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THE MAGIC MAN

by John Newman

BLACK SCREEN

We can hear the sounds of a police squad room; a wooden chair squeaks on the linoleum floor. Two men are having a conversation.

LIEUTENANT (V.O.)

Tell me again, Detective…

DETECTIVE (V.O.)

It ain’t gonna make any more sense this time around, Lieutenant.

LIEUTENANT (V.O.)

Tell me anyway.

DETECTIVE (V.O)

The swipe card log from the hotel shows that the door was opened at 8:35pm and again at 8:58pm.

LIEUTENANT (V.O)

And the problem is?

DETECTIVE (V.O.)

At 8:35 the suspect and the victim were on stage in front of 500 witnesses in the Casino Theatre.

LIEUTENANT (V.O.)

And the security camera in the hotel…?

DETECTIVE (V.O.)

Clearly shows that nobody entered the hotel room at 8:35.

LIEUTENANT (V.O.)

And at 8:58?

DETECTIVE (V.O.)

The security camera clearly shows that the suspect entered his room alone.

LIEUTENANT (V.O.)

And the door wasn’t opened again until 9:45?

DETECTIVE (V.O.)

That’s right…

LIEUTENANT (V.O.)

At which point we burst into the room, arrested the suspect, and discovered the body of the victim who…?

DETECTIVE (V.O.)

…could not possibly be there.

LIEUTENANT (V.O.)

Because it’s physically impossible for that body to be there…

DETECTIVE (V.O.)

…that’s right.

There is a pregnant pause.

LIEUTENANT (V.O.)

This is a fucking mess, Detective.

FADE IN:

INT. HOTEL SUITE - LAS VEGAS - NIGHT

Charlie Shaman sits in a typical hotel suite provided for entertainers by Las Vegas casinos. He is about 30 years old with long, black hair. He has removed his jacket but otherwise is still wearing his stage clothes. His face is made up to look ghostly pale with deep-set dark eyes.

His suite is a mess; clothes and towels lie on the floor, and every flat surface is covered with empty liquor bottles and overflowing ashtrays.

The bedroom door is ajar; a woman’s lower body is visible on the bed. The woman is clothed and wearing shoes: she is not moving.

Charlie is sitting on the couch drinking from a bottle of bourbon; a cigarette is smoking in the ashtray.

Outside his room he hears an elevator door open and a crowd of people begin to surge down the hallway to his room: he takes a long and deliberate drink from the bottle.

EXT. NEBRASKA - 1983 - DAY

It is a swelteringly hot summer day. Charlie is eight years old sitting in the backseat of a beat-up 10 year old car that is hurtling down dirt roads between run-down looking farms.

Charlie’s little brother, Roy, sits next to him. Roy is three years old, chubby, and sweating terribly.

Charlie’s Mother, Charlene, and her boyfriend, Stan, are in the front seat: they are drinking bourbon and coke from plastic cups.

Roy is looking around him trying to find something; he looks up at Charlie.

ROY

Charlie, where botter go?

Charlie rummages on the floor and picks up an empty baby bottle; he shows it to Roy.

CHARLIE

Botter’s all gone Roy.

ROY

No more botter?

CHARLIE

Soon, ok?

Roy is about to cry; Charlie puts his arm around him: he raises his right hand and makes a buzzing sound like a mosquito.

CHARLIE

Here comes a buggy bite…

Roy laughs as Charlie pokes him with his fingers.

Stan looks in the rear-view mirror at the kids in the backseat; he does not look happy at all.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

Charlie stands on stage in a clearly second-rate theatre; the room is barely half-full and the audience is restless. The doors to the room are open allowing sound and light from the casino to filter in.

The air-conditioning is not working properly and the audience are fanning themselves to try and stay cool. Charlie looks up at the ceiling fans that whirl lop-sidedly.

Charlie has a wooden stool sitting next to him on an otherwise empty stage. On top of the stool is a bottle of bourbon; Charlie takes a swig of bourbon and looks out at the audience: he speaks into a hand-held microphone.

CHARLIE

Hot in here, ain’t it?

The audience murmurs.

CHARLIE

Let’s fix that.

He looks up at the doors and they suddenly slam shut with violent force. The audience is startled but Charlie merely stands staring at them without expression.

It is becoming colder in the room; scantily clad audience members rub their suddenly goose fleshed arms. The humidity in the room turns to snow. The audience, realizing that the snow is real, laugh in amazement and then begin clapping.

EXT. NEBRASKA - 1983 - DAY

Charlie is wiping the sweat from Roy’s forehead and trying to shield his face from the glare of the sun as the car speeds along. The car has an 8-track stereo: Kenny Roger’s song “Coward of the County” is playing loudly.

Roy looks up at Charlie with pleading eyes.

ROY

Thirsty Charlie…

CHARLIE

I know buddy, we’ll be at Grandma’s soon.

ROY

Thirsty Charlie…

Charlie looks despairingly toward the front seat.

CHARLIE

Mom?

(Louder)

Mom!

Charlene turns down the stereo and looks into the back seat; Stan, obviously annoyed, cranks the stereo back up.

CHARLENE

(Irritably)

What?

CHARLIE

Can I have a can of coke for Roy?

Charlene rummages in a cooler at her feet.

CHARLENE

There’s only three cans left…that’s Stan’s mix.

CHARLIE

Roy’s thirsty!

Stan looks at Charlie in the rear-view mirror.

STAN

You shut that fuckin’ kid up Charlene!

Charlie looks at the back of Stan’s head with an expression of absolute hatred; Charlene looks at Charlie with narrowed eyes but doesn’t say anything. She swings back around as Stan hands her his empty plastic cup.

STAN

Fill it up.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

The snow has stopped and the temperature in the theatre is returning to normal. Charlie is prowling the stage with the microphone in one hand and the bottle of bourbon in the other.

CHARLIE

I guess I’m not your typical magician, huh?

People say I make them…uncomfortable.

He sits on the edge of the stage and offers his bottle to a table full of senior citizens. They smile and shake their heads but they are obviously nervous about what he is planning to do next.

Charlie takes a swig from the bottle and bows his head: the microphone is pressed almost to his lips.

CHARLIE

I’m the Lenny Bruce of magic.

There is a polite chuckle from the audience.

Charlie looks up at them and smiles.

CHARLIE

You don’t even know what that means.

From the back rows Charlie begins to hear whistles and shouts from the restless and dissatisfied audience.

He gets unsteadily to his feet and paces over to stage right.

CHARLIE

Who’s in the boxes tonight?

Shine a light up there.

The spotlight illuminates a box occupied by two couples in their early fifties. The spotlight focuses on the woman on the far right.

Charlie looks up at the box and shades his eyes before speaking into the microphone.

CHARLIE

What’s your name sweetheart?

The woman answers but Charlie, microphone cupped to his ear, cannot hear her.

CHARLIE

Speak up!

The woman repeats her name: Charlie just shakes his head.

CHARLIE

I can’t hear a thing you’re saying.

Charlie suddenly appears next to the woman in the box.

CHARLIE

Ok, that’s better.

The audience applauds.

EXT. NEBRASKA - 1983 - DAY

A man who looks to be about seventy years old is standing in a large vegetable patch behind a white clapboard farmhouse in the middle of nowhere. 

He is tanned and trim; he is wearing overalls and a plaid shirt, he is neatly groomed and has an air of peacefulness about him.

He had been tilling the soil with a hoe but stops and looks around him: the sights and sounds that surround him, insects, the breeze in the trees, the colours of the various plants in his patch seem to meld together into a harmonious whole: he smiles serenely.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

Charlie is standing in the box next to the woman; they are both caught in the spotlight.

CHARLIE

What’s your name?

CAROL

Carol.

CHARLIE

Where you from, Carol?

CAROL

Nebraska. Grand Island, Nebraska.

There is a pause; Charlie seems to be studying the woman.

CHARLIE

Do you want to be part of the act, Carol?

CAROL

Ok…sure.

CHARLIE

Thank you, Carol. 

Can we have a big round of applause for Carol?

The audience claps and cheers.

Charlie points to the stool on stage.

CHARLIE

Do you see that stool, Carol?

CAROL

Yes.

CHARLIE

I need that stool.

CAROL

Ok.

CHARLIE

Here’s what I want you to do…I want you to look at that stool…really look at it.

Ok, now close your eyes. Can you still picture the stool, Carol.

CAROL

Uh-huh…

CHARLIE

Good.

Now tell the stool to come up here…say, “Come up here, stool.”

CAROL

Come up here stool.

CHARLIE

That’s good keep going Carol.

As Carol repeats the command the stool lifts from the stage and flies smoothly to the box where Charlie grabs it.

Carol is still repeating the command like a mantra. Charlie taps her on the shoulder and she opens her eyes: Charlie hands her the stool and the audience applauds.

EXT. NEBRASKA - 1983 - DAY

Stan pulls the car to an abrupt stop in front of a two-storey clapboard farmhouse. 

Charlene’s Mother, Mona, sits on the rickety wooden porch watching their arrival. A portable table with a jug of ice water and a glass is next to Mona.

Stan puts the car in ‘Park’ and lights up a cigarette. Charlene gets out of the car and opens the rear door on Charlie’s side.

CHARLENE

Let’s go, Charlie.

Charlie realizes that he, and he alone, is being dropped off at Mona’s. 

Roy has grasped Charlie’s arm.

CHARLIE

What about Roy?

CHARLENE

He’s comin’ with me and Stan.

Charlene is reaching into the car to pull Charlie out; Charlie shrinks away from her.

CHARLIE

No!

Charlene lunges across the back seat and hauls Charlie out by the arm.

CHARLIE

No!

I want Roy! I want Roy!

Charlene drags Charlie towards the porch.

CHARLENE

This is your fault, Charlie.

No wonder Stan don’t want nothin’ to do with you…all you ever got is a miserable face and a whole shit load of attitude.

Charlene is dragging Charlie up onto the porch; Mona looks at the pair of them coldly and has not moved an inch.

STAN

Charlene!

Get me some beers. 

Mona inclines her head very slightly to look at Stan in the car.

MONA

What do you want?

Charlene ignores the question: she is looking around.

CHARLENE

Where’s Tom?

MONA

Out back.

CHARLENE

He couldn’t even come say hello?

Mona stares at her Daughter evenly and makes no reply.

CHARLENE

I gotta leave Charlie with you.

MONA

For how long?

CHARLENE

I don’t know…’til we get settled.

Mona makes a contemptuous snort.

MONA

Where you goin’?

CHARLENE

Houston.

MONA

Houston!

CHARLENE

Stan can get a job down there…

MONA

Yeah…right.

CHARLENE

We’re gonna stay with his Sister, but there ain’t room enough for all of us.

Mona sits in her chair expressionless; Charlene releases her grip on Charlie’s arm and wipes the sweat off her brow.

CHARLENE

You got some beer?

Mona looks at her Daughter with contempt and then looks away into nothingness.

