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FADE IN:

INT. BANK -- DAY

A slow, rural bank with one lazy security guard. A few customers wait on line for the one teller.

BLAM! An EAR-SPLITTING GUNSHOT echoes off the marble tiles. Shocked faces turn to see:

The guard, slammed backwards into a pole, clutches his broken chest.

BLAM! Another shot blows a lemon-sized hole through the poor shlub’s forehead. Dead. Eyes still wide open, the guard oozes down the pole.

Pan to the CROOK. Tall, muscular, dressed in black. Wielding a shotgun. He wears a grinning George Bush mask.

CROOK

Alright, suckers! Face down on the floor.

The customers drop. 

The TELLER, a bugged out twenty-something marshmallow, clamps his foot down on a red button, unseen to the Crook.

The Crook approaches the bullet-proof window. He slips a 2-inch thick rubbery tube through the U-shaped metal tray.

INSERT: His worn hand holds a Zippo lighter, ready to strike at the fuse.

CROOK

I know you called Sheriff Durkin already, but how about you fill up a bag of cash for me anyways?

He lights the lighter. The flame trickles up, hungry for the fuse.

The marshmallow jumps around and dumps 50’s into a bag.

This gives the Crook time to look around and see the MANAGER (47, Asian woman) walk out of a back room, unaware of the robbery.

Barely audible, a pop song squeaks from her headphones.

Their eyes meet. She drops a stack of papers and tries to run back into the back room.

Bad move. The Crook whips up his shotgun with one hand and BLAM! pumps her in the knees. She falls, screaming.

The floor-bound customers whimper.

CROOK

(to teller)

Come on. Come on. That’s enough. Damn you, you fat marshmallow. Give it to me!

Marshmallow lifts the bag over the high window. His shirt slides halfway out of his pants as he reaches up.

CROOK

That’s it. Come to papa.

The Crook grabs the loot. Retrieves the rubbery tube. Heads for the exit.

The teller sits, wipes his sweating forehead.

At the door, the Crook addresses his very captive audience.

CROOK

Fuck you.

He lights the tube and tosses it. Runs.

EXT. BANK -- DAY

The Crook runs, smiling.

BLOOWAM!

An exploding firestorm blows out the windows of the bank. Anyone inside is quite unalive.

INT. CROOK’S APARTMENT -- NIGHT

A dirty, dark, small hellhole. A pig and his filth. The Crook sits on the couch, money bag on his lap, drinking a bottle of Jim Beam, watching HIS news on TV.

The cathode glow shows just the outlines of his rough features. He could be 40 or 50 years old. Hard to tell.

TV NEWS ANCHOR

There were apparently no survivors in what is described as the most horrific crime in the history of the county.

The Crook smiles, takes a swig.

CROOK

You ain’t seen nothing yet.

He doesn’t notice the WOMAN (late 30’s) standing behind him. She’s tall, thin, disheveled. Holding a .38 caliber.

Closer, she shakes in fear. Sweat and tears drip from her face. She moves closer. Closer.

The Crook WHIPS AROUND and in one motion grabs her and spins her around to his face. The barrel of the gun is under his chin, pressed into the bottom of his jaw.

CROOK

You wouldn’t want to do something stupid again, would you?

Eyes locked. Her: fear, hate. Him: gloating, confident.

Slowly, the hate strangles her fear. She can do the deed. 

He sees it. The fear is his now. He tries to throw her, but

BLAM!

INT. TRAIN, PASSENGER CAR 1 -- DAY

JOE awakes with a start as the gunshot fades. He is mid-30s, good-looking. Confident, strong, arrogant. He’s a guy you’d like even though you know he’s bad for you. 

He looks around bleary-eyed. Spacious brown leather seats. Warm Berber carpet. TVs over every seat. He sits on the aisle.

An eerily calm voice calls out:

LOUDSPEAKER

Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the H.B. Express. Please have your tickets ready.

To his pleasure, Joe notices he’s seated next to a very beautiful woman (TAMELA, 28). A low-cut, silky, black blouse barely conceals her well-planned body.

Joe

Hi! Haven’t we met before?

The woman, sitting window-side, looks up and down Joe’s work boots, jeans, sweatshirt. She smiles coyly. 

Closer on a few passengers: 

A tall, thin 60’s-ish man with wiry glasses looks around warily,

6 year-old boy triplets, all giggles. Their mother says “Shhhh,” and points around at the passengers. When the triplets look in Joe’s direction, they become quiet,

The back of a wobbly pregnant woman in her 20’s walks away down the aisle.

Joe smiles around at the passengers. It’s hard to tell if the smile is good-natured or one saying “Suckers!”

When he notices the pregnant woman, his smile fades a bit. He recovers quickly.

JOE

(to Tamela)

Some crowd, eh?

She smiles again, mouth closed. Still coy.

JOE

Yeah, well, it’s pretty crowded. That’s all I’m saying.

No response.

JOE

You know, you can talk anytime you want.

She laughs a little.

JOE

Well? What are you waiting for?

TAMELA

For you.

JOE

For me?

He likes this game.

TAMELA

Yes. For you to say something.

He laughs.

JOE

Unbelievable. You got spunk. Anything in particular you’d like me to say?

She smiles, nods.

JOE

So. What is it?

She smiles.

JOE

Oh. I get it. I gotta figure it out. That’s very funny.

She nods.

The conductor interrupts them, a portly 50’s ish guy with a bit of a sleaze factor.

CONDUCTOR

Tickets!

The train starts moving. A very slight rumble, then smooth acceleration.

Joe fumbles around.

CONDUCTOR

Ticket, sir.

The conductor leers at Tamela, gets a peek down her blouse. She smiles and hands him her ticket.

Joe, annoyed at the conductor’s boldness, fumbles through his pockets.

CONDUCTOR

Your ticket, sir.

JOE

Yeah, yeah, yeah, my ticket. I can’t seem to.

The conductor reaches down and pulls a long red ticket out of Joe’s shirt pocket. He laughs as he holds the ticket up to read. Squints.

JOE

What?

The conductor loses his smile. A glazed look, almost fearful, comes over him. He punches Joe’s ticket a bunch of times and hands it back to him.

CONDUCTOR

Here you are, sir. Have a nice...journey.

Joe looks warily at the conductor, then at Tamela.

JOE

What’s his problem?

Tamela smiles, shrugs.

JOE

Oh, yeah, the guessing game. Right.

LOUDSPEAKER

Now exiting Burndall South.

INT. TRAIN – LATER

Joe reads the racing section of a local paper. Something catches his eye out the window.

JOE

Hey. This thing really moves.

Through the window: Trees, houses, people zip by in a blur.

JOE

How fast does this thing go?

Tamela gives her usual response: smile.

JOE

No, really. I think I heard it runs 300 miles an hour.

Joe glances down at his newspaper. A quizzical look.

INSERT: Article in newspaper. “H.B. Express runs 300 mph!”

JOE

Huh. That’s strange, I.

Something else catches his eye.

In the window, scenery still zooming by, an eight year-old boy’s reflection is clearly in focus from the waist up.

Joe checks to his left. There’s no original to create the reflection.

The boy waves and gives Joe a raspberry.

Joe blinks. The boy is gone.

JOE

(to Tamela)

Hey! Did you see?

She didn’t.

Joe rubs his eyes.

JOE

Forget it. You know, it’s been really fun talking at you, really it has, but I’m going to get dinner.

She shrugs. Waves bye.

Joe is surprised that with the train’s motion it’s so easy to walk. Too easy. He saunters to the

RESTAURANT CAR

The dimensions of the restaurant car seem bigger than the train can hold. White cloth tablecloths, a chandelier, fine china and silverware. Yupscale clientele.

A pretty hostess greets Joe.

HOSTESS

Table for one?

JOE

Yeah. Unless you’re free.

She smiles.

HOSTESS

Right this way, sir.

Joe is seated. An elderly couple look at him disapprovingly. They call the hostess over.

WHISPERS. The hostess looks apologetic. The couple is ushered to a different table.

Joe observes, disturbed.

A new couple sits near Joe. A large, mean-looking man and a skinny scuzzy guy. More out of place here than Joe.

MEAN-LOOKING

Hey, bud. Whatcha in fer?

Joe ignores him.

MEAN-LOOKING

Hey, sweetheart. I’m just trying to be friendly here.

He’s obviously not.

SCUZZY

Yeah, pal. He’s just trying to be friendly.

Mean-looking WHACKS Scuzzy.

MEAN-LOOKING

Clam it!

Scuzzy recoils. Mean-looking turns to Joe.

MEAN-LOOKING

Hey. Bud. Lemme give you some advice. Don’t come knockin’ when the place starts rockin’. Know what I’m saying?

Annoyed, Joe turns to face them.

JOE

No, I don’t.

MEAN-LOOKING

I’m saying there’s a plan for everyone, even you. So don’t fight it when your number’s up. Just go along nice and easy and things won’t be so tough for you.

