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FADE | N
EXT. TCHAD MCNAMARA' S HOUSE -- DAY

A Fex-Ex delivery guy wal ks up to the front door holding a
package far out, away fromhis body. He rings the door bel
and turns his head to the side to gasp for air.

TCHAD MCNAMARA opens the door.

TCHAD :
Yeah?

FED EX QUY:
Delivery for Tchad MNanar a.

TCHAD :
That's ne.

Tchad |l eans forward, trying to read the | abel on the box
while the delivery guy wi pes his hand on his shirt.

TCHAD : ( CONT' D)
Need ne to sign?

FED EX QUY
Yes sir.

Fed- Ex guy hands Tchad a clip board. Tchad scribbles a quick
line and slings it back at him He grabs the box and | ooks
at it, still trying to read the | abel

FED EX GUY: (CONT' D)
Be careful sir, the package is

| eaki ng.
TCHAD
Leaki ng? Wat is it?
FED EX QUY:
| don't know, but whatever it is,
don't order it again. It snells

real ly bad.

Tchad lifts the package to his nose and sniffs. He w nces.

TCHAD
Aw man!  \What is this?
FED EX GUY:
I don't know sir. [It's not ny problem

anynore.
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Fed- Ex Guy quickly wal ks off and Tchad shuts the front door.
CUT TGO
| NT. TCHAD MCNAMARA' S HOUSE -- CONTI NUOUS

Tchad sets the package down on the coffee table just as his
cell phone, also on the table, rings. He picks it up and
| ooks at the nunber.

TCHAD :
Unknown?

He flips it open

TCHAD : (CONT' D)
Hel | 0?

I NT. SHAPI RO S HOUSE -- CONTI NUCUS

W see close up of a shadowy figure, SHAPI RO talking on the
phone. Only his nmouth can be seen.

SHAPI RO
(into the phone)
Tchad

| NTERCUT PHONE CONVERSATI ON

TCHAD:
Uh, Shapiro?

SHAPI RO:
Yeah.

Tchad pulls the phone away fromhis ear and puts his hand
over the nout hpiece.

TCHAD:
(whi spers)
Ch shit!

Tchad collects hinmself and brings the phone back to his ear,
putting on a fake smle.

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
Hey buddy! What can | do for you?

SHAPI RO
Did you get ny package?
TCHAD:
(1 aughs nervously)
Oh, that was fromyou? | haven't

opened it yet.



SHAPI RO
Vel |l what are you waitin' for? Co
ahead and open it.

TCHAD:
Uh, Ck. Sure.

Tchad picks the box up off the table. A small puddle has
formed where the box was.

He hol ds the phone to his ear with his shoul der and tears
the box open with his hands. He squints as he | ooks down
into the slender package.

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
| can't see anyt hing.

SHAPI RO
Keep | ooki ng.
TCHAD:
It's dark. | don't know. | can;t
see what it is.
SHAPI RO
VWl |, maybe you shoul d reach your

hand down in there and see if you
can feel it.

Tchad grits his teeth and runs his hand down into the package.
He feels sonething. He pulls his hand back out and it's
cover in brown nush

TCHAD:
Is this what | think it is?

He sniffs his hand and gags.
TCHAD: ( CONT' D)

Is this... is this dog shit?
SHAPI RO
No. It's ny shit.
TCHAD:
What ?!  What's the matter with you?!
SHAPI RO
| wanted to | et you know how seri ous
| am
TCHAD:

Vel |, you're seriously disgusting.



SHAPI RO
And you just seriously stuck your
hand in shit. But you know what ?
If you don't have mny noney by Friday,
your whole life is gonna be in shit.
Deep shit.

TCHAD:
Oh yeah. What was it twenty, thirty-

SHAPI RO
(interrupting)
Fifty thousand. And | want it all.
Friday. O |I'mcomng after you,
t hat no good bartender, and that
stripper wife of yours. You got it?

TCHAD:
Go- go Dancer

SHAPI RO
VWhat ?

TCHAD:

She's not a stripper, she's a go-go
dancer.

SHAPI RO
She's dead if | don't get ny noney.

Tchad gags. He puts his armup to his mouth to danpen the
snel |

SHAPI RO ( CONT' D)
Do you got it?!

TCHAD:
Yes. Yes | got it. Friday. |I'Ill
talk to you then

Tchad cl oses the phone, drops the package, and runs to the
bathroom W here himthrow ng up offscreen.

CUT TO
CREDI T SEQUENCE
"The Marv"

EXT. BAMBOO MOTEL -- MORNI NG

Cars whiz by the run down | ooking hotel that sits by the
hi ghway.



One old, run down | ooking car sits in the parking |ot.

CUT TO
I NT. BAMBOO MOTEL BEDROOM - - CONTI NUOUS
MARVI N OGLETHORP is |lying on the bed asleep. The al arm goes
off. He pops up, turns off the alarmand sits straight up,
i medi ately putting on his fedora.

CUT TO
I NT. MOTEL BATHROOM -- MORNI NG

Marvin is shaving. He nicks hinself and notices a snal
amount of bl ood. He freaks.

He runbl es through the drawer bel ow the counter and pulls
out a ridiculously large band aid, and he puts it on his
t hroat .

CUT TO
I NT. BAMBOO MOTEL BEDROOM -- MORNI NG

Marvin puts on a tie and jacket in front of the mrror.
After adjusting his clothing, he wal ks over to the bed.

He reaches under the bed and pulls out an old typewiter, an
enpty briefcase, and a pack of computer paper and pl aces
themall up on the mattress. He tears open the pack of paper
and pours the paper into his briefcase.

CUT TGO
EXT. BAMBOO MOTEL -- MORNI NG
Marvi n awkwardly comes out of the room holding the briefcase
and large typewiter. He staggers to his car and gets in.
He cranks it and drives off.

CUT TGO
I NT. DI NER -- MORNI NG
A waitress, SALLY, is fixing a fresh pot of coffee when the

cook, LENNY, wal ks up behind her. He |ooks down at her bottom
and then back up to the back of her head.

LENNY:
(grinning)
What you do | ast night, Sal?
SALLY:
The usual. Fed nmy cats. Ate sone

ice cream Read one of ny ronmance
novel s.



LENNY:
You and them trashy novels. You
need a real man. | know you nust

get |onely.
Lenny grins real big and | eans in.

LENNY: ( CONT' D)
Cone here. You just need sone kissin'
is all.

Sally pulls her head back and waves her hand in front of her
face.

SALLY:
Whew, no! Not until you brush your
t eet h.

Sally wal ks off to stack the dishes while Lenny heads back
towards the grill

LENNY:
(1 aughi ng)
Brush ny teeth? M guns ain't even
bl eedin' yet.
SALLY:
Vel 1, bleedin' or not, you keep them

guns away from mem you hear?
Sal |y | ooks out the window into the parking |ot.

SALLY: (CONT' D)
VWhat in the worl d?

CUT TGO
SALLY'S P. O V. -- CONTI NUOUS
Marvi n staggers across the parking lot with a typewiter
under one armand a briefcase in his other hand. He nearly
drops the typewiter as he opens the door and stunbles in.
CUT BACK TO:
FULL SHOT DI NER -- CONTI NUOUS
SALLY:
(To Marvin)
Good norning. Sit anywhere you |ike.

Marvin wal ks up to a nearby booth and flops his briefcase
down on the seat and sets his typewiter up on the table.

Sally wi pes her hand on a towel and wal ks over.



SALLY: (CONT' D)
Hey hun. Wsat can | get you?

MARVI N:
Cof f ee pl ease. Bl ack.

SALLY:
Sure thing, hun

Sally wal ks of f.

Marvin pulls out some winkled paper fromhis briefcase.
| oads a sheet into the typewiter. He stares at it, not

t ypi ng anyt hi ng.
Sally returns with the coffee and sets it on the table.

SALLY: (CONT' D)
One bl ack coffee. WII you be eating
anything this norning?

MARVI N:
uh, no. | nean, not now | don't
think. Maybe |ater.

SALLY:
&k, well nmy name's Sally if you need
anyt hi ng.
MARVI N:
k. My nanme's Marvin if | do...too.
SALLY:
Are you a witer, Marvin?
MARVI N:
Yes, |'ma freelance story-witer.

I"mkind of in town on assignment.

SALLY:
Vel | that sounds fun. Wat's your
assi gnment ?

MARVI N:

| don't know yet.
SALLY:

Ch. Well, who are you working for?
MARVI N:

Just nyself right now | like to

give nyself assignnents to stay busy.

SALLY:
(confused)



MARVI N:
It's pretty neat actually. Like,
when you wal k away, 1'lIl probably
wite about this conversation. And
this coffee.

SALLY:
Woul dn't you wanna wite about
sonet hing nore exciting? Sonething

thrilling?

MARVI N:
Vell, | find coffee to be thrilling
sonetines. Wy? \What do you find
thrilling?

SALLY:

(nervously | aughing

and bl ushi ng)
Oh MWy Well, | guess there's nothing
like the thrill of being conpletely
nude in front of strangers.

Marvi n | ooks back down at his typewiter

MARVI N:

| bet.
SALLY:

You ever do anything like that?
MARVI N:

No. Well, not on purpose anyway.
SALLY:

Vel |l you should try it sonetine.
Sal ly reaches up and squeezes Marvin's bicep.

SALLY: (CONT' D)
(smling)
You' ve certainly got the body for
it.
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Sal ly wal ks off and Marvin | ooks at his bicep and flexes it.
He | ooks out the wi ndow and squints his eyes, pondering what
Sally just said. He shrugs and then goes back to typing.

CUT TGO
EXT. BAR -- MORNI NG

CUT TGO
I NT. BAR -- CONTI NUOUS
Tchad McNamara and his wi fe, CANDY MCNAMARA are sitting at
the bar. LEQ, the bartender, is standing behind the bar
talking to them

Tchad is staring down at his newspaper, habitually thunping
his cigar over an ashtray.

Candy is | ooking into her conpact mrror, adjusting her makeup

Leo is | eaning over the bar, anxiously rocking forward.

LEC
Look Tchad, this is bad. Shapiro's
gonna kill us if we don't figure
sonething out. | don't have 50 grand,

and nei ther do you.

Tchad coolly takes a sip of his drink and never | ooks up. He
wi ggles in his barstool.

TCHAD
When are you gonna fix this bar stool ?
| feel like I"mgonna fall over.

LEC
I"mserious Tchad. Wat are we gonna

do?
Tchad keeps | ooking down at the paper.

TCHAD:
How | ong have you known ne, Leo?

LEC:
| don't know. 10, 15 years?

TCHAD:
And who got you the job here?

LEG
You did. But what does that-
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TCHAD:
(interrupting)
Then trust ne. 1'll work this out,
ok?

Candy let's out a sigh of frustration as he puts her make up
back in her purse.

CANDY:
(to Tchad)
Vel |l | hope you know what you're
doing. We trusted you when we got
into this whole ness with Shapiro,
and that's not working out too well
for us.

Tchad finally | ooks up at Candy.

TCHAD:
| agree toots. W never should' a
gotten involved with Shapiro in the
first place, and 1'Il take the bl ame
for that, but just trust ne, and
"Il get us out of this, alright?
["mtelling you, I'mnot gonna |et
anyt hing happen to ny bride... or ny
bartender, ok? You guys are safe.
| have a plan.

LEG
What is it?

TCHAD:
What' s what ?

LEG

Your plan. What's your plan, Tchad?
| wanna hear it.

Tchad sets the newspaper down.

TCHAD:
Alright listen. A few years ago, |
bought a 5 mllion dollar life
i nsurance policy for Candy.

CANDY:
You did what!? Wy?

TCHAD:
Vel |, You seenmed real depressed back
then. |If you had offed yourself or
sonething, | at |least wanted to be
pr epar ed.



LEC
That's a pretty big policy, you
nmust' ve been pretty sure she was
sui ci dal .

TCHAD:

She was.

(to Candy)
You renenber, Candy. You were com ng
home fromthe club every night,
poppin' pills. Crying. You were
ashanmed of your profession. Said
you felt dirty, and didn't wanna be
a dancer anynore.

