Script Gunmy worm



I NT. THE LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

We cone in on an adorable white and black cat on a pill ow
resting in the corner

The sound of a horror novie is heard in the background.

Slowy, the cat opens its eyes and begins cleaning itself as
we nove back so we can see the living room

Although it's fairly decorated for Hall oween, the roomis a
pi gsty.

Clothes, trash, spilt ashtrays and enpty liquor bottles are
scattered around the room

Sitting on the sofa wearing a hag outfit is MARI ON, eighteen-
year s- ol d.

The beautiful young worman is w ping tears from her eyes,
rui ni ng her makeup, but it doesn't matter as long as the
tears don't fall on the picture she's working on

Soneone noving around is heard, but Marion remains focused on
her draw ng.

Wthin a few seconds the doorbell is heard.
JCEL (O S.)
(Sout hern Kent ucky accent)
Didn't you hear the goddamm doorbel | ?
Marion continues working on her picture.
MARI ON
(Low tone)
| heard it just like you heard it

The doorbell is heard again.

Loud footsteps are heard noving across the floor.

JCEL (O S.)
Usel ess goddamm, brat. | don't believe
in this holiday shit, but she does.
(To Marion)

You decorated ny whole house with this
shit, and you can't answer the door?!



MARI ON
(Low t one)
You'll be just fine.

The front door is heard opening.

CHI LDREN (O S.)
Trick or treat!

Laughter fromthe children can be heard and then the door is
heard sl anmed shut.

JOEL (O S.)

Freel oaders. Not hing but freel oaders,
preparing for their future. A useless
person--no. A honel ess person had to
cone up with the idea for hard working
peopl e to pass out candy, and those
nmorons fell for it. Hall oween.

(Scoffs)
Shit...every tinme you step outside
it's Hall oween. A bunch of weirdos
| ooki ng for handouts, disguised as
soneone they're not for attention, and
poor saps like you in that |iving room
fall for it every tine.

Loud footsteps are heard entering the living room comng to
a stop.

Joel (O 's.) (cont'd)

Wiy is that? Wiy do you people feel sorry for these...these
peasant s?

Mari on sighs deep, placing her sketchbook and pencil to the
side, slowy lifting her head to | ook at Joel.

MARI ON
For a person who's conplaining, you're
in the Hall oween spirit yourself.

JCEL (O S.)
VWhat was t hat?

MARI ON
(Soft chuckl e)
|"msorry. It's just funny because al
of the conpl ai ning you're doi ng about



ot her people, you're no different.
Hel |, some days you | ook worse.

JCEL (O S.)
You think you're funny, huh?

MARI ON
And you think you matter?

Joel Makes his way over to Marion and she |ooks at himwth a
strai ght face.

Joel |Is on the verge of being obese, wearing sonme torn up
overalls, a dinghy T-Shirt and nuddy boots.

He's bald in the mddle of his head with Iong crinkly hair on
the sides and a rough nountai n beard.

A | ook of disgust resides on his face, taking a sip fromthe
bottl e of whiskey he's hol di ng.

JOEL
Sonetines..soneti nes | wonder why you
didn't leave wth your nother. Al you
do is bitch, eat up ny food and draw
in that stupid little book.

MARI ON
Unfortunately, | had no i dea she was
| eaving, so | couldn't.

JOEL
There's the door. You're practically
grown, so get your little shit and go.
You'll fit right in with the other
ones out there.

MARI ON

(Si ghs)
What did ny nother see in you?

JCEL
A provider. A protector. A---

MARI ON
A freel oader, slash al coholic she
t hought she coul d change.



JOEL
One nore. Let one nore goddam
smartass remark cone outta that nouth
and | swear to God, |I'll knock those
lips clean off your face.

The cat cones over and junps on Marions |ap.

No | onger focused on Joel, she begins caressing the cat and a
gentle purr is heard.

JCEL (CONT' D)
Make sure you take that freak with
you.

Marion continues caressing the cat.

MARI ON
The only freak in this hellhole is
you. Besides...you should watch what
you say. Mdst humans are just |ike
cats and never forget what you said or
di d.

JOEL
| could give less than a fuck about a
felines nmenory. Didn't | tell you if
you said one nore thing smart 1'd
knock the |ips off your face?

Gently, Marion places the cat to the side and then stands on
her feet facing Joel.

MARI ON

That woul d be nothing new for you. In
fact ...