JOE

(tough)

Look, I don’t know what you’re talking about, but nobody tells me what to do.

MEAN-LOOKING

Are you telling me you don’t believe?

JOE

Believe? In what?

Mean-looking leans in and lowers his voice.

MEAN-LOOKING

Destiny.

SCUZZY

Yeah. Destiny.

JOE

Look, like I said, I don’t know what you’re talking about. But no, I don’t believe in destiny.

MEAN-LOOKING

Don’t you feel remorse?

JOE

For what, exactly?

Mean-looking and Scuzzy exchange a look.

MEAN-LOOKING

You know. Just in general.

JOE

(amused)

Are you on crack or something? Is that it? Are you guys junkies?

The conductor appears. He WHISPERS to the two men.

They look at Joe with respect and a little fear. They get up and leave with the conductor.

MEAN-LOOKING

Good luck, sweetheart.

Joe is more relieved than disturbed that they left.

LATER

Joe CRACKS open a crab leg, digs the soft flesh with his teeth. Sucks out the rest.

WAITER

Can I get you another, sir?

JOE

No, I’m stuffed. I just can’t believe you don’t have drinks on this ride.

WAITER

Sorry, sir. Not in this car. Some of the other cars have libations.

JOE

Libations? Really? You didn’t tell me about that.

WAITER

You didn’t ask, sir.

Joe stands.

JOE

Well, then. If you’ll excuse me. I’m going to procure some libations.

WAITER

Of course, sir. I’ll put this on your tab, sir.

JOE

Right!

Joe makes a gun with his hands and points at the waiter as he walks away.

JOE

Later, waiter.

He walks through a few cars to the 

NIGHTCLUB CAR

A small, busy club is somehow housed here.

On stage, a COMEDIAN gesticulates to an appreciative audience.

COMEDIAN

Thursdays, we do crank, coke, smack, X, K, acid, poppers, pot, you name it.

Joe approaches the bar and edges in for a drink.

JOE

Libations, please.

COMEDIAN

Hey. You gay? The guy says “No.” Then the Devil says “Ooooh, you’re gonna hate Fridays.

CHEERS and GUFFAWS.

Joe smiles, doesn’t laugh. At least now he has a drink – whiskey straight up. He sips.

COMEDIAN

Say, you think Hitler went to hell? You haven’t met my wife!

More LAUGHTER.

COMEDIAN

You oughta see her horns!

More LAUGHTER

JOE

(calling out)

Don’t you know any other kinda jokes?

The comedian takes the challenge.

COMEDIAN

What the hell are you talking about?

LAUGHTER

COMEDIAN

I’ll be damned if I’m going to change my act.

LAUGHTER

JOE

You don’t know any other jokes, do you?

The audience gets a little nervous.

COMEDIAN

Hey, buddy. I’m going to let you in on a little secret. I have to stick with Satan. He’s the one pouring the drinks!

BIG LAUGHS. The audience is relieved. 

COMEDIAN

Plus he’s got all the babes!

More LAUGHTER. But Joe is determined.

JOE

That’s what I thought.

COMEDIAN

Jeez, buddy, no wonder they kicked you outta the human world.

The crowd grows quiet. The funnyman is agitated. Joe doesn’t know how to react.

COMEDIAN

That’s right, buddy, no wonder you’re DEAD.

Dead silence. The audience slowly looks around at Joe, then

ERUPTS IN LAUGHTER

COMEDIAN

Alright, alright. Just kidding, bud. You can take a joke, right kid.

The comedian motions to one of the waitresses.

COMEDIAN

Candy, take care of my buddy there. Buy him a drink, will ya? On me. Give him a kiss and a hug, ok? And save one for me of course.

He motions to the audience.

COMEDIAN

Come on. Give it up for the guy with the underworld fixation. Let’s hear it.

The audience cheers. Joe tries to take it in stride.

COMEDIAN

We love new guys. Really we do. It’s good for the soul. 

Joe nods uneasily at the comedian and the audience. He puts down his drink and heads for the

BAR CAR

This is more Joe’s style. The bar car is busy with young flashy types. A pool table, roulette wheel, impromptu card games, darts, all humming.

JOE

(to self)

Now this is what I’m talking about.

Joe steps to the bar and starts in on the shelled peanuts. The bartender is a kindly old gentleman, seems a little senile.

BARTENDER

The usual, sir?

Joe stares at the bartender for a long moment. Smiles.

JOE

The usual? Sure old man, the usual.

The old man retrieves some gin and a martini mixer. Joe smiles at his mistake.

BARTENDER

How’s the wife, sir?

Joe plays along.

JOE

The wife? Oh, yeah, the wife. She’s doing great, how’s yours?

BARTENDER

My wife is dead, sir. You know that, sir.

The bartender shakes the mixer.

BARTENDER

How’s your father, by the way, sir?

Joe’s hand slips. A peanut pops onto the bar and bounces away.

JOE

Now, let’s just not worry about my pop, ok old man? 

The bartender pours him a martini with 2 olives.

BARTENDER

Here you go, Joe.

Joe studies the conical glass.

JOE

Great job, pal. But this ain’t my usual. I drink whiskey.

BARTENDER

Yes, sir.

JOE

Whiskey, get it? 

BARTENDER

Yes, of course, sir.

JOE

Straight up, get it?

BARTENDER

Yes, sir. That’s what I poured you, sir.

Joe looks down at the tumbler of whiskey in front of him. He picks up the glass. Examines it.

JOE

But this was just.

He looks up. The bartender is gone.

Joe shakes off the weird incident and takes a sip. Tastes like whiskey, and he’s in no mood to argue. He surveys the room.

INT. BAR CAR – DART GAME

A couple of young Wall Streeters (20’s, suits with open collars and loosened neckties) are betting themselves silly, drunk and hitting the wall of the car more than the dart board.

Joe approaches.

JOE

Hey, what are you guys playing?

WALL STREET 1

Hey! Wanna get in on this?

The guy can barely stand up. He motions to the pile of cash on their table, which is littered with empty beer glasses.

Joe throws $50 into the pot.

JOE

What do you say we go for the whole pile? Twosies?

WALL STREET 2 happily agrees, hands Joe the darts.

Joe positions himself and throws. A milky shadow flits over the dartboard.

The dart hits the 6 in the red, but somehow bounces off the board and falls. 

He throws another. The dart falls. 

And another. It also falls.

JOE

What the?

WALL STREET 1 pats Joe on the back.

WALL STREET 1

Hey, don’t sweat it. It takes time to develop that killer instinct.

The Wall Streeters laugh a lot at their witty comment. Joe, a working-class grunt, is annoyed.

Wall Street 2 picks up the darts and hands them to his friend. Wall Street 1 pushes Joe aside.

WALL STREET 1

Here, watch this.

Wall Street 1 cracks his neck and suddenly seems not drunk at all.

He throws the first dart at the board, which sails into the dead center of the target.

The Wall Streeters cheer, do a little dance. Give high 5’s. They get in Joe’s face a little. Joe is more annoyed.

Wall Street 1 cracks his fingers. Positions himself. Throws again. Another bullseye.

The Wall Streeters celebrate more. Suddenly they are pouring champagne for each other.

The rest of the bar car is watching now, including the bartender, who has reappeared, cheering the Wall Streeters.

Joe is angry and suspicious.

Wall Street 1 puts on a blindfold. Turns so his back is facing the dart board. The crowd gets louder.

Wall Street 1 motions for them to calm down. Joe is incredulous.

The crowd becomes still. The dart is launched.

INSERT: The dart close up, flying to its destination.

Another bullseye. The crowd goes nuts. Gorgeous women are all over the Wall Streeters.

Joe is fuming. Wall Street 2 goes to take the darts off the board, but Joe grabs them first.

JOE

You’re not switching these again, prick.

Wall Street 2 shrugs, as if to say “Who, little old me?” Joe returns to the throw line.

WALL STREET 1

Top that, po’ boy!

WALL STREET 2

Hey, Joe. Want to up the stakes a little?

He counts out loud as he throws a few more dollars on the table.

WALL STREET 2

Five, six, seven, eight, nine. Sull, you got a dollar?

Wall Street 1 tosses 4 quarters into the pile.

WALL STREET 2

There. Ten more Washingtons. What do you say, Joe? Ready to put it all on the line?

Joe takes out his wallet. Opens it. There’s no cash in the billfold.

WALL STREET 1

Come on, po’ boy. Can’t play with the big boys?

Joe stares hard at the man. Flips open a picture holder. Underneath a faded photo of a woman, there’s a neatly folded ten-dollar bill.

He unfolds it carefully. Stares at the bill.

WALL STREET 2

Maybe he ain’t up to it.

The crowd is silent.

JOE

(to the bill)

Come on, Mr. Hamilton.

Joe tosses the bill into the pile. Returns to the throw line.

The train starts rocking back and forth a bit. Joe aims and throws hard. 

Close on the dartboard, it seems to morph into solid rock with a CRACKLING sound.

The dart heads for the bullseye, but pops off the board and falls.