MONA

In the fridge…

Charlene walks into the house to get the beer.

Mona turns her head very slowly to look at Charlie.

MONA

And what the hell do you want?

Charlie suddenly picks up Mona’s glass of ice water and walks back to the car. As he passes the driver’s side window Stan glares at him, Charlie ignores him and hands the glass of water to Roy who drinks greedily.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

Charlie is standing in the box with Carol who is holding the stool.

CHARLIE

How do you like that stool, Carol?

CAROL

It’s fine…

CHARLIE

Any strings on that stool?

Carol waves her hand above, below, and around the stool.

CAROL

No.

CHARLIE

Ok, pick up the stool over your head…

Charlie demonstrates and Carol follows.

CHARLIE

Throw it as far as you can.

Carol looks doubtfully at Charlie and then down at the audience members below.

CHARLIE

Trust me, Carol.

Carol throws the stool; it flies awkwardly out above the audience and then plummets. An elderly man sees the stool falling towards him and instinctively raises his arms to protect himself.

A split second before the stool hits the man Charlie, who has appeared next to the man, catches the stool on the tip of one finger.

The audience applauds. 

EXT. NEBRASKA - 1983 - DAY

Roy has finished the glass of water; Charlie takes the glass and wipes it across Roy’s forehead.

CHARLIE

Is that much better?

ROY

Yep, much better.

Charlene walks back to the car with an armload of beer, she hands them to Stan who cracks the cap off one on the steering wheel.

ROY

Do buggy bites, Charlie…zzzzzz

Do buggy bites!

Charlie is about to do buggy bites when Charlene grabs his arm and tries to pull him away from the window. Charlie yanks his arm away and goes back to the window.

CHARLIE

I’ll do buggy bites later, ok buddy?

Roy’s lip starts to quiver and tears roll down his cheeks as Charlene pulls Charlie away from the car.

ROY

Bye Charlie

Bye Charlie

Charlene drags Charlie onto the porch; Charlie tears his arm away from his Mother’s grasp and she slaps him across the face.

CHARLENE

Goddamn it, times I wish you’d never been born!

CHARLIE

I want Roy!

Charlene smoothes down her blouse and walks toward the car.

CHARLENE

You just heed your Grandma, ok?

Charlene gets into the car and they drive off; Charlie waves to Roy who is crying, waving a pudgy hand and mouthing the words ‘Bye Charlie’ through his tears.

Mona stares at Charlie until he finally looks back at her.

MONA

Get around back and see if Tom can use ya, ain’t nothin’ to do here.

Without a word, Charlie steps off the porch and walks around to the back of the house.

EXT. NEBRASKA - 1983 - DAY

Tom is standing resting on his hoe; he watches the dust cloud as Stan’s car drives away. He bows his head and a tear trickles down his cheek.

INT. HOTEL SUITE - LAS VEGAS - NIGHT

Charlie sits staring catatonically at the door; the knob is turning fractionally as people outside attempt to enter. Every time the door is unlocked Charlie points at the knob and the door re-locks.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

Charlie, clutching the stool, strides back onto the stage. He places the stool and picks up his bottle of bourbon; he takes a long drink and places the bottle on the stool. He looks out over the audience.

CHARLIE

Mind if I smoke?

The audience murmurs a vague approval; Charlie lights a cigarette and rubs his forehead: he seems incredibly tired.

CHARLIE

This is my last show…

This is my last show ever.

INT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1983 - NIGHT

Mona is sitting at the kitchen table drinking whisky and smoking; the room is lit only by an oil lamp sitting on the kitchen table.

To her left is a narrow, dark staircase leading to the second floor. Charlie appears in the doorway, he is wearing a t-shirt and underwear.

MONA

What’re you doin’ up?

CHARLIE

I need a drink of water.

Mona waves a hand toward the sink behind her.

Charlie walks over and drinks a small glass of water. He walks back to the stairs and his foot is on the bottom step when he turns and looks at Mona. She drinks steadily and takes a long drag from her cigarette before looking at him.

CHARLIE

You’re my real Grandma, right?

Mona nods and looks away.

CHARLIE

I thought…

Charlie pauses and Mona looks back at him.

CHARLIE

I thought Grandma’s was supposed to be nice.

Mona looks away and fills up her glass. There is a long pause.

MONA

I ain’t got no answers for you…so don’t go bustin’ your head lookin’ for ‘em.

Charlie looks at her for a few seconds and then turns and starts back up the stairs.

Mona is raising the glass to her mouth; her hand shakes and she slams the glass back down on the table. She looks toward the staircase and yells.

MONA

It ain’t your fault!

Charlie reappears slowly in the doorway; Mona looks down at her glass as if embarrassed.

MONA

The way things are ain’t your fault.

That’s as most as I can say…that’s as most, I guess, as there is inside of me anymore.

Charlie begins to walk toward her; she raises her glass without looking at him.

MONA

Git on back to bed.

Charlie stops. Mona is still not looking at him. She takes a drink and slams the glass down.

MONA

(Angry)

Go on!

Charlie turns and runs upstairs.

INT. HOTEL SUITE - LAS VEGAS - NIGHT

People are banging on Charlie’s door, identifying themselves as police officers and demanding that he open the door.

Charlie sits staring at the unyielding door: in his head he can hear the ringing of an old-fashioned rotary dial telephone.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

Charlie is on stage drinking and smoking; he looks out at the audience, shielding his eyes from the glare of the footlights.

CHARLIE

You guys like it when I do shit like this, right?

He disappears and reappears at the back of the theatre; when the spotlight finds him the audience cheers.

Charlie begins a deep bow and immediately reappears on stage.

CHARLIE

Wanna know how I do it?

The audience cheers.

CHARLIE

Aw c’mon, you know I can’t do that!

The audience groans.

Charlie holds up his hand.

CHARLIE

But…

I can show one lucky member of the audience…

How about that? For my last ever trick how about I make someone else disappear?

The audience applauds.

CHARLIE

Alright then.

Now, who’s it gonna be?

INT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1983 - NIGHT

Charlie lies in bed in the darkness; he can hear Mona’s phone ringing and ringing.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

Charlie looks out over the audience; he is seeing them with some sort of inner eye, he is seeing the energy within them, which manifests itself as a bright light. His attention is caught by a woman whose light is very weak and seems to be fading in and out.

Charlie stares at the woman and exhales a long stream of smoke.

CHARLIE

Ok.

INT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1983 - NIGHT

Charlie is still listening to the phone ring; Mona and Tom are downstairs in the kitchen.

MONA (O.C)

Don’t answer it.

A chair is scraped back from the kitchen table.

MONA (O.C)

Don’t answer it goddamn you!

The phone stops ringing.

TOM (O.C.)

Hello?

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

An old-fashioned rotary dial phone is ringing in the theatre: the phone has appeared on the woman’s lap. She picks up the phone: her voice is heard through Charlie’s microphone on stage.

MARIA

Hello?

CHARLIE

What’s your name?

MARIA

Maria…Mary.

CHARLIE

Greek?

MARIA

Yes…my parents are.

CHARLIE

Do you want to be part of the show, Maria?

MARIA

Ok.

CHARLIE

Big round of applause for Maria, ladies and Gentlemen!

The crowd cheers.

INT. STAN'S CAR - 1983 - NIGHT

Stan is speeding down a four-lane highway in the dead of night; the Northbound and Southbound lanes are divided only by a narrow grass median. Charlene and Roy are asleep. Stan is sipping from a beer. He puts a cigarette in his mouth; when he takes his eyes off the road to light the smoke the car weaves toward the median. Stan puts the car back in the lane and yawns.

INT. HOTEL SUITE - LAS VEGAS - NIGHT

People are slamming against the door which refuses to yield.

Charlie raises his right hand and makes a buzzing sound.

CHARLIE

(Softly)

I’ll do buggy bites later, ok buddy?

Tears are rolling down his cheeks.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

The applause is subsiding.

CHARLIE

Ok Maria, come on down!

Maria stands up and hands the phone to the man sitting next to her. She begins to squeeze her way past the people in her row.

CHARLIE

Where are my manners?

Maria levitates from the ground and begins to float toward the stage.

The audience applauds.

EXT. STAN'S CAR - 1983 - NIGHT

Stan’s car is flying down the highway passing cars and trucks on the inside lane. As the car negotiates a curve in the road it weaves between lanes.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

Charlie and Maria are standing face to face on stage; she is in her late forties and looks pale, thin, and tired in spite of makeup. She is wearing a dark brown wig and, unlike almost everybody else in the theatre, is wearing a long-sleeved blouse.

Despite her condition, her face is open and honest and kind.

CHARLIE

I’m gonna ask you all to be quiet for a while now folks.

Charlie places his microphone on the stool. He looks at Maria and smiles: she smiles back.

Charlie holds out his hands and she takes them: a connection is made and Charlie descends through Maria’s conscious and unconscious mind.

Both Charlie’s and Maria’s eyes close as though instinctively.

MARIA (V.O.)

Hands are warm…where’s David?…makeup…leaving tomorrow…Dr. Goodrow…pills so many…useless…say Goodbye…don’t say goodbye!…he is handsome…sad…sex…fuck…don’t say that word!..dead…dead…dead…

ROY (V.O)

Bye Charlie

Bye Charlie

Charlie’s eyes open wide.

INT. HOTEL SUITE - LAS VEGAS – NIGHT

CHARLIE

Botter’s all gone…

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

Charlie is passing beyond Maria’s mind and listening to her body, to her soul.

MARIA

(Distressed, anguished)
Tired…pain…enough…

CHARLIE (V.O.)

Are you scared?

MARIA (V.O.)

No.

ROY (V.O.)

Do buggy bites, Charlie…zzzzz

CHARLIE (V.O.)

Maria…

MARIA (V.O.)

(Overlapping)

You’re going to help me aren’t you…

INT. STAN'S CAR - 1983 - NIGHT

Stan is falling asleep at the wheel; the car swerves across the median and is hit head-on by an eighteen-wheeler.

INT. HOTEL SUITE - LAS VEGAS - NIGHT

Charlie smashes the bottle of bourbon on the coffee table, stands up and screams.

The door is sucked off its hinges and two cops and a hotel clerk are sucked into the doorway.

Charlie’s face is a mask of rage; he thrusts his hand toward the intruders as though throwing something invisible: all three are hurled back against the wall in the corridor.

INT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1983 - NIGHT

Charlie is still listening from upstairs: his heart is beating madly.

Tom hangs up the phone and there is a moment of whispering which Charlie cannot make out.

MONA

(Hysterical)

No!

No!

No!

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

Charlie and Maria are standing on stage, hands locked, vibrating: Maria disappears and Charlie is thrust back several paces. His eyes are closed and he is re-emerging from his journey.

A split second before he awakes…

CHARLIE (V.O.)

Is that much better?

ROY (V.O.)

Yep, much better.

