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Screenwriter’s Note

The “reach” is a coastal New England term that refers to the stretch of
open water between an island and the mainland. A bay is open on one end;
a reach is open on two. The reach between Little Tall Island (fictional) and
Machias (real) can be supposed to be about two miles wide.



Introduction

In most cases--three or four out of every five, let’s say--I know where I
was when I got the idea for a certain story, what combination of events
(usually mundane) set that story off. The genesis of It, for example, was my
crossing a wooden bridge, listening to the hollow thump of my bootheels,
and thinking of “The Three Billy Goats Gruff.” In the case of Cujo it was an
actual encounter with an ill-tempered Saint Bernard. Pet Sematary arose
from my daughter’s grief when her beloved pet cat, Smucky, was run over
on the highway near our house.

Sometimes, however, I just can’t remember how I arrived at a particular
novel or story. In these cases the seed of the story seems to be an image
rather than an idea, a mental snapshot so powerful it eventually calls
characters and incidents the way some ultrasonic whistles supposedly call
every dog in the neighborhood. These are, to me, at least, the true creative
mysteries: stories that have no real antecedents, that come on their own.
The Green Mile began with an image of a huge black man standing in his
jail cell and watching the approach of a trusty selling candy and cigarettes
from an old metal cart with a squeaky wheel. Storm of the Century also
started with a jailhouse image: that of a man (white, not black) sitting on the
bunk in his cell, heels drawn up, arms resting on knees, eyes unblinking.
This was not a gentle man or a good man, as John Coffey in The Green
Mile turned out to be; this was an extremely evil man. Maybe not a man at
all. Every time my mind turned back to him--while driving, while sitting in
the optometrist’s office and waiting to get my eyes dilated, or worst of all
while lying awake in bed at night with the lights out--he looked a little
scarier. Still just sitting there on his bunk and not moving, but a little



scarier. A little less like a man and a little more like . . . well, a little more
like what was underneath.

Gradually, the story started to spin out from the man ... or whatever he
was. The man sat on a bunk. The bunk was in a cell. The cell was in the
back of the general store on Little Tall Island, which I sometimes think of as
“Dolores Claiborne’s island.” Why in the back of the general store?
Because a community as small as the one on Little Tall wouldn’t need a
police station, only a part-time constable to take care of the occasional bit
of ugliness--an obstreperous drunk, let us say, or a bad-tempered fisherman
who sometimes puts his fists on his wife. Who would that constable be?
Why, Mike Anderson, of course, owner and operator of the Anderson’s
General Store. A nice enough guy, and good with the drunks and the bad-
tempered fishermen . . . but suppose something really bad came along?
Something as bad, perhaps, as the malignant demon that invaded Regan in
The Exorcist? Something that would just sit there in Mike Anderson’s
home-welded cell, looking out, waiting . . .

Waiting for what?

Why, the storm of course. The storm of the century. A storm big
enough to cut Little Tall Island off from the mainland, to throw it entirely
upon its own resources. Snow is beautiful; snow is deadly; snow is also a
veil, like the one the magician uses to hide his sleight of hand. Cut off from
the world, hidden by the snow, my boogeyman in the jail cell (by then I was
already thinking of him by his stated name, Andre Linoge) could do great
damage. The worst of it, perhaps, without ever leaving that bunk where he
sat with his heels up and his arms on his knees.

I had reached this point in my thinking by October or November of
1996; a bad man (or perhaps a monster masquerading as a man) in a jail
cell, a storm even bigger than the one that totally paralyzed the northeast
corridor in the mid-1970s, a community cast on its own resources. I was
daunted by the prospect of creating an entire community (I had done such a
thing in two novels, ‘Salem’s Lot and Needful Things, and it’s an enormous
challenge), but enticed by the possibilities. I also knew I had reached the



point where I must write or lose my chance. Ideas that are more complete--
the majority of them, in other words--will keep a fair length of time, but a
story that rises from a single image, one that exists mostly as potential,
seems to be a much more perishable item.

I thought the chances that Storm of the Century would collapse of its
own weight were fairly high, but in December of 1996 I began to write,
anyway. The final impetus was provided by the realization that if I set my
story on Little Tall Island, I had a chance to say some interesting and
provocative things about the very nature of community . . . because there is
no community in America as tightly knit as the island communities off the
coast of Maine. The people in them are bound together by situation,
tradition, common interests, common religious practices, and work that is
difficult and sometimes dangerous. They are also blood-bound and
clannish, the populations of most islands composed of half a dozen old
families that overlap at the cousins and nephews and inlaws like patchwork
quilts.* If you’re a tourist (or one of the “summah people”), they will be
friendly to you, but you mustn’t expect to see inside their lives. You can
come back to your cottage on the headland overlooking the reach for sixty
years, and you will still be an outsider. Because life on the island is
different.