CANDY:
Vell, why didn't you help me? You
could a just let nme quit.

TCHAD:

What, and lose ny prettiest enpl oyee?
CANDY:

Vell if | was suicidal, you would

have | ost nme anyway!

TCHAD:
Right, but at |east the noney would
have covered the | osses.

CANDY:
It would ve done a |ot nore than
that! 5 mllion dollars, Tchad?!
Way so nuch?

TCHAD:
Vell, you're my wife too, and it
woul d' ve taken at |east that mnuch
just to get over you.

LEG
Jeez Tchad. That's still pretty
col d.

TCHAD:
(to both)
Look, when you're depressed, doesn't
it make you feel better to get a
nice gift?

LEG
Yeah, | guess

CANDY:
| suppose.

11.



TCHAD:
Vell, | was going ahead and getting
nyself a nice gift in case I lost ny

| ovely wife and star dancer. And
trust ne, it woul d ve needed to be a
nice gift. Think of it like this: I
woul d' ve missed you 5 mllion dollars
wort h.

Tchad sticks his cigar in his nouth and puffs a few tines.

CANDY:
Vel |, when you put it Iike that,
it's kinda sweet. Sorry, | wasn't
trying to-

TCHAD:

(interrupting)

It's ok. Now, listen. If we can
stage your death, we can still collect
that nmoney. [|'Il take Shapiro out,

and the three of us can split the
dough and get | ost on an island

somewher e.

LEG
Take Shapiro out. You nean, |ike
Kill hinf

TCHAD:
No, | wanna date the guy. O course
I mean kill him

CANDY:
Why not pay Shapiro back with the
noney? We'll still have over 4

mllion to split.
Tchad takes a long drag on his cigar.

TCHAD:
Because Shapiro's a bad man. A bad,
bad man. He doesn't deserve any
noney.

CANDY:
Vel l neither do we.

LEG
If you're gonna kill him why not do
t hat now, and then you don't have to
worry about faking Candy's deat h.

TCHAD:
God, You people don't think! Wouldn't
you wanna have the noney?

12.



LEG
Wl |, yeah i guess

CANDY:
I"mmnore worried about Shapiro

TCHAD:
Shapiro will be dead!

LEG:
Then why do we need the noney?

TCHAD:
Because it's noney, you noron!

CANDY:
But we asked you about your plan
regardi ng Shapiro and you started
tal ki ng about the noney.

LEG
Exactly.

CANDY:
If you kill Shapiro, how does the
noney have anything to do with your
pl an?

Tchad buries his face in his hand

TCHAD:
For the love of... Look, if I kill a
man, |'m gonna wanna di sappear, ok?
The nmoney will help us do that.
CANDY:
Gk, that makes sense.
LEG:
Yeah, that's all | was wondering.
TCHAD:

Geat! You get it. Can | finish ny
pl an now? Thank you!

Tchad takes a sip of his scotch and |l eans forward in his
seat .

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
Ok, we find sonme loser. | don't
know, a sad case. Lonely nitwt
type. W set himup. Get himon
filmtoo. Leo, you're gonna be the
director of photography.

LEC:
The what ?

13.
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TCHAD:
Canera man, you idiot. Nobody can
argue with video evidence.

CANDY:

Wait, so I'"'mnot really gonna die am
| ?

Tchad takes a deep breath out of frustration.
TCHAD:

No, honey. You won't die. Just
| eave all of this to ne.

CANDY:
k.

Tchad takes a sip of his drink. Leo w pes the bar where
Tchad's gl ass was before Tchad sets it back down.

TCHAD:
(to Candy)
Now pl ease, just go hone and rel ax.
Wait for ny call, and I'lIl let you

know when we can set the plan in
notion. k7

CANDY:
Ok, but nove quickly. W only have
"til Friday.

SHAPI RO
| know when we have "til. | told

you, remenber?
Candy stands up and leans in to kiss Tchad on the cheek.
Tchad pulls his head to the side and bl ocks her with a raised
hand to avoid the kiss.

Candy says goodbye to Leo and wal ks out the back door.

LEG
Tchad, | get what you're saying and
all, but where are we gonna find

someone to set up?

TCHAD:
| haven't figured that out yet.

Leo starts w ping down the bar and then pours hinself a drink.
He takes a | ong swal |l ow before continuing.

LEG:
Well, it's gonna have to be sonebody
dense the way you describe 'em



TCHAD:
I know

Tchad stares off into space puffing his cigar, lost in his
t hought s

Marvin stumbl es through the front door, still holding his
brief case and typewiter.
MARVI N:
Excuse nme! Coul d one of you help

me?

Tchad takes a sip of his drink and picks up his newspaper,
i gnoring Marvin.

LEG
Sorry, we're not open yet.
MARVI N:
Vell, | was just wondering do you

guys have strippers?

LEG:
No, we've got go-go dancers, but we
ain't open yet, so conme back in about
twel ve hours.

MARVI N:
k. Well can | talk to you about a
j ob?

LEG

We're not hiring any bartenders or
bouncers right now.

MARVI N:
No, I'mwanting to know about a
stri pping job.

LEG
| told you, their not strippers,
just dancers. And if she's
interested, tell her she needs to
come in herself.

MARVI N:
Ghno. It's for ne. I'mwanting to
becone a dancer.

Leo turns to Tchad. Tchad |owers his paper and grins.
LEG:

(to Tchad)
He's all yours.

15.



TCHAD:
(to Marvin)
Cone on over here, son

Marvin wal ks up to the bar and sits down where Candy was.

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
Leo, give us a few

Leo nod and then takes another sip of his drink.

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
| said beat it!

Leo slings his towel over his shoul der and wal ks of f.
Tchad suddenly becomes cordial as he turns to Marvin.

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
I"'mthe owner of this club... uh..
sorry, what was your nane?

MARVI N:
Marvin. Marvin Qgl et horp.

TCHAD:
Marvin., Ok Marvin. Well, we don't
have mal e dancers here.

MARVI N:
Why not ?

TCHAD:
Because our custoners are nen.

MARVI N:
But if you had nal e dancers, you
coul d have wonen custoners too.
Twi ce the profits.

TCHAD:
No, we would lose all our nmle
custoners because none of them wanna
see a man up there dancing around
with all the wonen.

MARVI N:
Oh.

TCHAD:
Now, You don't exactly strike nme as
t he danci ng type.

MARVI N:
Ch, |I'mnot. l['"'ma witer.
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TCHAD:

Then why are you interested in it?
MARVI N:

Well, | cane in fromout of town,

| ooking for something to wite about.
| usually just wite stories about
coffee and stuff like that. But I
figured if | did something exciting
and daring for a change, maybe it
woul d inspire me to wite a better
story.

TCHAD:
Ch | see. And you thought dancing
was your ticket.

MARVI N:
Yeah. Well, actually I was thinking
about stripping, but if the dancers

aren't naked, then that's ok. | can
do that too.

TCHAD:
Vell listen. There's a lot of things

nore exciting and daring than getting
up there in a short skirt and dancing
in front of a bunch of belligerent

dr unks.

MARVI N:
Real ly, |ike what?

Tchad squints his eyes and stares up into the air, pretending
to be thinking.

TCHAD:
| don't know. Let's see. Maybe
sonmething |i ke assassination? That
seens pretty exciting.

MARVI N:
You nean |i ke shooting a President?

TCHAD:
No, not necessarily. It could be
anybody. It would certainly be
sonething thrilling and dangerous.
Soret hing that would inspire a | ot
of stories, |I'msure.

MARVI N:

Well that's called nurder. You know
that? You're talking about nurder!
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TCHAD:
Nah, it's only nurder if you do it
for free. Assassination is when you
do it for noney. There's a |lot nore
prestige to it that way.

MARVI N:
Prestige?

TCHAD:
Ch hel |l yeah.

Tchad takes another sip of his drink.

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
Assassination is sonme prestigious
shit.

MARVI N:
Yeah? Well, how am| gonna find
sonebody who will pay ne to
assassi nat e peopl e?

Tchad pretends to be thinking hard for a nmonent and then
sl aps the bar

TCHAD:
(smling)
|"ve got it! Tell you what. 1"l
help you out. I'Il be your first
client.
MARVI N:
You?
TCHAD:
Sur e!

Marvin squints his eyes and | ooks around the bar. He |eans
forward.

MARVI N:
(in a whisper)

You want nme to kill that bartender?
TCHAD:

No, no, no. It's ny wife. She... |
t hi nk she cheats on ne.

Marvin | ooks down at the floor nervously.

MARVI N:
| don't know. Killing soneone. |
mean. | don't know. She'd be dead

and 1'd be responsible. Nah, | don't
really want to be a killer.
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TCHAD:
Oh, you wouldn't be. | would be
payi ng you, so it would actually be
me killing her.

MARVI N:

Yeah? How nuch woul d you pay?

TCHAD:
| don't know, how does ten sound?

Marvin scow s and stands up. He picks his type witer up
and prepares to | eave.

MARVI N:
You' ve got the wong guy sir. If
you think I'mgonna end one of life's
nost precious gifts, the gift of
life, then you' re gonna have to pay
me a lot nore than ten bucks.

Tchad | aughs and | eans forward. He puts his hand up on
Marvin's arm

TCHAD:
No. Marvin. Ten thousand.

Marvin sits back down.

MARVI N:
Oh. Well that is different, | guess.
At least it means you find your wife
nore val uable than ten dollars.

TCHAD:
(1 aughi ng)
Oh yeah. A lot nore.

MARVI N:
I still don't know. Can

Wl |,
ink about it for a while?

th
TCHAD:
Sure, sure, sure. Take all the tine
you need! Just let me know by noon.
Tchad pulls out a business card and hands it to Marvin
TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
Here. Here's ny card. Gve ne a
call. 1"Il be right here waiting.
CUT TGO
CLOSE UP OF BUSI NESS CARD -- CONTI NUOUS

The card reads "Tchad McNamara. Omer. The Go-Go Room ™
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MARVIN. (O S.)
(Readi ng the card)
Tuh- Chad McNanmar a.

CUT BACK TO
FULL SHOT BAR -- CONTI NUQUS

TCHAD:
Uh, just call ne Tchad.

MARVI N:
Oh yeah. Like, for short?

TCHAD:
Sur e.

Tchad stands back up, preparing to |eave.

MARVI N:
Ok, well it was nice to neet you
sir, and maybe we will conduct sone
prestigi ous business together |ater
in the day.
(W nks)

TCHAD:

(Sm ling)
I hope so.

Marvi n shakes Tchad's hand and then picks up his briefcase
and wal ks of f.

Leo wal ks back to the bar.

LEG
You think it'll work with this guy?

Tchad sticks his cigar back in his mouth and picks his
newspaper back up.

TCHAD:
Oh yeah, that's a dunb son of a bitch

ri ght there.
(starts | aughing)

FADE QUT:
FADE | N:
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EXT. BAMBOO MOTEL -- DAY
CUT TO
I NT. BAMBOO MOTEL BEDROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

Marvin stands in front of the mrror maki ng tough-guy faces
and pretending to hold a gun.

MARVI N:
(squinting)
You don't ness with me. ['m Marvin
the Killer.
He adjusts his tie and clears his throat still talking to

the mrror.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
I"m Marvin the Assassinator. And
"Il be assassinating you now.

He tilts his hat to the side.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
Excuse ne. |I'mthe Marvinator. The
assassi nator.

He straightens his hat back and lifts his inmaginary gun again.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
No, that's no good. Hmmm

He stares hard into the mirror for a few seconds.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
They call ne the Marv. Now go to
hel | .

He gets excited.
MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)

That's it! I'mthe Marv. They cal
me the Marv!

He swi ngs around and picks up the phone. He pulls out Tchad's
busi ness card and starts dialing.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
Tuh-chad? |It's the Marv.

TCHAD:
VWhat ?

MARVI N:
Marvi n Qgl et hor pe.



22.