INT. HOTEL SUITE - LAS VEGAS - NIGHT

Charlie falls back onto the sofa, his chin sinks against his chest and his eyes close.

Cops burst into the room with guns drawn.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

The house lights are on, the stage is dark and empty, and the crowd is rapidly leaving the theatre.

Maria’s husband David is standing, holding the phone Maria had given him, and looking around in confusion.

INT. L.V.P.D. - INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

A typical interrogation room: Charlie, who is handcuffed, sits slumped in a plastic chair; across the table from him sits a Las Vegas P.D. Detective. Two cups of coffee in Styrofoam cups sit in the middle of the table.

Charlie seems barely conscious: the Detective sits staring at him.

Charlie finally looks up.

CHARLIE

The handcuffs are too tight.

DETECTIVE

That’s too damn bad.

Charlie doesn’t appear to move at all but the cuffs are suddenly lying on the table in front of him.

CHARLIE

Is this one mine?

Charlie reaches across the table and takes one of the coffees; he takes a sip and looks the Detective straight in the eye.

CHARLIE

You wanna understand this?

DETECTIVE

More than you can possibly imagine…

CHARLIE

Let’s talk.

INT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1983 - DAY

It is early morning. Mona is asleep in an armchair in the living room, which is entered from the kitchen. All the curtains are drawn in the living room. Mona’s hand is still resting around a glass of whisky on the side table next to her chair.

Tom covers her with a crocheted blanket and walks back into the kitchen: bacon is sizzling softly on the stove.

Charlie appears in the doorway from upstairs and stares at Tom who takes a second to realize that he is there.

TOM

I’m making bacon and eggs.

Charlie hurries through the kitchen and out the back door. Tom watches through the kitchen window as Charlie runs into the endless fields behind the house.

INT. CHARLIE’S BEDROOM - 1983 - NIGHT

Charlie’s bedroom used to be his Mother’s; the room is small and dark, lit only by a bare bulb dangling from the ceiling. Charlie is looking at the few faded photographs that are thumb tacked to the walls: the photographs are of Charlene and her Father.

Tom opens the door and steps halfway inside.

TOM

Mona and I have to go away for a couple of days. I figure it’s best if you stay here.

Charlie looks away and says nothing.

TOM

I reckon everything your Mom had was in the trunk of that car…photographs and such.

Charlie is staring hard at the wall trying not to cry but tears are welling in his eyes.

TOM

There’s a river about two miles back…you get there today?

Charlie shakes his head.

TOM

That river swirls around some, underneath where you can’t see it.

Tom waits for a response from Charlie but there is none.

Tom pulls the door closed.

INT. CHARLIE’S BEDROOM - 1983 - DAY

Charlie stands at his bedroom window watching as Tom and Mona pull away from the farmhouse in an old pick-up truck.

EXT. NEBRASKA - 1983 - DAY

Charlie stands at the bank of the river; it seems to be placid enough but when he picks up a stick and throws it into the middle of the river currents whirl the stick around and pull it under.

Charlie strips down to his underwear and is starting to walk into the river when a girls voice calls out from behind him.

DANIELLE (O.C.)

Don’t go in there!

Charlie turns and sees a girl about his own age scrambling down the bank toward him.

DANIELLE

You can’t swim in there, it ain’t safe.

Charlie looks back toward the river and wades out another couple of steps.

DANIELLE

There was a boy drowned in there about a year ago…my Daddy’s a fireman, and I saw pictures that they took of that boy when they found him…he was all swollen and black…he didn’t even look like a boy at all. He looked…he looked kinda like a pig…

That ain’t nice to say, I guess…but that’s what he looked like…

Charlie slowly turns around and makes his way back to shore. He sits down and stares straight ahead without looking at the girl.

They sit in silence for a few moments; the girl is fidgeting with the elastics that keep her hair in pigtails.

DANIELLE

What’s your name?

Pause

CHARLIE

Charlie.

DANIELLE

My name’s Danielle.

Charlie says nothing.

DANIELLE

You live around here?

Charlie jerks his thumb back toward Mona’s place.

CHARLIE

Over there.

DANIELLE

At Mona’s?

CHARLIE

Yeah.

There is a silence; Danielle obviously has heard of the tragedy that has befallen Mona.

DANIELLE

I don’t know how I come this far over…

She gestures with her right hand out across the open fields.

DANIELLE

We live way over there.

I don’t usually walk all this way but I guess I was bored.

Charlie has picked up a stick and is digging at the mud at his feet. He glances at her briefly as though telling her to continue.

DANIELLE

My Daddy’s from here, but Mama’s from New York. She don’t really like it when I play with any of the kids from around here…I guess she wants us all to go back to New York.

CHARLIE

Is New York a long way from here?

DANIELLE

I guess so. When we drive there we have to stop in a hotel overnight.

Charlie throws his stick into the river and they both watch as it is whisked away.

Danielle pulls a candy bar from the pocket of her overalls; Charlie pretends not to notice as she unwraps the chocolate. Danielle holds the chocolate bar out to Charlie.

DANIELLE

You wanna share it?

CHARLIE

No.

DANIELLE

You don’t like chocolate?

CHARLIE

I ain’t hungry…

DANIELLE

(Laughing)

I just heard your tummy rumbling…didn’t you have breakfast?

Charlie shrugs and looks away: his expression is angry.

Danielle gets up and brushes the dirt from her shorts.

DANIELLE

I better get going.

Charlie nods.

DANIELLE

Bye Charlie.

Danielle is walking away but there is still no response from Charlie.

DANIELLE

Bye Charlie.

CHARLIE

Bye.

Danielle hurries off toward her place; Charlie waits for a few seconds and then stands up and scrambles to the top of the bank to watch her go.

INT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1983 - DAY

There is a knocking at the front door. Charlie opens the door and looks through the screen door at a middle-aged woman holding a casserole dish.

WOMAN

Hi there…

Charlie stares at her mutely.

WOMAN

I guess Mona and Tom ain’t back yet then?

CHARLIE

No.

She shuffles the dish into the crook of one arm, pries open the screen door, and thrusts the dish into Charlie’s hands.

WOMAN

You tell her this is from Mae Johnston when she gets back, alright?

Charlie nods.

WOMAN

You’re Charlene’s boy right?

Charlie says nothing.

Mae is scrutinizing his features.

WOMAN

You got that…look.

She seems suddenly embarrassed.

WOMAN

I’m sorry for your loss.

Charlie slowly closes the front door. He puts the casserole dish on a kitchen table loaded with dishes: flies swarm above the table.

INT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1983 - DAY

Charlie is poking around in the living room in which all the shades are still drawn. He hears a truck pull up in front of the house; carefully peeking around a blind he watches as Tom helps Mona from the truck: she appears to be insensate.

Charlie runs into the kitchen and looks out the window; to his right, across the fields, is an old hay barn: he sees Danielle entering the barn. Charlie runs out the back door as Tom and Mona enter at the front.

INT. BARN - DAY

 Charlie slips into the barn and looks around. The interior is cool and dark, light streams in through gaps in the roof and walls.

Hay lays thick in front of him and is piled up high in the loft.

Suddenly Danielle leaps from the loft and lands laughing in the hay on the floor.

DANIELLE

Hi Charlie!

CHARLIE

Hi.

DANIELLE

You like to play here too?

Charlie shrugs.

DANIELLE

Why don’t you jump off the top…it’s fun!

Charlie shakes his head slowly and instead sits on a nearby hay bale.

Danielle picks herself up and carefully plucks straw from her hair and clothes.

DANIELLE

It gets itchy but I don’t mind. I like it when I go home and have a bath and wash it all off…you get all covered in little red scratch marks.

Danielle sits on the bale next to Charlie.

DANIELLE

Don’t you play at all, Charlie?

CHARLIE

I guess not.

There is a pause; Danielle looks at Charlie but says nothing.

DANIELLE

(overlapping)

What…

CHARLIE

(overlapping)

I…

They both stop talking. 

DANIELLE

Go ahead.

CHARLIE

I just like to be on my own.

DANIELLE

Do you want me to go?

Charlie looks at her; his gaze lingers over her face.

CHARLIE

No.

They sit in silence for a few moments. Danielle slowly reaches out and takes Charlie’s hand.

DANIELLE

Do you wanna be my boyfriend, Charlie?

Charlie doesn’t look at her, but he doesn’t take his hand away either.

CHARLIE

I guess…

DANIELLE

We’re going to New York tomorrow so I won’t see you until school starts.

I won’t tell anybody at school that you’re my boyfriend if you don’t want me to.

Charlie looks at her and smiles for the first time.

CHARLIE

I don’t mind.

Danielle smiles back at Charlie and they sit, holding hands, with their feet drumming back and forth against the hay bale.

INT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1983 - NIGHT

Charlie slips in through the kitchen door; Tom is scraping out the many casserole dishes into the garbage. Mona sits in the living room sipping from a large glass of whisky and staring straight ahead.

Charlie is at the foot of the stairs when Tom speaks.

TOM

You hungry?

Charlie shakes his head.

TOM

We been gone three days, none of this was even touched…

Charlie and Tom stare at each other for a moment; Tom resumes cleaning out the dishes and Charlie has his foot on the bottom stair when Tom speaks again.

TOM

I’m gonna take you to work with me tomorrow, Charlie.

Charlie hesitates for a second and then continues up the stairs.

INT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1983 - DAY

It is very early in the morning. Charlie steps cautiously into the kitchen; he sees Mona asleep in her armchair in the living room. The kitchen table is set with one plate of bacon, eggs, and corn bread. Charlie inches toward the table and smells the food.

Tom appears behind him and pulls the chair away from the table. Charlie is startled by Tom’s sudden appearance.

Tom pushes Charlie into the chair gently but firmly.

TOM

Eat!

Charlie slowly picks up his knife and fork but doesn’t take his eyes off Tom for a second.

Tom smiles and turns toward the front door.

TOM

I’m gonna go start the truck…you got three minutes for breakfast.

As he is pushing open the door, Tom stops and points to an old, black leather medical bag sitting on the side-board.

TOM

Bring that with you.

Tom leaves; Charlie gives the medical bag a brief glance and then devours his breakfast.

INT. TOM'S TRUCK - DAY

Tom is driving down a dirt road between cornfields; Charlie sits next to him with the medical bag on his lap.

Tom digs into the breast pocket of his shirt and digs out a crumpled cheroot. He sticks the cheroot between his teeth and looks at Charlie.

TOM

Knew I had one…

Charlie looks out the window.

Tom smiles.

TOM

Got a light?

Charlie swings his body further around and stares determinedly at the monotonous fields.

TOM

No matter…

Tom has lit his cheroot although he does not appear to have either a lighter or matches.

He puffs contentedly for a moment or two.

TOM

You wanna know where we’re going?

Charlie shakes his head; his eyes are still glued to the window.

TOM

Well ok then.

Tom smiles: clouds of smoke billowing from his cheroot.

