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FADE UP:

int. big exec’s office, hollywood 1947 - late night

ON: BIG EXEC, 50’S from the shoulders down, grossly fat, seated at his desk. We don’t see his face and he remains faceless.  

OTS: He wears a silk smoking jacket and pajamas. A Cuban CIGAR protrudes from his jaw. 

He grasps the cigar, puffing clouds of smoke. TILT DOWN as we see he’s paging through a MOVIE SCRIPT. The index finger of his hand follows the lines as he MUMBLES unintelligibly over….

PANNING: The room past a CLOCK that reads 2:55, expensive period décor, paintings and furniture. On a shelf we see two golden Oscar’s but can’t read the plaques. His mumbling continues. 

ON: His finger traces the lines… the pace increasing… pages turn faster… his mumbling becomes angrier… harsher. 

His finger stops at a CHARACTER LABEL in the script. 

CLOSE ON SCRIPT: Featuring a Character LABEL that reads MAVIS. With a RED PEN MARKER, he roughly circles the name, scribbling.  “Who the HELL is MAVIS?”

He continues scanning faster… faster only stopping to edit more sections with brutal blood-red slashes. His stroke and mumbling becomes gradually harsher.

Now… he’s crossing out whole sections of narrative and dialogue. Slashing question marks and comments rip the pages. 

Finally, he closes the script, ending the carnage. The title page reads “MURDER AT THE FRONT by MAX FAIR date 1947”. 

He picks up his phone. He dials a number. We hear the PHONE RINGING several times then a PICK UP. 

max (voice os filtered)





(Groggy from sleep)

Umm. Hullo? Who is this? 

ANOTHER VOICE (unintelligible) is heard OS in Max’s room. 

big exec

Well, about time you got laid Max. Maybe it’ll improve your writing 

max (voice os filtered)

Boss? What time is it? 

big exec

What freakin time is it? Why it’s 3 O’clock in the morning. I been up all night reading this shit. This isn’t a motion picture… this is a radio script, a radio script… rehashed… with some pictures thrown in and the same old characters…    

max

Boss… It’s what said you wanted… Take the radio serial and adapt a picture… write out the old guy!

bib exec 

I said I wanted a blockbuster. Radio is dying. The war was the biggest movie since “Gone with the Wind” and people need something bigger, Max. We need, young stars, action, gunplay… dames in trouble, excitement! You have to show her something big if you want Hollywood to spread her legs.  

max




  (A beat)

What are you saying?

big exec

The train is leaving, Max. There are fortunes to be made in this business… if you can seize the opportunities… think on your feet. The sky’s the limit… You just have to prove to me how far you’re willing to go.  

max

(Pause) yeah… I get it.

big exec

You’ve got three weeks, Max. After that you’re dead in this town.

Big Exec slams the phone down. He crushes out his cigar and storms out of the room. 

ext. remote california desert – day

MOVING: A dusty BUS hurtles down a straight empty highway. On the side it reads “Los Angles RADIO KDMM Serial Mystery Troup”. Both ways, the horizon is flat, hot and dotted with scrub brush. 

int. bus, moving – continuous

PANNING: The passengers. JAKE, late 40’s, a sad eyed, weathered, black man, driving the bus. He earnestly HUMS a gospel tune. 

ED BARTON, late 20’s, lean all American good looks, rugged and self-confidant. He idly watches the terrain role by outside.

BRAD CAPSHAW, Late 20’s, good looking… you might say a pretty kid, with a wavy pompadour he’s constantly fussing with. 

LOLA FONTAINE, late 30’s, aging sex bomb, big chest with a full teased shock of platinum blond hair. She’s chewing gum like a cow while holding a mirror, touching up her already heavy makeup. She still looks good but is too old for the Cheesecake roles that made her famous.

MAY WETHERBELL, Late 20’s, fresh, pretty and pony tailed… an aspiring starlet, is sitting in a seat, in front of… 

DIRK ROMAN, Early 60’s, over the hill, ham actor with a too perfect, skinny mustache. A poor man’s Ronald Coleman. He bores a hole in the back of May’s head with his eyes.

CHARLENE FENTON, late 50’s, blue haired, character actress, sits alone in the back seat surrounded by everyone’s LUGGAGE. She looks around then sneaks a chrome whiskey FLASK from her purse and surreptitiously downs a couple of slugs. She dabs her mouth with a Kleenex and slips the flask back into her purse.   

ON: Dirk and May. Dirk leans forward to whisper to May. 

dirk





(Affected English accent)

You know they don’t study acting today like they used to. Not Shakespeare like we had to in my salad days.

May grimaces. She’s “had it” with his repulsive whining.

dirk (CONT)

The young actors today just don’t have the style and grace of the Golden Years. Its all hair and fast cars and…

may





(OTS, Bitingly)

…Pretty young actresses with not a brain in their heads, right?

Dirk at first stung, leans in closer, hissing in her ear.  

dirk

You know, you should treat me a little kinder, May. I’m your close, close friend. Remember, I know things. 

May stiffens… then regains her resolve. Tight lipped she turns face to face with Dirk. 

may

Yes Dirk. We BOTH know things. Now how about giving me a break, after all I did help you get this part, didn’t I?

dirk

True as true can be. My apologies dear, your influence with the producers is already a small legend. 

  (Off May’s sharp look)

I’m sorry. I’m just wound up… It’s the negotiations…

may

Relax. You’re perfect for the movie part. Besides they all say sociopaths make the best stars. Just don’t forget your friends when you’re back on top.

Dirk leans back, staring at the back of May’s head… a touch of unease in his eyes. A beat and he averts them to the passing desert.  May fixes a searing glare on Lola, up front.

Lola finishes her touch up and puts the mirror away. She slides into the seat behind Ed and leans forward, still chewing gum.

lola



(Breathless)

Beautiful, huh?

ed

It’s desert, Lola. It’s hot, rough and dangerous… that your style?

She gazes lustfully at the back of his head then his chest and arms, and finally his crotch. 

lola

Maybe I wasn’t talking about the landscape. Maybe I was talking about something… or someone else, huh? 

Ed’s stares through the glass. We don’t see his reflection. 

ed

Jesus, Lola. Isn’t it hot enough in this bus? We gotta find you a hobby.

lola



(Pouty)

Maybe I all ready found one. A hobby I mean. 

Ed doesn’t turn. He smiles… shakes his head. Lola grins triumphantly and sits back in her seat. She CRACKS her gum, turns to the window and fans herself with a wide brim sun HAT. 

ON: May, glaring at Lola and Ed in the front of the bus. 

may 





(over her shoulder to Dirk)

My God. Does she always have to be so… forward? She’s like a cat in heat. Why doesn’t she just leave him alone? 

dirk

Hmmm… it’s called typecasting, May dear. Lola uses sex like the Japs use Judo.

may

That’s disgusting.

Dirk snickers… he’s one up again. He leans back in his seat.

ON: Brad glares at Lola and Ed bonding across the aisle.  

brad

Why don’t you idle down the motor a little bit, Lola? Give the new guy a break and save it for the show.

lola

Oh fuck you Brad-ly. It’s not like you’ve been a bundle of fun on this trip. You’ve got all male sex appeal of a three-day-old water bottle. What goods having a cute new guy around if a girl can’t ever have a little fun? 

This stings Brad… he turns away but continues to spy on Lola through her reflection in the window. He fluffs his hair. 

ON: Charlene, in the back. Her eyes are rolling and neck rubbery from booze. She takes another gulp, grinning blankly.

ON: Jake, driving.

jake

Ok folks. We getting on to Four O’clock. There be a little truck stop up a-haid. We can get some gas ‘n stretch our legs a bit… only about another twenty mile to the station.

Jake checks the MIRROR. At his angle, all are visible.

ext. the chilly spot – late afternoon

A dusty, run down, desert truck stop in the middle of nowhere. Only gas pumps, a dingy motel and a greasy spoon diner.

ON: A large, faded, dusty SIGN that reads “The Chilly Spot” with a cartoonish four color of an impossibly happy polar bear at a lunch counter, eating a bowl of steaming CHILI. 

The bus pulls into the truck stop and parks beside the pumps. A PUMP JOCKEY in greasy gray overalls and baseball cap steps up to Jake on the driver’s side. They know each other casually. 

pump jockey

What’ll it be this time, Jake? 

jake

Filler up and check the oil. We gonna be here for a short spell.

The pump jockey nods and walks to the pumps. 

ext. bus – continuous

ON: The bus door. Jake opens it. Though the door…

jake

OK folks. Nature break. Step out an stretch yer legs. There’s a diner for some food if you’re hungry. We’ll be here  ‘bout 20 minutes, I reckon.

The travelers file off the bus one by one and head toward the diner.  Ed strides out smooth and confidant… Brad tags after him, following close behind, like an adoring fan. 

Lola steps off, squints at the sun and flips on her enormous sunglasses and big brimmed hat. She jiggles OS on her heels.

Dirk follows May down the bus steps and offers his arm. She pointedly ignores him and strides to the diner. Dirk follows. 

Charlene stumbles a little down the steps and as she walks OS. 

Jake is last. He steps down, looks around and smiles. He makes a beeline for the Chilly Spot Diner. 

int. the chilly spot diner – continuous

Several scruffy male and female, TOWNIES sit scattered around the diner /bar. They stare and gawk at the fancy “city folk”. 

The troupe files in. As they spread out on the counter they notice the place has a ROARING air conditioner; rare in 1947.

Jake stands by the counter register. Ed sits down next to him. 

Lola stands in the COLD blast of the AC. Her scarf flutters and her nipples stiffen through the sheer material of her blouse. 

ON: Three grubby, out of place DRIFTERS 1,2&3 sitting in a booth, gape at Lola in a hungry, menacing manner. 

Ed notices the situation. He tenses, ready to defend her.

Jake nods to MEL, the early 40’s, attractive, black female owner. She smiles back and immediately comes over to him. 

May watches the exchange, both terrified and fascinated by the menacing tension developing between Lola and the drifters. 

Lola, unflinching, stares them down… adjusts her ample chest, and flips them the finger. She sits next to May at the counter. 

The drifters REACT with mixed surprise and irritation. One makes a “V” with his fingers and flutterers his tongue in-between.

jake





(Noting gesture - to Mel)

Hey Baby. I think your guests over there are getting hungry. 

Mel grabs something under the counter (we don’t see) and approaches the drifters. 

She parks herself in their line of site, arms tightly crossed in a “No Nonsense” style under an expression of the same.  

mel

Y’all gonna order something or you gonna sit around all day staring like a bunch a half starved prairie dogs?

All three drifters turn their glare on Mel. Not intimated, she appears expectant. Her reaction says, “Well?”

drifter 1 

Maybe we ain’t hungry… or maybe we don’t like nigger food. You got any… white man’s grub?

Ed rises protectively, but Jake gently presses his shoulder. 

jake

Watch this.

Mel, unperturbed, unfolds one arm and scratches her chin with her hand apparently in deep thought over this witticism. 

She casually unfolds her other arm revealing she holds a Colt .45 pistol. It’s loaded and she knows how to use it.

The drifters jump back. Mel nonchalantly points to the MENU, with the tip of the loaded hand cannon.

mel

Well. Less see. We got some raw chicken… and fresh rattlesnake… 

So, what’ll it be, boys… The chicken or the snake?

All three get up slowly, eyeing the gun. They slide out of the booth… sulking. Everyone silently watches them go outside. 

HOLD: Drifter 1 glares at Lola through the window. They shuffle off… enter a car and speed away in a cloud of dust.  

A collective SIGH… the Townies CHEER. May and Dirk are shocked but Lola just huffs approvingly and WINKS to MEL…”another day at the office for these two”. Mel returns the gun under the counter   

ON: Jake and Ed (slack jawed), watch her move off, then…. 

ed

Shit! That’s some ballsy woman you got there, Jake old boy. 

jake

She’s something all right, but she ain’t mine… Still working on that. 

Jake and Ed share an understanding “guy” moment. 

Mel grins at Jake… then hustles into the kitchen.     

 jake (to ed)

Been drivin this radio route for the past 3 years… ain’t never seen nothing Mel can’t handle. Don’t never get no real chance to talk with her much, though… Not with the schedule and all. 

ed

Hey Jake. You know the finale tonight will be a couple of hours. You may have enough time to visit and then come back for us later.

Jake thinks this over a minute

jake

Thanks Ed. That’s mighty white of you. If ya keep it under your hat I just might take you up on that. 

Ed gives Jake a friendly “No worries” pat on the back.  

ON: Brad, tenses glaring at Ed and Jake, buddy-ing it up. Brad turns away, spies some tough looking COWBOYS leaning over a pool table, then smiles and fixes his eyes one guys butt.   

ON: Dirk and May (referring to the drifter’s).

may

I can’t wait until this horrible promotional tour is over. 

dirk

Certainly not like the type of gentlemen you usually entertain

May reels to slap Dirk. He blocks her hand. She leaps up, snatches her purse and sniffs at Dirk, as… 

FOLLOW: … she storms over to sit next to Ed.

 ed

Grandpa getting fresh?

may

No, just a pain in the rump. I know him a little…from around Hollywood. He thinks that makes him a personal friend.

As May fumbles in her purse. Ed squints an eye, not quite sure and amused how May could possibly know a pompous ass like Dirk.

ON: Mel at the counter, taking Charlene’s order.

mel

The usual, Charlene?

 charlene




(A little boozy)

What…? Oh Yes Mel dear… a tall glass… just a little ice.  

Mel smirks at Charlene and walks OS. Charlene removes her flask from her purse… SLOSHES it by her ear. 

Lola eyes the flask, huffs approvingly, and then flips open her make up KIT. OTS: We see Lola furtively spying on May and Ed together, through the reflection in her make up mirror. 

ext. kylr radio station – dusk

A run down desert radio station in the middle of nowhere. A 50 foot radio ANTENNA and war surplus power GENERATOR alongside. 

The bus approaches from the dusty highway and pulls into a gravel/dirt parking lot. A beat-up early model Ford PICK UP TRUCK is parked in the lot and a dusty but new 1947 CADILLAC is parked around back.

ART MCGEE, 50’s, nervous and twitchy in a business SUIT and DUANE GOGGINS, mid 40’s, grubby, unkempt, in OVERALLS and WORK BOOTS, both approach from the building entrance. 

ON: The bus as the troupe disembarks each carrying one or two pieces of light luggage. They stop and wait as Art approaches.    

art

Well, Well… greetings my traveling thespians. Welcome to Radio Station K-Y-L-R serving the greater metropolitan area of Bagdad, California. 