TCHAD:
Oh Marvin, hey. Wsat did you decide?
MARVI N:
["'min. 1'll doit.
TCHAD:
Geat! Gk, now do you have a gun?
MARVI N:
Yes, but it's at hone.
TCHAD:
Where's your hone?
MARVI N:
Okl ahoma
TCHAD:

Ok, that won't work, Marvin. W' ve
got to do this today.

MARVI N:
k. Wait, | mght have brought it
with ne.

Marvin puts the phone down and wal ks to the closet. He opens
it up and pulls out a BB gun.

He wal ks back over to the phone and picks it up.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)

Here it is. | found it. | brought
it.
TCHAD:
Geat. Wat kind of gunis it?
MARVI N:
It's a BB gun.
TCHAD:
That's not gonna work Marvin.
MARVI N:
Vell, I've heard they can be deadly
at point blank range, like if you

fireit at the tenple. O down their
t hroat or sonet hing.

TCHAD:
No. Marvin, that's not gonna work.
| have a gun. |It's not registered,
so they'll never trace it back to
us. | can bring it over to you.
Were are you?



MARVI N:
The Banboo Mbdtel. Room 103

TCHAD:
Ok, just sit tight. [1'Il Be over
there injust alittle while.

MARVI N
Al right, see you soon! Bye.

Marvi n hangs up, spins around, and points a fake gun at the

mrror
MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)

(to the mrror)
The Marv!

I NT. THE BAR -- CONTI NUOUS
Tchad hangs up with Marvin and dial s Candy.

I NT. TCHAD MCNAMARA' S HOUSE -- CONTI NUOUS

Candy is lying on the couch watching TV when the phone rings.

She sits up and answers.

CANDY:
(into the phone)
Hel | 0?

| NTERCUT PHONE CONVERSATI ON
TCHAD:

Hey toots. Listen, | found the nitwt
we' ve been waiting for.

CANDY:
Real | y?
TCHAD:
Yeah, |'m gonna send himover in

about an hour or so. Leo will be
parked outside filmng everything.
Make sure you wear sonething sexy.

CANDY:
Why? For Leo's novie?
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TCHAD:
No, we want this guy to be thrown
off. He's not a bright guy anyway,
but we certainly don't want him
thinking with the head that's got
brains init. Now, you' re gonna
have to sell himon not really killing
you, and that neans using your best
assets. Get nmy drift?

CANDY:
Gk, Yeah. | can do that.

TCHAD:
Alright. Nowtry to get himto shoot
you in the hand?

CANDY:
What ?!

TCHAD:
W' ve got to | eave some bl ood behi nd,
and a shot to the hand shouldn't be
fatal .

CANDY:
No! |'mnot taking a shot to the
hand. Forget it!

TCHAD:
Look woman! You take a shot to the
hand, or you take a shot to the head
from Shapiro. Besides, once we're
rolling in the dough in Costa Rica,
you're not gonna care about a little
scar on your hand.

Candy pauses for a mnute, thinking.
CANDY:
(sighs)

Fine. He can shoot ne in the hand.
But nowhere el se!

TCHAD:
Ck. Now when he cones over, this is
what you're gonna say.
FADE OQUT
FADE | N:
EXT. BAMBOO MOTEL -- DAY

Tchad pulls into the parking lot. He scopes the scene before
getting out.
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He slings open the door and puts his cigar out on the ground.
He gets out and wal ks to room 103 and knocks.

Marvi n opens the door and Tchad wal ks in.
CUT TGO
I NT. BAMBOO MOTEL BEDROOM -- CONTI NUQUS

Marvi n cl oses the door behi nd Tchad.

TCHAD:
81 Tinberdale Drive. The front door
is usually unlocked. If it isn't

just give it a sturdy kick. It"ll
fly right open.

MARVI N:
I'"'mnot fromaround here, so | have
no i dea where that is.

Tchad pulls out a fol ded sheet of paper and hands it to Marvin

TCHAD:
| drew you a mnap.

Tchad runs his down in his pocket and | ooks around the room

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
Mnd if | use your bathroonf

MARVI N:
Yes. | mean no not at all. | nean
no | don't mnd, and yes you can use
it.

Tchad wal ks into the bathroom and cl oses the door.
Marvin turns to the mrror and nakes a tough guy face.
Tchad opens the door and wal ks right back out.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
That didn't take |ong.

TCHAD:

(shruggi ng)
| just farted. Didn't even have to

go.

Tchad puts on a pair of latex gloves and pulls a gun out
fromhis pants.

He pulls a cloth fromhis pocket and wi pes the gun down. He
starts to hand it to Marvin before pulling it back.



TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
Wait a sec. |Is that a pube?

Tchad picks a hair off the gun and then w pes it again.

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
GQuess it wouldn't do any good to
w pe ny prints off if | was gonna
| eave nmy hair on it.

MARVI N:
(Fake | aughs)
No.

Tchad hands the gun to Marvin. Marvin takes it, holding it
gingerly as if scared to touch it.

TCHAD:
Now | ook. After you're done wth
that, get rid of it! You hear ne?
Get rid of it altogether. Throw it
in a lake or sonething. But before
you do, you m ght wanna w pe off any
fingerprints.

MARVI N:
O pubes.

TCHAD:
Exactly. Now go act quickly while
it's still daylight.

MARVI N:
What about the noney?

TCHAD:
| never pay until a job is done.

MARVI N:
Wl l | never assassinate until | get
pai d.

TCHAD:
What the fuck do you nean you never
assassinate until you get paid?
You' ve never done this before.

MARVI N:
Vell, it's a policy |'minplenenting.
Wthout a paynent, it's not
prestigious. It's just nurder.

TCHAD:
You' || get the paynent, but what if
you chi cken out, huh? Then what?

( MORE)
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Tchad opens the door and starts to |eave.

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
I"mout the noney and ny wife is

still alive and cheatin'. |'m good
for it, I promse. Just get over
there and do it Marvin, and then
call nme and we'll set up atine to
take care of the noney.

MARVI N:
The Marv.

TCHAD:
Huh?

MARVI N:

| go by the Marv when |' m worKking.
It's

t ny assassi nati on nane.

TCHAD:
What ever. Just get over there before
she | eaves.

MARVI N

I won't let you down Tuh-chad.
TCHAD:

| hope not. |'mgonna go play sone

golf wth a couple of buddies. GCet
ny alibi straight. You call nme when
you' re done.

the mrror and starts maki ng nean faces.

Marvin turns to
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Tchad turns back around and | ooks at Marvin |like he's crazy.

Tchad cl oses the door as he | eaves,

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
Are you com ng?

MARVI N:
In just a few | gotta get into
character.

TCHAD:

What ever. Just don't take too |ong.

make faces in the mrror.

FADE | N:

and Marvin continues to

FADE QUT:
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INT. MARVIN S CAR -- DAY
The radio is playing as Marv drives, acting |like a badass.
CUT TO
EXT. TCHAD AND CANDY' S HOUSE -- DAY

Marvin pulls up in front of the house and gets out. He wal ks
up to the front door and notices it is slightly open. He
pulI's his gun out and slowy wal ks in.

CUT TO
I NT. TCHAD AND CANDY' S HOUSE -- CONTI NUCUS

Marvin slowy wal ks down the hall and hears Candy humming in
one of the roonms. The door is slightly open to the room so
he pushes it all the way open.

Candy is wearing one of her short go-go dresses, dusting
furniture. She whisks around to see Marvin standing there
with a gun. She acts startl ed.

CANDY:
Oh! Who are you? What do you want?

Marvin | ooks at her in amazenent.

MARVI N:
(Nervously)
Huh? Oh wow. Ch, uhh... | don't
know. | nean, hey.

Mar vi n waves.

CANDY:
Vell? Wo are you?

MARVI N:
Ch, I"'mjust, you know. A guy. |
was actually here just to see Tuh-
chad.

CANDY:
You nean Tchad?

MARVI N:
Oh yeah, he goes by that for short.
You see, we grew up together back in
our...chil dhood.

CANDY:
What do you want wi th hin®



MARVI N:
(Still nervous)
Uh, well... | just cane by to..

Tchad | ooks around for a second and then | ooks down at his
gun.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
... To give himthis gun. Because |
remenbered he used to |ike them when
we were little and they were bl ack.
The guns | nmean. He likes black
guns.

CANDY:
You're not here to see Tchad. He
sent you here to see ne. Didn't he?

MARVI N:
(Shrugs and | aughs
nervousl y)
Well | don't... | nean...No, he
didn't. Wat?
CANDY:
What was your nane?
MARVI N:
The Marv
CANDY:
Ok, The Marv. | know the deal. |'m

not stupid. Tchad sent you over
here to sleep with ne.

MARVI N:
(1 aughs)
Oh wow. No. He wouldn't have had
to pay ne for that.

CANDY:
Aha! So he did send you. Wat did
he pay you to do?

Marv nervously scratches the back of his neck with the gun.

MARVI N:
Wll, I think he wanted ne to, you
know,
(waves gun around and
munbl es)

Assassi nate you or whatever

CANDY:
To what ?
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MARVI N:
Assassi nate you. But now your |egs
are pretty and I don't want themto

di e.
CANDY:
What ?
MARVI N:
I mean, |'m having ny doubts on if I

want to be a prestigious assassin.

CANDY:

Look, Tchad did not send you to Kil
me, ok? He sent you over here to
bait me into fooling around with
you.

(Motions towards the

wi ndow)
You see that car out there?

Marvin | ooks out the w ndow

CANDY: (CONT' D)
That guy has been follow ng ne;
filmng me all week. M husband
t hought if he sent sonebody over
here to kill nme then I m ght seduce
themto keep themfromdoing it.
And then if we slept together it
woul d have all be caught on tape.
That way he woul d have the evidence
he needs to divorce ne and take al

my noney.

MARVI N:
So, we're gonna.. .
(nmotions towards the
bed)

CANDY:
(di sgust ed)
No! That's just what he wants. H m
and that pervert canmera nman out there.
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Marvi n | ooks out the wi ndow agai n.
CUT TO
EXT. LEO S CAR -- CONTI NUOUS

Leo is sitting in the driver's seat across the street filmng
t he exchange goi ng on inside.

CUT BACK TO
I NT. TCHAD AND CANDY' S HOUSE -- CONTI NUCUS

MARVI N:
Hey, | know that guy. He's the
bart ender.

CANDY:

Yeah, he works for Tchad. He's
probably been guaranteed a cut of ny
noney.

MARVI N:
So you have a | ot of noney?

CANDY:
Oh yeah. Lots and lots of it. But
it's hidden. They'll never find it.

MARVI N:
Vell, if | don't want to kill you
now and your |egs, and we don't, you
know,
(nmotions towards the
bed agai n)
Then what are we doing? | nean...

Hey! What if we go in a roomthat
doesn't have a w ndow?

CANDY:
\o! (I'n disgust)

Candy takes a deep breath and pulls herself together.

CANDY: (CONT' D)

| mean, no. But if you help ne play
alittle trick on them we can run
down to Mexico to get my noney, and
then... well, who knows what nmay
happen.

(smles seductively)
There certainly won't be any canera
men around.
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MARVI N:
(Nervously | aughs)
Ok, | like Mexico and playing tricks.

CANDY:
(hol ds her hands up
in the air)
Gk, I'"'mgoing to act |ike |I'm begging
you not to shoot ne. And | want you
to shoot me in ny |left hand.

MARVI N:
You want me to shoot your hand?
CANDY:
There's gotta be blood on the wall.
It has to be convincing. | want
that camera pervert to think you
really killed me. Then he'll run

back and tell Tchad and Tchad wil |
be devast at ed.

MARVI N:
k. So I'mgonna shoot your hand
now.

CANDY:

&k, and I'mgonna fall down behind
the bed so he can't see ne afterwards.

Marvin lifts the gun in the air, his hand shaking.

MARVI N:
Gk, here it goes.
CANDY:
(Shout i ng)

Oh no, please don't shoot ne!

Marvin | owers the gun

MARVI N:
Oh, ok. | thought you want ed-
CANDY:
(I nterrupts)
That's part of the act, Marv. [|'m

supposed to be beggi ng.

MARVI N:
Ch ok.