INT. L.V.P.D. - INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

Charlie stubs out a cigarette, exhales a stream of smoke, and looks up at the Detective sitting across the table from him.

The Detective rubs his face with both hands; he is obviously agitated by the fact that he is not in control of the process.

CHARLIE

I would hate to think that you’re not even listening to me.

The Detective stops rubbing his face and stares at Charlie in amazement.

Charlie lights another cigarette.

DETECTIVE

I want to know how in the hell Maria Thompson ended up dead in your hotel room!

The Detective reaches across the table and clasps Charlie’s wrists.

DETECTIVE

I don’t give a fuck about your childhood, Charlie!

I will guarantee you this…I will shove a cattle prod so far up your ass it’ll singe your fuckin’ eyebrows if you don’t start telling me what I need to know!

Charlie vanishes: the phone sitting on the table next to the Detective begins to ring. He looks at the display panel and sees that whoever is calling is making the call from his office phone.

DETECTIVE

You’re at my desk?

CHARLIE (O.C)

Yes.

Pause.

CHARLIE (O.C)

I can leave anytime I want to, Detective.

Pause.

CHARLIE (O.C)

Detective?

DETECTIVE

Yes?

CHARLIE (O.C)

Shall we continue?

DETECTIVE

Ok.

Charlie reappears at the table. He takes a long, casual drag from the cigarette and exhales a stream of smoke: he smiles briefly.

CHARLIE

Well ok then.

EXT. FARMHOUSE - NEBRASKA - 1983 - DAY

Tom pulls to a stop next to a barn; a farmer emerges from the barn and walks over to the truck.

Tom turns off the truck’s engine.

TOM

Don’t forget that bag.

Tom looks at Charlie to make sure that the boy is listening: Charlie looks at him without saying anything.

Tom opens the truck door.

TOM

Leave the bag just outside the barn door…

You hear me?

CHARLIE

Yeah.

Charlie and Tom get out of the truck. Tom shakes hands with the farmer.

FARMER

How you doin’ Tom?

TOM

I’m doin’ alright.

FARMER

We brought somethin’ over for Mona while you was gone…

TOM

I saw that you did, I appreciate it.

Tom motions toward Charlie.

TOM

Brung me a helper.

The farmer looks at Charlie and sizes him up, realizing that he is Charlene’s boy.

TOM

You got a sick cow?

FARMER

Inside the barn.

TOM

You had the vet out here yet?

The farmer laughs and spits.

FARMER

Can’t afford no vet, Tom…don’t suppose I’d call him even if I could.

Tom nods and walks toward the barn; Charlie follows and drops the medical bag just outside the door.

Tom opens the barn door to let Charlie inside and looks back at the farmer.

TOM

I won’t be a minute.

The farmer nods; Tom glances very quickly at the medical bag that is tightly shut: he smiles at the farmer and disappears inside the barn.

INT. BARN - DAY

A sick cow lies on the barn floor; Charlie is standing looking at her. Tom kneels next to the cow and strokes her back: his consciousness enters the cow and travels as a beam of light throughout her body. His beam of light moves faster and faster throughout the cows’ system until encountering a blockage.

Tom pats the cow and stands up: Charlie is staring at him expectantly.

TOM

We need the blue medicine.

CHARLIE

I’ll get it.

TOM

No you stay here.

Charlie has sat down by the Cows’ mouth; he is attempting to pull the cows’ lips apart.

CHARLIE

How you gonna get the medicine in?

TOM

Tell her to open her mouth.

Charlie looks at Tom for a moment and then begins telling the cow to open her mouth.

Tom exits the barn and walks to his medical bag, which has been opened a fraction of an inch.

Tom pauses for a split second, just long enough for the farmer to know that Tom knows that the bag has been opened.

The farmer clears his throat.

FARMER

You figure you can help her, Tom.

Tom extracts a bottle of blue liquid from the bag and walks back to the barn.

TOM

Uh-huh.

INT. BARN - DAY

Tom closes the barn door behind him; Charlie has the cows’ head in his lap, attempting to pry its jaws apart, and angrily telling it to open its mouth.

Tom unscrews the eyedropper lid of the bottle and draws a small measure of the liquid out of the bottle.

CHARLIE

She won’t open her mouth!

Tom nods and moves to the cows’ hindquarters.

TOM

I never could get a cow to open its mouth…

He kneels down and lifts the cows’ tail.

TOM

…that’s why I shove this stuff up its ass.

Tom inserts the dropper into the cows’ ass; his consciousness flows into the cow once more and this time the beam of light breaks through the blockage.

The cow staggers to her feet and begins to moo.

Tom screws the cap back onto the bottle and walks toward the door.

TOM

You comin?

Charlie hurries after him.

EXT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1983 - EVENING

Tom pulls the truck to a stop in front of the house and he and Charlie walk toward the porch. Mona is sitting on the porch with a jug of ice water and a glass: the sun is almost setting.

Charlie eyes Mona warily and hangs back, allowing Tom to climb the porch steps first, which he does.

TOM

Nice evening, Mona.

Mona, who had been staring blankly ahead, turns slowly to look at Tom. She stares at him for a second, nods agreement and then begins staring ahead of her again.

Tom sniffs the air.

TOM

You been cookin’, Mona?

Mona takes a sip of ice water and rocks back in her chair.

MONA

I cooked up a roast of beef…if you wanna eat it, you can eat it.

Tom nods and pushes open the front door; he and Charlie are about to enter when Mona speaks again: she is agitated.

MONA

I set the table for ya…

Tom pauses in the doorway to look at her; she is rubbing her hands up and down her upper arms and rocking swiftly.

MONA

…I ain’t gonna eat myself.

Tom and Charlie go into the house.

EXT. NEBRASKA - TOWN - 1983 - DAY

Tom and Charlie are driving slowly through a very small town; on the sidewalks a few children are walking to school. Charlie looks out the window at the children: Tom is watching Charlie.

EXT. SCHOOL-NEBRASKA - 1983 - DAY

Tom pulls the truck to a halt outside a small elementary school on the first day of school.

Tom looks over at Charlie who is gripping his lunch box tightly.

TOM

You got everything?

CHARLIE

Yeah.

TOM

You want me to come in with you?

Charlie has already opened the truck door and is half way out.

CHARLIE

I’m ok.

Charlie closes the truck door without further comment; he turns and walks into the school.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

The class is in progress and all the kids sitting at desks around Charlie are busy writing. Charlie is looking around for Danielle: she is not there.

EXT. SCHOOLYARD - DAY

Lunchtime: Charlie sits underneath a tree watching all the other kids playing in the yard.

INT. CLASSROOM - DAY

The bell rings at the end of the day and Charlie’s classmates rush for the door; Charlie slowly approaches his Teacher’s desk. She is a kindly looking woman in her mid-thirties. She sees Charlie standing in front of her desk and looks up, smiling.

TEACHER

Yes, Charlie?

CHARLIE

I thought my friend would be in school.

TEACHER

Oh, who’s your friend?

CHARLIE

Danielle…

TEACHER

Danielle and her Mother are staying in New York.

Charlie stares at his teacher for a second. He nods and then begins walking out of the classroom.

TEACHER

Bye, Charlie…

Charlie leaves the classroom without a word.

INT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1983 - EVENING

Tom is sitting at the kitchen table; he has emptied his medical bag and lined all the small glass bottles on the table in front of him. He has removed the dropper lids and is adding water to the bottles from a jug. At Tom’s left hand are five or six bottles of food colouring.

Mona is silently washing dishes behind Tom.

Charlie walks into the kitchen from the front door and watches what Tom is doing.

CHARLIE

What are you doing?

TOM

Making medicine…

Charlie looks at the bottles of food colouring.

CHARLIE

What are those?

Tom slides a bottle across the table. Charlie picks it up and reads the label with some difficulty.

CHARLIE

Food…colouring…

TOM

Food colouring…

Charlie points at the medicine bottles lined up on the table.

CHARLIE

Is that the medicine?

TOM

That’s water…

Tom holds out his hand for the bottle of food colouring. Charlie hands Tom the bottle and Tom adds a few drops to the medicine bottle.

TOM

…this is medicine.

Mona chuckles quietly.

Charlie stares at Tom for a second.

CHARLIE

You’re tricking them…the farmers.

Tom looks Charlie in the eye but says nothing; Charlie is about to turn away when Tom holds up his open hand: the medicine bottle with food colouring added flies off the table and into Tom’s hand.

Tom has Charlie’s undivided attention. He slowly screws the lid back onto the bottle and gently shakes the mixture.

Tom opens his hand and the bottle flies back into place on the table.

TOM

If I can help, that’s what I do; and if I can’t…then I say right away that I can’t.

He gestures toward the bottles and the food colouring.

TOM

This is what folks expect, it’s what they understand.

CHARLIE

Can you show me how to do that other thing?

Tom looks at Charlie and smiles.

TOM

I guess we’ll have to see.

Mona has finished the dishes; she stands staring out the window.

MONA

Get on to bed now Charlie.

Charlie wants to stay, he looks at Tom but Tom has resumed adding colouring to the bottles.

Mona turns to face Charlie.

MONA

Go on.

Charlie turns and runs upstairs.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO  - EVENING

Charlie wanders into the casino dressed in his stage clothes but without makeup. He looks dishevelled and seedy and is clutching a glass of bourbon. He is watched warily by one of the Casino’s floor managers.

Charlie sits at an empty blackjack table and smiles at the pretty female dealer; she looks at him nervously, but before he has a chance to say anything the manager is at his shoulder.

MANAGER

Evening, Charlie.

Charlie says nothing but motions for the dealer to deal him a hand. The dealer looks at the Manager.

MANAGER

You got a show tonight, Charlie?

Charlie, staring straight ahead, shakes his head.

MANAGER

We’re not gonna have any trouble with you tonight, are we Charlie?

CHARLIE

No.

The manager motions for the dealer to deal Charlie a hand. Charlie goes bust, gets dealt another hand and goes bust again.

The Manager leans in closer to Charlie speaking quietly; he is clearly enjoying watching Charlie lose.

MANAGER

You used to be real lucky on the tables Charlie…it’s a shame, isn’t it?

CHARLIE

(To the dealer)

Three hands this time.

The dealer deals three cards face down.

Charlie looks the Manager coldly in the eye as the dealer next deals him three aces face up.

Without takings his eyes off the Manager, Charlie flips over three kings.

MANAGER

You be careful, Charlie.

The Manager walks off. Charlie turns and smiles at the dealer.

DEALER

Three again, Sir?

CHARLIE

Can’t stop now.

EXT. BARN - DAY

Tom’s truck pulls to a halt. Tom and Charlie get out and walk toward the barn: Charlie drops the medical bag near the barn door and they go inside.

INT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1990 - DAY

It is the morning of Charlie’s 15th birthday. Tom is sitting at the kitchen table looking at a long, narrow box gift wrapped and tied with a bow. Mona stands behind him wiping her hands on a dishcloth.