The crowd laughs. Joe starts to sweat. He’s so pissed. 

The train sways. Back and forth. The crowd leans into it to make it worse. 

Another hard throw.

Another miss. The crowd is delirious, making fun of Joe. The sweat pours down his brow. He grits his teeth. He growls. 

The train moves like a funhouse floor.

The crowd is chanting “Po’ boy, po’ boy.” Wall Street 1 shouts for them to hush, calm down. They comply.

Joe lifts his arm to throw. 

CU Joe’s face. A mask of rage. A scar line runs across the top of one eyebrow and turns up at the middle of his forehead in an L shape.

His arm moves forward. He growls.

BLACK SCREEN

The growl turns into a raging scream.

STROBE FLASHES

Everyone in SLO-MO, except for

a tall, hooded figure emerges from the crowd. It moves silently next to Wall Street 1.

The dart hits the bullseye and instantly SHATTERS the dart board as if it were glass.

The hooded figure raises his arm and brings it down hard again and again.

In the bony hand, a long, bloody, hunting blade.

Joe looks down at:

Wall Street 1 laying on the ground. The blade slashes him again and again.

Wall Street 2 looks on in horror.

The crowd, including Joe, panics and runs.

END STROBE

BLACK SCREEN

Joe’s labored breathing is the only sound as he runs -- somewhere.

BLACK SCREEN OFF

He emerges into another train car. Passengers chat and read as if nothing happened.

Joe stumbles through the car in a daze. The swaying of the train nearly throws him to the floor. 

He passes through another car, then another.

He sees a policeman walking toward him. They meet.

JOE

Hey. There was a, a murder. In the bar car. Back there.

Joe motions behind him, sweating, frantic.

POLICEMAN

Where? Show me.

Joe turns and leads the policeman through the cars. The train has stopped its sideways motion. They hurry through to the

BAR CAR

The room shows no sign of the incident. The lights are back on, the place hums. The Wall Streeters hoist a beer, silly again.

JOE

But, it was. It was just.

The policeman eyes him.

POLICEMAN

Just what?

Joe turns to look at the room.

JOE

Over there. I was playing darts. They. Those guys were cheating.

ANGLE Joe’s head and shoulders. Behind him we see the policeman raise his billy club.

JOE

Then this thing came in, this thing, and it stabbed.

WHACK

The policeman’s club cracks the back of Joe’s head. He falls unconscious.

INT. APARTMENT - DAY

A simple woman’s apartment. A phone RINGS.

The Woman who shot the Crook sits on the sofa, sobbing. She stares at the phone. RING. She stares at it, quivering. RING.

INT. TRAIN, PASSENGER CAR 1 -- MORNING

Joe wakes in a stupor. Slowly, he realizes he’s back in his seat next to Tamela. Outside the window, snow falls on a large, flat prairie.

Tamela is snoring, as are the other passengers. 

Joe touches the back of his head. Winces. He gets up, achingly walks the opposite way of the dinner car, through a few cars to the

KIDS PLAYROOM CAR

A nursery school setup. Little desks, shelves of toys and games, activity mats, fluorescent lights.

The triplets stand over something. Joe moves closer and sees that they have taken a frog out of a jar and have it on the floor.

TRIPLET 1

Light it.

The frog is sitting on something. Long, cylindrical.

TRIPLET 2

No. You light it.

The cylinder has a fuse.

TRIPLET 3

I’ll light the stupid thing, you wussies.

Triplet 3 bends down. Joe speaks in a loud voice.

JOE

Hey, you kids. Cut that out.

They don’t seem to hear.

Triplet 3 pulls out a book of matches.

JOE

Don’t do it, kid.

Joe picks up Triplet 3. The kid struggles like crazy. Joe is distracted away from the frog.

TRIPLET 3

Hey! Suck me suck me suck me suck me suck me.

Out from a shadow comes the kid Joe saw in the train window.

TRIPLET 2

Hey, it’s the orphan!

The window kid approaches the frog.

TRIPLET 1

He’s not really an orphan you know.

To the triplets’ delight, window kid kneels down and lights the fuse.

Joe hears the sound. Turns around.

JOE

Hey!

The window kid runs off out of the car. The others duck for cover.

BANG! Frog gunk is sprayed all over.

JOE

You little bastards.

The triplets think it’s hilarious. They laugh and point at the blood and guts on their clothes.

TRIPLET 1

It croaked!

The triplets’ all-American parents (30’s) walk in.

TRIPLET DAD

Hey, kids, we got some doughnuts and…oh my god!

TRIPLET MOM

Oh my god!

The parents attach to the kids, scolding.

TRIPLET DAD

What did you kids do?

The triplets feign crying. Triplet 3 points to Joe.

TRIPLET 3

Him. He blew up the froggy.

Joe is indignant.

JOE

What? No. It wasn’t me. They, your kids, they did it.

The parents look at Joe, covered in muck.

TRIPLET MOM

How could they? They don’t even know how to light a match.

JOE

They do so.

The parents are now suspicious of Joe.

TRIPLET 1

(crying, mawkish)

No, mommy, he did it. He had the firewaks. He has matches.

JOE

What? Like hell.

Mom is alarmed at the curse. Dad approaches Joe.

TRIPLET DAD

Well, we’ll just see what’s in your pockets, young man.

The dad holds his hand out in front of Joe, palm upward. He waits.

JOE

But. I didn’t.

TRIPLET DAD

Come on, son. Don’t make this worse than it is.

JOE

But.

SLOW SEPIA FLICKER, like frames running slowly through a projector.

Joe can’t seem to stop himself. He slowly reaches into his pants pocket. Out comes 3 M-80s, which he places in the dad’s hand.

He looks at the dad, freaked out.

The dad gestures.

TRIPLET DAD

Come on. All of it.

Joe reaches into his pocket again and out comes a couple more M-80s, a pack of matches, and a pack of Trojans.

Mom gasps.

DAD

You sick little boy. What have you been doing with these?

Joe looks horrified at the condoms and the triplets’ parents. He knocks the man’s hand aside and runs for the exit.

DAD

You come back here and apologize this instant. Wait. You need to say you’re sorry.

He runs through several cars. The train starts bobbing up and down. It’s very hard for him to run steadily. He trips and slips all the way to 

SLOW FLICKER OFF

THE MASSAGE CAR -- DAY

It’s dark. Hazy mist fills the car. A massage table stands in the middle of the car. Next to it, an attractive woman stands, half-naked.

WOMAN

Well hello. Looks like you could use a break.

Despite her appearance, she has a matronly, calming air, as if she knows what Joe has just been through.

He stares at her cautiously.

WOMAN

Come on.

She pats the table.

WOMAN

I won’t bite.

Joe’s not so sure, but he moves toward her anyway.

JOE

What’s going on on this train? There was a murder. We were playing darts.

The woman rolls her eyes.

WOMAN

Oh, Christ. Not again. Was it Sully and Jack?

JOE

Sully?

WOMAN

Two younger guys, acting like they’re rich?

He looks at her curiously. She can tell that she’s right.

WOMAN

C’mere.

She helps him take his shirt off.

WOMAN

What a mess. What did you do?

JOE

Don’t ask.

WOMAN

Those two boys will do anything for a laugh. They are just cruel little babies.

She helps him lay down on his stomach on the table.

JOE

And then there were these boys. They blew up a frog. Or some kid did.

WOMAN

Don’t you worry about them. More babies, trying to have a laugh at your expense.

She starts rubbing his shoulders.

WOMAN

Don’t worry. You just stay here with mama. I’ll take good care of you.

Joe gives in to her delicious massage and drifts off.

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE, HIGH UP IN THE AIR -- NIGHT

What looks like a sea of stars.

Among the pinpoints of light, a long, thin line of lights, moving together. 

Moving closer, it becomes clear we are actually looking at the Earth. 

The moving line of lights, a train, becomes more and more visible. It thunders along through small towns.

Pan down straight into and through the roof.

INT. JOE’S BEDROOM ON THE TRAIN -- NIGHT

A tiny space with a bed up high.

Joe snores. Turns over and smiles. Must be a good dream.

Under the bed a robed figure emerges. The face of a HELLISH FIEND is slightly visible. Razor teeth, yellow eyes, discolored skin.

The Fiend positions a large, portable metal grate under Joe’s bed. It’s one of those gas burners they use to cremate people. He sits.

Joe snores, undisturbed.

The fiend pulls out an extremely long match, strikes it.

He turns on the gas and caresses the match over the gas holes, creating a wall of 4 foot high flames. 

The flames start to lick the bottom of Joe’s bed. The fiend rocks back and forth and smiles.

Up in the bed, still asleep, Joe starts to sweat. He moves around uncomfortably.

At the window, the window boy’s reflection looks at the scene, terrified. The flames surround his reflection.

The flames grow higher, igniting the bedsheets.

The fiend feels someone watching him. He stops rocking.

The boy knows the fiend can feel him. He starts to tremble.