All pan around, shading his or her eyes. PULL BACK…

WIDE SHOT: Nothing but desert and scrub brush for miles in every direction to the horizon.

art (cont)

Oh I know it doesn’t look like much now, but with the end of the war, we’ve seen a 20 per cent increase in traffic on Route 66… just over the past year alone. We’ve got plans, friends… big plans for this town.

Duane creepily ogles May and especially Lola while he absently scratches his groin. May is appalled. Lola, in her big hat and shades, spares him the barest glance, then spits out her gum. 

lola

This joint got indoor plumbing, Daddy?

art




(A little taken aback)

Er… yes, of course, all the modern facilities. 

Without waiting, Lola marches toward the entrance. The others follow suit as we FOLLOW along with them. 

art (cont)




(Stumbling to keep up)

Since I purchased the station two months ago, I’ve been renovating. We’re almost completed. Come, lets get out of the desert heat. We have Air Conditioning inside.

Art exuberantly leads the troupe to the station entrance. Dubious glances are exchanged amongst them all. 

int. kylr lobby – continuous

A newly renovated Art Deco Modern space with small reception DESK, carpeting and a long COUCH. 

Art leads them through the GLASS front door and into the lobby. As the last person enters Art shuts the door with a BANG.

art

Got to keep in the Air Conditioning.

dirk




(caustic, bored)

Yes, We’ve heard about it already.

art

Well…er… yes. Please leave your baggage here in the lobby. Jake will take your things. Come let me take you all on a little tour before you settle in. 

Everyone drops his or her bags. On one side of the lobby is a darkened HALLWAY that curves away we see it’s partially BLOCKED.

ON: a small work site, partially blocking the hall with stacks of LUMBER, TOOLS, SCRAPS of WOOD and WORK GARMENTS. 

PAN TO: A DOOR marked STUDIO, beside it a darkened RED SIGN, which reads “ON AIR”… beside that, a large WALL SPEAKER. Art opens the door and they ALL file through into…

int. studio – continuous

They enter a large circular radio studio. Half the room is taken up by a raised STAGE with six MIC stands, several CHAIRS and… 

PROP TABLE

PAN: A mixed bag of RADIO SOUND FX GADGETS, A ‘throw switch”, A static ball, door slam, butcher paper… a .38 PROP GUN. PAN TO:

art (OS)

This, of course is the stage. We’ve already set up the prop equipment and appropriate sound gear… this side is the ready area.

…the other half of the studio cast in dim light and ominous shadow. We see clusters of chairs, music stands, and miscellaneous equipment then a dark WINDOW. END PAN. 

HOLD ON: In the center of the wall, opposite the stage, is a darkened, rectangular WINDOW. PULL BACK: Ed pointing to it. 

ed

Is that the sound engineers booth?

duane




(Proudly, to impress the women)

Yup, it’s completely soundproof and automatic… I er… designed it myself. 

brad

Ewww! It looks tight and cozy.

Duane, a stanch homophobe, gives Brad the once over and shudders. He knows what Brad is about and is overly disturbed by it. There’s a short awkward silence as everyone registers Duane’s venomous attitude. Dirk breaks the tension…

dirk

What is through this far door?

art

Oh… Yes. Let’s continue the tour.

Art leads them through ANOTHER DOOR that is across the studio, opposite the door they entered from. They pass into…

int. back hallway – continuous

ANOTHER HALLWAY that curves away in the opposite direction of the lobby hallway. Art stops the troupe. 

art (cont)

This is the back hallway, which runs around behind the studio we just passed through… back to the front lobby.

Art points out two DOORS on either side of the curved wall.

art (cont)

Here and over there are the Men’s and Women’s dressing rooms.

ON: TWO DOORS side-by-side labeled MEN’S DRESSING and WOMEN’S DRESSING. 

FOLLOW: as Art leads them further around the dim curved hall.

art (cont) 

Here are the rest rooms,

Two MORE DOORS labeled MENS and LADIES. They continue on…

art (cont) 

Here is the sound room

At DOOR labeled SOUND ROOM, Art stops a moment and opens it for them all to peer inside. 

THROUGH THE DOOR: The Booth is tightly packed with a mix BOARD, chair, TWO RECORD PLAYERS, Several 78’s, a DESK with a marble based bowling TROPHY and a CLIP BOARD with the “show” notes. 

A HUM of power and a thick tangle of black sound CABLES hangs below the board. The board’s lights are all lit RED.   

Duane forces his way through the tight crowd. He gropes Lola’s hips as he does, grinding his crotch against her butt. 

Reflexively, she elbow’s him HARD in the gut. He grunts… lurches into the sound room and in passing he…   

int. sound room – continuous

…Stumbles into the room and tips the TROPHY off the table. He barely manages to catch the brass statue before it hits the floor. 

He glares at Lola… the heavy trophy looks ominously like a weapon in his hand. After several tense beats he replaces it on the desk then composes himself… and sits.   

duane




   (Points as he talks)

This here’s the soundboard where I control the mic’s and the volumes. Here are the turntables. We run the recorded commercials on this one and the intermission music on this one here. This here is the master sound switch…

INSERT: A large SWITCH on the soundboard, labeled MASTER.

duane (cont)  

Once this switch is thrown…

He flips the switch. Instantly the RED board LIGHTS turn to GREEN as the sound room LIGHT, simultaneously, blinks OFF. 

duane (cont)

…the board goes hot and the room goes dark automatically.

may

What about the window. 

duane

Well pretty lady… that there’s double thick soundproofed glass. Inside the studio, you won’t neither hear nor see me in here sending your sweet little voice out over the airwaves. 

charlene





(Still dippy and boozy)

Oh, what a sweet man.

The men snicker, Lola and May role their eyes to each other. 

lola

Oh Brother!

Duane fires Lola a heated glance as tension build between them

int. hallway – CONTINUOUS

Art leads them on like a school outing.

art

Well now… let’s leave Mr. Goggins to his tasks and finish the tour. 

FOLLOW: As they depart the sound room area and head down the hall to another DOOR labeled OFFICE. Art opens the door… sweeps his hand in… they peer in, and he continues on without stopping. 

int. office – continuous

THROUGH THE DOOR: All peer in as they file by in the hall. Ed is last to reach the portal. He stops and scans inside.

ED’s POV: PANNING a well-appointed office with a large DESK and a rear WINDOW that looks out into the BACK parking lot. 

A deer head TROPHY with a SHOT GUN below it, are both mounted to one wall… a box of SHOT GUN SHELLS is on a table beneath them.

ON: Ed as he shakes his head in a skeptical “oh boy” manner.

art (OS)

OK, let’s continue, we’re almost through.

int. back hallway – continuous

ON: Ed remains a beat or two… peering into the office then hurries OS to catch up.












WIPE TO:

MOMENTS LATER: All reach a section of the hallway littered with construction DEBRIS from the previous lobby scene.  

PAN: A hip high stack of LUMBER, TOOLS, NAILS, SCREWDRIVERS and scattered WORK GLOVES and SMOCKS.

art (cont)

Please watch your steps ladies and gentleman. We haven’t completed the renovations yet and there are a number of dangerous items lying about. 

Art leads them through the maze of debris. 

Charlene stumbles on some scraps… almost falls but Ed catches her just in time. The all look down. TILT DOWN:  

ON: Several long 2X4 scraps, with long twisted spiked NAILS protruding through them, are scattered about on the floor. 

art

Oh My. Please, please be careful. Try to refrain from entering this area tonight. As you can see it’s hazardous… AND we’re not insured.

They weave their way through the debris without other incident and pass through into…

int. lobby area – continuous

They return having toured through one half of the station and have come back to the lobby. Most of the luggage has been removed. Dirk helps a shaky Charlene rest on the couch. 

lola

Well thanks for the tour Art. NOW can I take a pee?

art

Oh… yes. Please make yourselves comfortable. 

brad

I’ll go with you, Lola. 

Lola nods. Brad, Lola and Art cross OS through the studio door. 

May notices she finally has Ed alone. Suddenly, out of character, she makes a audacious pass. Ed is taken off-guard.

 may

  (Very seductive… close)

That was very gallant of you, back there… with Charlene, I mean.


(she moves closer)

ed


(Sputtering)

Er.. Yeah thanks. But really… anyone would have done the same…

 (eyes lock about to kiss)

Just then, Jake returns for the last of the luggage. Ed abruptly BREAKS away May’s close encounter. She’s taken aback… puzzled.  

ed

Err… Hey Jake. I’ll give you a hand with the rest of this.

Jake, winded, gladly nods his approval as Ed grabs a few bags and RUSHES through the studio door. May, insulted, SNATCHES her overnight bag and STORMS after them. HOLD: Dirk observes this exchange with apparent jealous intensity.  

int. ladies room – 15 minutes LATER 

SOUND of a toilet FLUSHING. Lola exits the single stall and admires herself before a wall MIRROR. She looks herself over then abruptly sniffs her armpits and grimaces. 

lola

Pheww. I’m ripe as old stew.

She looks around… finds a stack of clean, folded TOWELS. She strips down to her bra and panties… unhooks her hose from her garter and grabs a towel just as… 

…May enters the ladies room.

may

Oh, my. I’m sorry. I’ll come back…

lola

Relax sister. I got nothing ya ain’t seen before. The pissers free if you want it.

may

Oh. No. I’m OK. I just came in here to sneak a cigarette… mind?

lola

(Surprised, May smoking 

is a revelation)

Only thing I mind… is if you don’t have one for me, too.

may

Oh, how silly of me. Sure, I’ve got plenty.

May digs in her purse and pulls out a pack of LUCKY STRIKES. She expertly taps the pack and two cigarettes poke out. She offers one to Lola who leans against the sink, watching. 

May pulls out a Zippo LIGHTER and skillfully flips it open… and lit with a single hand motion. Lola is impressed.

lola

You’re just full of surprises ain’t you, little sister?

May grins, lights Lola’s cigarette then her own and she sits down on a LOUNGE CHAIR. 

Both take deep drags, blowing out plumes of smoke. The previous tension fades between them as May checks her makeup.  

may

You would be surprised.

lola




(Brightening to the idea of gossip)

I knew it. Something going on between you and that old prune Dirk, Right? He’s been dogging you the whole trip. Come-on… give!

May takes another drag, sizes up whether she can trust Lola a beat or two, then decides she has to get this off her chest.

may

OK, but keep it under you hat.

Lola nods eagerly, then turns on the hot, steamy water, soaps up a towel and begins to give herself a sensual sponge bath over… 

May

It was tough, when I first hit town. I didn’t know anyone… and the money I had, didn’t go as far as I thought it would…

Lola listens intently as she soaps her arms and armpits, chest legs. Her movements in the steamy room are hypnotic, over… 

may (cont)

I needed some work and my acting career wasn’t exactly on fire…

Lola erotically soaps her long sexy legs… 

int. wall space – continuous

Duane is lurking in the wall space. He hears the water RUNNING.

INTERCUT the Ladies Room and the Wall Space as needed. 

may (os)

I’d met Dirk one night on the town and he tried to pick me up at the bar. I of course turned him down… 

Duane finds his favorite PEEP HOLE and peers through it.

DUANE’S POV: Of May and Lola in the ladies room. Lola is soaping her calves and thighs. Her skin glistens with moisture and suds. 

Duane loosens his OVERALLS and begins rubbing his crotch.

may (cont. os)

One night I was almost completely broke and I ran into Dirk, again. I’d mentioned that I was hungry hoping he’d buy me a steak or something. Fat chance.

Through the hole, PAN: glittering suds tracing Lola’s leg.

may (cont. OS)

Anyway, he said he knew a place I could get some work… As much as I wanted. So I met his friend, Tony. Later Dirk started sending me out on dates… paid dates… if you get my drift. 

Eye pressed to the wall hole, Duane furiously rubs his crotch. A few strokes and his elbow strikes a PIPE… setting it RINGING. 

ON: May and Lola who hear the GONGING and come up short.

lola

Shit! What was that?

may

It came from inside the wall!

ON: Duane fumbling with his pants, making all sorts of NOISE.

ON: May as she comes close to the wall and sees the peephole. She peaks through the hole and…

MAY’S POV: Sees Duane fumbling on the other side. 

may




(Laughing)

It’s that retard, Duane. He’s in the God Damned wall!

Lola rushes over and she and May playfully wrestle with each other to peek. Lola HAMMERS the wall with her fist. 

Lola

Hey you. Pervert. Your ass is all mine. I’m telling your boss. 

Duane gets up, his pants are still undone and rushes out of the frame knocking over some empty PAINT CANS as he does. 

END INTERCUT:

int. ladies room – same moment

The CRASH of paint cans. The girls burst out in gut breaking laughter. A beat and Charlene pokes her head in the ladies room.

charlene

Oh My. Did I miss the party?

The girls freeze… stare at Charlene then start laughing again.

lola

Sister, we’re just getting started.

Charlene’s face brightens. She enters, pulls her flask out of her purse and waggles it in the air. 

charlene

Anybody for a little… refreshment?

All start chattering and bonding as May and Lola begin to recount the “Duane incident”. They pass around the flask.

ext. parking lot – evening

ON: Ed and Jake by the bus. Night desert SOUNDS are heard.  

ed

So… What are your plans? 

jake

I’ll wait around until you folks get started… make sure you don’t need nothing. Then I thought I might take a turn on back to the Chilly Spot, and see if I can git me a piece of Mel’s tasty pie.

Jake grins at his little innuendo. Ed just smirks, and thrusts out his hand to shake Jakes hand… they shake vigorously. 

ed

OK friend. I gotta get inside and get ready for the show. I’ll catch you later. 

Ed heads back to the entrance. On the way he stops and takes note of Duane’s truck and Art’s Cadillac parked behind the station. Then he continues to the entrance.

int. MEN’S dressing room – evening

Dirk and Brad are leafing through their radio SCRIPTS.

dirk

Oh!… this is pure drivel.

brad

It’s a radio mystery, Dirk. Not Shakespeare. No need to get your ass cheeks in a bind…

dirk

Precisely my point… I should be doing Shakespeare and not Shakes- poor.

brad

For now it’s a living, right?  I have my eye on Hollywood… the movies. That’s the big ticket.

dirk

Don’t be so eager, young man. It isn’t all it’s cracked up to be.

Brad pulls closer. He’s hungry for any gossip he can get.

brad

You been in a movie, Dirk?

dirk

Several. I had my moments. In fact just a couple of weeks ago my agent contracted me on the movie version of this very show. It was THE part for me. It was to have been my big come back.

brad

Was? 