Charlie emerges sleepily from the staircase; he looks much as he will do as an adult although his hair is not quite as long.

TOM

Happy Birthday, Charlie.

Charlie smiles and looks at the box on the table.

CHARLIE

Is that…?

TOM

Open it and find out.

Charlie rips open the box and pulls out an air rifle.

CHARLIE

(Delighted)

A BB gun!

TOM

That’s from Mona.

Charlie runs around to Mona who shrieks and turns away; she tries to swat Charlie with the towel as he wraps her in a bear hug. 

MONA

(Laughing)

Quit it! Quit it!

Charlie you’re gonna kill me!

Charlie releases her.

CHARLIE

Thank you Mona, this is what I really wanted.

MONA

Well, only reason I got it is so you can shoot Tom in the ass when he’s out back starin’ into space ‘stead of workin’ like he’s s’posed to.

CHARLIE

It’s a deal.

Charlie sits down and looks pointedly at Tom.

CHARLIE

So what did you get me?

TOM

Figured I’d get ya a haircut.

CHARLIE

You got the BB’s Mona? I guess I got me some ass shootin’ to do.

TOM

Eat your breakfast; then I’ll show you my present.

EXT. NEBRASKA - 1990 - DAY

Tom and Charlie are walking in the empty fields behind Mona’s house; Charlie is carrying the gun and absentmindedly aiming it at trees and rocks as they walk. He suddenly notices that Tom has stopped walking and is standing about ten feet behind him.

CHARLIE

What are you doin’?

TOM

That thing loaded?

CHARLIE

Yeah.

TOM

Alright, shoot me.

CHARLIE

What?

TOM

Shoot me…right in the chest.

CHARLIE

What the heck are you talking about? I ain’t gonna shoot you!

TOM

Am I too far away?

CHARLIE

Tom…

TOM

You want your present or not?

CHARLIE

Yeah…

TOM

Then shoot me. For Christ’s sake it’s only a BB gun…ain’t gonna kill me.

Charlie slowly raises the gun and aims at Tom’s chest; he pulls the trigger: Tom vanishes and reappears instantly at Charlie’s left side. He looks over Charlie’s shoulder as if sighting down the barrel of the air rifle.

TOM

Seems like it pulls to the right…you needed to aim a little more this way.

Tom nods and walks away a few paces; Charlie is staring at him open mouthed.

CHARLIE

Is that my present…you’re gonna show me how you do…what you do?

Tom pauses for a second and gives Charlie an appraising look.

TOM

I’m gonna try.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO  - NIGHT

Charlie is still sitting at the blackjack table; he has accumulated a fairly large pile of chips. He is no longer smiling and merely gestures at the dealer to keep giving him hands. He finishes his drink and is immediately served another one.

Charlie looks across the room and sees Maria Thompson enter with her Husband. Maria is obviously frail and ill but appears to take a childlike pleasure in the sights and sounds of the Casino. Her husband’s obvious affection for her, and the way in which he cares for her captivates Charlie.

DEALER

Are you in, Sir?

Charlie is oblivious to the dealer; he cannot tear his gaze away from the Thompson’s.

INT. L.V.P.D. - INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

The Detective is looking haggard; coffee cups litter the table and the ashtray is overflowing. Charlie looks relaxed and unconcerned.

DETECTIVE

You knew the woman.

CHARLIE

No.

DETECTIVE

I’ve got three or four people who say you were in the Casino the night before she disappeared.

CHARLIE

There were a lot of people in that Casino…

DETECTIVE

The witnesses say you noticed the Thompson’s…kept staring at them.

CHARLIE

They had an aura…intelligence, decency, lack of greed.

It was all because of her.

DETECTIVE

Why because of her?

CHARLIE

Because she was dying...and because she was dying she knew what it meant to really be alive…that’s a very rare quality Detective.

INT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1990 - NIGHT

Tom and Charlie sit facing each other across the kitchen table. Tom’s hands rest on the table palms facing each other about two feet apart; a saltshaker sits on the table between his hands.

TOM

Watch…

The saltshaker moves from one hand to the other never touching Tom’s hands.

TOM

Empty your mind…don’t see a saltshaker and two hands…don’t see anything you can put a name on, just see one thing…

Charlie begins to relax, his eyes stop following the motion of the shaker and he starts to see the tableau as a whole.

He begins to see that everything is glowing with energy. Suddenly his concentration is snapped and he sees once again an ordinary saltshaker.

CHARLIE

I saw it!

TOM

I know you did.

CHARLIE

What…what did I see?

TOM

The way things are…the way they really are.

The human mind blocks that up most of the time…won’t let you see it.

CHARLIE

Why?

TOM

“Cos we can’t sit around playing with saltshakers all day.

Tom stands up and pushes the saltshaker across the table to Charlie.

TOM

Practice.

INT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1990 - DAY

Mona is ironing clothes on the kitchen table; she has a squirt bottle that she uses to dampen the clothes.

Charlie sits across the table from her.

MONA

How come you ain’t outside?

CHARLIE

What’s outside?

Mona glances at Charlie and continues ironing.

Mona reaches for the squirt bottle without looking for it…Charlie is using mind power to move the bottle just out of Mona’s reach.

Mona finally realizes what is going on and looks at Charlie.

MONA

First I’m gonna kick your ass then I’m gonna go find Tom…

Charlie laughs and moves the bottle back into her reach.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL GYM - DAY

Two brawny football players are watching a basketball game; a pert, blonde cheerleader type sits between them. Charlie sits several rows below them on the bleachers; he is engrossed in the book he is reading.

JOCK 1

Check out the freak…

JOCK 2

Gimme a quarter…

Jock #2 receives the coin and is about to throw it at Charlie when the girl stops him.

BLONDE

What did he ever do to you?

The Jock is stunned by her attitude. He carefully peels her hand off his arm.

JOCK 2

 What the fuck is your problem?

BLONDE

Just leave him alone!

The Jock is about to say something when the coin in his hand suddenly heats up. He curses and drops the coin.

JOCK 2

Damn…look at my fingers; they’re fucking burnt!

The blonde looks away unsympathetically.

BLONDE

Serves you right.

She looks down at Charlie who glances very quickly at her and smiles.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - WASHROOM - NIGHT

Charlie is standing over a sink, the water is running and he is half-heartedly splashing water on his face.

The door opens and Maria’s husband, David, walks in. He stands at the sink furthest away from Charlie and washes his hands.

David is drying his hands when he looks at Charlie.

DAVID

Are you ok?

There is a note of honest concern in David’s voice. Charlie looks at him and smiles.

CHARLIE

Yeah, I’m fine…thank you.

David looks at Charlie’s stage clothes.

DAVID

Are you… an entertainer?

CHARLIE

Magician.

David’s face lights up.

DAVID

Really? 

When I was six years old I went to a birthday party, and they had a magician…ever since then I’ve just loved magic…

Charlie looks at David and smiles.

There is a pause; David wants to ask something but seems unsure of whether he should. Charlie laughs.

CHARLIE

You want me to do a trick, don’t you?

DAVID

I don’t have much of a poker face, do I?

CHARLIE

Take out your wallet.

David reaches into the inside pocket of his sport coat and retrieves his wallet. He opens it and pulls out two tickets for Charlie’s next show.

David looks at the tickets.

DAVID

These are for your show?

CHARLIE

Yep.

DAVID

How the heck…?

CHARLIE

(overlapping)

Magic…

Charlie smiles and leaves the bathroom.

EXT. NEBRASKA - 1992 - EVENING

Charlie and Tom are walking in the fields behind Mona’s house; Charlie is amusing himself by making pebbles fly up into his hand.

TOM

You’re getting pretty good at that.

CHARLIE

Uh-huh…

Charlie stops walking; after a few paces Tom notices and turns around.

CHARLIE

How do you do the disappearing thing?

Tom seems to be deciding whether to answer or not.

TOM

Why do you wanna know?

CHARLIE

‘cos I do…

Tom looks at Charlie intently before answering.

TOM

There ain’t really any disappearing involved, it just looks that way.

Tom is looking off into the distance; Charlie waits for him to continue.

TOM

Time flows…flows through everything…it’s a real thing, something you can touch.

Once you know how to see it…

He puts his hands together, moves them forward like a wedge and then spreads them apart.

TOM

…you can take a fraction of a second and spread it wide open.

CHARLIE

That’s how you do it?

TOM

Yep.

CHARLIE

That’s what I’m gonna do then.

Tom shakes his head sceptically.

CHARLIE

What?

TOM

This is about seeing things the way they really are, you act like it’s some sort of parlour trick!

CHARLIE

I do see things the way they really are!

TOM

(overlapping)

You don’t see shit!

Take a look around you now…really look!

Charlie looks around himself; he sees a glow of energy in everything and a flow of energy moving through everything. He looks at Tom and sees that his energy is weak and flickering.

CHARLIE

Tom…

TOM

Mona don’t know, so don’t go sayin’ anything.

CHARLIE

Are you dying?

Tom smiles.

TOM

I suppose that’s one way to put it.

Charlie looks absolutely horror stricken.

TOM

I ain’t so concerned about that as I am about you.

CHARLIE

Me? What about me?

TOM

I look at you Charlie and you’re so full up with pain, and so full up with tryin’ to have somethin’ that you can’t ever have…that nobody can…

CHARLIE

I don’t know what you’re talking about!

TOM

Yes you do…it’s how come you been here ten years and don’t have a single friend. 

Your life’s all tied up in this thing Charlie and it’s gonna strangle you if you can’t get past it…it’s gonna make everything turn to ashes in your mouth.

CHARLIE

You don’t know what I want…

TOM

(overlapping)

Bullshit I don’t, it’s burstin’ out of you…so why don’t you just say it?

CHARLIE

No!

TOM

Say it! 

For once just say it…if that’s what you want then have the balls to put words to it and see what it looks like in the light of day!

CHARLIE

I want Roy to be alive! Goddamn it, I want Roy to be alive…

There is silence; Charlie sinks to his knees on the ground. Tom begins to walk away; he turns.

TOM

 Well that’s the one thing you ain’t ever gonna have…now what are you gonna do with the rest of your life?

Tom walks away; Charlie is hunched over on the ground crying.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL - CLASSROOM - DAY

Charlie is in the back row of the classroom; he is doodling in his notebook and paying no attention to the lesson.

The classroom door opens and the Principal enters; he looks around and sees Charlie.

PRINCIPAL

Come with me Charlie.

Charlie stands up.

PRINCIPAL

You’d best bring your things too.

Charlie shovels his books into his backpack and joins the Principal.

INT. HIGH SCHOOL - HALLWAY - DAY

Charlie and the Principal are walking down the hallway toward the front doors of the school.

PRINCIPAL

Your Grandpa took ill, Charlie. I’m gonna drive you over to the hospital.

Charlie looks as though he is about to say something but stops and simply nods.