The fiend whirls around. SPOTLIGHT on his awful face. He peers up at

The conductor, who stands over him.

CONDUCTOR

(fearful)

You know this isn’t allowed. Why do you to do this every time?

The fiend stands. From his mouth: a HISSSSS.

CONDUCTOR

Well, get it over with.

The fiend’s near-skeletal fingers grab the conductor’s left arm and forces it over the flames.

The conductor barely resists. 

Window boy shakes violently, watching, unable to move.

The fiend presses the conductor’s arm into the metal. The conductor screams.

At the noise, Joe wakes up, sweat dripping, shaking.

Warily, he peers over the bedside. No movement. No flames. No sign of the fiend or conductor.

Joe slaps his head back down on the pillow, freaked out. He wipes the sweat on his face.

From below, a dull THUMP.

Joe nearly flips over the side of the bed, and

catches a fleeting glimpse of the window boy as he bolts out of the car.

INT. TRAILER PARK HOME – NIGHT

The kitchen area of a trailer home. It’s dirty, piled with dishes and garbage.

Window boy comes running in to find his EVIL DAD sitting on the couch, beer in hand. Evil Dad is strong, drunk, has a passing resemblance to Joe.

EVIL DAD

Ah ha! Where the hell do you think you been?

Window boy stops. Eyes wide in terror. He says nothing, starts walking towards the hallway.

EVIL DAD

Hey! I’m talking to you. This place is a goddamn dump. You get back in here and clean up.

Window boy keeps moving. Goes into his bedroom and slams the door. Marilyn Manson, Ozzy Osbourne posters cover the walls.

EVIL DAD

(filter)

You’re useless you know that? I shoulda just left you to die, but no, I had to go and keep you. I thought you might be a some use.

Window boy is on his back on the bed. He puts on headphones and cranks some hard rock.

He stares at the ceiling. Closes his eyes.

Evil Dad comes crashing through the door, knocking it off its hinges.

Window boy jumps as if he was ready for this. He tries to outrun evil dad, but he can’t.

Evil Dad collars him, delivers a few good lumps, shouts curses at the boy.

Window boy escapes his grasp and heads for the door. 

The floor shifts as if it were on a train. 

The boy is thrown head-first into the mangled door frame. Knocked senseless, he falls down.

Close on the boy, an L-shaped gash in his forehead. He loses consciousness.

EXT. TRAIN, RURAL BACKWATER -- DAY

The train whips snakelike through a rural neighborhood. Mobile homes dot the landscape. The train doesn’t seem to be on tracks at all.

INT. TRAIN, PASSENGER CAR 1 -- DAY

Joe sleeps in his chair. Other passengers talk, excited. 

A mailboy enters the car and hands out letters. This is what people are excited about. He has one for Joe.

MAILBOY

Hey, buddy.

Joe wakes, groggy.

MAILBOY

Joe Blow, right? You got mail, pal. Looks pretty. Probably from a lady.

JOE

Biallo. It’s Biallo.

MAILBOY

Oh, Be- All- Oh. I get it. Here you go, Joe.

Joe opens the envelope. The note inside is pink.

INSERT: the note. “We regret to inform you that due to your previous conviction, your application has been denied. Your refund check will be mailed to you at…”

Joe is distraught. He looks around at the other passengers and notices a man ending a conversation on a cell phone.

Joe catches him with a wave as he finishes.

JOE

Hey, pal. Mind if I borrow your phone?

The man doesn’t want to, but more than that, he doesn’t want to look rude. He hands the phone over.

JOE

Thanks. You’re really giving.

Joe punches the numbers quickly. Puts the phone to his ear.

After a few rings, a loud static, through which is heard a low moaning and random talking, then louder and louder moaning.

Joe is disturbed. He can’t seem to stop listening. The moans get louder. He controls himself and disconnects.

He dials again, this time forcefully punching each number. He listens cautiously. 

A woman answers.

WOMAN (O.S.)

(tired, sober)

Hello?

JOE

Hi, Sarah?

WOMAN (O.S.)

Who is this?

Joe smiles.

JOE

Ha. Who is this? It’s Joe.

WOMAN (O.S.)

Joe?

JOE

Yeah, Joe. Your baby brother. Look, I need you to do something for me.

WOMAN (O.S.)

 (agitated)

Who is this?

JOE

It’s Joe. Joey. Jo-jo bean. 

The woman gasps.

WOMAN (O.S.)

How did you know that?

JOE

Come on, buckerstock. I need you to go to my place and look in the mail for a check. Grab it before the old man does.

WOMAN (O.S.)

 (pleading)

Look, I don’t know who you are. Leave me alone. Please stop calling. Please.

Joe is amused.

JOE

Bucker, did you forget your meds again? It’s your brother. It’s Joe. Now get over to my house, woman, and.

WOMAN (O.S.)

 (very upset)

No. Stop. Stop calling you son of a bitch. My brother is dead. Isn’t that enough for you people?

Joe notices that everyone in the car is staring at him. He tries to be nonchalant.

JOE

What? What are you talking about, Sar? I need your help here.

WOMAN (O.S.)

I can’t bring those people back, you hear me? Leave me alone. Damn you.

SCREEEEECCHHH

The train lurches and rapidly decelerates. People, baggage, papers are thrown violently about the car. The lights flicker.

Joe finds himself on the floor. He picks up the phone that fell nearby. Dial tone.

LOUDSPEAKER

Excuse me, ladies and gentlemen. Sorry for the disruption. We have a late arrival. Picking up now. We’ll be moving again in a moment.

The passengers reassemble their belongings and get back into their seats. Joe notices the pregnant woman walking away between cars. 

For a reason he doesn’t know, it piques his interest. He begins to follow her, though the going is slow with everyone in the aisle.

It’s like walking through pudding for Joe. Every time he emerges into a new car, the woman is exiting ahead, leaving him only a glimpse.

Eventually he finds himself back in the 

BAR CAR -- DAY

He rushes through, hardly noticing:

At the bar, SLOW-MO on the CROOK. He sits at the bar, chugging beer and laughing it up with the Wall Streeters. He leers at Joe as he passes.

INT. ENGINE ROOM -- DAY

Joe rushes in to find.. .the conductor.

No one else in this dark room full of pipes and fuse boxes. The conductor inspects something over his head.

CONDUCTOR

Excuse me, sir. No passengers in this car.

JOE

But, what about that woman?

CONDUCTOR

Woman?

JOE

Yeah, she just came through here.

CONDUCTOR

Nope. Nobody’s come through here all day. Goddamned pipes.

With one hand, the conductor lifts a three-inch wrench over his head and tries to tighten a huge bolt on a leaking pipe. He can’t get leverage.

JOE

You need help with that?

Joe reaches up and takes over. He’s stronger, the bolt tightens for him.

JOE

Got any T-tape?

The conductor sits down, exhausted. He has a large gauze bandage wrapped around his left forearm and hand.

CONDUCTOR

Maybe in that box.

Joe searches a milk crate full of various junk. Finds the tape.

JOE

Turn the water off. You have to wrap it first.

The conductor finds the main for the pipe and shuts it off. Joe starts unscrewing the large bolt. He seems at ease with this task.

JOE

(not looking)

What’s that?

CONDUCTOR

What?

JOE

That. That thing on your arm.

CONDUCTOR

What? Oh, nothing. Just a bit of psoriasis.

Suddenly the conductor is friendlier than he’s ever been.

CONDUCTOR

You know, it acts up every so often. It’s the salt water.

JOE

Salt water?

CONDUCTOR

You’re pretty good at this. What are you, a plumber?

JOE

General contractor. I applied for my inspector’s certificate. That’s where the money is. Inspecting new houses for rich people. 

Joe wraps the Teflon tape around the pipe threads. Out of Joe’s sight, the conductor pushes a red button.

JOE

Sometimes, they’ll have you do six, seven homes just for comparison. They don’t care. It’s chump change to them. I applied for the certificate.

The conductor seems interested.

CONDUCTOR

So? What happened? Did you get it?

Joe tightens the bolt back onto the pipes.

JOE

Well, sometimes things just don’t work out like you planned. Sometimes people just want to keep you down, just cause you made a mistake or two a long time ago.

The conductor’s mood suddenly turns sour.

CONDUCTOR

And sometimes it’s your own damned fault.

Joe is surprised at this change. Two POLICEMEN enter the car. One of them holds a stun gun.

CONDUCTOR

Sometimes you have to take responsibility for fucking up. This is him, officers.

JOE

(to conductor)

What are you doing?

The cop smiles, shocks him. BZZZZTT! He falls.

CONDUCTOR

You’ll thank me for this. 

Joe is knocked out. The cop, laughing, shocks him again anyway. BZZZTT!

CONDUCTOR

Or not.

INT. TURKEY HILL CONVENIENCE STORE -- DAY

A 7-11 type mini-mart. A Pakistani woman mans the counter. The Woman who shot the Crook leans over the counter. Very haggard.

WOMAN

Marlboro. Red. Hundreds.