[* In eastern Maine, basketball teams play their season-ending tourney
at the Bangor Auditorium, and normal life comes pretty much to a complete
stop as folks all over the region listen to the radio broadcasts. One year
when the Jonesport-Beals girls’ team was in the Class D (Small School)
tourney, the radio announcers referred to all five of the starters by their first
names. They had to, because all the girls were either sisters or cousins.
Every one was a Beals.]

I write about small towns because I’m a small-town boy (although not
an island boy, I hasten to add; when I write about Little Tall, I write as an
outsider), and most of my small-town tales--those of Jerusalem’s Lot, those



of Castle Rock, those of Little Tall Island--owe a debt to Mark Twain (“The
Man That Corrupted Hadleyburg”) and Nathaniel Hawthorne (“Young
Goodman Brown”). Yet all of them, it seemed to me, had a certain
unexamined postulate at their center: that a malevolent encroachment must
always shatter the community, driving the individuals apart and turning
them into enemies. But that has been my experience more as a reader than
as a community member; as a community member, I’ve seen towns pull
together every time disaster strikes.**

[** In the ice storm of January 1998, for instance, when some
communities went without power for two weeks or more.]

Still the question remains: is the result of pulling together always the
common good? Does the idea of “community” always warm the cockles of
the heart, or does it on occasion chill the blood? It was at that point that I
imagined Mike Anderson’s wife hugging him, and at the same moment
whispering, “Make [Linoge] have an accident” in his ear. Man, what a chill
that gave me! And I knew I would have to at least try to write the story.

The question of form remained to be answered. I don’t worry about it,
ever--no more than I worry about the question of voice. The voice of a story
(usually third person, sometimes first person) always comes with the
package. So does the form an idea will take. I feel most comfortable writing
novels, but I also write short stories, screenplays, and the occasional poem.
The idea always dictates the form. You can’t make a novel be a short story,
you can’t make a short story be a poem, and you can’t stop a short story that
decides it wants to be a novel instead (unless you want to kill it, that is).

I assumed that if [ wrote Storm of the Century, it would be a novel. Yet
as I prepared to sit down to it, the idea kept insisting that it was a movie.
Every image of the story seemed to be a movie image rather than a book
image: the killer’s yellow gloves, Davey Hopewell’s bloodstained
basketball, the kids flying with Mr. Linoge, Molly Anderson whispering



“Make him have an accident” in her husband’s ear, and most of all, Linoge
in the cell, heels up, hands dangling, orchestrating it all.

It would be too long for a theatrical movie, but I thought I saw a way
around that. I had developed a wonderful working relationship with ABC
over the years, providing material (and sometimes tele-plays) for half a
dozen so-called miniseries that had done quite well in the ratings. I got in
touch with Mark Carliner (who produced the new version of The Shining)
and Maura Dunbar (who has been my creative contact at ABC since the
early nineties). Would either of them, I asked, be interested in a real novel
for television, one that existed as its own thing rather than being based on a
preexisting novel?

Both of them said yes with hardly a pause, and when I finished the
three two-hour scripts that follow, the project went into preproduction and
then to film with no creative dithering or executive megrims at all. It is
fashionable to shit on television if you’re an intellectual (and for God’s
sake, never admit that you watch Frasier, let alone Jerry Springer), but I
have worked as a writer in both TV and the movies, and I subscribe to the
adage that in Hollywood, TV people want to make shows and movie people
want to make lunch reservations. This isn’t sour grapes; the movies have
been pretty good to me, by and large (let’s just ignore such films as
Graveyard Shift and Silver Bullet). But in television, they let you work . . .
plus if you have a history of some success with multipart dramas, they let
you spread a little, too. And I like to spread. It’s a beautiful thing. ABC
committed thirty-three million dollars to this project on the basis of three
first-draft scripts, which were never significantly changed. That was also a
beautiful thing.

I wrote Storm of the Century exactly as I would a novel, keeping a list
of characters but no other notes, working a set schedule of three or four
hours every day, hauling along my Mac PowerBook and working in hotel
rooms when my wife and I went on our regular expeditions to watch the
Maine women’s basketball team play their away games in Boston, New



York, and Philadelphia. The only real difference was that I used a Final
Draft screenwriting program rather than the Word 6 program I use for
ordinary prose (and every now and then the damned program would crash
and the screen would freeze--the new Final Draft program is blessedly bug-
free). And I would argue that what follows (and what you’ll see on your TV
screen if you watch Storm when it airs) isn’t really a “TV drama” or a
“miniseries” at all. It is a genuine novel, one that exists in a different
medium.