Marvin brings the gun up again and then hesitates. He |owers
t he gun agai n.
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MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
And it's actually THE Marv. But |
only go by that when I'm
assassinating. You can just call ne
Marvin for right now.

CANDY:
Marvin!  Shut up and shoot ne.

MARVI N:
Gk, here it goes.

Candy cl oses her eyes and grits her teeth.
Marvin slowy lifts the gun and fires a shot.

Candy opens her eyes and | ooks at her hand. There's no bl ood.
She turns around and | ooks at the hole in the wall.

CANDY:
You m ssed ne you idiot!
MARVI N:
Gk, sorry about that. | don't really

shoot guns all that much. Just the
occasi onal BB

CANDY:
Vll try to hit me this time. Cone
on, let's get it over wth.
Marvin lifts the hamer of the pistol right up to his eye
and closes the other, aimng the barrel at her hand. He
extends his arm again and shoots her in the hand.
Candy screans and fl ops down on the ground besi de the bed.

Marvin wal ks up where she is lying and fires several shots
into the ground, |aughing |like a nmaniac.

CUT TO
EXT. LEO S CAR -- DAY

Leo tosses the canera onto the passenger seat and speeds
of f.

CUT BACK TO
I NT. TCHAD AND CANDY' S HOUSE -- CONTI NUCUS

Marvin is still laughing uncontrollably, firing shot after
shot into the ground until the gun is enpty.

Candy sits up, holding her bloody hand.
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CANDY:
I's he gone?

Marvin pulls hinself together and | ooks out the w ndow

MARVI N:
Yeah, he's gone. Ww That was
fun. | nmean, | felt like |l really
becane an assassin while | was
shooti ng you.

CANDY:
(W nci ng)
You weren't shooting nme. You were
shooting the ground.

MARVI N:
Well, | did shoot you once in the
hand. And | gotta tell you, it wasn't
nearly as bad as | thought.

CANDY:
Maybe not for you!

Candy stands up and starts wapping a towel around her hand.

CANDY: (CONT' D)
W gotta get out of here.

MARVI N:

Yeah, let's get you to a hospital
CANDY:

No can do. |'ma dead wonman now. |

can't tip anybody off that 1'malive.
It's just gonna have to be whiskey
and bandages for nme.

Candy qui ckly wal ks past Marvin and out of the room Marvin
is left standing there with his hands on his hips, |ooking
smug.

CANDY: (Q'S.) (CONT' D)
Let's go!

Marvin snaps back to reality and runs out after her.
CUT TO
INT. MARVIN S CAR -- DAY

Marvin drives in the car feeling |ike a badass, |ooking in
the rear view mirror at hinself, making cool faces.
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Meanwhil e Candy is in the passenger seat npaning and groani ng
in agony.

CUT TO
EXT. LI QUOR STORE -- DAY
Marvin pulls into the parking lot.

CUT TO
CLOSE UP OF MARVI N -- CONTI NUQUS
He gets out and struts into the |iquor store.

CUT TO

EXT. LI QUOR STORE -- MOMENTS LATER

Marvin struts back out of the liquor store holding a brown
bag.

We hear Candy still noaning fromthe car.
Marvin clinbs back into the car and peels out.

CUT TGO
EXT. BAMBOO MOTEL -- DAY
Marvin and Candy pull up to the hotel and Marvin gets out
hol di ng the whiskey battle in a brown bag. Candy gets out
and runs to the door with her head down.

CUT TGO
| NT. BAMBOO MOTEL BEDROOM -- CONTI NUQUS
Marvin and Candy wal k in. Candy snatches the bottle from
Marvin and runs to the bathroomand slans the door. Marvin
pi cks up the phone and calls Tchad.

TCHAD : (Q.S.)
Hel | 0?

MARVI N:
Tuh-chad! | didit. W need to
nmeet now for the paynent.

TCHAD : (O.S.)
It's a done deed?
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MARVI N:
Ch yeah. It's doner than... yeah
| nmean, it's done.
CUT TO
EXT. GOLF COURSE -- CONTI NUQUS

Tchad is holding a bag of golf clubs standing by a couple of
buddi es

TCHAD :
So she's dead? For sure?

| NTERCUT PHONE CONVERSATI ON

MARVI N:
Yep. Deader than a... door.
TCHAD:
Geat work Marvin. Just hang tight
there for the night, and I'l| be by

tonorrow norning, first thing. 'l
have your noney.

MARVI N:
k. And | hope you don't mnd. |
got rid of her body. | threwit
in... a canyon... of fire.

TCHAD:
Perfect. | hope they never find

her .
Phone beeps

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)

Look, | gotta beep comng in. Relax
and watch sonme TV or sonethin'.
Just lay low, and I'I|l see you in

t he norni ng.

Marvi n hangs up the phone and falls back onto the bed. He
pi cks up the renote and cuts the TV on.

CUT BACK TO
EXT. GOLF COURSE -- CONTI NUQUS

Tchad switches Iines on his cell phone
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TCHAD:
Toots. Wiat's happenin'?

CUT TO
I NT. MOTEL BATHROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

Candy is pouring whiskey on her wound and hol di ng the phone
to her ear with her shoul der

CANDY:
(whi spering to phone)
| sure hope this is gonna be worth
it cause this hurts like hell.

CUT BACK TO:
EXT. GOLF COURSE -- CONTI NUQUS
TCHAD:
It'1l all be worth it, | prom se.
Did you find the knife?
CUT BACK TO:

I NT. MOTEL BATHROOM - - CONTI NUOUS
CANDY:
Not yet. I'mjust trying to keep
frombleeding to death right now

| NTERCUT PHONE CONVERSATI ON

TCHAD:
Nevermind all that. | need you to
find that knife. | left it in the

cabi net under the sink.

Candy opens up the cabinet and pulls out a |arge butcher
kni fe.

CANDY:
Yeah, | see it. Wiy do we have to
kill him again?

TCHAD:

Because that noron will sing like a
songbird. W can't risk it. Besides,
he's got ny business card on him and
a gun which may or may not have sone
of my pubes on it.

CANDY:
Alright, well let me get ny hand
bandaged up, and then I'Il go out

there and take care of it. Wen can
you cone get ne?
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TCHAD:
Don't know yet. The police are
probably at our house right now.
You may have to hang there at the
hotel overnight. O at l|east until
| can get themto confirmthe

hom ci de.
CANDY:
Are you serious? | gotta stay
overnight in a roomw th a dead body?
TCHAD:
No, you can wait 'til the norning to
kill him Just nake sure he doesn't
go anywher e.
CANDY:
You've got to be kidding nme. | can't
put up with this guy all day and
ni ght .
TCHAD:
Look, | don't care if you stay there

with himwhile he's dead or alive.
Just make sure he's dead before |
et Leo turn the footage in.

Candy waps a bandage tightly around her wrist.

CANDY:
| don't know which one woul d be worse,
spending the night in a roomwth
hi m or spending the night in a room
with his corpse.

TCHAD:
Just hang in there toots. You're
doing great. | got a call comng

in. It's probably the police.

CANDY:
I love you.

TCHAD: (Q S.)
"Il see you tonorrow.

Candy hangs up the phone and picks the knife back up. She
| ooks at it for a nmoment and then puts it back in the cabinet.

FADE QUT:
FADE | N:
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INT. LEOS CAR -- N GHT
Leo is driving and singing wth the radio, belting out the
high notes. His cell phone rings. He pulls it out, hits
ignore and then sticks it back in his pocket.

Hi s phone rings again. This tinme he cuts the radio off and
answer s.

LEC
Hel | 0?

CUT TGO
I NT. OFFICE CUBI CLE -- NI GHT
VI SA MAN:
(to the phone)
Could I speak with Leonard Pruitt?

| NTERCUT PHONE CONVERSATI ON

LEC:
This is Leo Pruitt.
VI SA MVAN:
H M. Pruitt. I'mcalling with the

Visa fraud departnent. We were
calling to notify you that your credit
card has been conprom sed. Wat

this nmeans is-

LEG
(interrupting)
Wait. Wiat does that nean?

VI SA MAN:
What that means is someone has
obt ai ned your credit card nunber and
it's at risk for fraudulent activity.
So what we need to do-

LEC
So what do we need to do?

VI SA MAN:
W' |l need to shut your card down
and i ssue you a new one.

LEC
How do | know you are who you say
you are? For all | know, you could

be the fraudster.
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VI SA MAN:
If I was the fraudster, why would I
be calling you to tell you soneone
has your credit card nunber?

LEO
To throw ne off.
VI SA MAN:

Well, | assure you |'mnot. So what
"Il need to do is-

LEG
(interrupting)
Gk, if you're really fromVisa, then
what was the |ast charge | nade?

VI SA MAN:
| see you spent 214 dollars at
Thel ma' s anti ques yest erday.

LEG:
That was for nmy nom
VI SA MAN:
k. Well what 1'Il need to do is-
LEG:
Now hold on. You still haven't done
anything to prove to ne that you're
wth Visa.
VI SA MAN:
Well, | just told you your |ast
char ge.
LEG:
That doesn't mean anything to ne.
For all I know, you could have been

t he sal esperson from Thel nma's.

VI SA MAN:
k. The charge before that was to
MaxMart for 33.81.

LEG
That was for a new shower head. The
one | was using felt really weak. |
t hought it was just the water
pressure, but the other day | took a
shower in the other bathroom and the
pressure was great. | heard MaxMart
has this newline that let's the
wat er conme out nore forcefully.

VI SA MAN:
k. Well what I'll need to do is-



LEC
Wait just a mnute, buddy! | still
don't know who you are. Now this is
the third time |1've told you to prove
to me who you are, and you still
haven't done it.

VI SA MAN:
Ok sir. Just call the nunber on the
back of your card and one of our
agents will help you.

LEC
Now wait a second. | want to know
sonething. How did ny card get
conprom sed?

VI SA MAN:
| don't know.

LEC
Who did it?

VI SA MAN:

| don't know sir. W have an
investigations teamthat |ooks into
it once | shut your card down.

LEC
Shut it down?! Way woul d you shut it
down?

VI SA MAN:
Because it has been conprom sed.
LEC
Vell | want the name of the person
who did this.
VI SA MAN:
| don't have his nane sir.
LEC
Was it Shapiro?
VI SA MAN:
I don't know. | don't know who that
is.
LEC

I'Il kill him Once | find out who
did this, he is dead. You hear ne?

VI SA MAN:
Yes | do. So let ne go ahead and
shut this card-

41.
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LEC:
Hang on, now. How is it you know ny
card was conprom sed, but you don't
know who did it? Sounds funny to

ne.
VI SA MAN:
I"msorry it sounds that way to you
sir.
LEG

Nah. No you're not. This is fishy.
I''mgonna call the nunber on the
back of ny card.

VI SA MAN:
Pl ease do.
Leo hangs up the phone. It rings again. He answers it.
LEG
What !

CUT TO
I NT. TCHAD MCNAMARA' S HOUSE -- NI GHT

Tchad is sitting at his kitchen table with a bottle of scotch
in front of him H's eyes are bloodshot and his hair is
wild.

TCHAD:
Don't you ever answer the phone |ike
that when | call you

| NTERCUT PHONE CONVERSATI ON

LEG:
Ch, sorry Tchad. | was on the phone
with Visa. Sonebody stole ny card
numnber .
TCHAD:
Your credit card nunber?
LEG:
Yeah.
TCHAD:
VWl |l that's interesting.
LEG:
Yeah, | was thinking the same thing.
TCHAD:

Look, you need to cone over. W
gotta talk.



LEG:

Aww conme on. |'ve had a |ong day.
TCHAD:

You've had a long day? |'ve been

grilled by cops for the past three
hours. Get your ass over here.

LEC:
(sighs)
On ny way.

Leo hangs up and then cuts the radi o back on.
singing |oudly again.

EXT. BAMBOO MOTEL -- NI GHT

I NT. BAMBOO MOTEL BEDROOM - - CONTI NUOUS
Marvin is lying on the bed watching TV.
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He starts

CUT TO

CUT TO

Candy is | ooking bored, sitting on the foot of the bed,

playing solitaire

MARVI N:
Maybe | should wite sonething.