The voice is familiar. Realize now it’s Joe’s sister SARAH.

The counter attendant searches over her head.

ATTENDANT

No. How about regulars?

WOMAN

Hundreds.

ATTENDANT

Perhaps in the back.

The attendant shuffles off to a back room.

JINGLE JINGLE. Bells ring as two hardasses (early 60’s, male) saunter in, rubbing their beer guts. 

There’s HARDASS, a true 150% sumbitch, and N-FRIENDLY, a true sumbitch but only after making nice with his victims.

HARDASS

You think they stopped me?

N-FRIENDLY

Hail, no.

HARDASS

That’s right, hell no. I walked right back up there and got another plate.

Ugly LAUGHING as they approach the counter.

N-FRIENDLY

Nobody tells you.

HARDASS

You ain’t pudding.

(to Sarah)

Where’s Dottie?

Sarah avoids eye contact.

SARAH

(mutters)

Don’t know.

Hardass stares at her, hard.

N-FRIENDLY

You know why we call her Dottie?

Sarah doesn’t move.

N-FRIENDLY

On account of the big freaking dot on her dumbass forehead.

N-friendly CHORTLES. Hardass isn’t laughing.

HARDASS

Don’t I know you?

SARAH

No.

N-FRIENDLY

You know this fine young lady?

SARAH

No.

HARDASS

Well, I’ll be. You’re Joe’s kid, ain’t you?

SARAH

No.

N-FRIENDLY

Joe? You mean Joe from the shop? Ain’t seen him in a while.

Hardass gets in her face.

HARDASS

Yeah, ain’t seen him. Tried calling him this morning. You know where your daddy is, little girl?

SARAH

(nervous, agitated)

No. He’s not my dad. I don’t know what you’re talking about.

HARDASS

You’re her, alright. I know you.

N-FRIENDLY

Hey, Sed. You think we might have a go with her?

She flashes him a burning look. N-friendly smiles.

HARDASS

I heard you was working in a foreign shop, up in Perry. Working on Beamers and shit. What’s with that? You trying to throw airs, little girl?

Sarah seems stuck to the counter.

SARAH

No. Leave me alone.

N-friendly’s sumbitch smile becomes malevolent.

N-FRIENDLY

What do you say, Sed? We going to have some fun or what?

HARDASS

Nah. She’s damaged goods. We had our fun with her years ago, me and her papa.

Sarah’s chest starts to heave. Beads of sweat form on her forehead.

HARDASS

But I got to wonder, what are you doing back here, little girl? Funny timing.

N-FRIENDLY

Well, I don’t care. I’ll have a go with her.

SARAH

Go to hell.

N-FRIENDLY

Ooh. Spicy. Like that.

HARDASS 

First there’s all these dime-store jobs. Then the bank. Now I can’t reach Joe. You on the lam, girl?

Sarah can hardly control herself. The Attendant returns from the back room.

N-FRIENDLY

Dottie! Hey, baby, can I have a go with you? I want to see if that dot rubs off.

These are not her favorite customers. She gives Sarah the cigarettes.

ATTENDANT

Five fifty.

Sarah counts out some money.

HARDASS

Maybe we should give you a ride home.

Sarah whips out a gun and shoves it in Hardass’s face.

SARAH

Maybe you should go fuck yourself.

The attendant ducks under the counter. Pushes a police call button. N-friendly whistles. Hardass backs up a sixty-fourth of an inch. Puts his hands up.

HARDASS

Yeah. Maybe. Already had you.

Sarah lowers the gun to his crotch. 150% sumbitch just shrunk to 10%.

N-FRIENDLY

Oh, shit.

HARDASS

Uh. Hold on there, girl.

SARAH

What’s wrong? You don’t want to give me a ride? A ride, get it?

She leans in seductively. Licks her lips. Hardass’s eyes are wide. He stammers.

HARDASS

Uh. I think you gone a little overboard there. Hey. Maybe I got you mistook with someone else.

She moves around the two men toward the exit.

SARAH

(smiles)

Really? You sure, Sed. Are you absolutely sure?

HARDASS

Yeah. Definitely. You ain’t Joe’s kid. That’s somebody else. I was wrong.

SARAH

Well, then, Sed. Why don’t you just go about your business?

HARDASS

Ok.

SARAH

And I’ll go about mine.

HARDASS

Ok.

SARAH

Great.

She runs out the door. Hardass’s chest heaves.

HARDASS

Let’s get that bitch.

The two men run towards the door.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM – DAY

Joe wakes up with a SLAP to his face. He comes to, realizes he is bound in a chair.

SERGEANT MEANY stands in front of him.

SERGEANT MEANY

Hey, dickhead. Wake up.

Joe rouses.

JOE

What the hell is this? I’m just a passenger. What’s with this train?

Another cop, JITTERY LACKEY, bounces on his toes next to Meany.

JITTERY LACKEY

Yeah. What is this? Right.

Meany stops Lackey’s jitters with a harsh look. Back to Joe.

SERGEANT MEANY

Well, guess what, Joe. You just won the grand prize on “This is your life.” What’s that, you don’t remember? Let me help you out.

Sergeant Meany flashes pictures in front of Joe’s face.

SERGEANT MEANY

Remember him? I guess you can’t tell, with all the blood. That’s Russell Sullivan, stabbed 32 times, dead on arrival. Ouch.

Joe looks fearfully at the picture.

Meany tries another. A bruised, welted face, possibly female.

SERGEANT MEANY

How about this? You like beating up on your wife?

Joe is confused.

JOE

I’m not married.

JITTERY LACKEY

Yeah, right.

Meany holds up another. A blackened building.

SERGEANT MEANY

How about this? This is what you do for kicks?

He holds up more pictures. Gruesome killings.

JOE

You got the wrong guy.

SERGEANT MEANY

Really? The wrong guy. What do you think a that, Lackey? Does this look like the wrong guy to you?

Lackey is so psyched that Serge spoke to him he can’t think.

JITTERY LACKEY

Um, yeah, uh, NO!

Meany rolls his eyes.

SERGEANT MEANY

This is you, right?

Meany holds up Joe’s driver’s license in front of his face.

JOE

So what?

Meany sits down and puts his arm around Joe.

SERGEANT MEANY

So what? Ha. So what, Joe, is that we got us a bogey, on the run for 4 years, we finally got you, you slime ball. You’re gonna make me Captain, dickhead.

Meany laughs. Lackey joins in.

SERGEANT MEANY

Ok, Joesy.

He stands Joe up.

SERGEANT MEANY

Time for your arraignment. Lackey, do you think you can handle taking the prisoner to the front desk?

JITTERY LACKEY

Yeah, yeah. Of course.

Lackey grabs Joe’s arm.

JITTERY LACKEY

Let’s go, scumbag.

JOE

But it wasn’t me. You got the wrong guy.

SERGEANT MEANY

Oh, you’re gonna wish you were someone else, once they get started on you.

Lackey and Joe leave the room, go into the

INT. POLICE CAR PROCESSING AREA – DAY

Like any processing area. Typewriters going, cops and hookers walking arm in arm, a few druggies and a few rough-looking criminals.

They come to the end of a long line at the processing desk.

JOE

Hey, buddy, don’t I get a phone call?

JITTERY LACKEY

Later.

Joe plays dumb.

JOE

But I really need to make a call now. I got this coke dealer who’s going to kill me if I don’t show at the pickup. Oops, shouldn’t have said that.

Lackey takes the bait.

JITTERY LACKEY

Uh-huh. Wait, did you say pickup?

JITTERY LACKEY’S DESK

Joe sits, dialing Jittery Lackey’s cell phone.

JOE

Thanks, buddy. If I don’t tell him I’m not going to be there at 9:30, he’ll freak.

Jittery Lackey is writing it down, thrilled at his detective work.

JITTERY LACKEY

Where’s it going to be?

Joe cradles the phone, waiting for a ring.

JOE

That’s what I have to find out.

SARAH

(filter)

Leave me alone, you bastard.

Joe motions to the Lackey to back off. Caving, he does.

JOE

Bucky, don’t hang up. Please, you got to help me. 

SARA

(filter)

I told you already, my brother’s dead.

Joe holds his hand up, examines it.

JOE

No. No I’m not. I mean, maybe I am. I mean, I don’t know. Something very strange is happening.

Jittery lackey eyes Joe suspiciously. Joe mouths “secret code” to the lackey, who mouths back “Oh.”

JOE

I’ve been arrested. They say I’ve done these terrible crimes. I don’t know where this train is going.

SARAH

Train?

JOE

Yes. I really need your help. Can you look up the H.B. Express from Burndall South and tell me where it’s headed.

No reply.

INT. THE CROOK’S APARTMENT -- EVENING

Pan over the Crook, post-mortem, getting stiff and smelly in his chair, to

Sarah gawks out the window. 

Directly outside, not on tracks, the humongous end car of the H.B. Express is moving forward and down, being swallowed into the Earth.

Close on Sarah. Horrified. She drops the phone.