Dirk’s mood darkens substantially. He stares hard at Brad for several tense moments. 

He looks like he’s about to burst. Red faced he opens up. 

dirk

I was nixed at the 11th hour. Some new writer ordered changes. He re-wrote my part for another actor. It will cost them a million to break my contract… but we’re still… negotiating.

brad

Who got the part?

ON: The door flies open. Ed enters the dressing room. Dirk looks surprised, like he’s been caught with his pants down. 

dirk




(Looks to Ed, then to Brad)

I’d rather not say. 

ed

Did I interrupt something?

brad

Dirk was just telling me about a great part he was up for… a big…

dirk




(Interrupting)

It was nothing, really… nothing to worry your young head about, Edward.

   (Stares fixedly at Ed)

Just some Hollywood gossip, things you wouldn’t know about. 

Dirk glowers at Ed for a few SILENT, tense beats. Ed tries to break the tension with a crass joke.

ed

Hey, d‘you guys hear the one about the circus midget with three tits?  

You can cut the tension with a knife. Ed shrugs REACTS “OK” then gingerly backs out of the dressing room. HOLD: Dirk glares at the closed door while Brad looks befuddled.

int. office – evening

Art at his desk, on the phone. 

art

Yes dearest. Yes I remember the dinner party with the Parkinson’s… Yes, I’ll will… my love muffin. 

He slams the phone down.  

art (CONT)

Fuck, Fuck. Tiresome bitch. 

duane (os)

Err… Mr. McGee. Did I catch you at a bad time?

Art GLARES at Duane who fidget’s childishly in the doorframe 

art

What is it NOW, Duane?

duane




(looks nervously down the hall)

I er… just wanted to let you know that I think maybe some Cy-yote’s got inside the old south wall again and…

art

Behind the ladies room? Again? We CAN’T have a repeat of the last fiasco… NOT with this cast. They are from the home office. Do you know what that means?

duane




(Wringing his hands)

Yes Mr. McGee. I believe I do…

art

Well let me impress this on you again. I’m broke. The station is broke. Every cent is buried in this traveling promotion scheme and if my wife finds out we stole her money to fund it… I’m going to prison for a long time… and I’ll be taking you with me.

duane

Yes Sir. I understand. I WON’T go back to prison, again. They made me do things… un natural things… Things NO MAN outta have made no OTHER MAN do, I…

art

Hmmm… yes. Spare me the lurid details. I’m leaving you in charge. Do whatever you have to. Not one complaint, understand! Or we’ll both be up the river…

Art waves Duane off. Duane scurries out of the room. 

int. ladies dressing room – evening

Lola (in a sexy tight dress), May (smoking another cigarette) and Charlene (sitting) all holding their radio SCRIPTS. 

charlene

That Duane is a deranged fellow. You weren’t frightened… at all?

lola

I can handle punks like Duane.

may

He’s probably terrified we’ll squeal. 

Charlene sneaks out her flask and takes a nip. Lola notices.

lola

You know you don’t have to hide that stuff from us, Charlene. We’re all big girls now. 

charlene

Oh I know. I’m just not supposed to drink anymore. My psychiatrist totally forbade me from the stuff …after my husband died. 

may

How terrible. How did he die… if I’m not prying too much?

charlene

Oh no dear. I’m quite over it by now. It was 5 years ago. (Pause) you see we had a cocktail party at home with some friends on a typical Saturday Night. I was told some thieves broke in… roughed the place up. My Robert and friends were murdered in cold blood. My Robert was stabbed 11 times, alone.

Lola and May are shocked; not only from the story but more from Charlene’s total lack of emotion over it.  

Then May cocks her head at a slight angle.

may

Charlene, you just said, “I was told” by someone. Didn’t you see what happened?

charlene

Oh no dear. The police came and found me blacked out… covered with everyone’s blood. 

Lola and May glance at each other dubiously. 

lola

Was anything stolen? 

charlene

Not ONE THING was taken from the house. The Police thought it strange, too. They never did find the culprits. 

Lola and May exchange anxious glances. Then they both look at blank faced Charlene. Lola snatches Charlene’s flask. 

lola

Here sweetie, let me help you get rid of that firewater. 

She takes big gulp and chokes on the burn. She hands the flask to May who does the same.

charlene




(Seeing them gulp her booze)

Oh My. Relax dears. I have plenty more where that came from. 

Charlene opens her day bag and pulls out a full BOTTLE of Wild Turkey 100 proof, waving it to the dismay of Lola and May.    

int. studio 20 minutes later

Ed returns from the back hallway joining the cast, who are milling in the studio. Art and Duane are present, also. 

Duane glances nervously at May and Lola. Lola blows taunting kisses to him, while May waves cutely and winks, sarcastically.

DUANE

Show time… twenty minutes.

Brad, gaily, winks at Duane. Duane SHUDDERS, unnerved. 

ext. deserted highway -- NIGHT

ON: A telephone/power pole. KYLR is in the far BG. A shower of sparks erupts. The line blows free with the BUZZ of electricity. 

TILT DOWN: From behind. The silhouette of a MAN, out of focus in the FG, watches the shower of sparks. 

INT. studio – same time

The station and studio lights flicker then go out. Everyone grumbles and curses for several beats in the dark, then… 

art

Nothing to worry about. It happens all the time. Just a moment…

A beat then the SOUND of the gas GENERATOR (OS), revs up. The lights flicker on to everyone’s astonishment. 

art





(Proudly)

I’ve installed a War Surplus gas generator outside. This actually happens quite a bit out here in the early evening. I suppose it’s all the new expansion.

Everyone relaxes. Duane and Art preen like fathers. Brad winks… and gives Duane a “thumbs up”. Duane hocks… spits on the floor.

art

I’m leaving for the evening. If you need anything at all, Mr. Goggins will assist you. My telephone number is in my office, next to the phone.

Everyone looks bored with Art’s speech. They unceremoniously wave and mumble good-by’s. 

art

Well. OK then. Have a good night and… Break you legs or your arms… or whatever things you crazy show folks say.

Art strides out of the studio through the Lobby door. The cast stares at Duane expectantly. He scurries OS. The cast each takes their place on stage before a mic and checks their scripts.

ext. parking lot – night

Stars glitter in the otherwise pitch-black night. SOUNDS of the NIGHT DESERT come up as Art heads to his Cadillac.

ON: Art at the driver’s side door. He pulls out a large KEY RING with about two-dozen KEYS attached. 

He’s fumbling through the keys. He hears RUSTLING in the near-by scrub brush. He stops… looks around. As he turns…

A long 2X4, wielded by HANDS wearing work GLOVES, swings at his face, CRACKING his CHEEK and JAW with gruesome force. 

So brutal that his head shatters the driver’s side WINDOW… with a terrifying CRASH of splintering GLASS. Art GRUNTS once… slumping into a limp heap on the gravel beside his door. 

DOWN ANGLE: Art, Eyes wide… dilated, jaw bloody and motionless, is being dragged by someone into the dark nearby bushes.  

int. bus – same moment

Jake’s head pops up from fiddling with the RADIO dial. He’s heard something but, through the window, sees only the Cadillac. He gets up… opens the bus door, steps down the stairs and…

ext. bus - continuous

…exits the bus. He stands motionless, staring into the night hearing only the regular NIGHT SOUNDS and the rumble of the Generator OS. He looks to one side…

JAKE’S POV: The GENERATOR and GAS TANK beside the station. 

Jake Shrugs and gets back in the bus. 

int. studio – CONTINUOUS

ON: Ed who glances toward the sound room window. He sees Duane suspiciously RUSH into the room. Duane is harried, sweating and mopping his brow. Ed looks to the CLOCK, which reads 7:58.

ed

Places everyone. Two minutes to show time.

The cast hustles into position, puts out their cigarettes, Dirk clears his throat… everyone is ready.

ON: The CLOCK. It reads 7:59. HOLD as the sweep second HAND approaches 7:59:55.

INTERCUT: CLOCK and the following MONTAGE of SHOTS:

ON: The cast looking each other over.

ON: Jake, listening in the bus with the RADIO dial lighted.

ON: Duane in the lighted sound booth counting down with his FINGERS… Five…Four…

ON: Mel, in the Chilly Spot, with Townies Dancing.

ON: Duane in the booth as he counts the final seconds… Three… Two… One. He PUNCHES the MASTER SWITCH. The board lights up.

ON: Duane, from the cast’s POV: Through the sound window. He jabs an index finger at them as the sound room lights go black. 

END INTERCUT:

ZOOM IN: Dirk with script, takes a deep breath and… 

dirk /narrator




(Using an American narrators voice)

… And now. Direct to your living rooms from the Atom Powered KYLR broadcast facilities in the heart of burgeoning Bagdad California… The final 2-hour episode of Los Angles KDMM’s award winning serial radio show… MURDER ON THE FRONT…

int. sound booth – continuous

Duane cue’s a RECORD and the SOUND of AIR RAID SIRENS, PROP FIGHTERS, people SCREAMING and MACHINE GUN FIRE fills the booth and continues over…

int. studio – continuous

PANNING the cast one by one, on a brightly lit stage… surrounded by pitch black. Then across the FX table. PAN: The spread of FX EQUIPMENT and HOLD: on the .38. SOUND FX CONTINUE…

ext. kylr radio station -- continuous

ON: Jake, in the bus, listening to the sound FX’s. He smiles, starts the bus and begins MOVING out of the lot. SOUND FX FADE…

WIDE MOVING SHOT: The bus’s headlights are bright cones of light on an ink black road moving away to the vanishing point, as….

dirk (narrators voice os)

When last we left Captain Rick Summers, he was unconscious, trapped in a steamer truck in the bowls of the great, Nazi warship… headed for the open sea…

Duane’s monologue fades with the dwindling bus.










FADE TO BLACK:

FADE UP:

ext. chilly spot – night

ON: The bus pulling into the truck stop. A few TRUCKS are in the lot. The place is brightly lit from the inside. Twangy COUNTY MUSIC (OS) fills the air, carrying over…  

ON: the bus as it pulls up next to a CA State TROOPER CAR. On the truck hatch is a DECAL that reads “CAR #6”

Jake exits the bus and stops for a beat or two noticing the Trooper Car. He frowns and heads into the diner.

int. chilly spot – continuous

Several of the townies are still there. Mel is at the counter with State Trooper BARNES, late 30’s, and desert tough. 

Jake approaches. Mel’s PLEASE to see him but has a serious expression on her face. The bar music comes down. 

jake

Mel. What’s going on?

barnes

Excuse me sir. This is official California State Trooper business. Please take a seat.

Jake doesn’t like to be dismissed by the “MAN” and shows it.

mel

It’s all right officer… he’s my friend, Jake. He’s a witness.

Barnes loosens up a bit.

jake

Witness to what?

barnes

You with those Radio Folks, from the city?

jake

Yeah. What of it?

  The trooper stiffens.

barnes

I don’t need no smart ass, Boy.

jake

Who you calling, BOY… Cracker?

They square off. The trooper strokes his holstered GUN. Mel jumps in to break it up. 

mel

Now you two boy’s can tussle outside all you want. But right now we got some serious issues to discuss, ain’t that right officer?

The Trooper settles down, but Jake still has his game face on. 

mel (cont)

The Trooper here wants to know what happened with those three drifters this afternoon. The ones I run off. 

jake




(looks to Mel, then 

the trooper)

Not very much. We come in here around 4 O’clock… them boys started rousting the women… Mel took care of it… they high tailed it outta here. That’s it. 

barnes

D’you see which way they drove off? Or get a plate number?

jake

Naw. I didn’t.

Jake gazes fondly at Mel… She BLUSHES from his warmth. Barnes notes the attraction. He opens a FOLDER, which contains three WANTED POSTERS of the Drifters 1,2&3.

barnes

These bad ‘ol boy’s broke outta a military stockade three days ago. We’re fixin to bring em back home.

mel

What are they wanted for?

The Trooper looks around to see who’s listening. The customers all turn quickly back to what they were doing.

barnes

Deserters… and murderers, Ma’am. They’re desperate… killed several innocent folks while escaping.

Mel puts her hand to her mouth in alarm. Jake moves to stand beside her.  The Trooper closes up his file, tips his hat.

barnes

Sounds like you may have pissed em off, Ma’am so be careful now. They ARE armed and still lurking about … and they will do ANYTHING to get to Mexico tonight if they can… so keep your eyes peeled.  

Barnes hands Mel a business card. He turns, nods respectfully to Jake and leaves the Diner. HOLD on Jake and Mel looking worried.

int. studio – night

ON: The cast, on stage, in the midsts of a scene.

ed/tom




(Tough P.I. style into the mic)

I’m not playing hide and seek. Where’s old man Ravenport. I demand to see him… RIGHT NOW!

ON: Brad and the FX table, works a DOOR prop, which he CREAKS open, then SLAMS it shut. 

dirk / Mr. ravenport     




(A different, stuffy voice)

I’m John Ravenport. And who the hell are you?

ed/tom

Tom Conroy. I’m a private investigator hired by your daughter to locate her missing fiancé, Captain Rick Summers.

dirk/ MR. ravenport

That’s preposterous. Summers isn’t missing. He’s in France, dropping bombs on the Nazi’s I would presume.

may/daughter




(Tearfully)

Oh, Father (bursts out in sobs)

dirk/ mr. ravenport

Martha, what’s going on here?

charlene/ Martha ravenport

(A matronly voice)

John. It’s Richard. He’s gone missing. The Air Force thinks he may have… may have… deserted. 

ed/tom 

Not just deserted, Ravenport. Gone over… to the bad guys. AND he was testing the new fangled bombsite YOUR Company developed when he and his crew just vanished.

int. sound booth - continuous

Duane cues up A RECORD… ominous MUSIC is heard. 

dirk/narrator (OS)

Is Capt Rick Summers truly a Nazi double agent? Will Tom Conroy PI solve the case? Stay tuned during this short word from our sponsors…

Duane cue’s ANOTHER RECORD. This time a goofy, local CAR COMMERCIAL can be heard. He flips the MASTER SWITCH. The lights go up in his booth. He flips a switch labeled PA and speaks into his board MIC. 

duane

Five minutes.