INT. HOSPITAL - DAY

Charlie is walking down a hospital corridor; he sees Mona sitting outside a room, she is weeping softly into a handkerchief.

Mona looks up as Charlie approaches; she attempts to pull herself together.

MONA

He wants to see you Charlie.

Charlie drops his backpack beside Mona’s chair; he gently squeezes her hand and then walks into the room.

INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

Tom is the only occupant in the room; he appears to be asleep. He is not hooked up to any medical equipment.

Charlie sits by the bedside and is looking around when Tom opens his eyes and smiles at him.

TOM

You lose something?

CHARLIE

I thought there’d be more stuff…machines…

Tom chuckles.

TOM

I don’t need stuff.

Tears are trickling down Charlie’s cheeks.

TOM

You thinkin’ I should fix myself…?

CHARLIE

Tom, I seen you fix animals a thousand times…

TOM

I guess you did…but I guess you also seen a heap a’ times where I couldn’t do nothin’...

Tom lifts his hand from the bed; Charlie, still crying and looking at the floor, takes Tom’s hand.

TOM

Do somebody some good…you hear me, Charlie?

CHARLIE

Yes Sir.

TOM

Do somebody some good…

Charlie looks up: Tom has passed away. Charlie looks at the floor and weeps silently.

EXT. CEMETARY - DAY

A small crowd of people stand at Tom’s grave as his coffin is lowered into the ground. The straps are removed and dirt begins to be shovelled into the grave; everybody except Charlie and Mona walks away.

EXT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1992 - EVENING

Charlie and Mona sit on the back porch looking out over the vegetable patch; they are wearing the clothes they had worn to Tom’s funeral. Mona has a large basin of green beans on her lap.

CHARLIE

I wanna ask you something…

MONA

Uh-huh.

CHARLIE

I never asked you about my Daddy…

MONA

No you didn’t…I wish you wouldn’t now.

Mona tries to preoccupy herself with the beans.

CHARLIE

Is that why you and my Momma didn’t get along?

Mona puts the basin on the porch; she thinks before she answers.

MONA

Your Grandpa…your real Grandpa…he beat hell outta me for thirty years.

Never did a lick of work around here…never took no heed of Charlene neither, never seemed to give a damn about her…‘til she got older.

You seen the pictures all over her room…she was a pretty girl alright. All of a sudden she become his best buddy…they was just best of friends alright; him wallopin’ me around the kitchen and her laughin’ at it.

Mona picks up the beans and begins breaking the ends off them again.

MONA

Tom used to say that Charlene didn’t have no choice…that things would’ve gone worse for everybody if she didn’t go along.

CHARLIE

You think that too?

MONA

Yes I do…there was times back then when I would look in her eyes…she had big, blue eyes, just like the summer sky over a field of corn, used to light up whenever she laughed…but from the time she was twelve years old I never seen her eyes light up, not once…no matter how she was laughin’…or why. 

Mona wipes away the tears from her eyes.

MONA

‘Course at the time that I was gettin’ whacked around the kitchen table, or slapped upside my head with a whiskey bottle I didn’t stop to see that.

Guess I didn’t see that ‘til she was gone…’til it was too late.

Charlie allows Mona a few moments to collect herself before speaking.

CHARLIE

So what about my Daddy?

Mona looks at Charlie and then looks straight out into the darkness.

MONA

Your Momma’s daddy was your Daddy too.

As the meaning of Mona’s words sinks in, Charlie scrambles to his feet and stumbles to the end of the porch. Mona looks at him sadly.

CHARLIE

I suppose everybody around here knows that…everybody ‘cept me.

MONA

I don’t imagine Charlene ever admitted that to a soul…but folks around here can put two and two together as well as anybody else.

Mona flings the tub of beans onto the ground and stands up.

MONA

Whatever Tom told you, you better do it…you better do it!

Mona wrenches open the kitchen door and runs inside; Charlie is standing on the porch stunned by what he has learnt.

EXT. NEBRASKA - 1992 - EVENING

Sunset. Charlie sits cross-legged underneath a tree; his eyes are closed, he is tossing a small pebble up and down in his left hand. 

Suddenly the pebble freezes in mid air; Charlie opens his eyes and looks at the suspended stone. He closes his eyes again and the stone drops back into his hand.

INT. L.V.P.D. - INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

The Detective leans forward across the table; he places his hands together in the same way Tom had done: he moves them forward like a wedge and then spreads them apart.

DETECTIVE

You can…take a second…and spread it apart?

CHARLIE

A second?…a hundredth of a second…a thousandth of a second…

DETECTIVE

Faster than the eye could see…

CHARLIE

…or a video camera…

EXT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1992 - DAY

The blonde girl from the gym knocks on the screen door to Mona’s house, she is carrying a sick cocker spaniel in her arms.

Mona appears behind the screen.

MONA

Yes?

BLONDE

Ma’am, I’m sorry to bother you, I was hopin’ Charlie was home?

Mona opens the door.

MONA

Come in.

Mona and the girl walk into the kitchen; Charlie is sitting at the table. The blonde looks at Mona.

BLONDE

Ma’am, can I put my dog on your table?

MONA

Go ahead.

BLONDE

Thank you.

She places the dog on the table.

MONA

I’m goin’ out back.

Mona walks out the back door; Charlie is looking at the dog on the table, the blonde girl is looking at Charlie.

BLONDE

This here’s Snoopy.

CHARLIE

He looks sick. You take him to a vet?

BLONDE

The vet says he’s got somethin’ twisted up inside him that he can’t fix…says he’s gonna die.

There is a pause; Charlie strokes Snoopy.

BLONDE

Tom used to come out to my Granddad’s farm…I know you was with him, Charlie, last few years…maybe you can help?

Charlie looks at the girl and then scoops the dog off the table.

CHARLIE

Stay here.

Charlie carries the dog into the living room and places him on the couch. He pets the dog, and in the same manner as Tom, sends his energy into the dog. Charlie locates the energy obstruction within Snoopy and clears it away: Snoopy leaps to his feet and bounds back into the kitchen where his overjoyed owner awaits him.

Charlie walks slowly back into the kitchen.

BLONDE

Thank you…thank you…look at him! He’s like a puppy again!

CHARLIE

It was nothing.

BLONDE

Listen to you! Nothing! It was definitely not nothing, Charlie.

CHARLIE

I’m glad he’s ok.

The girl is stroking and kissing Snoopy and has the kitchen door half open.

BLONDE

There’s a dance tonight at the community centre, are you going?

Charlie laughs.

CHARLIE

No.

BLONDE

I’m going. You should go, Charlie, it’ll be fun.

Will you at least think about it?

CHARLIE

Ok, I’ll think about it.

The blonde leaves the house allowing the screen door to slam shut behind her. Charlie sits at the kitchen table; he seems to be deep in thought.

INT. MONA'S BEDROOM - DAY

Charlie looks out the bedroom window and sees Mona hanging laundry on the line; he turns and opens the closet door and begins pulling out Tom’s clothes.

EXT. NEBRASKA - TOWN - 1992 - NIGHT

Charlie is driving Tom’s ancient pick up truck through town. He pulls slowly into the community centre parking lot; the parking lot is filled with customized trucks, Mustangs, and Firebirds. Young people drinking, smoking, and making out block the entrance to the community centre.

Charlie parks his truck and turns off the engine.

CHARLIE

Well, here I go.

INT. COMMUNITY CENTRE - NIGHT

Charlie walks into the dance; he is dressed in Tom’s old clothes and people snicker at him as he passes. He feels terribly out of place and is about to turn around and leave when somebody grabs his arm and spins him onto the dance floor.

BLONDE

Let’s dance, Charlie!

CHARLIE

Ok…

Charlie is taken off guard but soon starts to enjoy himself; he is completely surprised when the blonde’s Jock boyfriend grabs him and throws him toward the door.

BLONDE

Steve what are you doing!

STEVE

Stay out of this Pamela…

CHARLIE

Don’t do this…

STEVE

Don’t do what, freak?

Steve picks up Charlie by the throat.

STEVE

Inside or out?

CHARLIE

Out…

Steve drops Charlie and then kneels beside him; he speaks softly.

STEVE

You are gonna get an ass kickin’ freak…

CHARLIE

Walk away now…ok?

Steve looks at Charlie in disbelief.

EXT. PARKING LOT - NIGHT

A circle of young people expecting a fight surrounds Charlie and Steve. Charlie offers no defence as Steve punches him once, twice, and three times. Charlie falls to the ground.

CHARLIE

Ok. You had your fun?

STEVE

Get up asshole, I ain’t even close to done with you.

Charlie staggers to his feet.

CHARLIE

What do you want?

STEVE

What do I want?

I want you fuckin’ inbreeds to stay home.

CHARLIE

Yeah?

STEVE

Yeah.

Charlie uses the tail of his shirt to wipe the blood from his face.

CHARLIE

If you had the God given brains of a Mule you’d hear a cold wind comin’ for you…

Steve laughs.

STEVE

Is that what your Granddaddy used to say to your Momma…inbreed?

Charlie slowly wipes the blood off his face.

CHARLIE

You’re too stupid to know what’s comin’…hope you ain’t too stupid to feel pain.

Steve lunges forward about to throw a punch when he suddenly finds himself flat on his back with blood flowing from his nose.

He struggles to his feet and starts throwing punches at Charlie: Charlie seems to vanish a split second before each punch arrives; Charlie, on the other hand, is seemingly able to punch, kick, and trip Steve at will. 

Finally, Steve lies exhausted and battered on the ground.

CHARLIE

That’s enough…even for you.

Charlie turns and begins to walk away when he hears the sound of a hammer being cocked on a gun.

He turns and sees Steve pointing a .45 automatic at him. Steve struggles to his feet and advances to within a foot of Charlie: with the gun in his hand he looks supremely triumphant.

STEVE

You’re a son of a whore…you know that?

CHARLIE

And you’re a dipshit, smalltown asshole…Daddy’s truck…Daddy’s card…Daddy’s gun…

Charlie takes a step forward, he has an evil glint in his eye.

CHARLIE

Chances are, your Wife is gonna go on a moonshine tear every six months and suck dick like an Electrolux just like Daddy’s…

Steve pulls the trigger, there is a dry click: the gun is empty.

Charlie slowly raises his hand and shows Steve the clip from the .45.

Suddenly Steve’s hand is empty: Charlie slides the clip into the gun and aims at Steve.

CHARLIE

Now it’s over…

He fires; the bullet misses Steve’s ear by a fraction of an inch. The crowd scatters. Charlie ejects the clip and tosses the gun back to Steve.

CHARLIE

Next time…walk away.

He turns and walks away.

INT. MONA'S HOUSE - 1992 - NIGHT

Charlie is sitting in his bedroom looking out the window; he sees a police car pull up to the house. Mona opens the door.

POLICEMAN (O.C.)

Hello Mona.

MONA (O.C.)

Come in Dan.