Marvin picks up the remote and flips through sonme channel s.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
Yeah, | think I could wite sonething
good now.

Marvin stands up and wal ks to the window. He opens the

curtains and | ooks out into the parking |ot.

CANDY:
Cl ose those curtains please.

Martin closes the curtains and fl ops back down on the bed.

MARVI N:
Yeah, | think I mght wite sonething

Candy draws a heavy sigh, rolls her eyes, and then starts to

pi ck up the cards.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
What's wrong?



CANDY:
Not hi ng.

MARVI N:
You si ghed.

CANDY:
I know.

MARVI N:
Wy ?

CANDY:
Because.

MARVI N:

Because sonet hing's wong?

CANDY:
No.

Marvin stands up again and wal ks a few feet. He turns and
paces for a few seconds and then fl ops down on his bed.

MARVI N:

Wiy are we still here again?
CANDY:

Huh?
MARVI N:

Wiy aren't we headed to Mexico? |
don't under st and.

CANDY:
Because it's a long drive and we
need sone rest.

MARVI N:
Mexi co's only two hours away.

CANDY:
Not the part of Mexico where ny noney
is. It's all the way down there.
Near the gulf.

MARVI N:
Oh.

Marvin picks up the remote and flips through sonme nore
channel s.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
Maybe 1'lIl wite sonething

Candy cl oses her eyes grits her teeth.

44,
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MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
What's wrong?

CANDY:
Not hi ng.

MARVI N:
You cl osed your eyes.

CANDY:
I know.

MARVI N:

Are you tired?
Candy grunts, but doesn't answer.
Marvin starts sucking his teeth.

Candy lets out a loud groan and junps up. She heads to the
bat hr oom and cl oses the door behind her.

Marvin gets up and wal ks to the dresser. He picks up a
magazi ne and begins to thunb through it.

Candy cones back out of the bathroom and we see the knife
behi nd her back. She wal ks up slowy behind Marvin.

Candy pulls the knife back and just as she thrusts it forward,
Marvin casually turns to the side and starts wal ki ng back
towards the wi ndow. Candy m sses.

Marvin is still reading the magazine as he wal ks around the
room

Candy creeps up behind himagain and thrusts the knife
forward. Marvin casually turns again, making her mss again.

Marvin finally | ooks up fromhis magazi ne and turns around
and sees Candy.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
| didn't know you were behind ne.
You're very-

Marvi n | ooks down and sees the knife Candy is hol ding

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
What are you doing with that?

Candy lifts the knife high and swngs wildly at Marvin. He
| eans back, making her m ss again.

She lifts the knife again, and Marvin grabs her wist. They
struggle and fall on the bed.
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Marvin rolls over on top of her. She is still trying to
stab him but he is still holding her arm steady.
CANDY:
Gve it up! You' re as good as dead
anyway!

Marvin is struggling to pry the knife fromher fingers
CANDY: (CONT' D)
(Scream ng)
You' re dead! W' ve got you on film

The two violently struggle on the bed.

MARVI N:
No!
CANDY:
f I don't kill you, Tchad or Leo
will.
MARVI N:
No!
CANDY:

You' || be locked up. W' ve got you
killing nme on film you idiot!

CUT TO
CLOSE UP ON MARVIN' S EYES
W see the rage build in his face. He snaps.
BACK TO SCENE

Marvin grabs her injured hand and twists it. Candy shrieks
in pain. Mrvin finally westles the knife free.

He lifts the blade high in the air and cones down stabbi ng
her repeatedly.

Candy screans and gasps, flailing her arns.

Marvin | aughs hysterically as we see blood splatter up on
his face. He stabs her over and over and over until she is
not i onl ess.

He is still |aughing when he stops. He stands up fromthe
bed and staggers into the bathroom |aughing the whole tine.

FADE QUT:
FADE | N:
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EXT. TCHAD AND CANDY' S HOUSE -- N GHT
Leo wal ks up to the front door and knocks.
Tchad opens it wearing a bat hrobe and | ooki ng rough.

TCHAD:
W got probl ens.

Leo wal ks in an Tchad cl oses the door.
CUT TO
I NT. TCHAD AND CANDY' S HOUSE -- CONTI NUOUS

Tchad wal ks into the kitchen and Leo follows. Tchad goes to
the counter and pours two drinks. He hands one to Leo.

The two wal k over to the kitchen table and sit down.

TCHAD:
I haven't heard from Candy. |'m
guessing she's still holed up in
that Motel with Marvin.

LEC:
He's still alive?

TCHAD:

Not sure yet. You haven't turned
that footage in yet, have you?

LEG
No.

TCHAD:
Good. Let's nake sure the fella's
dead first. | don't want himtal kin'.

Tchad downs his drink and slans the glass on the table. He
runs his fingers through his hair and w nces.

LEG
Well, what's the deal ?
TCHAD:
Ch CGod.
LEG
["'mtired. Wy did you call ne here
so |late?
TCHAD:

Oh God, we got problens Leo.

LEG:
What ? What is the big problen?



TCHAD:
The police won't rule it a hom cide
until they have evidence that she's
dead.

LEG
That's no problem They'll have
their evidence tonorrow

Tchad runs his fingers through his hair again and stares at
t he ground.

TCHAD:
The insurance conmpany won't send me
t he paynment until the police rule it
a hom ci de.

LEG
Ok Tchad, again, no problem They'l|I
have their evidence tonorrow.

TCHAD:
(shaking his head)
No, no, no, no, no, no, no. | talked

to the insurance conpany. They said
it will take two to three weeks to
rel ease the funds after it's been
detern ned that she's dead.

LEG
Two to three weeks?!

TCHAD:
Yeah.

LEG
That's a probl em

TCHAD:
Yeah.

LEG

That's a big fucking problen

TCHAD:
Yeah.

Leo stands up and takes a deep breath.
LEG:

W' ve got two days left to either
pay Shapiro or kill him

TCHAD:
Yeah, and Shapiro ain't the kinda
guy you kill and then hang around

town for two nore weeks.
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LEG
Two to THREE nore weeks!

TCHAD:
Yeah.

Leo sits back down and slans his drink.

LEG
| trusted you nan.

Tchad | eans back in his chair and takes a deep breath.

LEO. ( CONT' D)
| say forget the noney. To hel
with it. Let's take out Shapiro and
get the hell out of town.

TCHAD:
| can't leave all that nobney on the
table. It's too nuch.

LEG
VWll | sure can. That nobney won't

nmean a thing to ne if Shapiro or one
of his boys gets to nme first.

Tchad stands back up and wal ks back to the counter. He pours
hi nsel f another drink as he thinks. He pauses.

TCHAD:
W gotta be cool about this.
LEG
Yeah right.
TCHAD:
(shouti ng)
No, we've got to! Do you understand
me?

Leo sits in silence.

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)

(cal mer)
Look, we've gotta couple days. Marvin
w |l be dead tonmorrow. [|'Il get
Candy out of that roomshe's in,
you'll turn in the tape, and then
we'll take care of Shapiro. At that
poi nt, you and Candy can take off.
Get down to Central Anerica. |'l]
hang back here and wait for the check.

LEG
You'll never nmke it-



50.

TCHAD:
(shouti ng)

I have no choice! |'ve got to get
t hat noney!

LEC
Right. You're right. W'IIl just,
we'll just do what you said. W'l
wait for you, and you'll neet us

down there with the noney.

TCHAD:
It's all we can do.

Tchad wal ks back to the table and sits down, drink in hand.
LEG

How are you gonna take Shapiro out?
He's usually got a body guard around.

TCHAD:
| haven't figured that out yet.
LEG
Shapiro. Wsh I'd never heard of
him
TCHAD:
Me t oo.
LEG
And what's with that nane? He doesn't
even |look Italian. He looks, | don't

know, Irish or something.
Tchad stares at the floor as he slowy sips his drink.

Leo stands up and begins to wal k out. Before he reaches the
front door he stops and turns back around.

LEO. ( CONT' D)
When | take that tape to the police,
they' re gonna ask why | was film ng.

TCHAD:
Tell 'emyour a pervert who had a
crush on your boss' wfe.

LEG
| ain't a pervert.

Tchad | ooks up and stares blankly at Leo.

LEQ ( CONT' D)
Ok, I'"ma pervert.

Leo turns back towards the door.
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LEO. ( CONT' D)
Call ne as soon as you pick up Candy
t oror r ow.

TCHAD:
I will.

Leo opens the front door and wal ks out.

FADE QUT:
FADE | N:
EXT. BAMBOO MOTEL -- N GHT

CUT TO

I NT. BAMBOO MOTEL -- CONTI NUOUS
The sheets and covers are off the bed. Marvin is scrubbing
the walls with a rag. Candy's body is wapped in a bl anket

on the fl oor.

Marvin puts the rag down and wal ks up to the mrror. He
mmcs a novie trailer narrator.

MARVI N:
They thought they could nmess with
the Marv. But the Marv thought they
couldn't.

He keeps looking in the mrror and pulls the brimof his hat
down.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
Just when you thought it was safe...

He turns back and | ooks at Candy's body in the bl anket.
MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)

It's a shane. Wth legs |ike yours,

we coul da had sonet hi ng speci al
He picks the rag back up and begins cleaning the wall again.

FADE QOUT:

FADE | N:
EXT. BAMBOO MOTEL -- MORNI NG
Tchad pulls up and quickly gets out of his car

He wal ks quickly to room 103 and notices the door is wde
open. He looks in and sees the bed is m ssing the covers.

He spots the hotel housekeeper a few doors down.



TCHAD:
Excuse ne.

HOUSEKEEPER
Yes sir?

TCHAD:

Have you seen the |ady who was in
her e?

HOUSEKEEPER
Not a lady. Just a man. | think he
was al one.

TCHAD:
Where is he?

HOUSEKEEPER

Checked out early this norning.
About three hours ago.

TCHAD:
And he didn't have a |lady with hinf

HOUSEKEEPER
No, although |I'd wonder about her
too if he did.

TCHAD:
What do you nean?

HOUSEKEEPER
I mean he was a real strange guy.
Told me he crapped all over the
covers. For fun. Mist've been a
freak or something. | told himdon't
worry about it. W would wash them
and the next guest woul dn't know the
difference, but he said he wanted to
keep themfor his collection. He
was a freak | tell ya.

TCHAD:
So he didn't | eave thenf

HOUSEKEEPER
No, and he left noney to pay for 'em
so | wasn't gonna conpl ain.

Tchad surveys the parking |lot for a second.

TCHAD:
He didn't say where he was going did
he?

HOUSEKEEPER
No sir.
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TCHAD:
Al right, thanks.

Tchad slowy wal ks back to his car, still slowy |ooking
over the parking lot. He gets in and drives off.

CUT TO
I NT. BAR -- MORNI NG

Leo is alone at the bar, trying to fix the wobbly barstool.
He drills a hole into the underside of the seat with a power
drill and then sets it on the stool next to him

He pulls out his cell phone and | ooks at it.

LEG
(to the phone)
Cone on Tchad. Call ne. W ain't
got all day.

He shoves the phone back down into his pocket.

He picks a video canera up off the bar and opens it to make
sure the tape is still inside.

LEO. ( CONT' D)
(to hinself)
I"mready to get rid of this tape,
Tchad. You'd better call ne.

He picks the drill up and sits down beneath the stool. He
is just about to start drilling again. W hear the door
open.

LEO (CONT' D)
Tchad is that you? | thought you
wer e gonna cal |

Leo stands up and turns around to see Marvin standing there.
Leo gasps and takes a step back.

LEO. ( CONT' D)
What are you... How did...

Leo takes another step back and stunbles into the bar stool.
Marvin stands nmotionless with his hands in his pockets.

LEO. ( CONT' D)
What are you doing here?

MARVI N:
| came to see Tuh-chad. He owes ne
Sone noney.
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LEG:
Vel |l he's not here. Probably won't
be either. D d you try his house?

Marvin takes a couple steps forward wi thout pulling his hands
out of his pocket.

Leo nervously | ooks around as if |ooking for a gun or
sonet hi ng.

MARVI N:
Nah, haven't tried there yet.