The work was not without its problems. The main drawback to doing
network TV is the censorship question (ABC is the one major network that
still maintains an actual Standards and Practices arm; they read scripts and
tell you what you absolutely cannot show in the living rooms of America). I
had struggled mightily with this issue in the course of developing The Stand
(the world’s population strangles to death on its own snot) and The Shining
(talented but clearly troubled young writer beats wife within an inch of her
life with a croquet mallet, then attempts to bludgeon son to death with the
same implement), and it was the absolute worst part of the process, the
creative equivalent of Chinese foot-binding.

Happily for me (the self-appointed guardians of America’s morality are
probably a lot less happy about it), network television has broadened its
spectrum of acceptability quite a bit since the days when the producers of
The Dick Van Dyke Show were forbidden to show a double bed in the
master bedroom (dear God, what if the youth of America began indulging
fantasies of Dick and Mary lying there at night with their legs touching?).
In the last ten years the changes have been even more sweeping. A good
deal of this has been in response to the cable-TV revolution, but much of it
is the result of general viewer attrition, particularly in the coveted eighteen
to twenty-five age group.

I have been asked why bother with network TV at all when there are
cable outlets like Home Box Office and Showtime, where the censorship
issue is negligible. There are two reasons. The first is that, for all the critical
sound and fury surrounding such original cable shows as Oz and The Real



World, the potential cable-TV audience is still pretty small. Doing a mini on
HBO would be like publishing a major novel with a small press. I have
nothing at all against either small presses or cable TV, but if I work hard
over a long period of time, I’d like a shot at the largest possible audience.
Part of that audience may elect to switch away on Thursday night to watch
ER, but that’s the chance you take. If I do my job and people want to see
how matters turn out, they’ll tape ER and hang in there with me. “The
exciting part is when you’ve got some competish,” my mother used to say.

The second reason to stick with a major network is that a little foot-
binding can be good for you. When you know your story is going under the
gaze of people who are watching for dead folks with open eyes (a no-no on
network TV), children who utter bad words (another no-no), or large
amounts of spilled blood (a gigantic no-no), you begin to think of
alternative ways of getting your point across. In the horror and the suspense
genres, laziness almost always translates into some graphic crudity: the
popped eyeball, the slashed throat, the decaying zombie. When the TV
censor takes those easy scares away it becomes necessary to think of other
routes to the same goal. The filmmaker becomes subversive, and sometimes
the filmmaker becomes actually elegant, as Val (Cat People) Lewton’s films
are often elegant.

The above probably sounds like a justification, but it’s not. I am, after
all, the guy who once said I wanted to terrify my audience, but would
horrify it if I couldn’t achieve terror . . . and if I couldn’t achieve horror, I'd
go for the gross-out. What the fuck, I’d say, I’'m not proud. Network TV
has, in a manner of speaking, taken away that ultimate fallback position.

There are some visceral moments in Storm of the Century--Lloyd
Wishman with the axe and Peter Godsoe with his rope are just two
examples--but we had to fight for every one of them, and some (where five-
year-old Pippa scratches her mother’s face and screams “Let me go, you
bitch!” for example) are still under strenuous discussion. I’m not the most
popular person at Standards and Practices these days--I keep calling people
and whining, threatening to tell my big brother if they don’t stop teasing me



(in this case the part of my big brother is most frequently played by Bob
Iger, who is ABC’s top guy). Working with Standards and Practices on such
a level is okay, I think; to get along really well with them would make me
feel like Tokyo Rose. If you want to know who ends up winning most of the
battles, compare the original teleplay (which is what I’'m publishing here),
with the finished TV program (which is in edit as I write this).

And remember, please, that not all the changes which take place
between original script and final film are made to satisfy Standards and
Practices. Them you can argue with; TV timing is beyond argument. Each
finished segment must run ninety-one minutes, give or take a few seconds,
and be divided into seven “acts,” in order to allow all those wonderful
commercials which pay the bills. There are tricks that can get you a little
extra time in that time--one is a form of electronic compression I don’t
understand--but mostly you just whittle your stick until it fits in the hole.
It’s a pain in the ass but not a gigantic one; no worse, say, than having to
wear a school uniform or a tie to work.

