota tightens his grip even more, and the
wire cuts deeply inte the psychic's fingers. He screams out
in pain, a strangled cry, and the rifle tumbles tc the
fleoor!

Detective Spota's singing is insane. The mUsic pouring
through the speakers 1s deafening.

The life being choked cut of him, even through nis bleeding
fingers, his eyes bulging, his face getting redder by toe
noment, Falsworth's “"free” hand clutches blindly for the
rifle.

netective Spota's herculean strength lifts Falsworth a few
inches, and the big man gets behind the psychic, where he
~an exert even more power. The gun now tumbles across
ralsworth, the end of the barrel right between his own eyes!

Detective Spota can't see it, his own head being right
behind the psychic's now. Falsworth starts to lose
consciousness...and it locks like he is about to give in to
the inevitable, and his head flops forward, exposing
Detective Spota to the barrel
of the gun!
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ON FALSWORTH

As .8 limp finger curls around the trigger. As he seems
about %o slip from consclousness, his finger sgueezes
spagmodically.

BOOM !

There 15 a tremendous explosion behind him, and the

stranglehold eases immediately as the Killer's hands release

their deadlv grip. Falsworth drawe in a long, racking,
ragged breath...his first in all too long. He rolls away
from Detective Spota and tries teo stand, but collapses in
& heap, right next to the motionless hulk of the Killer,

Gasping for air, he sits up and looks at the body for a few
beats before crawling to the phone by the side of the bed.
He punches up the operator.

FALSWORTH
Hello, operator. My name is -
Falsworth. Please, I need the
police, right away. VYes, that's N
right...the Amazing Falsworth. No
ma'am, I can't read you over the
phone. It must be in person. I've
got to use myv hands. It's all in
the hands...

He waits, and we can hear the operatcor making the
connection to the L.A. police department. The phone is
rucked between his ear and his shoulder, the rifle is
smoking in his lap. The Amazing Falsworth is exhausted.

He looks at the lifeless heap that was the Keyborad Killer,

and we find it difficult to read the expression on his face.

The police come on the line:

PHONE VOICE
L.A.P.D., emsrgency line.

Falsworth is too drained to speszk.
PHONE VOICE
Hellp? Hello, is anybedy There?
LONGER ANGLE
A1l Falsworth can do is stare. And stare. And stare...

THE END
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