Marvin sits down on a bar stool.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
I"mnot sure if he told you, but he
had ne assassinate his w fe yesterday.

LEG
Yeah, | think he nentioned that.

MARVI N:
It wasn't easy. M first
assassi nation. Let me tell you, it
didn't feel too prestigious either.

LEG

You nmean you really did it?
MARVI N:

Yeah, | nean that's what he said

he'd pay me to do. Wy wouldn't |
follow through with it?

LEG:
Ch boy.

MARVI N:
What ?

LEG:
Ch. Nothing. Hey, uh... nmake
yourself confortable. 1'll get Tchad
on the phone and tell himto cone up
her e.

MARVI N:
Al right.

Leo quickly runs around behind the bar. He pulls out a glass
and sets it on the bar.

LEG
Say, you could probably use a drink,
huh?.
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Leo drops a couple ice cubes in the gl ass

MARVI N:
Nah, | don't drink al cohol.

LEC
Ch. \Well not every drink has al cohol
init.

MARVI N:

k. You got soda?

LEO
Sur e!

Leo pulls out a soda bottle and hands it to Marvin.

He quickly runs back around to the front of the bar and sits
on a stool next to Marvin.

LEO. ( CONT' D)
So how did you do it?

MARVI N:
Do what ?

LEG
How did you kill her?

MARVI N:
| just went over to her house and
shot her a bunch of tines.

LEG:
What did you do with the body?

MARVI N
| threwit in a canyon

Marvin takes a swig of his soda.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
O fire.

Marvin spots the canmera on the bar.

MARVI N ( CONT' D)
That's a nice video canera

LEG
(nervously)
Ha. That old thing. Doesn't even
wor k.

MARVI N:
Looks like there's a tape init.
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LEC
Oh, yeah. That tape's been janmed
in there for years. Wn't eject.
wn't record. Nothin'. Just sits in

t here.

MARVI N:
Why do you have it?

LEC
Huh?

MARVI N:

The canera. Wiy do you have it if
it's broken?

LEC
Oh. Well, | was gonna take it to a
repairman today and see if | could
get it fixed.

Marvin nods slowy. He stands up and slowy paces in front
of the bar stool, holding his soda.

Leo wat ches hi m anxi ously.

MARVI N:
So, are you gonna call Tchad?

LEC
Oh yeah, of course.

Leo runs his hand down in his pocket. He pulls out his phone.
He | ooks down at it and begins to dial.

Marvin slowmy wal ks up to Leo. W see himraise the bottle
in the air behind Leo. He snmashes it down on his head.

Leo falls off the barstool and drops the phone.
He groans as he lies disoriented on the ground.
Marvin wal ks over to the power drill and picks it up.

MARVI N:
You nust think I'man idiot.

CUT TO
CLOSE UP OF LEO -- CONTI NUCGUS

Marvin casts a | ong shadow on Leo. Blood runs down Leo's
face. He struggles to stay conscious.

We hear the power drill start running.
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LEG
It was Tchad. It was all his idea.
He needed a fall guy. He

was...collecting... there was life
i nsurance policy on Candy. 5 ml|

i on.
Marvin starts speaking in a novie trailer voice.
MARVI N:
Just when you thought it was safe to
mess with the Marv. ..

Marvi n squeezes the trigger on the power drill a couple tines,
revving it up.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)

...t wasn't.
LEG:
Please. No. It was Tchad.
CUT TO
SHOT OF MARVIN FROM LEO S P. O V. -- CONTI NUOUS
Marvin lifts the power drill and thrusts it forward. He

starts | aughing.
Bl oods squirts up onto Marvin's face.

We hear Leo scream ng as Marvin continuously pulls the dril
back and thrusts it forward again.

Leo's screans get |ouder and | ouder but they are drowned out
by Marvin's increasing |aughter.

FADE QUT:
FADE | N:
EXT. TCHAD AND CANDY'S HOUSE -- DAY
CUT TO
I NT. TCHAD AND CANDY' S HOUSE -- CONTI NUOUS

Tchad paces back and forth in the living room | ooking down
at the ground.

He sits down on the couch and taps his knee anxiously wth
hi s hand.

He pops back up and starts paci ng again.

He pulls out his phone and dials Leo.
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TCHAD:
Come on Leo. Pick up. Pick up

The phone goes to voice mail
TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
(shouti ng)
Way won't you answer!?
The doorbell rings.

Tchad tosses the phone onto the couch and wal ks up to the
wi ndow. He peaks out the blinds.

CUT TO
EXT. TCHAD AND CANDY' S HOUSE -- CONTI NUQUS
Marvin stands at the front door with his hands in his pockets
CUT BACK TO:
I NT. TCHAD AND CANDY' S HOUSE -- CONTI NUQUS
Tchad jerks away fromthe w ndow.

TCHAD:
Ch shit.

The doorbel | rings again.
Tchad takes a deep breath and then opens the front door.
TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
(smling)
Marvin!  Cone on in buddy.
Marvin wal ks in and sits down on the couch.

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
What can | do for you?

MARVI N:
I"mhere to get the noney
TCHAD:
The noney.
MARVI N:
Yeah. For the assassination.
TCHAD:
Right. O. Yeah. WlIl, you see,
here's the thing. | don't have it

yet .
( MORE)



TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
I was kind of expecting a |arge
paynent that hasn't cone through
just yet. But if you can wait a
couple weeks, 1'Il have it for you
t hen.

Marvi n stands up and wal ks around with his hands in his
pockets, |ooking down at the floor.

MARVI N:
No, that's not gonna work.

Tchad sits down in a chair.
TCHAD:
Ok, look. Let's work sonmething out.
Sit down and let's talk.
Marvin sits back down on the couch.

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
Where is she?

MARVI N:
| told you. | threw her in a canyon
of fire.

TCHAD:
Let's cut the crap ok? | talked to

her yesterday after you staged the
murder. You know that, and | know
you know t hat.

MARVI N:
You know what el se | know?
TCHAD:
What .
MARVI N:
I know about the insurance policy.
The 5 m|.
TCHAD:
Ok, See? |'mgood for the noney.
"Il be getting the noney in a few
weeks. | can pay you then.
MARVI N:

No. You've already tried to have ne
killed. You'll just try it again
before then. Maybe | shoul d just
kill you now. You certainly do
deserve it.
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TCHAD:
You're right. | do. But maybe we
can call a truce or sonething.
MARVI N:
It's not as sinple as all that.
TCHAD:
Look Marvi n-
MARVI N:
The Marv
TCHAD:

Right, the Marv. You've already
killed one person. You don't wanna
make a habit of it.

MARVI N:
Two peopl e.

TCHAD:
What ?

Marvin pulls something out of his pocket and tosses it to
Tchad. Tchad holds it up to the light. 1It's a bloody eyebal
wth adrill bit going through it.

CUT TO
CLOSE UP OF EYEBALL -- CONTI NUQUS
TCHAD. (O S.)
What the hell is this?
CUT BACK TO

FULL SHOT TCHAD S LI VI NG ROOM -- CONTI NUQUS

MARVI N
It's Leo's eye.

TCHAD:
You're a mad nman. You're...you're
i nsane.

MARVI N:
I wasn't. Not until yesterday.

TCHAD:
No, this is sick. This isn't normal.
This has nothing to do with yesterday.

MARVI N:
Yes it does.
( MORE)
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MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)

You see, |'ve lived a lifetinme ful
of rejection and ridicule. | just
suppressed it all. Bottled it up.

It nmade nme awkward. Unconfortable
in my own skin.

Marvi n stands up and | ooks out the w ndow.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
Al those years | felt tornmented.
But | ast night | snapped. Al the
pi nned up rage. It just cane pouring
out of ne. It was a sweet and
beauti ful rel ease.

Marv turns back around and | ooks straight at Tchad.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
Yes, I'"'ma mad man now. |'Ill never
be the same. But it's your fault.
You created the Marv, Dr.
Fr ankenst ei n.

TCHAD:
Hey, cut that crazy talk out, ok?
Let's not get carried away. W can
work this out. | know we can.

MARVI N:
What do you propose?

TCHAD:
"1l give you ny word-

MARVI N:
That doesn't nean nuch.

TCHAD:
| swear to you! You have ny word.
"Il split the 5 m|l with you. Fifty-
fifty. And | won't try to kill you
before then just as |l ong as you do
nme one nore favor.

MARVI N:
Way should | do you any nore favors?

TCHAD:
Because there's a | oose end, and if
it isn't tied up, neither one of us
will get a penny of that noney.

MARVI N:
["mlistening.



TCHAD:
I need you to knock off one nore
person for nme. His nane's Shapiro.

MARVI N:
Way don't you do it yourself?
TCHAD:
Because he's crazy. Like you. [|I'm
too weak. | could never pull it

off. But you can.

MARVI N:
And why do you want this Shapiro guy
dead?

TCHAD:
Because he's trying to kill ne.

MARVI N:
| don't know. Maybe | should just
et him

TCHAD:
Look, you know I've got the noney
comng. Half of it is yours, |
proni se

MARVI N:
How about this. Forget about paying
me. Add ne to your will. As the
heir to your estate.

TCHAD:
What ?

MARVI N:
That way | know. If you refuse to
pay ne, | can take you out nyself
and col | ect the noney.

TCHAD:
But 1'll pay you, | swear.

MARVI N:

O if Shapiro gets to you before |
can get to him \Wat then?

TCHAD:
This i s garbage.

Marvi n stands up and starts towards the door.

MARVI N:
Fine, I"lIl just let himkill you.
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TCHAD:
Ok, ok wait. I'Il wite you in,
alright? But how can | trust you
not to just turn around and kill ne
your sel f?

MARVI N:
Looks like you'll have to take ny
word for it just like |I have to take
yours.

TCHAD:
Gk, it's adeal. I'll call ny |awer
W' | | nmake an appoi nt ment.

MARVI N:
No. No phone calls. No appointnents.
Let's go see hi m now.

Tchad runs his fingers through his hair. Finally, he stands
up and shrugs.

TCHAD:

Alright. W taking your car?
MARVI N:

Nah. We'll drive separately. [|'l]

foll ow you.

Tchad grabs his keys and wallet off the mantle. The two nen
wal k to the front door. Tchad opens it.

TCHAD:
After you.

MARVI N:
No, after you.

TCHAD:
No way. You're not wal ki ng behi nd
nme.

MARVI N:
Vell you're not wal ki ng behind ne.
Besi des, why would | do anything to
you if you're about to put nme in
your will.

Tchad stands there for a second, pondering.

TCHAD:
Fi ne.
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Tchad wal ks backwards out the front door, facing Marvin.
Marvi n wal ks out and cl oses the door behind him never taking
his eyes off Tchad.
CUT TO
EXT. TCHAD MCNAMARA' S HOUSE -- CONTI NUOUS
Tchad wal ks backwards all the way to his car, watching Marvin
the whole tine. Marvin keeps a safe distance behi nd Tchad.
The two finally make it to their respective cars and drive
of .
FADE OUT
FADE | N:
EXT. LAW OFFI CE -- DAY

Tchad pulls into the parking lot. He turns off the car and
just sits there, staring at his steering wheel.

Marvin wal ks up to the driver side wi ndow and taps on it.

Tchad rolls down the w ndow.

MARVI N:
What are you doi ng?
TCHAD:
Just t hi nki ng.
MARVI N:
VWll don't. Let's go in.
TCHAD:
Cone on Marv. Just give nme a second
wll ya?
MARVI N:

What are you thinking about that is
So pressing right now?

TCHAD:
| was just trying to figure out where
| went wong, you know. | screwed
ny life up. I'min a bad spot and
it's nobody's fault but mne. M
wife. M best friend. They' re dead,
and it's ny fault. \Watever life |
have left... it's gonna be m serable.
Livin' in fear of either you or
Shapi ro, dependi ng on which one of
you doesn't get killed by the other.

MARVI N:
Wiy woul d | get killed?
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TCHAD:
Because Shapiro's crazy. He may
kill you before you even get on his

property good.

MARVI N:
You didn't nention it was such a
di cey assignnent.