Duane exits the booth leaving the commercials playing.

int. studio – CONTINUOUS

The cast loosens up. Brad and Charlene take a seat. Ed follows May to a nearby WATER COOLER. Lola heads to the back hallway exit. May gets a paper CUP of water and returns to the stage.

dirk

Drivel. Pure Drivel. I can’t believe I’m imprisoned in this hackneyed hell.

ed

Hey, easy Dirk. It’s only a job.

dirk

Maybe for you, young man. You have a bright career a head of you. You have Hollywood to look forward to. A shining NEW career.   

ed

What do you know about…?

lola

Hey, Hey. Enough boys. I’m going for a pee. Anyone want to join me. 

May shakes her head NO. Lola continues OS through the back door. 

Ed carries back a CUP of water and offers it to Dirk, who declines, then to Brad, who nods THANKS. Brad accepts the cup and sips some water. Ed continues to his spot on stage.   

int. back hallway, rest room area – moments later

ON: Duane about to enter the Men’s room. 

lola (OS)

Hey, buddy, mention my name for a good seat.

Duane YELPS. He REELS to see Lola standing nearby. She saunters over to him. Duane is shaking, sweating and very intimidated. 

duane

Look… I don’t need no trouble from you lady. Let’s just forget about what happened. By-gones is by-gones, OK.

 lola

Listen here you little pervert. You’ll know the meaning of trouble when I get through with you. Once this little show is over. I’m gonna have a Pow Wow with ART.

(she pokes his chest, hard)

I’ll make sure you get FUCKED. Whaddya think a them apples?

Duane’s eyes go wide. He CRASHES into the Men’s room. Lola chuckles over her little joke. She enters the ladies room. 

int. MEN’S room – CONTINUOUS

Duane, sweating, terrified… pacing. He turns on the faucet… splashes his face. He comes up in the MIRROR; his expression is twisted with murderous resolve. 

duane

I ain’t goin back to prison. No fucking way.  

int. chilly spot – same night

Mel and Jake at the counter. MUSIC plays from her radio. 

Jakes thoughts are far away.  

mel

What’s wrong, Jake. Those guys wouldn’t dare come back here. Not with every Trooper in three States looking for them. 

jake

It ain’t that. I’m worried about my folks… out at the station.

Mel switches the radio station to KYLR. The COMMERCIALS are playing OS. The customers start grumbling and complaining. 

mel

Y’all settle down. A little culture ain’t gonna kill y’all. 

   (she smiles at Jake)    

jake

Damn girl… you’re a genius. Now, howz bout some a that apple pie and coffee. 

Mel pats Jake on the BUTT and scoots off for the pie.

int. sound booth – five minutes later

Duane rushes into the booth. He’s SOAKED and mops his brow with a HANDKERCHIEF, which he tosses ON: the TROPHY (HOLD a BEAT), checks his watch then motions to the cast on stage.  

int. studio – CONTINUOUS

The cast resumes their positions, all except Lola. The CLOCK ticks down to 8:28. Ed stares nervously toward the back hall door. HOLD several tense beats. Lola is conspicuously late. 

Brad, spies Duane acting nervously behind the sound window.

brad




(to Ed)

What’s eating him?

ed

What’s eating, Who?

Brad gestures with his head toward the sound window downing the water. Ed’s follows Brad’s eyes to Duane fidgeting in the booth. 

ed

I don’t know, Crabs maybe? Where the hell is Lola? She’s gonna blow it. 

lola (os)

Did someone say blow? 

ON: Lola at the back hall door. She takes her sweet time getting on stage, jiggling her hips, to the annoyance of everyone else.  

brad

Jezzus Lola. My big scene’s the end of the next act. Whaddaya doing in there all this time?

lola

Gotta pee a lot… girl troubles. Remind me to invite you next time. 

Brad, bristles but the others just laugh it off. 

ON: Duane in the booth. The commercial ends. Duane gives the countdown hand gesture. He points and the booth lights go out.

dirk/narrator

Welcome back listeners. When we left off, last. Tom Conroy Private Eye was confronting the powerful and rich John Ravenport…

ed/tom

Like I told the foreign office Ravenport. I don’t care who I have to step on… the little birds or the big, fat rich ones like you. I’m the one’s gonna crack this case… if it kills me.

ext. deserted highway – night  

ON: Trooper Barnes. His prowl car is running, parked nearby. The CHATTER of garbled police banter is heard from his car. 

He’s looking down at the burnt power / phone lines SPARKING and SIZZLING in the night. He turns to return to his car and…

The Three Drifters are waiting for him. They’re armed with GUNS. 

BLAM, BLAM. Drifter 1 shoots Barnes dead, in the chest. The shots ECHO across the empty desert.  

MOMENTS LATER: Barnes in his boxers and wearing a bloodstained t-shirt lies sprawled on the shoulder of the road. 

ON: The Drifters as they ROAR off in the cruiser. A road SIGN reads SOUTH RT-41. Station KYLR’s LIGHTS… evident in the far BG.

int. chilly spot – night

Mel and Jake at the counter. Jake has a half finished plate of apple PIE that he’s picking on and an empty cup of coffee. The show is still on and we hear voices OS FILTERED and tinny. 

lola/ helga (os)




(sexy German accent)

Zo how does it feel to be hunted by your own people, Captain Rick Summers?

brad/rick (os)

I say NUTS to you and the Fuehrer. You’ll never get me to tell you where the bombsite is hidden.

lola/ helga (os)

Perhaps zo… But it would be a great shame to have to keel such a handsome, brave pilot as yourself. I can make your life… how should I say… sooo much more pleasant.

brad /rick (os)

The only way I’m getting cozy with you, Frauline, is with my hands around your double-crossing throat.

SOUND OF OMINOUS MUSIC: DUN… DUN… DUH!!! (OS Over the radio) PAN TO: a gap tooth OLD CRONE leaning on a YOUNGER COWBOY. 

OLD CRONE

Hey Mel. Do we have to listen to that shit all night. Can’t we have a little music. I wanna dance a bit with my cowboy here.

Mel looks to Jake who shrugs. 

jake

Ok by me. Everything sounds fine.

Mel gets up and switches the station back to country MUSIC. 

The Old Crone and the Cowboy start dancing face to face. 

Some of the others CHEER and CLAP. Some join the dance floor.

int. studio – night

The cast on the stage. 

lola/ helga

You vill come around, Captain Rick Summers. As soon as Doctor Fritz throws the switch on his torture-ometer.

ed/ dr. fritz




(German Accent)

I have devised this torture device especially for stubborn American’s just as you, Rick Summers. 

DIRK closes a huge PROP SWITCH making the SOUND of a connection. At the same time Charlene turns on a STATIC BALL. The CRACKLING BUZZ of electricity can be heard.

Brad STOMPS around on the stage… like he’s being electrocuted. 

brad

AHHHHHHHHH, AHHHHHH. 

int. sound booth – continuous

Duane is at his board in the dark booth. He watches the cast through the sound proof window in their silent pantomime. Brad’s thrashing is disturbingly realistic… a grotesque silent movie.  

duane

Big Boys woulda loved you in Prison, you fucking daisy.  

 (then refers to Lola)

duane (cont)

And you. I’ve got something special in store for you too, miss hotty pants.

Duane opens the DRAW to his desk. We see a .38 REVOLVER… and a BOX of real BULLETS. Three shells are missing from the box. 

Through the glass, he aims the gun at the actors on stage.

HOLD a beat or two as he takes a bead on Lola.

int. studio -- continuous 

ON: Charlene turns off the FX. Brad quits stomping. His yelling trails off to WHIMPERS. He COUGHS softly once or twice.  

ed / dr. fritz

It is unbelievable. He has withstood twice as much current as any other man we have tortured with this device.

lola / helga

Enough of this foolishness… we will never get him to speak. Give me the gun. 

ON: Brad casually hands the PROP GUN to Lola. He coughs silently into his hand, like something’s in his throat. His face reddens.  

lola / helga

Good-by forever Captain Rick Summers of the US Air Force.

Nonchalantly she aims the gun at Brad. Oddly, Brad’s expression is mildly alarmed, like something caught in his throat.  

BLAM, BLAM, BLAM Lola fires the gun. Point blank at Brads chest. 

He staggers back with each shot, staggering off the stage. 

brad

Ahhhhhhgggggg.

He continues to groan and stagger toward the open lobby door. 

Charlene puts her hand to her mouth, she can’t tell if Brad is acting or not. May and Lola (still with the gun) roll their eyes over Brad’s hammy performance.

Ed is choking back the gaffs and can barely say his line.

ed / dr. fritz

My Gott. You’ve shot him.

Dirk grimaces and rubs his forehead as Brad disappears OS into darkened lobby area.

We hear the SOUND of CLATTERING LUMBER and a CRASH along with Brad GAGGING. Then… his gagging abruptly stops. 

int. sound room – continuous

ON: Duane is NOT in the lighted booth… his GUN is gone. PAN TO The soundboard LIGHTS automatically flick on as a FUNERAL PARLOR COMMERCIAL, already cued, mechanically plays over the next scene

int. studio – continuous    

All are laughing and giggling. Dirk continues to shake his head, in disbelief over Brad, as the commercial plays over…

All are looking at the darkened doorway expecting Brad to return. They wait several tense beats. Brad does not return. 

Ed and Lola wind down their guffaws. They look expectantly to the door. The others catch on. They register concern.

CLOSE ON: A BLOODY HAND claws the doorframe. 

Brad stumbles out of the dark. A bloody SMEAR across his chest… TILT UP: WHITE FOAMY saliva bubbles from his swollen lips.  

He stumbles another few steps… his knees buckle and he collapses BACKWARD onto the floor. He lies still, facing the ceiling.

The others are stunned to silence. The commercial continues a a few tense beats… Then the cast erupts into APPLAUSE and Cheers.

ed

Yeah Brad! Oscar… Oscar…

dirk




(Drolly, in his own voice)

Yes Bradley… quite an Oscar winning performance. Now hurry we only have five minutes for the break.

CLOSE: Brad doesn’t move. His blank eyes stare off into space.

may

I… I don’t think he’s breathing. Brad… Brad, stop this, this instant. 

Ed rushes over to Brad. He kneels beside him touching the blood on Brad’s shirt. He sniffs his fingers. Then he feels Brads neck for a pulse. (Funeral commercial still playing OS)

ed

Hey something’s wrong. He’s not breathing. This is real blood.

The others rush over, aghast. Lola REACTS terrified for the first time. She looks guiltily at the gun in her hands.  

dirk

There aren’t any bullet holes. His shirt should have bullet holes. 

Ed pats Brads still chest. His shirt is smeared. There are no bullet holes. He grabs the Prop Gun from Lola and pops the cylinder open, dumping the shells in his hand. 

INSERT: SIX SHELLS tumble into Ed’s hand… all have BLUE paint on the casings… three are spent, three are BLANKS. 

Everyone looks to each other, terrified but baffled too. 

Ed rolls Brad over. The women SCREAM. The back of Brad’s head glistens with blood. A SPIKE, still attached to the end of a 2X4, has pierced the back of his skull.  

May SCREAMS. Charlene faints but Dirk catches her. Ed’s expression is terse as he pockets the blanks. 

lola




(Upset… but relieved)

It wasn’t me. I didn’t kill him. It… it must have been an accident… He tripped… in the hallway. 

Everyone looks confused. A beat or two. (Commercial FADES)

may

What… what in God’s name is going on here?

ON: Dirk. 

dirk

It’s quite simple. God helped a fairy get his wings.

May and Lola, glower at Dirks comment.  He simply shrugs.

ed

Where’s Duane?

int. lobby – continuous

The cast rushes through the lobby. A dark, glistening pool of blood stains the carpet. They rush on down the hallway. 

Dirk stops, looks out into the parking lot. 

DIRKS POV: Through the glass door he notices that the bus is not where it was parked.

He hesitates a beat, a questioning expression on his face, then races to catch up with the others. 

int. sound room – continuous

ON: The cast peering in as ANOTHER COMMERCIAL begins to play on the record player OS. Duane is not in the booth.

ed

I’m calling the police.  

int. office - continuous

Ed and the others in the office. Ed tries the phone. He bangs the receiver several times. 

ed

It’s dead. No dial tone.

may

It must have been that power failure. Maybe it affected the phone.  

Lola rushes to the desk and snatches the phone from Ed. She tries it too. Her expression says it all. They are screwed. 

charlene

What shall we do? The break is almost over. 

dirk

I should think it’s obvious. 

Befuddled, they all turn to look at Dirk. 

dirk (cont)

I mean. It was obviously an accident. We can’t do anything for poor Bradley now. We need to go on with the show.

Lola, May and Charlene stare at Dirk as if he had horns.

charlene

What about the bus driver? We can send him for help. 

Dirk

The bus is gone. So is the driver. 

The others gape at Dirk like he’s told an off color joke. 

ed

He’s right. Jake went back to the truck stop just after we started. He won’t be back until after 10 at least.  

lola

What about that pervert, Duane? Where the hell is Duane? 

duane (os)

I’m right here. 

They all spin around in fright. Duane is standing in the office doorway… his GUN lolls in hand. In fear they stare at him.

duane

What… whats all the hubbub? Jeeze. McGee finds out you’re all in his office, I’m gonna get… 

ed

Shut up, Duane! Where the hell were you?

duane

What? I was down the hall. I heard a scream and ran down the back hall. 

(sees the prop gun)

What’s with the gun?

Ed, thinking fast, points the empty prop gun at Duane.

ed

Gimme your gun Duane. I don’t want to have to kill you. 

duane

Fat chance. That’s a prop gun.  

Ed steps right up to Duane and presses the prop gun directly against his head. 

ed

Yeah, but at this range even blanks will blow a hole in your head… Now give me the gun.

Duane, confused and frightened, thinks it over. He doesn’t want any trouble. He hands his gun to Ed. Everyone sighs with relief. 

int. lobby – several minutes later 

Duane and Ed in the lobby. Duane has the GLASS door open to the outside. Ed holds both guns on Duane.  

duane

This ain’t fucking fair. I didn’t do nothing. McGee finds out I left the premises, I lose my job. Maybe worse. Y’all said the dainty fella had an accident… he tripped and kilt his-self, right.

 ed

Right, that’s the way it looks but you’re still going for the police. McGee’s gone and you have the only vehicle. Now get going.

Duane looks at his gun in Ed’s hands. 

duane

What about my gun? When do I get my gun back? 

ed

When you get back with the police. Now lets go, I wanna make sure you’re taken care of before I join the others.

DUANE

Shoot. Christ on a crutch. 