The train submerges entirely.

INT. THE TRAIN -- JITTERY LACKEY’S DESK -- EVENING

Loud static in Joe’s ear.

JOE

Hello? Sarah? Bucky?

JITTERY LACKEY

Well, where is it? What did they say?

JOE

Uh, wrong number.

Joe dials again. The line is busy.

A rough-looking criminal, in another cop’s grasp, but barely, walks towards Lackey.

CRIMINAL

Hey, Lackey, take that!

As the criminal walks by Lackey, he gives him a heck of a shove, sends him flying.

Joe sees his chance and runs. The cops are after him. The criminals and hookers block them and cheer him on.

A cop pulls a gun and gets off a couple rounds. Joe is hit, falls down.

He checks his gut - two holes pour blood.

To his own amazement, he gets up and runs out of the car and into

AN EMPTY OLD MUSTY TRAIN CAR -- DAY

It’s an old-fashioned coal engine car. Wooden bench seats, handrails.

Joe is fascinated. He looks back to where he came from. No sign of anyone chasing. It appears the whole train is old-fashioned.

A melancholy feel pervades the scene.

Joe checks his injuries. Gone.

JOE

What is this place?

He walks outside onto the deck. A gorgeous, sunny day. Out in the country. He sucks in the fresh air.

He looks long and longingly at the sumptuous scenery, as if he never had seen the beauty of nature.

JOE

Where am I going? Where have I been going?

Joe spies movement in the car. He rushes back inside. Someone small has just run into a closet.

Joe follows through a wooden door. 

The dusty closet contains hangers full of conductors’ uniforms, apparently from different points in time. One looks like it was from the Civil War. A rack of musty old hats lines a shelf.

No sign of the small person that ran in here.

Joe pushes his way in between the uniforms, and peers down to find a secret door.

POV Joe, coming through door into

INT. TRAILER PARK HOME CAR – DAY

Through the slats of a closet door, Joe sees

A 12-year old girl yells at Evil Dad.

GIRL

Let him out of there. He didn’t do nothing wrong.

Evil Dad has her by the arm.

EVIL DAD

You shut up, you little whore. I’ll do what I want. I’m the boss.

GIRL

You’re not the boss. You’re a loser. A fucking loser!

A smack. The girl falls into a table. Evil Dad gets on top of her.

Joe is frozen. He watches, unable to move or help.

The girl resists, but Evil Dad smacks her down.

EVIL DAD

I will do whatever I want.

She screams but it’s no use. He smacks her hard, knocking her out.

JOE

(whispers)

What happens now?

Window boy is suddenly standing next to Joe. Holding his hand.

WINDOW BOY

Don’t worry. She’s strong.

The lights flicker. Everything goes black.

Joe is still stuck in the closet.

Out in the room, someone CLICKS on a tiny table lamp. A dim light. Joe looks down. Window boy is gone. Joe peers through the slats.

Evil Dad is passed out on the couch, an empty Jim Beam bottle on the table.

Someone moves to the slats, close on the other side. It’s the girl.

GIRL

(whispers, crying)

Listen, Jo-jo. I have to go. I just can’t take… I’m sorry. I’m sorry.

She slips some candy bars and money through the door.

INSERT: Cross-beams of light show a crisp, new ten-dollar bill in Joe’s hand.

GIRL

I’ll come back for you, soon. I promise. I’ll come back to help.

JOE

(whisper)

It’s ok, Sarah. I’ll be ok. You gotta go.

The girl starts to sob. Her fingers outlined against the slats. Joe holds his hand up to hers. His hand is somehow small, the hand of a boy.

INT. BAR CAR -- NIGHT

The CROOK plays quarters with the Wall Streeters, pounding shot after shot. His smile grows more malevolent with each drink.

CROOK

Say, you boys ever get down to Virginia? Some fine poontang in Virginia, boys.

They love this guy.

WALL STREET 1

I love this guy.

CROOK

Tell me something, boys. Who runs this train?

The boys look at each other, a little fearful.

WALL STREET 2

I’d have to say the conductor.

Wall Street 1 nods in agreement.

CROOK

No. Not that fat fool. I mean who really runs this train?

The boys exchange wary glances.

WALL STREET 1

Well. We can’t really say.

The Crook gets up.

CROOK

Boy, I asked you a simple question. I expect a simple answer.

WALL STREET 2

(interceding)

But we can tell you where to find him.

CROOK

That’s better. So where do I find this grand pooh-bah?

EXT. TRAIN -- NIGHT

The image is hard to reconcile. Eventually, it comes into focus. The huge train shoots STRAIGHT DOWN, UNDERWATER. Its lights are the only illumination.

The train reaches the ocean bed. SLAMS into it. BREAKS THROUGH hungrily and snakes INTO the ocean floor, continuing downward.

INT. TRAIN, OLD CLOSET -- NIGHT

Joe emerges from the old closet, but not into the old train car. Instead he enters the

KITCHEN CAR -- NIGHT

This modern kitchen is hopping with dinner orders. Steel blades and guys in tall white hats everywhere.

Joe sees Tamela exiting the room.

He follows, but is stopped by the HEAD CHEF.

HEAD CHEF

Hey, Mr. Biallo. Try some of this. No, I insist.

Joe reluctantly stops to taste a skewered chicken.

JOE

Man, wow. That’s amazing. Where did you learn this stuff?

The chef is very friendly.

HEAD CHEF

No, no, no. Can’t tell you that, Joe. Then I’d have to kill you, you know.

Joe plays along with the joke. Looks over the chef’s shoulder to where Tamela went.

HEAD CHEF

Tell you what, Joe. You find a table, you and your wife. I make you something real special. I’ll infuse something. Just for you.

JOE

That’s just great. Thanks. I’m not married, but thanks anyway.

HEAD CHEF

Oh, ho. Mr. Biallo, always the joker. Your wife just left, that way.

JOE

My wife?

HEAD CHEF

Mr. Joe. What’s wrong?

JOE

My wife? You said my wife, right?

HEAD CHEF

Well, I didn’t mean anything.

JOE

You said my wife. I’m not married I’m telling you.

The room quiets.

HEAD CHEF

Well. Ok, Joe. Whatever you say. Hey, look I’m sorry. What do I know?

Joe ignores him. Walks to where Tamela left.

He walks through the exit into 

SMALL APARTMENT -- DAY

Tamela stands near a window, her back to Joe, smoking.

Joe approaches.

JOE

Hey, I don’t know if you noticed, but something’s really wrong with this train.

She doesn’t react.

JOE

All kinds of bad things are happening, and none of it makes any sense.

Joe starts to pace.

JOE

First, there’s some little boy, then a murder, but it wasn’t a murder, then a frog, then the friggin’ cops, then god knows what.

Silence.

JOE

And you. You got nothing to say about it? You don’t notice these things. You just want to play your little guessing game.

He approaches her.

JOE

Well, guess what, lady, this ain’t no game anymore. This is real. I don’t have time to try and figure out what to say to you, so if you want me say something, just come out and say it.

She sobs.

JOE

Tell me! What do you want me to say?

Joe puts his hand on her shoulder. She turns. Her face is distorted with an ugly bruise.

TAMELA

How about sorry, you son of a bitch?

Joe’s eyes bug.

TAMELA

How about you didn’t mean it? How about it won’t happen again, you son of a bitch?

Joe can’t deal with the new information.

TAMELA

No, that’s not your style, is it, Joe? You can’t apologize. It’s always someone else’s fault. Guess what, Joe? Everyone gets frustrated. Everyone gets angry. It’s not my fault you didn’t get your damned certificate.

Joe is shattered. He stammers. Backs away.

JOE

No. I’m sorry. I didn’t know. I didn’t do this. Did I? I’m sorry.

She stomps off through a door at the end of the apartment.

Joe is paralyzed with guilt.

After a few seconds of self-pity, he looks up.

JOE

Tamela, wait.

He follows her through the door to

EXT. TRAIN CABOOSE, SMALL DECK -- NIGHT

Joe almost falls out. It’s the back of the train. No other car here. He’s on the outside on a tiny deck edge.

He looks around. An enormous, swirling, hellish black tunnel filled with fleeting, barely visible horrors zooms past him.

The train passes a precipice and shoots violently downward. Hurricane force winds and animal howls and the screeching grind of steel on rock fills the air.

Joe is caught and thrown upward, grasping the door’s edge with his hands.

He looks in horror at the shitstorm flying up past him. With great effort, he crawls on the door frame back into the train. He slams the door and falls into

INT. CLOSET -- DAY

Total blackness. Joe fumbles for a doorknob, finds it. He quickly moves through to

INT. CLOSET -- DAY

Again total blackness. Joe fumbles again, finds a doorknob. Shuffles into another closet, then another, then another, faster each time.

His pulse building, Joe tries to go faster and faster through the endless black closets, starts to yell. At the peak of his desperation, he falls into:

INT. CONFESSIONAL -- DAY

A standard Catholic confessional booth. Joe sits and sees the priest face filtered through a screen on the wall.