TCHAD:
| nmentioned he was crazy, which is
why | wouldn't take care of him
nyself. The point is, no matter
what goes down, no matter which one

of you wal ks away, |'m gonna be |iving
the rest of nmy life in msery. |
screwed up. | screwed ny whole life
up.

MARVI N:

Yeah, you screwed m ne up too.
Tchad pulls out a business card and hands it to Marvin.

TCHAD:
That's Shapiro's card. H's address
is on there. That's where you'l
find him

Marvin carefully studies the card and then sticks it in his
coat pocket.

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)

You still got that gun | gave you?
MARVI N:

Yeah.
TCHAD:

When are you gonna take himout?
MARVI N:

Soon as we | eave here. | no |onger

have to nmake faces in the mrror
first.

Tchad nods and stares back at his steering wheel.
Marvi n opens the car door.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
Thinkin' tine's over. Get out.
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Tchad takes his seat belt off and gets out of the car.
CUT TO
I NT. LAW CFFI CE -- DAY

Tchad and Marvin sit at a desk across from G F. CHAMBLI SS,
Tchad' s attorney

G F:
| have to say Tchad, I'ma little
surprised to see you changing this
will. W just drewit up about a
year ago.

TCHAD:
If that.

G F:

And you'l |l be taking Candy out of
this altogether.

TCHAD:
Yeah. Candy, she... She's gone.

G F:
Sorry to hear that. She had a nice
pair of legs on her, if | don't say
so nysel f.

TCHAD:
(angrily)
Watch it! That's ny wife you're
t al ki ng about .
G F:
Well for cryin' out loud Tchad, you

| et the whol e town see her naked.
Why t he sudden jeal ousy.

Tchad | ooks down at the ground for a second, perplexed.

TCHAD:
| don't know.

G F. | ooks at Marvin suspiciously.

G F:
So | guess you are the new heir to
the estate?

MARVI N:
That's right.

G F:
Uh- huh.  Sign here.
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G F slides the will towards Marvin. Marvin |l eans forward and

signs it.
G F. hands the will over to Tchad.

G F: (CONT' D)
Tchad? You don't have to sign this
if you don't want to.

TCHAD:
O course | want to. Wy do you
think we cane all the way over here.

Tchad snatches the will from GF. and scribbles his nane.

He tosses the paper back onto the desk.

Marvin stands up and | ooks at the two nmen still seated.
MARVI N:
Are we done here?
G F:
Yeah. We're done.
MARVI N:
Tchad, 1'll see you in about two

hours.
Tchad keeps | ooki ng down at the ground.

TCHAD:
I hope so.

Marvin wal ks out, leaving GF. and Tchad al one, still seated

across from each ot her

G F:
What the fuck, Tchad?

TCHAD:
| don't know what you nean.

G F:
You know exactly what | nmean. You
have al ways been the nost cut-throat,
busi ness savvy, hard-nosed son of a
bitch 1've ever known. Then you | et
this guy that you don't know from a
whol e in the ground wal k up in here
and convince you to | eave your entire
estate to hin? Wo the fuck is this
fella?

TCHAD:
| have no choi ce.
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GF. throws his hands up in there and lets out a heavy sigh.
He | eans back in his chair in resignation.

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
My first mstake was getting invol ved
wth Shapiro. M worst m stake was
getting involved wth that guy. He
seenmed harm ess at first. A first-
class nitwit. A Kklutz if | ever saw

one. | figured it would be easy to
set himup

G F:
Wll | don't know how you thought
t hat because the guy | just saw does
not seemlike a nitwit at all. That
guy acts like he's got ice-water in
hi s veins.

TCHAD:
I know. And | made himthat way.

G F:
Vel |, congratul ati ons on your nmakeover
abilities, but turning your fortunes
over to him.. | just can't understand
t hat .

TCHAD:
Don't be naive, GI. 1'Il seeto it

t hat he never sees a penny. Either

he takes Shapiro out, or Shapiro

takes himout. Either way, that's

one |l ess problem | have to deal wth.
Once that's done, | think I can handl e
kKilling whichever one is left. That's

ny plan any way.

G F:
Vell | hope it works.

TCHAD:
Me too 'cause it's all | got.

FADE OUT
FADE | N:
EXT. SHAPI RO S HOUSE -- DAY
Marvin pulls up into the long driveway. He gets out and
stares at the beautiful house for a second. He sniffs a
couple tinmes and then wal ks around to the trunk of his car.

He sticks his hands in his pockets, |eans over the trunk and
takes a long sniff. He w nces.



69.

He stands back up straight, walks to the front door and rings
t he door bell.

A body guard, DEAN, opens the door.

MARVI N:
H, I'"'mhere to see Shapiro.
DEAN:
No you're not.
MARVI N:
Uh, actually I am | have a very

i mportant nmessage for him and |
think he's gonna want to hear it.

DEAN:
"Fraid not, boy. You ain't gonna
just walk up here, ringin" some man's
doorbel |l and demand to see him M.
Shapiro is a private man, and you're
gonna respect his privacy. And if
you don't, I"'mgonna rip your little-

SHAPIRO: (O S.)
(interrupting)
Dean! Let the man in. | want to
hear what he has to say.

Dean steps to the side and notions for Marvin to conme in.

DEAN:
Just remenber, | tried to stop you
If he don't |ike your nessage, you're
a dead man

Shapi ro wal ks out of the shadows, the sound of his boots
falling heavily on the ground.

Marvin steps in and swall ows hard. Dean shuts the door and
stands behi nd him

SHAPI RO
You' |l have to forgive Dean. He's
just |ooking out for ne.

Shapi ro extends his hand and Marvin shakes it.

SHAPI RO.  ( CONT' D)
He is right though. If I don't like
what you have to say, you really are
dead.

Shapiro steps closer to Marvin, |ooking deep into his eyes.
Marvin holds his ground and stares right back at Shapiro.
Suddenly, Shapiro bursts out with |aughter.
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SHAPI RO.  ( CONT' D)
Come on, |'ve been expecting you.
What took you so long? Traffic?

MARVI N:
Yeah, it's bad out there.
SHAPI RO
Conme in here, | wanna show you ny

new surround sound system

Shapiro wal ks into the den and cranks up the volunme on his
stereo. He faces the receiver and bobs his head.

SHAPI RO.  ( CONT' D)
Ever heard of Link Way?

MARVI N:
No.

SHAPI RO
I"mnot surprised, but it's a dam
shame. The man invented barre chords.
He should be in the rock and rol
hall of fame. Easily. Nobody gives
hi m his due. Fuck C apton and al
t hose guys. Way was a pioneer.

Marvin starts to bob his head.

MARVI N:
Sounds pretty good.
SHAPI RO
Ch, this isn't him | don't actually

own any of his nusic.

MARVI N:
(confused)

SHAPI RO
Whi ch proves ny point. Nobody gives
hi m his due. Including ne.

Shapiro bursts out in violent |aughter. Marvin starts to
 augh in agreenent.

Shapiro cuts the nmusic off and sits down on the couch. Dean
is still standing directly behind Marvin.

SHAPI RO ( CONT' D)
Dean! Knock it off. He's cool.
He's with us. Wy don't you go take
a break outside.
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Dean nods and wal ks off. Marvin sits down in a chair across
from Shapi ro.

SHAPI RO.  ( CONT' D)
Look, | was waiting for you to cone.
| started to give you a call earlier
but I figured you were tying up some

| oose ends.

MARVI N:
Uh, yeah. You could say that.

SHAPI RO
Vell, | need for you to tell Marcus
| can't part with the Guatenal ans
just yet?

MARVI N:
What ?

SHAPI RO
I know, | know. He's not gonna |ike
it. | didn't forget about our

agreenent, but | gotta bring three
nore shi pments down from Portl and,

and | need every illegal immgrant |
can get ny hands on. [|'Il be done
wth themin a week. Two at the
nost .

MARVI N:

What are you tal king about?

SHAPI RO
' m tal ki ng about what you need to
go back and tell Marcus.

MARVI N:
Who' s Marcus?

SHAPI RO:
Who's Marcus?! Who are- who the
fuck are you?

MARVI N:
I m Marvin.

SHAPI RO
Marvin? Marcus didn't send you?

MARVI N:
No. | cane here to talk to you

SHAPI RO
Oh no, ny friend. 1t don't work

t hat way.
( MORE)



SHAPI RO.  ( CONT' D)
| don't talk to strangers who just
show up at ny house. | kill strangers
t hat show up at nmy house, but | don't
talk to them

Shapi ro stands up.

MARVI N:
It's about Tuh-chad M:Nanar a.

Shapiro stops in his tracks and sits back down.

SHAPI RO

Tchad McNamar a?
MARVI N:

Yeah, that's right. Tchad for short.
SHAPI RO

You've got 2 minutes. |'mlistening.
MARVI N:

Vell, he sent nme here to kill you.
SHAPI RO

Ck. You're tinme has been reduced to
one nmnute. Go on.

MARVI N:
You see, Tchad wants you dead. But
I want himdead. And he wants ne
dead. But you want himdead. And
ri ght now, you probably want me dead

t 0o.
SHAPI RO
You coul d say that.
MARVI N:
| figure either way I'm bound to

die, so...

Tchad pulls a hand grenade out fromhis jacket pocket and
sticks his finger in the ring of the pin.

Shapiro throws his hands up in the air.

SHAPI RO:
(shouti ng)
Whoa! Wioa! Let's talk. Just be
cool. Don't do that, ok? Don't do
that and we'll just talk.

Marvin takes his finger out of the ring. He lowers the
grenade, but still holds it in one hand. Shapiro keeps a
steady eye on it.
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SHAPI RO ( CONT' D)
Let it be known, Marvin, that | am
extending your time. Indefinitely.

MARVI N:
It's sinple math, really. Two people
want Tchad dead. Two people want ne

dead.

SHAPI RO
What? No. | don't want you dead.
| changed nmy m nd about all that.
W're a teamnow, you and I. Just
don't blow us up, and we'll be a
t eam

MARVI N:
k. Well, I had this cool thing I

wanted to say, so even if you don't
want ne dead, just let ne at |east
say it.

SHAPI RO:
Ck, sure. Go ahead.

MARVI N:
Two peopl e want Tchad dead. Two
peopl e want me dead. But only one
person wants you dead, and that's
Tchad. So if anybody deserves to
l[ive, it's you because you have the
f ewest amount of people who woul d
like to see you dead.

SHAPI RO
k. | like that reasoning. And
fromwhat | understand, you are saying
that you don't want nme dead, correct?

MARVI N:
Correct.

Shapiro breathes a huge sigh of relief and reclines back on
t he couch.

SHAPI RO
k. Now answer ne this: If you're
not here to kill me, what brings you

this way, other than the need to
scare the buh-jesus out of me with
t hat grenade.

MARVI N:
Well, I'"'mhere for two reasons.
First of all, | wanted to tell you

that Tchad is all yours.
( MORE)
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MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
I don't want to deprive you of the

pl easure of killing himyourself.
SHAPI RO
(smling)
Ch, well that's very sweet of you.
Thank you.
MARVI N:
You're welcome. You'll find him at

hi s house in about an hour, but be
very careful going in. Since he
wants us both dead, and he's expecting

one of us to show up, | wouldn't be
surprised at all if he starts firing
t he second you wal k in.

SHAPI RO
Good point.

MARVI N:

You shoul d al so be aware that his
wife and the bartender are already
dead. | killed them but it wasn't
really nmy fault. Sorry.

SHAPI RO
It's ok. As long as | get to snuff
Tchad out nyself.

MARVI N:
The second reason | cane over 1S
because | think | deserve to know
why you want to kill him

SHAPI RO
Wll, | think that's kind of persona
and | don't really-
MARVI N:
(interrupting)
M. Shapiro?
SHAPI RO
Yeah?
MARVI N:

After what |'ve been through, |I'd
say it's personal for ne too. So
pl ease, what did he do?

Shapi ro stands up.

SHAPI RO:
Sure, ok. You snoke?
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MARVI N:
No.
SHAPI RO:
VWll | do. Cone on outside and I'11

tell you about it.