Charlie listens as Mona and the policeman sit at the kitchen table.

POLICEMAN (O.C.)

Charlie around?

MONA (O.C.)

Imagine I could find him if I had to. You need to see him?

POLICEMAN (O.C.)

 No, I guess not.

You heard what happened?

MONA (O.C.)

There was some trouble…

POLICEMAN (O.C.)

Charlie fired a gun at the boy…

MONA (O.C.)

The way I heard it, that McAllister boy pulled the gun first…

POLICEMAN (O.C.)

I wouldn’t doubt that’s true Mona, but there’s thirty or forty witnesses are gonna say different if that’s what it comes to.

MONA (O.C.)

You sayin’ you’re gonna arrest Charlie?

POLICEMAN (O.C.)

I’m sayin’ that I am gonna hope to hell that this all blows over.

MONA (O.C.)

So what is it you’re sittin’ there afraid to tell me Dan?

POLICEMAN (O.C.)

I figure the best thing might be if Charlie…took off…for a while.

MONA (O.C.)

You’re runnin’ him outta town?

POLICEMAN (O.C.)

This’d be best for everybody…best for Charlie too.

MONA (O.C.)

What if I say he ain’t going?

There is a pause.

POLICEMAN (O.C.)

Then I guess I’d have to tell you there ain’t nothin’ here for the boy, Mona…

MONA (O.C.)

I see…

POLICEMAN (O.C.)

I’d best be gettin’ on…

MONA (O.C.)

He’s a good boy Dan…he’s a good boy.

POLICEMAN (O.C.)

I’m sorry Mona…

The screen door slams shut behind the policeman; Charlie lies back on his bed and closes his eyes.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - EVENING

Charlie is backstage before his show. He peeks through the curtain and watches the audience file in; he sees David and Maria Thompson take their seats.

There is a phone attached to the wall next to him, Charlie hesitantly dials a number. A woman answers.

WOMAN

Hello?

Charlie says nothing.

WOMAN

Hello?

Charlie?

Charlie is that you?

Charlie hangs up the phone.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - EVENING

Charlie walks into the casino and takes a seat at the blackjack table. He is stylishly dressed, wears a very expensive gold watch, and has several rings on his fingers.

Before any cards can be dealt the floor manager arrives, greeting Charlie warmly and shaking his hand.

MANAGER

Charlie! Good to see you…you feeling lucky tonight?

CHARLIE

Yeah.

The manager slaps Charlie on the shoulder and smiles at the other players.

MANAGER

Charlie’s feelin’ lucky…that’s bad news for me!

I never seen anybody like this guy!

DEALER

How many hands Charlie?

CHARLIE

Three.

The dealer begins dealing hands.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO -  NIGHT

The floor manager walks into a small observation room where security staff are watching the tables on closed circuit TV.

The manager pulls up a chair and sits next to a man who is watching Charlie win hand after hand at the blackjack table.

MANAGER

How the fuck does he do it?

The security man shrugs and shakes his head.

INT. CHARLIE'S APARTMENT - DAY

A small, nondescript apartment; clothes, bottles of whiskey and money lie scattered everywhere.

Charlie walks out of the bathroom drying his hair with a towel. He throws the towel onto the couch and scoops a set of car keys from the filthy coffee table.

EXT. DESERT - EVENING

A 1970’s Corvette is parked in a remote area of the desert. Charlie has been gathering sticks; he drops them in a pile and rummages in his pocket for a lighter.

He reaches into his jacket pocket and takes out whatever paper he finds: credit card receipts, money etc…; crumpling the paper up he builds and lights a fire.

EXT. DESERT - NIGHT

Charlie sits by the fire drinking from a bottle of whiskey and looking out into nothing.

INT. LIBRARY - DAY

Charlie, looking rumpled and hung over, is wandering aimlessly through the library.

He sees a woman taking books off the shelves and is captivated: he begins following her. She senses that she is being watched and turns around: Charlie hurriedly takes a book from the shelf and pretends to read it.

The woman takes her books and sits at a table; she takes a notepad and pen from her bag and begins taking notes as she reads. Charlie watches her from a distance and then cautiously sits down opposite her.

The woman looks up; Charlie smiles quickly and the woman smiles back before directing her attention back to her books: Charlie continues to stare at the woman.

She puts her pen on the table and scratches her forehead; without taking her eyes from the book she reaches for the pen: Charlie concentrates on the pen and moves it just out of her reach. She reaches again, and again Charlie moves the pen slightly out of her reach.

She finally looks up from the book and sees the pen moving slowly across the table toward Charlie. He smiles at her and the pen rolls back into her hand.

She looks at Charlie and smiles.

DANIELLE

Yuri Geller?

CHARLIE

Charlie…

She looks at him and a faint flicker of recognition crosses her face.

DANIELLE

Charlie?

CHARLIE

Am I still your boyfriend, Danielle?

Danielle smiles. 

INT. RESTAURANT - EVENING

Charlie and Danielle are seated in a very fancy restaurant. Charlie is pouring glasses of Champagne. Danielle is looking around at the opulent surroundings.

DANIELLE

Nice place…come here often?

CHARLIE

No.

Charlie hands Danielle a glass of Champagne.

DANIELLE

What are we drinking to?

CHARLIE

Little red scratch marks?

She smiles.

DANIELLE

Do you ever forget anything?

CHARLIE

No.

They clink glasses. Charlie smiles but his face betrays an inner struggle below the surface: Danielle fails to notice.

INT. RESTAURANT - EVENING

Charlie and Danielle are dancing to slow jazz: she holds him closely and he stares into her eyes.

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT

Charlie and Danielle walk hand in hand down the hallway to her apartment. They reach the door and Danielle searches in her bag for the keys. Charlie is very close to Danielle…a kiss is imminent.

DANIELLE

Charlie you’re…different…than you were…

CHARLIE

Different than when I was eight?

Charlie has Danielle pinned to the wall…they want each other desperately.

DANIELLE

Charlie…

He kisses her passionately…she responds.

INT. DANIELLE'S APARTMENT - MORNING

Charlie lies in Danielle’s bed; he is smoking and listening to her bustling around in the kitchen.

She bursts through the bedroom door carrying a breakfast tray.

DANIELLE

Yuk! Put out that stinky cigarette, I made breakfast.

CHARLIE

Apparently…

Charlie stubs out his cigarette; Danielle sits on the edge of the bed.

DANIELLE

I have to go to work.

Charlie is helping himself to the food.

CHARLIE

This is good.

DANIELLE

What do you do, Charlie?

Charlie hesitates before answering.

CHARLIE

Same thing everybody does in Vegas…

DANIELLE

You gamble?

CHARLIE

Uh-huh…

Danielle is looking at Charlie with worried eyes. Charlie puts the breakfast tray on the bedside table and pulls her close to him.

CHARLIE

You like Tom Jones?

Danielle laughs.

DANIELLE

I love Tom Jones…is that freaky?

CHARLIE

It’s not unusual…

Charlie laughs and kisses Danielle passionately.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

Charlie and Danielle are watching a Tom Jones concert; a waiter brings a bottle of Champagne to their table. Charlie pays the waiter with a bill he peels from a huge wad in his pocket.

EXT. LAS VEGAS - DAY

Charlie and Danielle are roaring down the main strip in Charlie’s Corvette: Danielle holds a huge stuffed toy in her lap.

INT. CHARLIE'S APARTMENT - MORNING

Danielle, wearing a bathrobe, sits on the couch; the coffee table is strewn with piles of money.

Charlie stumbles out of the bedroom barely awake.

CHARLIE

Hey.

Danielle smiles and nods and looks away.

CHARLIE

What’s the matter?

DANIELLE

Charlie…?

CHARLIE

Yeah…?

DANIELLE

Are you a drug dealer?

Charlie bursts out laughing.

CHARLIE

A drug dealer?

DANIELLE

You don’t work Charlie…you always have piles of money lying around…

CHARLIE

I told you what I do…

DANIELLE

No one wins this much Charlie…no one…people lose…

CHARLIE

I don’t…

DANIELLE

Why? Why are you so special…?

Charlie takes a deck of cards from on top of a stereo speaker and hands them to Danielle.

CHARLIE

Deal the top three cards…face up.

Danielle deals the top three cards; they are non-descript.

Charlie scoops up the cards and hands them back to Danielle.

CHARLIE

Deal them again…

Danielle looks puzzled but deals the cards again. This time they are three aces.

CHARLIE

Deal the next three.

DANIELLE

Charlie, I don’t get it…

CHARLIE

Deal the next three cards!

Danielle deals the next three cards; they are Kings matching the suit of the aces.

Danielle looks up at Charlie astonished.

CHARLIE

I don’t lose.

INT. DANIELLE'S APARTMENT - MORNING

Charlie and Danielle are in bed; the alarm clock goes off and Danielle gets out of bed. Charlie rolls over and goes back to sleep.

INT. DANIELLE'S APARTMENT - MORNING

Charlie lights a cigarette and pulls the curtain aside to look out the window; Danielle is hurrying to catch a bus: Charlie exhales a stream of smoke and allows the curtain to fall back into place.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO  - DAY

Charlie walks into the casino and takes a seat at the bar next to the floor manager.

CHARLIE

Gimme a bourbon…

The bartender delivers Charlie’s drink. Charlie sips the drink quietly and then looks at the manager.

CHARLIE

I need a job.

The manager laughs.

MANAGER

What the fuck do you need a job for?

Go play blackjack!

CHARLIE

I need a job.

The manager studies his drink for a few moments.

MANAGER

This about a woman?

CHARLIE

Yeah.

MANAGER

What kinda job?

CHARLIE

Magic…

MANAGER

Magic?

CHARLIE

Yeah.

MANAGER

How the fuck did I know you were gonna say that?

INT. CASINO LOBBY - EVENING

People are wandering into one of the Casino’s secondary theatres. The ticket takers hand every third customer a tennis ball.

INT. CASINO LOBBY - DAY

Charlie leads Danielle to the theatre entrance: she has her eyes closed.

DANIELLE

Charlie, where are we going?

CHARLIE

Almost there…

DANIELLE

Charlie!

CHARLIE

Ok, open your eyes.

Danielle opens her eyes and sees a poster with Charlie’s picture: the poster advertises Charlie as Charlie Shaman: Magician.

DANIELLE

Charlie, what is this?

CHARLIE

I got a job.

DANIELLE

What do you know about magic?

CHARLIE

I guess you’ll just have to buy a ticket and find out.

Danielle wraps her arms around Charlie’s neck and brushes her lips very lightly against his.

DANIELLE

Buy a ticket?

CHARLIE

Maybe we can work something out…

They walk away arm in arm.

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

The theatre is about three quarters full for Charlie’s first show: audience members play with the tennis balls they have been given and look toward the darkened stage.

The stage is suddenly lit: Charlie is wearing a casual and stylish tuxedo and carrying the sort of net people use for fishing.