Duane reluctantly exits the building. HOLD on Ed as he cautiously looks around… then follows Duane through the door. 

ext. deserted highway -- night  

ON: The corpse of Trooper Barnes. A pack of coyote’s is busily fighting and pulling at his cloths and flesh.

A few beats and high-powered SEARCH LIGHT illuminates the scene from OS. 

ON: ANOTHER TROOPER CAR pulling up to the site with LIGHT. 

The SOUND of several GUN SHOTS and the BLAST of nearby SAND scatters the scavengers into the night. 

ON: TROOPER 2… early 30’s, approaches guardedly from the car with his GUN drawn. He shakes his head in disgust. 

trooper 2

Sweet Jesus.

He looks DOWN into the SHOT… DRY HEAVING a few times. 

ON: Barnes’ face and throat… horribly chewed and bloody. 

Trooper 2 begins to heave… and up chucks his dinner.

MOMENTS LATER: TROOPER 2 leaning into his car, holding the RADIO handset. Gasping, he can barely utter his report. 

trooper 2

This is car 16 on the old south road 41… near pole marker 876. I think I found Joe Barnes… his car uniform and gun is missing… over.

int. ca trooper hq – continuous

TROOPER CAPTAIN JENSEN, 50’s, rugged and no nonsense, stands beside the FEMALE DISPATCHER on a RADIO SET.

INTERCUT HQ and DESERTED HIGHWAY 

dispatcher 

This is dispatch… Rodger. Found Barnes… car is missing.

capt. jensen

Trooper, this is Captain Jensen. What do you mean, you think you found Trooper Barnes?

Trooper 2 turns and takes a half-glance at the body again. 

trooper 2

I mean… I think I can’t tell. 

At HQ. STATIC over the radio for several ominous beats.

capt. jensen (OS)

Any sign of the three deserters?

WIDE SHOT: Trooper 2 on the deserted highway, illuminated in the dual cones of his car lights. NOTHING around for miles but the island of KYLR’s parking lights in the far BG. END INTERCUT.

trooper 2

Nothing… except that radio station K-Y-L-R. 

int. studio – moments later

Ed enters the studio seeing the others scattered on the stage. He sees Brad’s body covered with a canvas work SMOCK.

dirk

It was the civilized thing to do.

Ed nods and joins the rest. May indicates the clock reads 8:59. 

may

One minute to show time. What are we going to do? 

dirk

I’m not in the next scene. I’ll trip the master switch… then come back on stage.

charlene

Are we really going through with this? I mean… Poor Brad.

Overcome, Charlene pulls out her flask and takes a long gulp. She doesn’t care who sees her now. The others stare at her. 

She looks around, then hands Lola the flask. Lola takes it and gulps down a shot. Lola (eye make-up running) hands it to May who takes a slug passing it to Ed and Dirk who do the same.

dirk




(Walking toward the lobby door)

That settles it. Brad had no more parts to play, anyway. It’s on with the show.

He exits out through the lobby side door. The others take their places on the stage. Lola smears her make up dabbing her eyes.  

A moment later, Dirk appears through the sound booth window. He counts down 5…4…3… (Turns off the commercials)… 2…1. The sound booth light window goes black.

dirk/ narrator (os)

And now radio audience. Welcome back to the final half of Murder on the Front.  We left off in a poor state of affairs. Captain Rick Summers has been brutally murdered by Helga. The fate of the war… In fact the fate of the world rests on the broad shoulders of Tom Conroy, Private Eye…

Ed returns the prop gun to the table. Lola sniffles her lines. 

lola/helga

You see, Doctor Fritz. Captain Rick Summers was not so hard to kill. I have accomplished in two days, what the entire German SS could not accomplish during the whole war.

ed/dr. fritz

Yes Frauline Helga. But we now have a vast mystery on our hands… I must report to the Fuehrer.  

Ed STOMPS his feet, heavily on the stage, like walking away. May works the DOOR prop. She slams it shut with a resounding THUD.

Ed holds up a pack of cigarettes and shows May. She nods. Ed exits the studio through the lobby door, for a smoke.

charlene




(German maids accent)

Mistress Helga. The murder of Rick Summers will NOT be taken lightly. Be ware… your life is in danger. 

int. lobby area – continuous

ON: Ed SIGHS heavily. He lights a cigarette and gazes out into the darkened parking lot through the glass door. He STIFFENS.  

ED POV: Duane’s TRUCK! It’s STILL THERE but in a slightly NEW position from before. Duane is nowhere to be seen. 

Ed spins back to the studio door. He then notices that the red “ON AIR” studio light is lit and the door is closed. 

int. studio – continuous

Lola, Dirk, Charlene and May are on the stage. They’re speaking their lines (unintelligible). Lola finishes her lines and… 

Lola leaves the secure cone of stage light and moves off through the darkened back hallway door toward the bathroom. 

Moments later, May finishes also. She steps off the stage… and follows through the same darkened back hallway door.

Dirk and Charlene continue together on the stage in the bright safety of the stage lights. 

int. ladies room – continuous

Lola enters and stops before the mirror. She grabs a towel and wipes her tear streaked face make up… and dabs at her cheek. 

Still sniffling, she hoists up her dress revealing her legs. She notices wrinkles in her nylon hose and REACTS “OH DAMN!”  

int. wall space – continuous

SHAKY POV: Someone is spying on Lola through the peephole. As she smoothes her stockings from the ankle up to the thigh she inadvertently reveals her panties, garters and hose. 

She starts on the other one when the SOUND of a low RUSTLING startles her. She rushes up to the peephole and peers in. 

int. ladies room – CONTINUOUS

Lola peers through the peephole. She straitens up, angered. 

lola

Duane? You wicked little pervert. You were supposed to go for the sheriff. 

 (she grins mischievously)

Well if it’s a little show you want then I guess I’m the gal to give it.  

Lola, facing the peephole, begins to HUM a sexy tune. As an act of defiance, she begins an erotic, taunting flash dance. 

ON: Lola (in the BG) dancing, from behind. A shadowy figure, out of focus, moves into the FG, behind her.

Startled at first, Lola turns to face the intruder then grins seductively.

lola

Well… How long have you been… 

ON A sudden flash of MOVEMENT and Duane’s bowling TROPHY, held in a work gloved HAND, smashes down on the crown of her head. 

Lola goes down hard, on the floor… crawling. She desperately gropes for the door. 

ON: The trophy arching through the air again… and again… and again… with the SOUND of a mallet TENDERIZING a roast beef. Bright red arterial blood splatters the walls and the mirror. 











WIPE TO:

MOMENTS LATER:

ON: the closed stall door to the toilet. Lola’s LEG’S can be seen under the stall door. It appears she’s on the john.

SLOW ZOOM: On Lola’s leg. A sinuous finger of vivid BLOOD trickles down her calf, pooling at her shoe.

A RUSTLE of clothing… The shadow crosses the frame, quickly.

HOLD ON: the rest room door as it slowly, silently closes.

int. chilly spot – night

A few stragglers are still dancing. Jake and Mel at the counter. She offers him another cup of coffee.

jake

Naw. Thanks Mel. No more for me or I’ll be up all night.

mel

Wouldn’t be such a bad thing.

He REACTS,gleefully surprised as a little boy on Christmas.

jake

What you getting at, girl?

She cozy’s up beside him and gives him a kiss on the cheek. 

mel

What I’m saying is I think it’s time for “last call”. Why don’t you join me for a nightcap? I got a cozy trailer out back… all the comforts of home.

Jake looks at his watch. It reads “8:58”.

jake

Hey Baby. There ain’t nothing I’d like better than to join you for a night cap, ‘cept its getting late. I gotta go pick up them radio folks in a hour and a half. 

Mel

Hour and a half. Boy, it’ll only take you 20-30 minutes to drive to the station even in that ‘ol bus. We got time enough.

She strokes his cheek. Jake jumps up and ROUSTS the stragglers.

jake

LAST CALL. Pack em up… take em home.

He gives her a short kiss on the lips.

int. studio -- night

Ed enters the studio from the Lobby side door. He stamps a cigarette and waves to Charlene and Dirk on the stage in the midst of their scene. Dirk nods to him but continues his lines.  

Ed does an eye pan from the stage to the darkened crew area in front of the stage. He hoists his shoulders with outward palms, questioning Dirk as to the whereabouts of May and Lola. 

Without breaking his lines, Dirk responds by squatting twice, and pointing to the back hallway door. 

Ed nods his understanding with a sigh of relief and sits down to watch Dirk and Charlene complete their scene. 

Ed glances up at the wall clock. He notices the time is 8:59. 

With his hands he indicates a BREAKING MOTION to Dirk and Charlene. Both understand it’s almost INTERMISSION time.

ON: Dirk and Charlene at the mic’s. Their VOICES come up. 

dirk / Mr. ravenport

…It would seem we have no choice, Martha. We have to pay the ransom.

CLOSE ON: The SCRIPTS in RADIO FORMAT with the corresponding character labels. We closely follow the dialogue as Dirk reads MR. RAVENPORT and Charlene reads MRS. RAVENPORT’S lines. 

charlene/ MRS. Ravenport (VO)

But John, we don’t even know if Rick is still alive. (pause) What’s this, this package on your desk?

dirk/Mr. Ravenport (VO)

I don’t know. The butler brought it in. He said it was delivered, several hours ago. It’s addressed to our daughter.

charlene /mrs. ravenport (VO)

Shall we open it? I mean… just in case?

dirk/ Mr. ravenport (VO)

I don’t see why not. After all she is our daughter. Give it here.

ON: The script page we see a SOUND CUE for “TEAR PAPER”

ON: Dirk as he picks up a sheet of BUTCHER PAPER and begins to TEAR it loudly to shreds by the mic. 

ON: Charlene’s SCRIPT as Dirk’s TEARING continues (OS). We see just below the SOUND CUE on the page, a DIALOGUE BLOCK for Mrs. Ravenport. The dialogue reads “BLOOD CURDLING SCREAM”

ON: Dirk as he finishes TEARING.

ON: Charlene. ZOOM in as she takes a huge breath to scream.

SUDDENLY… a BLOOD CURDLING SCREAM (OS). 

Charlene, shocked, is caught open mouthed. It isn’t her screaming…

FLASH PAN: May is SCREAMING at the back door. ZOOM in on May’s horror-struck face… her screams turn to heaving SOB’S as she collapses to the floor.

ON: Ed, races across the studio to attend to May. 

ON: Dirk, coolly, finishes his lines from the script.

dirk/Mr. ravenport

My God. It’s a finger. It’s Rick Summer’s finger. I recognize the Yale School ring.

Charlene rushes to comfort May. 

ON: Dirk as he suspiciously rushes down off the stage and out the opposite, lobby side door.

ON: May, Charlene and Ed. May is sobbing, hysterically, she can only POINT to the darkened hallway.  

Ed turns, sees the empty stage. His eyes strafe the studio. HOLD on the dark sound room WINDOW.

ed

Where’s Dirk. Where the fuck is Dirk?

A tense beat or two… then the sound room LIGHT flashes on. Dirk is in the booth. Another beat and MOONLIGHT SERENADE begins playing. 

Ed breathes a sigh of relief. He turns to May. 

may




(sobbing, can barely speak)

Eddy. It’s Lola… someone’s… I think she’s been hurt, in the ladies room. 

ed

Charlene, stay with May. 

Ed pulls Duane’s GUN. He pops the cylinder and checks SIX REAL LOADS, snaps it shut, then races into the back hallway.     

int. back hallway, rest room area – continuous

Ed, gun drawn, reaches the Ladies room door, just as Dirk appears from the other direction. Dirk holds Duane’s bowling trophy over his head like a weapon. 

Surprised, Ed flashes the pistol directly in Dirks face… sees the trophy raised. Dirk REACTS: Horrified. 

Ed REACTS: Sudden recognition that its Dirk. He tilts the gun away to the great relief of Dirk. Dirk lowers the BOWLING TROPHY. Ed gapes at it dubiously. Dirk shrugs sheepishly. Both, cautiously enter the ladies room.

int. ladies room – moments later

ON: Lola, dead. Propped on the john in the OPEN stall… eyes wide empty and dilated. A stream of shimmering crimson streaks her head, face, arm and leg. Dark, sticky blood pooled at her shoe.

PULL BACK: Dirk and Ed. Ed closes the stall door. 

dirk


(Gruff American accent)

Shit. She’s as dead as last fuckin’ Christmas.

CLOSE ON: Ed REACTS to Dirks sudden unexpected accent change 

ed

What the fuck happened to your upper crust English accent, Dirk?

dirk

It’s Hollywood, sonny. Everyone is really some one else… besides we’ve got bigger problems than a phony Limey accent. 

DIRK absently gestures, WITH THE TROPHY, toward the body. 

Ed notices the trophy’s marble base drips with BLOOD. He stares at it and slowly brings the gun to bear on Dirk.

ed

Where did you get that?

Dirk follows Ed’s gaze to his own hand and the bloody trophy. He YELPS and drops it to the floor with a HEAVY CLANG. 

dirk

Jeezus Christ… I just grabbed it…  now from inside the sound booth. 

Ed stares at Dirk. As we close in on Ed’s eyes…

MEMORY FLASHBACK: Ed’s POV. He’s looking at Dirk and Charlene on the stage, doing their lines…  EYE PAN as May comes racing into the studio from the opposite, back Hallway door. She’s screams (in silent mime) and collapses on the floor. DISSOLVE TO:

CLOSE ON: Ed’s eyes as we pull back. 

ed

Yeah. Yeah. OK. But that means we have a killer running free somewhere around here. One more thing, it seems, Duane never really left. 

Dirk cocks his head, eyebrow raised in a quizzical fashion. 

int. studio – continuous 

Intermission MUSIC echo’s low (OS) around the station. Dirk, Ed, May and Charlene discuss the situation.

ON: The Lobby door blocked… the back hallway DOOR is blocked too

ed

First we thought Brad was just an accident. Now Lola’s dead. There’s NO question these were murders. 

may

Duane. It has to be Duane. Brad made him very nervous… and he was constantly staring and groping Lola. We caught him peeping on us through a little hole in the wall.

dirk




(Uses English accent from here on)

I don’t understand. I thought you sent him for the sheriff. 

ed

I did. But when I went for a smoke I noticed that his truck was back… in a different spot. He must have circled back. 

may

That means he’s still here. There must be some way we can call for help. 

ed

The phones are dead. We don’t know how long the generators will last either.

charlene

I wish we could at least stop that awful music. It’s going out on the airwaves. 

Dirk and Ed get the same idea and race to the stage mic’s.