(Soft, |ow | augh)
Study shows nbst nmen can't get it up
unl ess they beat on a woman to nake
them feel superior. They need to find
sone masculinity in their pitiful
woman shell. Isn't that right...gumy
wor nf?

Wt hout hesitation, he hauls off and slaps her, causing her
head to turn



JOEL
Foul nouth little tranp! You get that
bull shit directly from your nother.
It's a good thing she's not here
because- - -

The doorbell is heard.

JOEL ( CONT' D)
Wait till | answer this door. W'l
get an understandi ng before | put you
out from under ny roof.

Wth her head still turned, Marion releases a | ow | augh.
MARI ON
...yes.there wll be an understandi ng.
He gets ready to speak and the doorbell is heard again.

Frustrated, he takes a deep swig, places the bottle down and
t hen heads to the front door.

JCEL
Goddamm freel oaders. 1'Il be glad when
this day is over because---

He opens the door and there's a nice size fire on his porch.

JOEL (CONT' D)
You worthl ess bastards! You just wait!

He hurries off into the filthy kitchen and quickly fills a
dirty pitcher with sone water.

Maki ng his way back to the front door spew ng cuss words,
when he stops to pay attention, he notices the fire is
ext i ngui shed.

Wth a dunbfounded | ook, he cl oses the door.

Standing there for a few seconds, he finally heads back into
the living roomand he notices the cat and Marion are gone.

JOEL (CONT' D)
| hope you're getting your things so
you can get out!



M LDRED (Q. S.)
(Eerie tone)
Did the snell rem nd you of sonethi ng?

JCEL
VWhat - --what the fuck?

M LDRED (Q. S.)
The big man isn't scared..is he?

JOEL
Ckay. Okay, you think you're funny?

He storns towards Marions bedroom and busts the door in, only
to be surprised again.

Marions roomis enpty.

JCEL (CONT' D)
.What is going on?

M LDRED (O S.)
(Creepy | augh)
Who did you think would be in here?

JOEL
| know. I...l1 know what's goi ng on?

M LDRED (O S.)
Run to it. That's all you were good
for.
(Creepy | augh)
Some nen can't resolve situations
wi t hout a boost of |iquid courage.

Joel quickly goes back to the living room inmmediately
pi cking up the bottle, taking a deep sw g.

Letting the burning sensation marinate, he slowy starts to
smle, and then...

M LDRED (O S.) (CONT' D)
That sanme sm | e cane across your face
when you got rid of your so-called
probl em

JOEL
Shut up. Shut up, shut up, shut up!



M LDRED (O.S.)
Feel i ng bad..gunmmy wor n?

Joel Covers his face and rel eases a | oud scream

Slowy noving his hands down, he's smling, until he opens
his eyes and a deep gasp of fear is rel eased.

He's standing in the burnt up living roomand on the floor is
the body of his dead wife MIldred, burnt and nutil ated.

She was three nonths pregnant.
Al'so on the floor is a dead, mnutil ated, burnt cat
Joel steps back in fear.

JCEL
No. No, this didn't happen.

M LDRED
It happened, gunmy worm You took the
life of a talented artist and possibly
one in the making. And for what?
Because you couldn't satisfy your wfe
and actually be a man who conprom ses,
i nstead of al ways using viol ence.

JOEL
God, no. No, | didn't---

A partially burnt nmutilated hand sl ans down hard on his
shoul der, and it causes himto turn around and scream
falling on the fl oor.

The grotesque body of Mldred is standing in front of him
with a large gash in her stomach, where small baby hands can
be seen sticking out.

Perched on her shoulder is a horrifying cat with gl ow ng
white eyes.

Joel Is on the floor panting in fear, w de eyed.

M | dred reaches inside her stomach and slowy pulls out a
bl oody but cher knife.

M LDRED
Here's your real problem gumry worm



She raises the knife prepared to attack him and Joel
rel eases a scream of fear.

SMASH CUT:
| NT. THE LI VI NG ROOM - CONTI NUQUS
The roomis back to what we saw in the begi nning.
The doorbell is heard ringing.
Slowly noving to the sofa we see the dead body of Joel

A broken bottle and a bl oody butcher knife resides in the
[ iquor on the fl oor

He's wearing his dinghy T-Shirt and bl oody boxers.

Com ng out of the boxer hole are gummy worns, and resting on
his chest is the sketchbook Marion had, which is actually

M1 dred' s sketchbook.

The picture is a beautiful charcoal drawi ng of a nother

hol ding her child, with a cat watching over themin the
backgr ound.

END CREDI TS.