CHARLIE

Hi I’m Charlie Shaman, thank you for coming.

The audience applauds politely: they are somewhat taken aback by the very low-key opening.

Charlie smiles and allows a moment of silence before continuing.

CHARLIE

Some of you were given tennis balls on your way in I believe…?

Could you stand up please?

The people holding tennis balls stand up.

CHARLIE

Ok, toss ‘em up in the air a little bit…or bounce ‘em on the ground…

Most of the audience perform this task successfully but a few people have to scurry after dropped balls.

Charlie motions toward two men who have had to come to the foot of the stage to retrieve tennis balls.

CHARLIE

It’s nice to see the Kansas City Royals infield could be here tonight…

The audience laughs.

CHARLIE

Now here’s what I want you to do…on the count of three I want you to throw those balls into my net.

The audience murmurs.

CHARLIE

Oh I know what you’re thinking, “I’ve been drinking comp Margarita’s for three days: I can’t hit that net…”

The audience laughs.

CHARLIE

Just trust me ok?

On the count of three…

One, two, three!

A shower of balls flies haphazardly toward the stage: suddenly the balls fall into a tight formation and swirl like a school of fish around the theatre and back to the stage. Charlie holds up the net and the balls drop neatly inside.

The audience rises to its feet in applause.

INT. BACKSTAGE - THEATRE - NIGHT

Charlie sits on some wooden crates; he is still dressed in his stage clothes: he is sipping from a glass of bourbon and smoking a cigarette.

Danielle walks up to him and puts a hand behind his neck, tilting his face toward hers.

DANIELLE

I want to kiss you.

CHARLIE

I smoke, you know…

DANIELLE

I don’t care…

Danielle leans down and kisses Charlie.

EXT. LAS VEGAS - DAY

Charlie and Danielle are driving down the main strip in a Bentley convertible. They stop for a red light and Danielle looks at a huge billboard advertising Charlie.

DANIELLE

You have a big face…

CHARLIE

I have a lot of big things…

They laugh and drive off.

EXT. MANSION - DAY

Movers are carrying boxes into a palatial mansion: the Bentley convertible is parked in the driveway.

INT. MANSION - NIGHT

Charlie and Danielle sit on the floor in front of a fireplace sipping Champagne: the room is scattered with unpacked boxes.

Danielle (clearly excited) looks around at her new home. She kisses Charlie.

DANIELLE

You’ve come a long way, Charlie.

CHARLIE

Yeah…

Danielle finishes her champagne and stands up.

DANIELLE

You coming to bed?

Danielle reaches out; Charlie takes her hand and kisses it.

CHARLIE

Soon…

Danielle smiles and begins to walk away.

CHARLIE

You’re all that matters to me, Danielle…!

Danielle is slightly alarmed by the desperate note in Charlie’s voice.

DANIELLE

Charlie…?

CHARLIE

All this is fine but…

DANIELLE

(overlapping)

I know, Charlie…I know.

Don’t stay up too late, Ok?

Charlie nods.

EXT. MANSION - NIGHT

Charlie stands on a balcony overlooking the manicured grounds and huge swimming pool: he is drinking from a bottle of whiskey.

He flashes back to the backseat of Stan’s car.

ROY

Thirsty Charlie!

Charlie screws up his face in anguish and hurls the bottle into the pool.

EXT. MANSION - MORNING

Charlie lies asleep on the balcony; Danielle, in bathrobe and slippers, kneels down beside him and runs her fingers tenderly through his hair.

Charlie awakes with a start.

DANIELLE

(Concerned)

Charlie, are you ok…?

Charlie is staggering to his feet.

CHARLIE

Yeah, yeah…I’m fine.

He begins to push past her: Danielle is still on her knees.

DANIELLE

Charlie wait!

CHARLIE

I gotta go, Ok? I gotta shower and get to the theatre.

Danielle stops trying to restrain him: Charlie looks back at her mournfully.

CHARLIE

I gotta go…

Charlie disappears through the door.

EXT. MANSION - MORNING

Charlie and Danielle are having breakfast on the rear patio. They eat in silence.

A servant arrives carrying a Caesar on a tray: Charlie drains the Caesar he already has and switches the empty glass for a new drink.

INT. MANSION - NIGHT

It is 2 O’clock in the morning. Charlie, still in stage clothes, sits in the den watching TV and drinking: only the flicker of the TV illuminates the room.

Danielle quietly enters the room and kneels down next to Charlie: he begins to gently run his hand through her hair.

DANIELLE

 Tell me about your Brother…

Charlie stops stroking Danielle’s hair; he is instantly withdrawn.

DANIELLE

Charlie?

Charlie pours himself another drink and says nothing.

Danielle lays her head on the couch and weeps silently.

INT. HOTEL SUITE - LAS VEGAS - NIGHT

Charlie is sprawled on the couch in his disheveled suite: he is drunk to the point of being comatose.

Danielle enters the room and sits down in the armchair opposite Charlie; she has a packed travel bag slung across her shoulder.

They stare at each other for a few moments.

DANIELLE

They said you cancelled your show last night.

Charlie tries to speak but he is too drunk.

DANIELLE

You cancelled tonight too…

CHARLIE

I wasn’t…feelin’ good.

Danielle is staring at the floor; Charlie manages to raise himself to a sitting position.

DANIELLE

I talked to my Dad…I’m gonna go back there…to Nebraska.

CHARLIE

Danielle, maybe I need more time alone than most people…

DANIELLE

(overlapping)

…you haven’t been home two days in the last three weeks…

CHARLIE

Maybe I just wasn’t ready…I thought I was…

Pause.

DANIELLE

This isn’t dating, Charlie…we bought a home together…you did, I guess.

CHARLIE

It’s yours too, Danielle…sell it take half, I don’t care about the money.

Tears are silently streaking down Danielle’s face; she looks Charlie in the eye.

DANIELLE

Don’t you love me at all Charlie?

Charlie is desperate to speak but his mouth and brain won’t work.

CHARLIE

I do, Danielle…oh God, I do!

Danielle stands up; she is about to break down emotionally.

DANIELLE

Love is about sacrifice Charlie…that might not sound right, but that’s really what it is.

Real love ain’t about giving…or compromising…it ain’t anything as nice or as sweet, or as kind as that…real love is hard…it’s a sacrifice…and you can’t do it ‘cos there’s so much stuff inside you you won’t get past.

Danielle shoulders her bag and turns to leave.

DANIELLE

I’m gonna go now Charlie…I hope everything works out for you.

Danielle turns and is almost at the door when Charlie speaks.

CHARLIE

There was a man said everything was gonna turn to ashes in my mouth…

Danielle stops and turns around.

CHARLIE

…I thought for a long time that he was just predicting…but he wasn’t. He was lookin’ inside me…seein’ somethin’ that was happening to him just as much as it was happenin’ to me…feeling it just as solid as a real thing…like the cold on your fingers when you gotta pick corn in the morning.

Pause.

CHARLIE

I can’t help…this…

DANIELLE

Yes you can, Charlie.

Danielle leaves the room.

FADE TO BLACK

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

(Slow Motion)

Charlie is backstage before his final stage. He sits upon a packing crate: he has a cigarette dangling idly in his left hand and a bottle of bourbon sits next to him: he is amusing himself by making a pebble repeatedly fly from the floor

into his hand.

A stage hand appears and makes a hand signal indicating that Charlie is to go on in 5 minutes.

Charlie looks toward the security guard at the stage door; he seems captivated by the man’s uniform and sidearm. 

INT. LAS VEGAS - CASINO - THEATRE - NIGHT

(Slow Motion)

David and Maria Thompson are enjoying Charlie’s show; they are applauding and smiling.

Maria looks into her lap and sees the telephone: the only sound we hear is the beating of her heart.

She picks up the receiver: her eyes lock with Charlie’s.

INT. L.V.P.D. - INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

Charlie and David Thompson sit across the table from each other in the unnaturally quiet and bright room.

Charlie seems composed: David looks overwhelmed, confused, and sad; he avoids eye contact with Charlie.

CHARLIE

She had to go…

David still refuses to look at Charlie.

DAVID

How the hell do you know?

Pause.

CHARLIE

Same way you do.

Pause.

CHARLIE

There was something she wanted me to tell you.

David slowly looks Charlie in the eye.

CHARLIE

“Good Night, Gracie.”

David closes his eyes,tears are streaming down his face but he is smiling and nodding.

DAVID

(Quietly)

Thank you…

INT. L.V.P.D. - HOLDING CELL - NIGHT

Charlie is led into a cell; the door closes behind him. He leans against the far wall and slides down to the ground.

He hugs his knees up to his chest and his head droops.

CHARLIE

I’ll see you later…ok, Roy?

BLACK SCREEN

Three or four people are gathered in a room; we hear the sorts of noises (throat clearing etc) that people use to fill an awkward silence.

ASSISTANT DISTRICT ATTORNEY (V.O.)

This is a joke right? It has to be a joke, ‘cos Detectives of the L.V.P.D. wouldn’t waste my time with this shit if it wasn’t a joke?

More clearing of throats but no reply.

ASSISTANT DISTRICT ATTORNEY (V.O.)

Let him go.

There is an angry murmur.

DETECTIVE (V.O.)

Five hundred witnesses saw him make her vanish, and then she shows up dead in his room!

ASSISTANT DISTRICT ATTORNEY (V.O.)

The only problem is you can’t explain how she got there, and he doesn’t have to…

Pause.

ASSISTANT DISTRICT ATTORNEY (V.O.)

The door was opened at 8:35 right?…everything else aside, that is the only time Maria Thompson could have gotten into that room, agreed?

…agreed?

DETECTIVE (V.O.)

Yeah…

ASSISTANT DISTRICT ATTORNEY (V.O.)

So now you have five hundred witnesses for the defence…because nobody’s disputing that Charlie and Maria were on stage at 8:35…

DETECTIVE (V.O.)

He told us how he did it!

ASSISTANT DISTRICT ATTORNEY (V.O.)

(Angry)

The Defendant has the ability to stop time! You think I’m taking that to a fucking jury, Detective?

Pause

DETECTIVE (V.O.)

So you’re just gonna let him go?

ASSISTANT DISTRICT ATTORNEY (V.O.)

The woman had terminal cancer…the Medical Examiner said there wasn’t a mark on her…we don’t even know if there was a murder…

Pause

ASSISTANT DISTRICT ATTORNEY (V.O.)

Let him go.

INT. BARN - DAY

Danielle and her Father are examining a horse.

DANIELLE

What’s wrong with him?

FATHER

Won’t eat…all fidgety too.

Danielle is stroking the horse; her Father has noticed that somebody else is in the barn. Danielle glances at her Father and then turns to see Charlie standing beside them.

Charlie is dressed in jeans and a plaid shirt and has a simple backpack slung over his shoulder. His hair is neatly cut and he looks healthy.

He smiles at Danielle.

CHARLIE

I think I can help.

THE END
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