NOTE: Dirk uses his phony English Accent through the end. 

ed 

Attention, Attention… Emergency. To anyone within the sound of my voice… send help immediately to station KYLR… I repeat, Emergency. There have been several murders. Send Help….

Ed repeats the call for help. The women and Dirk, look hopeful for the first time since the ordeal began. 

int. MEL’S trailer – same time

Mel and Jake under the covers, naked. Mel has a look of post coital relaxation as she lies comfortably in Jakes arms. The RADIO plays soft BIG BAND MUSIC. 

mel

That was fine. I don’t know why I played so hard to get, pumpkin. 

jake




(Sits up. Playfully)

Pumpkin! What kinda name is that for a grown man.

Mel giggles and pinches Jake on the butt. He eases up off the bed, covering his groin with a pillow. 

jake


(looks outside)

It got real dark outside. It must be late. Those folks are probably wondering were I been at. 

Mel rolls over and switches her radio DIAL to KYLR. 

She hears the Intermission Music being broadcast, then switches it back to soft big band station.

mel

See? Nothing to worry about, it’s still intermission.

jake

Guess we got at least another 45 minutes… at least. 

He climbs back into bed and they begin kissing. 

int. studio – same moment   

ON: All on stage. Ed stands at one of the mic’s. He looks to Dirk, Charlene and May.  

ed

We can take turns. Every 2-3 minutes we can repeat the call for help. Somebody MUST be listening. 

May is looking at the LIGHTED sound room window. She appears to be pondering something. She slowly points to the window. 

charlene

What is it dear? 

may

Dirk. Didn’t Duane say the soundboard is automated… that when the mic’s are on… the lights go out in the booth at the same time.

dirk

Yes. That’s correct.

may

Well… look… 

They all spin around to gape OS. 

ON: The sound room WINDOW. The Lights are ON. One Intermission tune fades as ANOTHER TUNE comes up. 

dirk

Damn it all. In all the confusion I forgot to set the mic’s ON again. No one’s heard our plea for help.

Charlene removes her flask and tips it to her lips. She shakes it toward the floor. NOTHING comes out… her reserves are gone.

ed

We have to get into the booth. We have to turn on the mic’s. It’s our only chance to call out for help.

Charlene

What if Duane… What if he’s still here? 

ON: Dirk. Who walks to the PROP TABLE and picks up the .38 PROP GUN. He carries it over to Ed. 

dirk

How many bullets do you have?

ed




(Checks the cylinder)

Six, shots. 

dirk

Give me three. At least one of us can make it to the booth before that cretin catches us.

ed

Are you kidding? How do I know you’re not involved in this, too? 

dirk

That’s preposterous. I was on stage when all this happened.

ed

What about the trophy… in the Ladies room. 

dirk




(Flustered) 

I… I told you. I grabbed it in Duane’s office. What about you… You were out… having a smoke.

may

He beat her with the trophy?

Ed nods his head, but not willing to share the gory details.

ed

That’s ridiculous. You all saw me go into the FRONT lobby. 

charlene

May. May left… just behind Lola.

Three sets of accusatory eyes focus on May. 

may

Are you all going crazy? I found her… in there… (Chokes) like that… I was her friend. 

Everyone, in unison, turns to Ed. He holds up Duane’s GUN.

ed

Everyone shut up. We have to get into that booth and turn on the mic’s… and we’re going together… I don’t want anyone outta my sight.

HOLD: Ed’s game face and gun fixes all in a tight group. 










CUT TO:

int. sound room – later

ON: The intermission record PLAYER. The arm is almost at the end of the TRACK. The Intermission MUSIC is still playing.

PULL BACK: Ed seated in the sound booth. 

PAN TO: May, Charlene and Dirk looking on from the doorway. 

Ed lifts the arm and set’s it back in it’s cradle. He flips the master SWITCH. Instantly the booth goes dark and the board LIGHTS switch from RED to GREEN. 

ed

We should be live again. C’mon 

may

But we can broadcast right from here can’t we? 

ed

We can, but it’s not as safe here or in the dark hallway.

dirk

Yes. I believe it will be safer in the studio… we can more easily cover the doors until help arrives

int. studio – continuous

Ed at the mic. Dirk, May and Charlene cautiously watch the studio DOORS, closed but not blocked.  

ed




(On a mic)

Attention… anyone within the sound of my voice.

int. MEL’S TRAILER – same time

ON: Mel’s RADIO. Jakes HAND twirls the dial to KYLR. Only the sound of STATIC fills the trailer.  

ON: Jake, standing near the radio. He has his pants on but no shirt. Mel is still in bed. 

jake

That’s strange. 

mel

What is?

He gestures to the Radio. 

mel

You sure you have the right station?

jake


(matter of fact)

Yeah… nothing but dead air. Something musta went wrong with the transmitter. I better get out there and tell ‘em. 

He begins putting his shirt on. Mel reaches to her END TABLE and grasps a set of KEYS. She extends them to Jake. 

mel

Jake…?

HOLD on Mel. A concerned expression on her face… 

ext. chilly spot – SEVERAL moments later

Jake, in Mel’s truck, speeding out onto the darkened highway. 

int. mel’s truck -- continuous

MOVING: Jake at the wheel driving. 

He snaps on the RADIO and fiddles with the DIAL until he finds KYLR. Only the ominous hiss of STATIC from the speaker.

jake

Damn. 

And drives on into the desert.

ext. deserted highway – night

LOW ANGLE – CLOSE: From behind on the tail end of a California State Trooper’s CAR idling in the FG. Too low to see inside the car but we can see A DECAL on the trunk that reads “CAR #16”. 

HORIZONTAL PAN: In the vast sea of the desert night a bright patch of LIGHT, out of focus, is visible like an island in BG.

HOLD for two beats. Then the car slowly rolls away and down the road into the BG toward the patch of light. 

The FOCUS resolves, and the patch of light becomes the exterior parking lot LIGHTS of isolated Station KYLR’s in the distance.

The trooper car is headed toward it. The interior is too dark to see who is driving. The car sinks below a RISE like a shark. 

int. studio – night

Ed, Charlene, Dirk and May sitting, scattered, on the stage. 

ed

Now all we have to do is wait. Either someone’s heard our call or Jake should be back in about an hour. 

dirk

If that fiend, Duane doesn’t get to us first.

ON: Charlene who is sobbing quietly. May goes to comfort her

may

Oh, Charlene.

charlene

How did this happen? How did we get into this horrible situation?

They all look at each other, thinking this over.

ed

Just plain bad luck. Duane didn’t seem too stable to begin with and  Lola just set him off. I mean after all… she did have a talent for pissing folks off.  

At that comment Charlene begins sobbing a little harder. 

may

Maybe, but what about Brad?

dirk

Just an accident… we all saw it.

may

What if it weren’t?

ed

What are you driving at?

may

The light in the sound booth goes off automatically when we go on air.

dirk

Yes, Yes I’ve said that already.

may

He could have left the booth and we’d never have known. He could have easily killed Brad in the lobby AND Lola in the ladies.

As Ed listens to May, his wheels turning. 

dirk

That’s preposterous. How could he possibly know Brad would do that… ham it up and stumble out into the lobby? Duane may be many things but I’m certain, clairvoyant is NOT one of them.

ed

(after several contemplative beats)

He wouldn’t have to be… He may have just been opportunistic. Brad was alone when he got killed… and so was Lola. 

may

That’s what I mean. If it were just a crime of passion, then Lola would have most likely been first, and not second. 

ed

They were killed in the same order that each one went off alone. 

charlene





(to May)

But you followed Lola out of the studio just before… you know. Where did you go?

 (turns accusingly to May) 

may

When I went into the Dressing Room I saw Lola enter the Ladies… You did say she was killed with Duane’s trophy. Isn’t it plain? 

dirk

Pure providence?

may

What I’m saying is that if she went to the dressing room and I’d gone to the Ladies instead, I’d likely have been the next victim.

ed

Makes sense. He couldn’t risk attacking both of you… not in separate rooms, twenty feet apart.

dirk

But that would imply a plot of some sort… premeditation. Why would someone we’ve never met plot to murder six perfect strangers?

charlene

But we’re not perfect strangers. Except for Ed who joined us two days ago, we’ve all been together on this tour, two weeks already.

dirk


  (Dismissive)

A crazed, dimwitted yokel… with a  murderous yen for traveling radio personalities? Not bloody likely. 

may

Charlene may be on to something, though. Maybe we’re all related in some way that we just don’t know.

ed

That can’t be it. You don’t know each other outside this tour and I just met you all a few days ago. 

There are no other connections

dirk


(Hesitating)

Ummm. Hmmm. That’s not exactly true, Edward. May and I have a previous, let us say, a prior bond before this tour.

May frets over Dirks revealing her seedy past, to Ed. Dirk looks to May, smiles and shakes his head “NO” choosing discretion. 

dirk (cont)



(to Ed)

And you and I are somewhat linked; however I’m sure you’re not aware of the connection.

ed

What are you talking about? I’ve never met you before, this week.

may

The big movie part… the one you’ve been bellyaching over for the past two weeks… A younger actor got that role.

dirk





(To Ed)

The one you’ve been in secret talks with Big Pictures Studio’s.

ed




(Stunned)

What? How could you possibly know about that… 

dirk

The part was originally mine. I’m in the process of suing the studio over breach of contract. The same breach that brought you into the picture in the first place. If I win it will cost the studio a cool million… but if I were to have an unfortunate accident… 

ed

That doesn’t add up. Then why kill Lola or Brad. Why kill anyone, except you?

charlene

A ruse. I was in a movie like this, once.  The others were murdered so the villains could cover their true motive… It was made look like an act of random violence.  

ed

But I’m a witness. They’d have to kill me, too. How could the studio profit from my death? How do I fit into this?

may

Publicity? Imagine the publicity if all of us were murdered in horrible ways, by some seemingly crazed individual… all of us BUT you… who somehow survived to actually MAKE the picture.

 ed

Look, I think we’re letting our imaginations run away with ourselves. This is really too far-fetched. 

dirk

Is it? Tell us, how did you become involved with our little no nothing troupe in the first place?

They all stare at Ed, expectantly. A beat… his brow wrinkles as the horrible realization hits him like a ton of bricks.

ed

The Executive Producer on the movie. He suggested I get out of town for a few days while they… ironed out some contract issues.

PAN and HOLD a beat on each jaw dropping face. Then HOLD: On Ed. 

ed

   (a beat, then to Dirk)

I swear I didn’t know anything about your dispute with the studio. They never told…

ON: Dirks’ tense expression softens to a broad warm grin, he throws a fatherly arm around Ed’s shoulder. 

dirk

(Pats Ed’s shoulder, reassuringly)

Don’t worry, Edward. I’m convinced of your innocence, my boy.   

may

But how can you be so sure. 

dirk

Charlene, in that movie, how did they convince the world that the real killer was innocent? 

charlene

They shot him… it was nearly fatal.

Dirk turns and gestures, open handed, to May

dirk

So you see. Only an imbecile or a true psychotic would willingly agree to be shot or maimed… and Edward, my boy, you appear to be neither demented nor stupid. 

HOLD: ED’s internal wheels grind for several beats. Suddenly his expression abruptly CHANGES, brightening as a new thread spins.

ed

Yeah… Yeah. But this means we have to capture Duane and force him to confess his part to the police.

charlene

Capture Duane… ARE YOU MAD? Why not just wait for the police?

ed

Because if May and Dirk are right about this, Jakes has to die too. Duane would be out there waiting to ambush him when he returns.  Dirk, give me the prop gun. 

Ed takes the PROP GUN from Dirk. He flips open the cylinder and loads three bullets from his pocket. He hands the gun to Dirk.

   ed

Charlene and May, stay here. We have to check the back rooms. I’ll go this way, Dirk you go around through the lobby area. We’ll meet at the sound room.

Dirk nods, he looks shaky as they all do. Charlene frets. May, now overwhelmed, grabs Ed and kisses him deeply on the lips. 

Ed REACTS first surprised… then AWKWARD before the others.

may

Be careful, Eddy. 

ed




(Nods to May)

And Dirk. I recommend you shoot first and ask questions later.

Dirk, gives him a short, fretful nod. Charlene and May, step up to the mic’s.

may

We’ll keep broadcasting the help call. You’ll be able to hear us throughout the station if there’s trouble in hear.   

Dirk pats Ed on the back. They move off in opposite directions.

ext. kylr back parking lot – same time

LOW ON: A State Troopers car #16, parked, idling on the passenger side of Art’s car. The buzz of Police CHATTER (unintelligible) can be heard from inside.

ON: a MAN dressed in STATE TROOPER UNIFORM leaning in trough the broken drivers WINDOW of the Cadillac. We cannot see if it is a Trooper 2 or Drifter #1 wearing Trooper Barnes bloody uniform. 

int. art’s office – continuous

ON: The back WINDOW, which faces the back station lot. It’s, backlit, from the lights outside. A SILHOUETTE darts across the frame in the FG as May’s voice (OS FILTERED) carries over…

may (filtered os)

Attention, Hello if anyone can hear us. We are trapped inside station K-Y-L-R…

The Silhouette moves close to the window and REACTS startled to see a Trooper, outside in the BG, poking in Art’s car.  

may (cont. filtered OS)

…We are being stalked by a madman who has already murdered two people…  

Rapidly, the Silhouette, wearing work GLOVES, removes Art’s RIFLE from the rack, quickly LOADS two shot gun SHELLS and… 

… Stealthily opens the window enough to poke the muzzle through. We see the shotgun is aimed directly at the Troopers back. 

may (CONT filtered OS)

If anyone can hear me please call the police immediately.  

The shadowy figure COCKS the SHOTGUN.

ext. back parking lot – continuous

ON: the Trooper, hearing the rifle COCK pulls his head out of Art’s car. We see it is Trooper 2. He moves toward the window. 

TROOPER 2’s POV: The darkened window… a shotgun edges out. 

SLO MO: Trooper 2 fumbles for his sidearm. The realization has come too late. He tries to hit the dirt.

ON: The muzzle of the shotgun FLARES, ROARING like a cannon the blast strike the Trooper in the chest. 

ON: Trooper 2 is BLOWN through the air with tremendous force. He lands crumpled beside the truck of his car. END SLO MO:

int. office – continuous

ON: The door flies open and a MAN with a hand GUN is silhouetted by the dim hallway back lighting.  A beat and the SHOTGUN FLARES again. 