Joe tries to see through, but it’s hard to make out.

PRIEST

Do you have a confession to make?

Joe keeps trying to see through. It might be the conductor.

PRIEST

If you don’t have a confession, you should probably go.

JOE

I don’t know what’s going on here.

The priest interrupts.

PRIEST

Make the sign of the cross. How many days has it been since your last confession?

Joe signs.

JOE

Look, I don’t know. I don’t know what’s going on. I can’t remember why I’m here.

Silence.

PRIEST

You killed a man and beat your wife.

JOE

I don’t remember that.

PRIEST

You don’t?

JOE

No. I don’t think so.

PRIEST

Well, it’s on your ticket. That’s what it says, right?

Joe slips the long red ticket out of his shirt pocket and reads it.

FLASH CUT -- MONTAGE

In a modest apartment somewhere, Tamela calls Joe a “loser”. Joe lashes out in rage, hitting her in the face, then immediately regrets it.

On a gray afternoon, on Wall Street, Joe holds up Wall Streeter 1 at knife point. When the mark produces no cash, Joe rages and stabs him. 

A nearby cop spots the stickup. Joe runs. The cop gets a clear shot and nails him twice in the stomach.

Next minute: Joe’s face backlined by the pavement, looking up. Pan up to a train arriving next to him.

END MONTAGE

INT. CONFESSIONAL -- DAY

Joe reels from the realization of his sins and how his life ended.

PRIEST

So? Do you have a confession to make?

Long silence. Joe re-assessing.

JOE

(with a new purpose)

The cops. They said I did a bunch of other things, lots of things.

PRIEST

There’s a lot of misinformation around here. Just what’s on your ticket. That’s what you did.

JOE

They showed me pictures. A burned out building, people strangled, cut up.

PRIEST

Your father. Sounds like him anyway. You should see his ticket. Heck, he killed your mom, what wouldn’t he do, the creep?

JOE

My father? Killed? My mom?

The priest gets impatient.

PRIEST

Look, it’s on his ticket. That’s all I know. Now do you have a confession?

JOE

He’s here? On the train?

PRIEST

Right. Now do you have a confession to make?

Joe reels from the information. 

PRIEST

I’m going. Have a great day.

The priest gets up. 

JOE

No, wait. Please. A confession. Yes. I have a confession.

The priest slowly sits. 

Joe tears up.

JOE

I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. So sorry, Tam. I didn’t mean it. I don’t know what happened, I just. I tried so hard to be a good man.

The priest cuts him off.

PRIEST

Hey, save it for the judge, ok. We don’t need your theatrics here. Ten Hail Mary’s.

JOE

Ten Hail Mary’s?

PRIEST

Yes. Ten Hail Mary’s.

JOE

That’s it?

PRIEST

Yes. Have a nice day.

The priest gets up to go.

JOE

No, wait.

PRIEST

What is it?

JOE

I want to get off.

PRIEST

Ok.

JOE

I want to get off the train.

PRIEST

You can’t get off. No one gets off. It’s over, pal. Done. End of the line for you. Get it?

JOE

But, I just confessed.

The priest is agitated.

PRIEST

So what? You think because you confessed you can get off the train? You can’t get off the train. You bought your ticket, you have to pay for it. Nobody gets off the train, get it?

Joe is obsessed.

JOE

But, I have to. I have to tell Sarah.

PRIEST

Sorry, kid.

JOE

Look, I have to. You can help me, can’t you? Please, I’m begging you.

The priest leans in close, whispers.

PRIEST

No dice. It’s your destiny.

JOE

No. Please. I just need another chance. Just one more chance. I’ll do better. I promise. Please.

The priest is exasperated with Joe’s begging. His tone changes. Reluctantly.

PRIEST

Look. I don’t know. Maybe there’s a way. I’ve heard about it. Somewhere, after the bridge, there’s a place, a haven. I don’t know. It’s probably bullshit. I’ll let you know. I’ll see if I can slow the train down, and you can try jumping. I doubt it will work. Probably not. Tomorrow at 9 a.m.

JOE

It’s worth a try.

PRIEST

Good luck, kid.

INT. OFFICE -- NIGHT

A dark, wood-paneled office.

The Fiend sits at a desk. The Crook is across from him. The Crook is his usual asshole self, but not quite as confident. A little unnerved at the sight of this…thing.

CROOK

I just want to have a little fun for now.

FIEND

HISSSSS.

CROOK

I do have something to offer.

INT. TRAIN -- NIGHT

Joe walks with great purpose through several cars, dark with sleeping passengers.

He pulls out Jittery Lackey’s cell phone. Dials.

Stops walking.

On the phone, low moaning and static like before. Now other sounds can be heard. Laughing. Screaming. People yelling “Help” and “Stop”.

Joe rips the phone away from his ear and hangs up.

He stares at the phone a long time.

Dials again.

This time, ringing, then Sarah’s voice.

SARAH

Hello? Jo-jo?

JOE

Sarah, you gotta listen to me. Go to church. Go to a priest. Or something. Go and make a confession. Now. Dad killed Mom, and I killed someone, and I’m on this train.

SARAH

(too calm)

I know, Joe. It’s ok.

JOE

You know? You knew that Dad…

SARAH

It’s ok, Joey. I’m coming to help.

INTERCUT ON DIALOGUE CUES -- SARAH IN CROOK’S APARTMENT to JOE ON THE TRAIN

Sarah sits on the floor with the phone in one hand, a long hunting knife in another. A police SIREN gets louder. Blue and red lights flash on the walls.

JOE

What are you talking about? You have to go to a priest, confess your sins.

SARAH

Goodbye, Joey. See you soon.

Joe realizes.

JOE

Sarah, no!

The police BANG on the door.

She hangs up. Grasps the hunting knife with both hands and lifts it over her head. Brings it down towards her stomach.

Joe yells, unbelieving.

JOE

Sarah, no! Stop. Wait. No!

The police break the door down to find the Crook and Sarah, dead.

On the train, someone appears silently behind Joe. The person grabs him from behind. A rag with chloroform is forced over his mouth.

Joe struggles, passes out. The person who knocked him out smashes the cell phone into pieces.

INT. PASSENGER CAR 1 -- MORNING

Joe sleeps in his seat, muttering a Hail Mary under his breath.

JOE

…full of grace, the Lord be with you.

A beam of sunlight crosses his face, illuminates the L-shaped scar on his forehead.

He awakes, head tilted so he’s looking out the window. Outside, the sun is just beginning to crest on a frozen plain.

He almost smiles. Then he looks down a little.

Tamela lays in her seat dead, slit at the throat.

Freaked out, Joe surveys the other passengers. Every one has met the same fate, even the poor triplets.

Panicked, Joe gets up and starts walking through the cars. Every passenger is dead, mostly by slit throat. A few have more grotesque injuries.

INT. BOXCAR -- MORNING

This is one of those big, old hobo boxcars, with  metal sliding doors. One of the doors hangs open, letting in ROARING wind. 

Joe enters.

At his feet, he notices the conductor, laying dead in a pool of his own blood. 

Joe falls into a kneel next to him. He weeps.

JOE

No! All I wanted was one more chance. Please, just one more chance.

CROOK

(yells over the wind)

You don’t get no more chances, boy.

A figure in shadow stands at the far end of the car. Joe jumps up.

As Joe approaches, he sees him. The Crook, his dad, holds the pregnant woman hostage-like, with a knife to her throat. 

The woman resists but the Crook’s got her.

Joe gets closer.

JOE

Mom? Is that you?

She smiles good-naturedly at him. Tries to speak.

But the Crook pulls her up tighter and she can’t.

JOE

I thought you died in a car crash. That’s what he told me.

CROOK

Stop worrying about her. Think you ought to be worrying about yourself here, boy.

Joe looks around for a weapon. None.

CROOK

Don’t be trying your little games with me, boy. See, I got a little deal going with my friend here.

The Crook indicates to his side. The wind whips up. From another shadow comes the Fiend. A horror to behold. HISSSSS.

EXT. TRAIN -- MORNING

The train descends onto a large, old-style bridge over a deep gorge. A red mist obscures whatever is below.

INT. BOXCAR -- MORNING

Joe, paralyzed, tries to think of an angle. He glances out the open door. The train is not passing over land any more.

CROOK

See, me and my friend, we got a deal. I get to do anything I want on the train. Anything I want.

Joe tries to distract him by going along.

JOE

Oh, yeah. And what’s he get?

CROOK

My son.

The Crook glares sadistically at Joe. He starts to slit the woman’s throat.

JOE

No!

Joe rushes the Crook, knocks him and the woman down.

The Crook knocks him back, but Joe overpowers him and throws him to a corner. He goes to his mom, laying near the door.

She’s still breathing.

JOE

Mom, it’s ok. Hold on. Please. I know a place. We can get help. Just hold on.

She smiles up beatifically and nods.

HISSSS. Razor claws sink into Joe’s back. He howls in pain. The fiend tries to take a bite.