CUT TO
EXT. SHAPI RO S HOUSE -- DAY

Shapiro coolly snokes a cigarette, |ooking up at the tree
tops. Marvin stands behind himw th his hands in his pockets.

SHAPI RO
Counterfeit.

MARVI N:
Excuse nme?

SHAPI RO
| counterfeit credit cards. | knew
right after high school that it was
gonna be blue collar work or white
collar crime for ne. So | went with
the latter. | never knew how dirty
it would get. How many people |
woul d have to permanently silence to
keep themfromtal king. Eventually,
mur der becane just as big a part of
t he business as the counterfeit
itself. It nmade me uneasy the first
time or two, but | got used to it.

Shapi ro pauses and takes a drag of his cigarette. He exhales
as if heis releasing a life-long secret.

SHAPI RO ( CONT' D)
| guess you could say | sold nmy soul
| never believed in all that kind of

talk until | found out that it was
exactly what | was doing. Selling
ny soul .

MARVI N:

How do you counterfeit the cards?

SHAPI RO
| gain access to the nunbers a mllion
different ways. Conputer hacking.
Illegal software progranms. Stolen
recei pts, statements. \Watever. |
get mllions of them a nonth.
Literally. Once | get the nunbers I
test them out by manual |y keying
themin on the internet.

( MORE)



Shapiro flicks his cigarette out and turns around to face

Mar vi n.

SHAPI RO.  ( CONT' D)
A dollar here or fifty cents there.
Not hi ng anyone woul d noti ce.

MARVI N:
And you' ve never been caught?

SHAPI RO
Nah. | keep ny hands clean. Once |
make sure the nunbers work, | nake

the counterfeit cards using them

But they don't |ook like credit cards.

Sormetinmes I'I1 design themto | ook
i ke gym menbership cards. O gift
cards. Their easier to snuggle that
way .

MARVI N:
So you don't actually use them you
snmuggl e them

SHAPI RO
Right. That's the beauty of it.
Sonmebody |i ke Tchad will buy a box
of a thousand cards at fifty bucks a
piece. That's fifty grand for ne,
and he thinks he got a great deal
because each card has a ten, twenty,
sonetinmes a fifty thousand dol | ar
limt.

MARVI N:
Sounds like it is a good deal for
hi m

SHAPI RO
Nah. Half those cards will be shut
down by the credit card conpany once
they notice the little charge | put
on there. And if he goes around
using too many of the cards, he's
gonna get caught. |If he sings, the
fuzz ain't never gonna believe him
because he's been caught with a box
full of credit cards. They'll think
he's counterfeiting them hinself.
Besides, | never really let these
buyers see ne face to face. Most of
them don't even know ny nane. They
just deal with nmy inmmgrants.

MARVI N:
But Tchad knew you?

76.



SHAPI RO

Yeah. | was in Tchad's club one
night. | was drunk and trying to
hit on his wife. | let sone info

slip. Next thing I knew, Tchad, his
wife, and Leo were all up in ny face
tal ki ng about they wanted in. | was
drunk and stupid. | told theml| had
a box inmy trunk I'd give them and
they could pay ne back |ater as |ong
as Candy would agree to give ne a
free | ap dance.

MARVI N:
D d she?

SHAPI RO
Probably, but I wouldn't know. I
bl acked out. Wke up the next norning
sitting in a chair in an enpty bar
with ny own vomt all down the front
of my shirt. They never paid ne for
t hat box of cards.

MARVI N:
So you wanted to kill thenf

SHAPI RO
When peopl e don't have the noney,
that's when they're the nost |ikely
to go blown' the whistle on you
They figure if they get you put in
the can, they'l|l be debt free. That's
why if soneone can't pay. | have to
kill them

Marvi n | ooks down at the ground and shakes his head.

MARVI N:
Man. That's harsh

SHAPI RO
Life's harsh. And by all accounts
of reason, | should be killing you
next because you know everyt hi ng
now.

MARVI N:

But you won't?

SHAPI RO
Not today. You've got a grenade in
your pocket
(starts | aughing)

Marvi n extends his hand Shapiro shakes it.
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MARVI N:
Well alright, M Shapiro. Thanks
for enlightening me about all of
this. You know where to find Tchad,
and | hope you are not offended when
| tell you | hope | never see you
agai n.

SHAPI RO
The feeling's nutual. | have the
feeling if we do see each other again,
one of us will end up dead.

MARVI N:
Vell let's just leave it alone then.

Marvin turns and wal ks to his car. Shapiro watches him as
he gets into his car and drives off.

FADE OUT
FADE | N:
| NT. TCHAD MCNAMARA' S HOUSE -- EVEN NG
Tchad sits at his table in the kitchen with his bottle of
scotch, a half enpty glass, and a gun on the table in front
of him
He hears footsteps outside
TCHAD:
(shouti ng)

| hear you out there! Cone on in.

| ain't shootin"!
The footsteps stop.

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)

(shouti ng)
The suspense is killing mel Cone in
already. |It's unl ocked.

W hear the front door slowy open and heavy footsteps get
| ouder as they approach the kitchen.

Shapi ro appears in the doorway.
TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
Ha. Shoul d'a known he was no match
for you.
Tchad picks up his drink and throws it back.

SHAPI RO
Wiere'd you find that guy? He's
about as crazy as they cone.
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TCHAD:
I know. | figured one of you would
figure out a way to kill the other.

Tchad tries to stand up but staggers back a few steps before
catching hinmself on the table.

TCHAD: ( CONT' D)
Can | stitch you a grink?

SHAPI RO
No. I'mfine.

Tchad flops back down into his chair, exhausted fromthe
effort it took to stand up.

He pours another drink.

TCHAD:
Look now. You canme hear to kill ne
and it ain't even Friday yet. A
deal's a deal

SHAPI RO
If a deal's a deal, why haven't you
paid ne?
Tchad take another long drink and then slans the glass down,
spilling scotch all over his hand and the table.
TCHAD:
Because. It ain't Friday yet.

(starts | aughing)

Shapiro remains in the doorway enotionless. He waits for
Tchad to stop | aughing.

SHAPI RO
You forfeited your grace period when
you sent sonmeone over to kill ne.
TCHAD:

Yeah. Yeah, | guess | did. But!
I"msure he told you about the
i nsurance policy.

SHAPI RO
What policy?
TCHAD:
Vell I'"minpressed at his candor

Candor. Is that the right word?

SHAPI RO:
| don't know.
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TCHAD:
Is it even a word at all?
(starts | aughi ng again)

This tine Shapiro doesn't wait for the laughter to stop.

SHAPI RO
(abruptly)
What policy?

Tchad stops |aughing and blinks hard, trying to concentrate
on what he's saying.

TCHAD:
You and hi mwant the sane thing.
You both wanted nme dead. The
difference is, he was smart enough
to nmake consizz... consheshi ons
bef or ehand.

SHAPI RO
He did say he wanted you dead, but I
never asked hi m why.

Tchad points to his own tenple and taps it a few tines.

TCHAD:
That's because you weren't thinking.
He had to have a reason, right? He
wanted me dead. And he set it up
ni cely.

SHAPI RO
What are you tal ki ng about Tchad?
Get to the point so | can get to
m ne and get outta here.

TCHAD:
Five mllion. Life insurance policy
on Candy. He used |everage to get

intony will, and in two to three
weeks it would' a all been his if he
coulda found a way to kill ne.

Shapiro's eyes get big.

SHAPI RO

Son of a bitch. He played ne too.
TCHAD:

Huh?
SHAPI RO

Nothing. It doesn't matter.
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TCHAD:
Well, if you' re gonna kill nme, go
ahead and do it while I'mtoo drunk
to notice.
Shapiro stands still for a nonent, deep in thought.
SHAPI RO
You know Tchad, |1'm gonna |et you
live for right now |'ve had what
you mght call "a nmonent of
enli ghtennent."
TCHAD:
Enl i ghtennent. So | guess you're not
in a killing nood.
SHAPI RO

Oh | am But there's sonebody el se
I need to hunt down tonight.
Somet hi ng nore pressing.

TCHAD:
So you'll give ne 'til Friday again?
| mean tonorrow agai n?

SHAPI RO
No, I'll cone back for you in tw to

t hree weeks

Shapiro turns his back to Tchad and starts to wal k towards
t he door.

Tchad slowy picks the gun up off the table.

TCHAD:
Hey, Shapiro! One nore thing

Shapiro turns back around

SHAPI RO:
What's tha-

Tchad fires a shot into Shapiro's stomach. Shapiro staggers
backwards and col | apses on the wall behind him dead.

TCHAD:
| ain't waitin' tw to three weeks
for your dead ass.
(laughs to hinself)

Tchad stands up and staggers over to Shapiro's body. He
| eans over it.

SHAPI RO
Yep. Deader than a door
(1 aughs)
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He staggers back over to the kitchen table. He grabs his
bottl e and pours another drink.

W see Marvin quietly energe fromthe shadows behi nd Tchad.
Tchad takes a swig fromhis gals and turns around.

Marvin shoots Tchad in the forehead. Tchad falls to the
ground instantly.

Marvin pulls a handkerchi ef out of his pocket and w pes the
gun down. He wal ks over to Shapiro's body, places the gun
in his hand and then wal ks out.

FADE QUT:
FADE | N:
I NT. DI NER -- MORNI NG
Tchad sits at the table pounding away at his typewiter.

Sally wal ks up to his table and places a cup of coffee in
front of him

SALLY:
Looks |i ke sonebody nust've found
sone inspiration

MARVI N:
| guess you could say that. 1've
decided to wite about crine novels.
SALLY:
Ch | love crine novels. You'll have
tolet ne read it when you' re done.
MARVI N:
Ch, it's not a crinme novel. It's

ABQUT crinme novels. Like howtheir
sol d and about people witing them
and stuff.

Sally | eans her head to the side.

SALLY:
| just don't understand you. Wy
woul d you wite about coffee or
meani ngl ess conversations or people
selling crinme-

MARVI N:
(interrupting)
Sally. I'mkidding. It's a story
about white collar crinme. Credit
card fraud. |Insurance fraud.

( MORE)



83.

MARVI N:  ( CONT' D)
Stuff like that. [I'Il let you read
it as soon as |'m done.

Sally puts her hand on her hip and shakes her head.

SALLY:
Don't bother. 1'd nuch rather read
a story about nurder and revenge.

Sally wal ks away. Marvin snmiles and takes a sip of his
coffee. He closes his briefcase and stands up. He throws a
coupl e dollars down on the table, grabs his typewiter and
bri ef case and wal ks out.

CUT TO
EXT. DI NER -- CONTI NUOUS
Marvin clinbs into his car and drives off

CUT TO
I NT. MARVIN S CAR -- CONTI NUOUS
We see Marvin driving fromthe passenger seat P.QO V.

MARVIN:  (V.Q)
"Two | ocal crooks shoot each other
over a deal gone bad". At |east
that's what the paper said. Nobody
disputed it either. Seens whole
town was glad to see them both dead.
Leo's death was bl amed on Shapiro.
So was Candy's. They found her body
buried in Shapiro's back yard. Good
thing too. She was starting to stink
up the trunk of ny car. 1'll always
feel a little bad about her though.
She di d have sone nice legs. You
may wonder how | got her in Shapiro's
yard with Dean hangi ng around.

CUT TGO
I NT. SHAPI RO S HOUSE -- FLASHBACK
The door bell rings. Dean opens the door. Marvin is standing
on the porch. He quickly pulls out a gun and puts a bullet
t hr ough Dean's head.
CUT BACK TO:
INT. MARVIN S CAR -- MORNI NG

Marvin is still driving, soaking up the scenery.
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MARVIN:  (V.Q)
"Il have to admit, | enjoyed taking
hi m down the nost. They found him
buried in Tchad's yard. So that one

got put on Tchad. | checked nyself
back into the Banboo Mdtel. Trust
me, | want to get out of this town

as soon as possible, but I have to
stick around for another two to three
weeks. But sonething tells nme it

will all be worth it.

CUT TO
EXT. H GHWAY -- CONTI NUQUS

Marvin's car drives into the horizon.
FADE QOUT:

THE END
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