In the brief strobe of the muzzle FLASH… we see it’s victim is Dirk as he’s violently blown against the far hallway wall. 

int. studio – continuous

May and Charlene, at the mic, have not heard a thing.   

 may

Well that ought to do it. We just sit back and wait. I’m sure the police can handle this just fine. 

int. back hallway, office area -- continuous 

CLOSE ON: Dirk crumpled against the wall. His eyes are rolling from shock… breathing sporadically. His chest is a bloody mess. 

A beat and Ed rushes into the frame from OS and throws himself down beside the dying man. Dirk appears delirious from shock. 

ed

Jeezus, Dirk….

Dirk opens his eyes… too close to death to speak. His eyes, unfocused and delirious roll toward Ed. Ed looks frantically both ways down the darkened hallway. 

With great effort, Dirk drags the loaded PROP GUN across his bloody chest, seemingly points it at Ed. 

CLOSE ON: Dirks FINGER tightens on the trigger… BLAM, BLAM he fires POINT BLANK at ED’s chest… WITH NO EFFECT!

TILT UP: Dirks wide, unbelieving eyes… is Ed superhuman?   

ed




(oddly flat)

Sorry, Dirk…  I couldn’t possibly trust you with real bullets, now could I? 

INSERT FLASHBACK: Ed loading the BLANKS from his POCKET.  

Ed grabs the prop gun. Dirk’s hand resists. Ed gently pulls the gun free. He pats Dirk shoulder… then rushes off down the hall. 

HOLD on Dirk. His breathing gets progressively shallow. In a few beats he stops breathing, sighing a death rattle. He slumps to one side, eyes flutter shut.  

int. mel’s truck – same time

MOVING on a DARK HIGHWAY

Jake at the wheel. RADIO is still playing STATIC. He looks ahead down the dark empty road. KYLR is not in sight. He SLAMS the steering wheel, and punches the accelerator to the floorboard.  

int. studio – night

Ed bursts in from the Lobby Door side… and slams it shut. Hands bloody, he trudges forward, almost stumbling over Brad’s body.   

May and Charlene look started. 

Ed approaches, coming closer, holding both Duane’s handgun and the prop gun chillingly aimed in their direction.

May and Charlene panic, suspecting Ed may shoot them. 

ed

It’s Dirk. He’s been shot… dead. 

may

Oh my God!

Charlene’s hand goes to her mouth. She faints, collapsing into a heap on the stage. May kneels to help her as Ed reaches the 

stage.

may

We didn’t hear any shots.

Ed, breathing rapidly from the shock and exhaustion. 

ed



The studio… Sound proofed.

ON: May beside Charlene. She eye pans around the sound proof studio. She looks at Ed and nods her understanding. 

ed

Duane… was waiting for him… in the office… with the Art’s shotgun. I forgot about the damn shotgun… God damn all. It’s my fault.

Ed appears shaken, remorseful. He slams his hand on the stage. 

May, sees that Charlene is coming round. She steps beside Ed and puts her arm around him in a comforting gesture. 

may

Ed. Oh Ed… maybe someone heard the broadcast, maybe they’ll send the police.

ed

May… there’s more. I saw a Trooper out back through the office window… he’s been shot, too. 

HOLD: On May as full terror erupts on her face. TILT DOWN to her hands, which are clutched tightly together. 










DISSOLVE TO:

10 MINUTES LATER: On May’s hands, tightly clasped. Ed, May and Charlene, who has revived, contemplating their situation. 

Ed is still upset, and broods over Dirk’s death. Charlene is pale but aware. May is the sturdiest of the three survivors.

may

We have to get to the troopers car… we may be able to call for help… or find the keys.

charlene




    (Terrified)

Didn’t you hear Ed? A maniac is still lurking somewhere around here with a loaded shotgun. It’s too dangerous.

may

It’s too dangerous to stay. If we remain here, we’re sitting ducks. We’ve got to make a break. 

charlene

What about the call for help

may

No one else has come except that Trooper. It may be hours before they send someone to find him, Ed, what do you say?

Ed, weary, guilt ridden, nods his approval as he trudges to the PROP TABLE. He carefully WIPES Dirks blood off the gun. 

ed

Yeah. I’m for making a break.

Ed hands May a gun. It’s not clear if its Duane’s or the Prop .38

ED




  (Gently)

You don’t really know how to use this do you? 

May awkwardly takes the gun… looks it over… peers into the business end. She’s totally unfamiliar with how to use it. 

may

How hard can it be… just point and shoot.

Ed grins crookedly. 

ext. parking lot – night

SOUNDS of the NIGHT DESERT fill the air under a starlit but moonless night. 

Ed and May, armed with the two guns, Charlene between them, cautiously inch out of the lobby door and into the dusty parking lot.

They see Duane’s TRUCK… parked a few yards away, dark and ominous.

charlene





(Whispering)

Where’s the police cruiser?

ed

It’s out back, behind the station. We get to the truck first… then make our way over to the cruiser.

Tense. Crouching. Three sets of eyes, scour the surrounding shadows and bush. They break for the truck.

FOLLOWING: Exposed, they race across the open space. Ed and May make it to safety… but Charlene stumbles into the dirt. 

Charlene 

Ohhhh.  

Ed and May… turn, see Charlene down and scan the area.

MAY’S POV SHOTS: Every nook, cranny, shadow and bush is a potentially lethal ambush spot.

Ed, scurries back to help Charlene. He brings her to cover. 

ON: Duane’s truck. Ed covers, while May opens the door. She reaches into the dark cab… scrambling for keys or anything that can help them or be used as a weapon.

She pulls out a soft-core, 1947 DETECTIVE MAGAZINE. The cover shows a SHADOWY FIGURE terrifying a voluptuous platinum BLOND… her skirt hiked up… panties, garters and stockings exposed.

She shows it to Ed and Charlene who eye it angrily. She throws it back in the cab, further evidence of Duane’s guilt. 

May looks toward the police cruiser. She sees Art’s CAR on the far side in the BG.

 may

Look, Ed. Isn’t that’s the station manager’s car? It’s Art’s Caddy.

Ed, May and Charlene look to each other. The sinking realization that Art never made it shows in their doomed reactions.

ed 

That clinches it. Duane had to kill him too. We have to get to the cruiser and get out of here.

Hand shaking, Charlene pulls her flask out. She remembers its’ empty… and throws it in the bushes.

charlene

I… I don’t think I can make it.

She looks down. Ed and May follow her gaze. TILT DOWN: Charlene’s knee is bloody and scraped pretty bad.  

ed

May, you stay with Charlene. I’ll get over to the cruiser. Keep your eyes peeled. 

ON: The Trooper CAR. RADIO CHATTER (OS) from the car, fills the air. Ed rushes into the shot. He dives between the two cars, taking cover. He looks to the back of the cruiser. 

ON: Trooper 2. Stone dead… Shotgun blast PATTERN on his chest.

ON: May and Charlene, tensely watching from the TRUCK.

ON: Ed, duck walking to the open cruiser DOOR. His view inside is blocked by the open door. RADIO STATIC gets louder as he approaches the door.

Gun pointed, sweating, he whirls around … and looks inside…

EMPTY, except for a large POLICE CLUB on the seat. He reaches in. The RADIO, blaring standard police CHATTER, continues over…

INSERT SHOT: Ed’s hand, groping the dash, finds the ignition slot void of keys.  

PAN to the POLICE RADIO: The comm SWITCH is set to LISTEN.

He pulls the radio HANDSET outside… straining the coiled wire.

ed

Hello… hello? Can anyone hear me?

There’s NO break in the Radio chatter. He tries again as…

ON: May’s eyes go wide. She sees a DARK FIGURE lurch from the scrub bush behind Ed and hobble with outstretched arms toward Ed.   

ON ED FROM BEHIND: A Shadow lurks closer and closer. Ed is distracted by the trooper’s corpse and doesn’t notice.  

A BLOODY HAND and ARM reaches into the frame from the lower FG, stretching out to grasp Ed’s shoulder. 

may


  (SCREAMS)

Ed… Look out!

Ed spins, about to fire, then…

ED’s POV: It’s Art… barely conscious… face and jaw are badly bruised, swollen and bloody. He TOPPLES on top of Ed.  

Ed scrambles out from underneath Art. He checks Art’s pulse at the neck while searching the area.  

ed




(Yelling to May and Charlene)

It’s Art. He’s alive… but barely. We have to get him inside.

int. lobby – night

Charlene and May (gun aimed) watch the darkened hallway for Duane. Ed helps Art, barely conscious, onto the lobby couch. 

Art GROANS morbidly. SOUND: a record SKIPPING is audible from the WALL SPEAKER and all over the station. It continues over the next few scenes.  The studio door is open and a trapezoid of soft light from inside paints the lobby floor, the couch and across Art’s EYES. 

may

We can’t risk moving him. His jaw looks broken… maybe even a skull fracture. We have to call for help. He’ll die if we don’t.

Charlene checks Art’s pockets. She brightens when she finds his KEY RING with about two-dozen KEYS attached to it.   

charlene

Look, I found his keys

may

Good job, Charlene.  

May takes the keys from Charlene and hands them to Ed. May looks up into Ed’s eyes, a beat… hugs and kisses Ed… they kiss deeply.  

ed

Don’t worry. Everything will turn out all right.

A beat or two as May looks hopefully, into his eyes. Then…

charlene

I wish we could get rid of that awful skipping noise. 

ZOOM IN on Ed and May as they move apart… glance OS.

ON: The “ON AIR” light is DARK and the WALL SPEAKER next to it is emitting the steady SKIPPING noise.

ed

Damn. We’re off the air, not broad-casting. He must have switched off the transmitter. 

Ed looks off, down the darkened hallway, partially blocked by the construction debris, toward the Sound room.

ed

May, you have to stay here with Charlene and Art. I’ll get to the booth and try to find out what’s wrong.

May grasps Ed’s arm. She kisses him again, briefly. 

may

Ed, please hurry… and be careful. 

ed

Look, honey. I’m no hero… I only play one in the movies, remember.

May grins, weakly as Ed kisses her on the forehead. 

Ed uncertainly navigates around the DEBRIS that litters the work area. He touches upon the WOOD PILE to steady himself. 

As he passes, several pieces of LUMBER on the pile begin teetering.   

May and Charlene watch as Ed disappears down the curved hallway, swallowed up by the darkness. They turn to address Art. 

ON: The teetering BOARDS. A low RUSTLE… a few boards shift and reveal… a MAN, hiding face down and prone behind the woodpile. Only the end of his LEG, in OVERALLS and a WORK BOOT can be seen. The women do NOT notice it.    

Int. sound booth – continuous

Ed enters the sound booth. He checks the hallway in either direction. He pans over the board. All the LIGHTS are RED. 

There’s a RECORD on the intermission player. It’s at the end and repeatedly SKIPPING. The sound fills the station.  

Cautiously, looking out the door, he fumbles blindly under the soundboard with his hand.

ON: Ed’s hand gropes through the thicket of intricate CABLES and WIRES. 

He brushes against a THICK CABLE and JACK, labeled “To Antenna”. The JACK is NOT plugged in. His hand continues by and fumbles, touching some other wires… then he withdraws his hand.

int. lobby – same moment

INTERCUT LOBBY AND SOUND BOOTH ACTION:

Charlene (lobby) ties to make Art comfortable. He MOANS and flutters his eyes, not fully aware.

Ed (sound room) scours the room frustrated, the gear is “all Greek” to him. The SKIPPING is getting louder, more irritating. 

May (Lobby) with the gun, squinting down the hallway. A beat and she notices the tip of the WORK BOOT poking out of the debris.

Ed (sound room) looks annoyingly at the skipping record. The SKIPPING sound gets much louder and more irritating.

May (lobby) Curious, cautious, with the gun cocked and pointed with shaking hands, she approaches the woodpile. 

The SKIPPING is getting louder as she approaches. 

Charlene (Lobby), trembling with intense concentration, watches May. The studio door behind her begins to open.

ON: The trapezoid of light. A dark human shadow appears and slowly climbs across the carpet, up the couch and across Art’s barely conscious eyes. 

Art’s eyes, flutter. Painfully he turns his head in the direction of the shadow source. The SKIPPING almost peaked.

ON: May a step away from the woodpile and the hidden man.

CLOSE ON: Record ARM (sound booth). The SKIPPING is at it’s LOUDEST. The arm swings back to the first track. MOONLIGHT SERENADE BLASTS at full volume.

May (lobby) startled by the sudden loud MUSIC, SCREAMS and trips, head first, into the woodpile. MUSIC plays over…  

Art’s eyes go wide as the shadow completely covers him.

A Silhouette in WORK GLOVES and a WORK SMOCK, holding a length of SOUND CABLE, garrotes Charlene and drags her into the studio.

Art, eyes wide with terror, tries to call out to May but due to his injuries can only GRUNT AND MUMBLE. 

He’s forced to watch in horror as he witnesses Charlene being strangled by an attacker just outside his view.  

END INTERCUT 

A beat, then Ed (sound room) mumbling grimly to himself, turns OFF the record player and the studio becomes quiet again.

ed

One less problem to worry about. 

Calmly, he turns, looks both ways down the corridor and exits the sound room and into the shadows. 

Int. lobby – continuous

May tangled in the pile of lumber scraps. She tries to stand, loses her balance and YELPS as she’s toppled again by a loose 2X4. The boards tumble and she falls face-first into….

…Duane’s cold, lifeless and gray face. 

She recoils and sees he has a long, heavy duty SCREWDRIVER protruding from the back of his neck. 

may




(Blood Curdling Scream)

EDDDDDIIIIIEEEEEE…

May scrabbles back… firing THREE SHOTS from the prop gun.

Duane’s lifeless corpse does NOT register the impacts.

May reflexively CLICKS the trigger but the gun’s empty.

Ed rushes to her side. He looks where she looks. 

CLOSE ON: Duane with the screwdriver wobbling in his neck.     

int. mel’s trailer – night

ON: Mel, eyes damp, staring at the RADIO playing STATIC. She looks out the window… SLOW ZOOM in on her eyes. 

FLASHBACK SEQUENCE: Back to the trailer scene with Jake where Mel first hands Jake the keys to her truck.  

jake

You sure. I don’t mind taking the bus.

mel

If you take the bus… You have no excuse NOT to come back to me. 

Jake grins. He takes the keys and gives her a kiss on the forehead.

jake

Excuse? I don’t need no excuse. Just try and stop me from coming back. 

Mel eyes him dubiously. 

jake (cont)

You know. You could come with me. Live with me in L.A. I ain’t got much, but whatever I got, it’s yours.