Joe stands and throws the evil creature off his back. The thing is strong, but Joe can handle it.

He grabs the Fiend, lifts him up and throws him into a wall. He crashes and slams to the floor, twitching.

Dad is back, stronger. He slashes Joe in the arm with the knife.

Joe grabs the blade and knocks it out of Dad’s hand.

Dad gets in a few good punches. Joe reels.

CROOK

I guess I’ll have to take you down myself, boy.

Another SLAM punch and Joe is knocked to the ground.

Dad retrieves the knife and climbs on top of Joe.  Sits on his chest. Pinned. 

The wind swirls and screams around them.

CROOK

You’re just like your momma, boy. She thought she could save me, too. But some of us don’t want to be saved, see.  You can’t escape what you are. Deep down. 

Joe looks around for an escape. None.

CROOK

Deep down, you’re a killer, just like me. No better. Don’t deny it. It’s your destiny.

Joe is beaten, out of breath. The train pounds over the rails and the wind blasts. He shakes his head.

JOE

(whisper)

No. You’re wrong.

CROOK

Well, you can live in your fantasy world all you like, boy. But this is the real world. My world. You are about to find out who’s right and who’s wrong.

The Crook lifts the blade.

A far away rebel yell is heard, someone screaming “Nooooo.” It gets louder quickly.

EXT. TRAIN, ABOVE LOOKING DOWN -- MORNING

The yell gets louder. Pan down very quickly at the top of the boxcar, to the roof, and through.

INT. BOXCAR -- MORNING

The “Noooo” peaks volume.

SARAH, Joe’s sister, comes crashing through the roof in a fury. Part ghost, part soldier.

In attack position, she flies down directly onto the Crook’s back and shoves her own knife deep between his shoulder blades.

The Crook, shocked, drops his knife, stands. Sarah, avenging angel, holds him up from behind with the blade’s handle. Joe gets up.

Joe punches him hard in the face. Sarah lets go of the blade. The Crook falls.

He lays on his back, unable to move. Blood chokes up into his throat.

Sarah and Joe look at each other, both impressed.

JOE

Hi, Sarah.

SARAH

Hi, Jo-jo.

The fiend is back up. He sees Sarah and Joe, a formidable team, angry and waiting.

Joe gets an idea. He starts dragging the Crook to the open boxcar door.

JOE

(to fiend)

Hey, you. Demon guy. Deal’s off. But you can have him.

To his dad’s surprise and horror, Joe throws him out the open boxcar door. He flies down over the bridge into the gorge.

The fiend looks at Sarah and Joe, then at the open door. He rushes between them and jumps.

EXT. TRAIN -- MORNING

The fiend, flying down, attaches himself to the Crook. HISSSSS. 

They fly down through the mist. Below: a wall of flames stretch to the horizon.

The Crook’s scream echoes like a distant siren.

INT. BOXCAR -- MORNING

Joe and Sarah kneel on either side of their mother. She’s still breathing but close to death.

SARAH

I remember you, mom. I’ll always remember you.

Joe is in tears.

JOE

Mom? It’s really you? We’re going to get you some help, mom. It’ll be ok.

She smiles up at her children. Getting paler.

MOM

The baby.

She points to her pregnant belly.

MOM

Save the baby.

JOE

Sarah, there’s a place, near here. A haven. Right after the bridge. We can go there, get help. We just need to slow the train down.

He stares at his sister. His face frozen. Something has changed about her. She looks stronger than ever.

SARAH

I know, Joe.

She has on the conductor’s hat. A silvery light outlines her features.

She leans down and tenderly kisses her mom.

SARAH

Bye for now, mom. Joey’s going to take care of you for a while.

Mom smiles. Seems to understand.

Joe is still frozen in fear. Sarah stands.

SARAH

Get ready, Joe.

He stands.

JOE

What are you doing? Sar?

She moves towards the front of the car.

SARAH

Somebody’s gotta drive this damn thing, don’t they, Jo-jo?

Joe tries to stop her.

JOE

No, wait. There’s a place. We can all go. We can get help.

SARAH

No, Joe. You said it. Someone has to slow down the train. We’d never make it. It’s the only way.

JOE

(hopeless)

But.

SARAH

Joey. It’s my fate. It’s ok. I’ve got some work to do here. I’ll do my time, and I’ll see you again soon. K, Bean?

She pecks him on the cheek and disappears through the door.

Greatly saddened, Joe goes to his mother. She’s paler than ever.

JOE

Ok, mom. I’m going to have to lift you. Ok?

She nods. He bends down and puts his arms around her.

JOE

One, two, three.

With a great heave, he is standing. He carries her to the door.

The train is almost at the end of the bridge. The wind whirls and gusts about, throwing up ominous weird shadows and shapes.

The upcoming landscape is a black bog with dead trees jutting at odd angles.

The bridge ends. They are traveling over solid ground.

A whistle moans and the brakes squeal. The train, slowing, throws Joe and his mom off of it.

EXT. BLACK BOG -- NIGHT

Somehow it has become night. The train thunders by and out of sight. 

Joe lays on his back in incredible pain. His mom is nearby, still somehow alive. He struggles to his feet.

He goes to his mom, a few feet away, next to a thicket. With Herculean effort he lifts her. His body a sagging mess, he starts to walk.

JOE

Can’t. Be far. Now. Ma.

Around him in the darkness, eyes and distorted faces glow into being. Things crawl out of the muck. The faces resemble Edvard Munch’s The Scream, along with other fantastical horrors.

A dirty hand with eight fingers appears out of thin air and grabs Joe’s face. He struggles and screams and bites it and it jumps away.

He slogs through more and more disgusting crud.

He can barely stand the pain. Almost falls. 

He falls. Gets up. Hands reach out at him from all around. He keeps going.

He sees it. A distant light.

JOE

Mom, I can see it. It’s there.

He looks down but can’t make out her face. A brief flash of light shows her smiling. Another brief flash shows her dead.

He shakes himself out of it and continues, encouraged.

JOE

I see it, ma. We’re going to make it.

It looks like an emergency room. Though still a ways off, Joe can make out people, regular people, taking a stretcher out of an ambulance.

JOE

We’re gonna make it, ma. Almost there.

Joe limp-trots now. About 50 yards from the entrance. Joe yells ahead.

JOE

Hey! Hey, we need some help here!

A serpentine pile of tree roots slithers to life and grabs Joe’s feet. He trips.

But he doesn’t fall. He is sucked quickly, mother and all, directly down into and under the ground.

JOE

Noooooo!

INT. HOSPITAL, O.R. -- NIGHT

A standard operating room. Mom is on her back with an oxygen mask on her.  Joe is on a table next to her. Doctors, nurses, orderlies dart about.

Joe awakes on his back, startled. He looks over at his mother.

DOCTOR 1

We’re going to have to go C. She’s not going to make it. What about him?

DOCTOR 2

Hard to tell. He keeps slipping.

JOE

Mom, mom can you hear me?

She can. She turns her head, very weak. Smiles.

JOE

We made it, mom. We made it.

MOM

Thanks, Joe. I love you.

JOE

I love you, too, ma. I love you, too.

A nurse leans in front of Joe’s face.

NURSE

Can you hear me? You were lucky, pal. Good thing you yelled, or we wouldn’t have known you were out there. This damn place.

She looks up at the doctor.

NURSE

He’s not responding.

Joe looks at her quizzically.

JOE

No, I’m ok.

She doesn’t appear to hear him.

DOCTOR 1 leans over Joe’s mom.

DOCTOR 1

Ma’am. Ma’am, can you hear me?

She nods.

DOCTOR 1

We’re going to have to operate. To save the baby. Do you understand?

She nods.

DOCTOR 1

Now, just in case, you understand. Just in case, do you have a name for the baby?

She nods again. The doctor leans down. She whispers in his ear.

He stands again.

DOCTOR 1

Joe, right?


She nods, smiles.

DOCTOR 1

Ok, Joe it is. Joe Biallo. Good name. My brother’s name is Joe.

Out of Joe’s view, the doctor starts the C-section.

Joe looks at the scene, confused. Mom manages to turn her head again. She smiles.

He’s even more confused.

NURSE

His vitals are going.

Joe’s heart monitor slows. He realizes they are talking about him. He feels himself fading.

Joe manages to lift his head and look down. Two bullet holes in his abdomen. He realizes his fate now.

The doctors work on his mom, quickly. She grimaces, turns her head so it’s facing up.

Joe’s heart rate slows more. Fading.

NURSE

Nothing we can do.

His heart rate slows again. 

Stops. At the same instant,

A newborn boy is pulled from the woman’s belly.

It wails.

The doctors cut the cord. The orderlies and nurses clap and cheer.

Pan to Mom’s dead face. Then to Joe’s. He has the slightest smile.

Pan to the baby, now swaddled and warm. 

There’s something familiar about the eyes.

Barely visible on his forehead, an L-shaped line.

FADE OUT

The End