Mel grins, sure of his sincerity. She reaches for the Radio.

mel

What… and give up all this? I got me an ongoing concern, here. One day I’m gonna have me a hundred Chilly Spot’s all over Southern California. 

jake

Sure you will. Sure you will Baby. 

Mel twists the dial. A NEWS ANNOUNCER’S voice, (filtered) OS.  

announcer (os)

… in a massive three state manhunt. The three escapees’ from the Nevada Military Stockade are still at large… highly dangerous, armed and last seen in the area South of Bagdad California, where a State Trooper was reported brutally shot and dumped by the roadside. Authorities urge all to stay indoors and…

Mel hurriedly twists down the volume. The Announcer FADES. 

mel

Jake…you don’t think…? 

Jake hurries over to the radio and switches the radio station to KYLR. He turns up the volume… only this hiss of STATIC.

jake

Could be a power outage… you getting a lot of them out here lately, but that would affect this place too. Must be a problem with the transmitter or the wiring.

mel

Should I call the State Troopers?

jake

(looks OS)

Naw. I’m sure it’s nothing. I’ll drive out there. It’ll only take about 20 minutes. 

Jake runs out into the night. Mel watches worriedly through the window of her trailer, a foreboding expression on her face.

END FLASH BACK SEQUENCE:

ON: Mel’s moist eyes. PULL BACK as she stares out into the night. 

int. kylr lobby – night

Ed and May examining Duane’s body. 

may

He’s cold as ice. He’s been dead at least an hour or more. 

May and Ed look to each other, confused, scared and bewildered. Ed turns toward the couch area. They see ONLY Art who’s still semi-conscious on the couch. Charlene is missing. 

ed




(Warily)

Where the hell is Charlene?

may

Eddy, she was here just a moment ago. I turned my back… for a split second, when the music came on…

Ed notices the studio door is open, however the studio LIGHTS are turned off… it’s dark inside the studio.

ed

The bathroom…?

may

No. No she was too terrified and she could barely walk. Ed? The studio lights are off… I’m sure they were on just a moment ago.

Ed rises, slowly. He edges toward the open studio door. 

ed

They were on. I distinctly remember when we brought Art in. 

He moves, closer to the door, inch by inch. 

may




(Whispering)

Eddy, be careful.

Ed, with his gun pointed at the door, moves close enough to touch it. He tries to shove the door closed… but something is blocking it from the inside. He glances, grimly, back at May. 

ON: May, terrified, trembling… her HAIR in disarray across her face. She looks at the prop gun, drops it and then searches for another weapon. She turns toward Duane’s corpse.  

MAYS POV: The SCREWDRIVER protruding from Duane’s neck. 

May grimaces, creeps closer and gingerly yanks out the SCREWDRIVER with a wet SLURP. Ed grimaces, too. 

ed


(Whispering)

I can’t close the door. There’s something blocking it.

May shakes her head “NO” and gestures to the outside door. 

ed (cont.)

I’m gonna stand over there a few steps… When I nod, yank the door open and duck behind it.

may

Eddy, No… No… let’s just get out of here. We’ve got Art’s keys… lets let the police handle it. 

ed

Art’s hurt bad and Charlene may not be dead. I’ve already got Dirk on my conscience… I can’t risk leaving leave them behind.

May is conflicted, petrified and distraught. HOLD A beat or two as she overcomes her fear… she nods OK. 

She moves behind the door with the screwdriver poised. 

Ed takes a few steps to the side, crouches and points his gun at the doorway. He looks to May.

May nods that she’s ready.

Ed nods the OK. 

May rips the door open and ducks behind it. 

Ed stands and FIRES TWO SHOTS directly into the darkened studio.

int. mel’s truck – same moment

ON: Jake, pulling into the lot. From the truck window he sees MUZZLE FLASHES through the glass Lobby door… and hears two MUFFLED GUN SHOTS (OS).

ext. kylr parking lot – continuous

Jake skids Mel’s truck to a stop along side Duane’s truck. He leaps out and takes cover behind Mel’s truck. 

SOUND of POLICE RADIO CHATTER from the cruiser fills the air. 

He looks toward the back lot and sees the State Trooper Car with the door open, lights still on. 

Art’s Cadillac is parked just beyond the cruiser. Jake looks around, and cautiously scurries over the Cruiser. 

ON: Jake, he looks down and sees the dead Trooper. Alarmed, he looks in the cruiser. HOLD on the police CLUB.

int. kylr lobby – continuous

May moves out from behind the door. She sees Ed standing motionless, staring into the studio, gun still pointed inside. 

She approaches him, his face in shock. She follows his line of sight. TILT DOWN:

ON: Charlene. Twisted, tongue lolling out and prone on her back. A thick black SOUND CABLE is yanked tightly around her throat. 

ON: May. Her hand goes to her mouth as she CRIES OUT in abject despair. 

Charlene’s neck appears broken and there are NO bullet SCORCHES on her dress. A appalling RED WELT around her throat. 

ext. back lot – continuous

ON: Jake poking into the cruiser. He hears May’s CRY. 

He grabs the only weapon he can find… the hardwood police CLUB.

Cautiously, a few steps at a time, he makes his way back around the building to the Lobby entrance. The heavy club raised high above his head and ready to strike.

int. kylr lobby – continuous

ON: May rushes to Charlene’s side to check her pulse. Ed, squints into the dark studio covering them with the gun.

int. studio – CONTINUOUS

SHAKY POV: On three silhouettes of Ed, May, and Charlene in the BG backlighted by the dim lobby illumination like the POV of someone lurking at the far opposite side of the studio.

ed

I know you don’t have a gun, shithead or we’d be dead right now… So i’m coming in. 

may

Eddy… Noooo! 

Ed’s silhouette moves inside and disappears in the shadows.

HOLD: on the silhouettes of May and Charlene (prone). 

The SOUND: of Ed bumping and knocking over CHAIRS and EQUIPMENT can be heard for several tense seconds. 

ON: Ed crashing his KNEE into a CHAIR.

ed




(Under his breath)

Shit…

Ed turns toward the open lobby door in time to see…  the silhouette of a TALL MAN rising up behind MAY.

ed

May, look out!

int. kylr lobby – continuous

CLOSE ON MAY: A bloody, tattered MANS ARM, grabs May around the neck and chest… pulling her backward toward the outer door. 

She SCREAMS fighting against the attacker. Frantically, she JABS the SCREWDRIVER into her attackers HAND, across her chest. 

attacker




(Deep, guttural, moan)

Arrrggggg. Out… geh ow…

And continues dragging her back toward the outside door.

INTERCUT: LOBBY AND STUDIO

MOVING: Ed toward the door and struggling figures. Gun aimed. 

ed

Let her go, motherfucker. Let her go. May doesn’t die! 

The Attacker continues to drag May backwards. She viciously TWISTS the SCREWDRIVER into the attackers flesh.

attacker




(Louder, intense, gurgling)

AHHHHH. AHHHHGGGG, URRGGGG

ON: Ed coming closer, gun pointed at the struggling people. 

Ed’s eyes go wide as he sees a THIRD silhouette rise up behind the other two with a large CLUB raised over both heads.

ed

Noooooo! 

Ed’s POV: The club FLAILS down with a sickening CRACK on the attackers head causing him to collapse on top of May. 

END INTERCUT:

int. kylr lobby – continuous

Ed rushes into the lobby, his gun pointed ready to shoot. 

mans voice (os)

Whoa, Whoa hold it cowboy. I’m one of a the good guys. 

ED’S POV: We see Jake, wide eyed, wielding a SHATTERED POLICE CLUB. Ed gestures toward Jake with his gun. 

 ed

YOU? What… what the hell are you doing here? 

jake

Well, fuck you very much, too.

HOLD: On Jake annoyed for a beat. 

WIPE TO:

ON: The Attacker lies face down on top of May who is face down beneath him. Both lie still. Ed twists the Attacker’s face around… It’s ART, dead as a doornail… his head cracked open. 

jake

What the….?

Ed, tentatively, almost not wanting too, rolls May over. 

She FLOPS over, limply, eyes wide with shock. The SCREWDRIVER has plunged through Art’s HAND to the hilt and as they fell over has pierced May’s chest, killing her in the fall.

jake

Jesus H. Christ. 

HOLD ON: Ed and Jake as MOONLIGHT SERENADE fades with the scene.

FADE TO BLACK:

FADE UP:

int. studio - dawn

CLOSE: Ed, tenderly covering May’s body with a canvas work TARP.

PULL BACK: Slowly revealing EIGHT bodies covered with TARPS or BLANKETS lined side by side on the studio floor. 

ON: Jake moves beside Ed and makes the sign of the cross.

ed

Thanks for helping me bring them all in here. I called for help on the police radio. They should be here within the hour.

jake

I turned up the Air refrigeration in here. That should help preserve their bodies. It’ll be a hundred degrees out side in a few hours.     

ext. parking lot – 20 minutes later 

Ed, fatigued, grimy, exhausted and broken over his ordeal and May’s death sits with Jake on the TAILGATE of Mel’s truck. 

The Sun is coming up radiating a blood RED sky on the horizon. It’s graveyard QUIET except for the SOUNDS of the desert awaking and the HUM of the generator OS.   

jake

That’s some nightmare of a story. But you said Duane was dead for hours, and Art was out cold… Who   was the killer?

ed

I don’t know… I don’t know how it ends. May wasn’t supposed to die.

(Pause) 

Maybe those deserters you told me about. 

jake

The deserters?

ed




(Smirks ambiguously)

Yeah, maybe… But then again, I’m not the writer… I’m just the star.

SHAKY POV: On Ed and Jake from behind. Jake stands… perplexed; he squints at Ed, trying to understand what Ed just said.

The long BARREL of the shotgun comes up in the FG, aimed directly at the BOTH their backs

It FIRES. The BLAST explodes across Jakes back, hurling him several feet into the BG.

Ed stands up, slowly, and turns directly into the shot. His expression is beaten, exhausted. 

The Shotgun aimed at his chest moves towards him carried by someone unseen. The SOUND of parking lot gravel CRUNCHING underfoot can be heard. 

SUDDENLY the generator gas tank EXPLODES engulfing KYLR.  

ON: Ed watches the station catch fire and burn. Ed turns into the shot, the shotgun still pointed at him. He hands his HANDGUN to someone OS. 

ed

One last request… just not in the face

Ed covers his eyes with his forearm. A beat… then

BLACK OUT:

The SOUND of a single handgun RAPPORT fading out as it echoes through the blackness… then the THUMP of a body falling.

FADE UP:    

ext. northern mexican border – day

Captain Jensen stands in the hot desert. Despite the blistering heat his uniform is pristine, clean and knife-edge pressed. 

Beside him is the abandoned Trooper Car #6. Several MEXICAN FEDERALES, in disheveled UNIFORMS, mingle around the car.

The FEDERALES CAPTAIN, 30’s, unshaven, in a grubby sweat stained UNIFORM approaches Jensen.

federales capt.





(In Mexican American accent)

It would seem my men have found your missing car, Capitan. 

capt. jensen



(Grimly)

It would seem so.

The Federales Captain removes his HAT and wipes his sweaty forehead with a dirty handkerchief while his rag-tag, undisciplined men, fumble and joke around the car.

Jensen dubiously eyes this motley crew. 

federales capt.

You do not worry, Capitan. I have assigned my best men on this case. We will find these deserters, the ones who brutally murdered your men… and those poor people at the radio station. We WILL bring them to justice.

Jensen eyes his counterpart through squinty eyes, taking notice of his slack appearance and demeanor. 

He looks at the men even less appreciatively, then gazes out over the huge expanse of empty desert reaching to the horizon. 

capt. jensen

I can’t begin to tell you how that makes me feel, Capitan. 

HOLD: On the Jensen, who appears everything BUT confidant. 










FADE OUT: 

FADE UP: 

int. big exec’s hollywood office – day

ON: Big Exec from the chest down, in a SUIT at his DESK. His hand clutches a big smoking CIGAR as he closes the cover on a SCRIPT. He remains ever faceless.  

The TITLE reads, “SERIAL RADIO KYLR, BY MAX FAIR – 1st Draft”

big exec (os)

Max, this is amazing, no it’s fantastic, no its’ a blockbuster. It has action, dames in trouble, gunplay, an up and coming male lead… although there’s no car chase… should we add a car chase? 

ON: Over stuffed, high backed, Leather CHAIR, from behind. We see just the BACK of a man’s HEAD with short BLOND HAIR. 

max (os)

Naw boss. We wouldn’t want to over do it… Not with…

another man’s voice (os)

Not with all the publicity we’re getting. 

ON: Ed Barton, standing in Big Exec’s DOOR FRAME. He’s wearing an ARM SLING that has a BLOOD SPOT in the shoulder area. 

ed

The fact that it’s a true story…

He walks in and stands beside Max’s chair. A DESK LAMP obscures Max’s FACE… We only see Ed massaging Max’s shoulder. 

big exec (OS)

Amazing, Stupendous… Phenomenal… 



(Pause)

Hmmm. Horrible… The deserters get away with it all… to Mexico. Very downbeat. Still, … we’re gonna make millions together in the movie biz. You two make a great team.

(taps the script 

with his cigar hand)

…and to think… it all really happened… just like this.

HOLD ON Ed, as he lovingly strokes Max’s blond hair.

SERIES of FLASHBACK SHOTS:

ON: Ed at the Water Cooler, dropping WHITE POWDER in Brads CUP

ON: Ed dragging Duane’s dead body behind the lumber.

ON: Ed with the bowling trophy, clubbing Lola.

ON: Ed in Art’s office, framed in the MUZZLE FLASH

ON: Ed (from inside the studio) strangling Charlene

ON: Art, at the Caddy. A MAN with short blond HAIR (back to the camera) clobbers him from behind, the same man that shorted the phone and power lines.  

ON: Ed in the parking lot at dawn, handing his gun to a man (back to camera) with short blond hair, holding a shotgun.

END FLASHBACK:

ON Ed now caressing Max’s (seated) neck.

ed




(Smirks, cynically)

Well… more or less.

HOLD on Ed smirking a few beats…. Then…









BLACK OUT:





THE END

CREDITS RUN

        SERIAL RADIO

“Its Hollywood, sonny. Everyone is really somebody else… And we’ve got bigger problems than a phony Limey accent”

· Dirk

LOGLINE: The traveling cast of a popular radio serial is stalked by a brutal murderer after they’re abandoned in a remote, desert radio station. 