Struggling with network TV’s arbitrary rules was often annoying and
sometimes dispiriting with The Stand and The Shining (and what the
producers of It must have gone through I shudder to think of, since one
stringent Standards and Practices rule is that TV dramas must not be built
upon the premise of children in mortal jeopardy, let alone dying), but both
of those shows were based on novels that were written with no regard for
network TV’s rules of propriety. And that’s the way novels should be
written, of course. When people ask me if I write books with the movies in
mind, I always feel a little irritated . . . even insulted. It’s not quite like
asking a girl “Do you ever do it for money?” although I used to think so;
it’s the assumption of calculation which is unpleasant. That kind of ledger-
sheet thinking has no business in the writing of stories. Writing stories is
only about writing stories. Business and ledger-sheet thinking comes after,
and is best left to people who understand how to do it.

This was the sort of attitude I adopted while working on Storm of the
Century. I wrote it as a TV script because that’s how the story wanted to be



written . . . but with no actual belief that it would ever be on TV. I knew
enough about filmmaking by December of 1996 to know I would be writing
a special-effects nightmare into my script-- a snowstorm bigger than any
that had been previously attempted on television. I was also creating an
enormous cast of characters--only, once the writing is done and the business
of actually making a show begins, the writer’s characters become the
casting director’s speaking parts. I went ahead with the script anyway,
because you don’t do the budget while you’re writing the book. The budget
is someone else’s problem. Plus, if the script is good enough, love will find
a way. It always does.* And because Storm was written as a TV miniseries,
I found myself able to push the envelope without tearing it. I think it’s the
most frightening story I’ve ever written for film, and in most cases I was
able to build in the scares without allowing Standards and Practices cause to
scream at me too much.**

[*And, I thought, what the hell--if Storm is never made because it
budgets out at too high a number, I’ll do it as a book after all. I found the
idea of novelizing my own unproduced screenplay quite amusing.]

[** In the end, S & P were reduced to screaming about some fairly
petty shit. In Part One, for instance, a fisherman says that the approaching
bad weather is apt to be “one mother of a storm.” S & P insisted the line be
changed, perhaps believing this was my sly way of implying “one
motherfucker of a storm,” thus further corrupting American morals, causing
more schoolyard shootings, etc. I immediately made one of my whining
calls, pointing out the phrase “the mother of all . . .” had been originated by
Saddam Hussein and had since passed into popular usage. After some
consideration, Standards and Practices allowed the phrase, only insisting
“the dialogue not be delivered in a salacious way.” Absolutely not.
Salacious dialogue on network TV is reserved for shows like 3rd Rock from
the Sun and Dharma and Greg.]



I have worked with director Mick Garris three times -- first on the
theatrical film Sleepwalkers, then on the miniseries of The Stand and The
Shining. I sometimes joke that we’re in danger of becoming the Billy
Wilder and I.A.L. Diamond of the horror genre. He was my first choice to
direct Storm of the Century, because I like him, respect him, and know what
he can do. Mick had other fish to fry, however (the world would be a much
simpler place if people would just drop everything and come running when
I need them), and so Mark Carliner and I went hunting for a director.

Around this time I had snagged a direct-to-video film called The
Twilight Man from the rental place down the street from my house. I'd
never heard of it, but it looked atmospheric and starred the always reliable
Dean Stockwell. It seemed like the perfect Tuesday evening time-passer, in
other words. I also grabbed Rambo, a proven commodity, in case The
Twilight Man should prove to be a lemon, but Rambo never got out of the
box that night. Twilight Man was low-budget (it was an original made for
the Starz cable network, I found out later), but it was nifty as hell just the
same. Tim Matheson also starred, and he projected some of the qualities I
hoped to see in Storm’s Mike Anderson: goodness and decency, yes . . . but
with a sense of latent violence twisting through the character like a streak of
iron. Even better, Dean Stockwell played a wonderfully quirky villain: a
soft-spoken, courtly southerner who uses his computer savvy to ruin a
stranger’s life ... all because the stranger has asked him to put out his cigar!

The lighting was moody and blue, the computer gimmickry was
smartly executed, the pace was deftly maintained, and the performance
levels were very high. I reran the credits and made a note of the director’s
name, Craig R. Baxley. I knew it from two other things: a good cable-TV
movie about Brigham Young starring Charlton Heston as Young, and a not-
so-good SF movie, I Come in Peace, starring Dolph Lundgren. (The most
memorable thing about that film was the protagonist’s final line to the
cyborg: “You go in pieces.”)

I talked with Mark Carliner, who looked at The Twilight Man, liked it,
and discovered Baxley was available. I followed up with a call of my own



and sent Craig the three hundred-page script of Storm. Craig called back,
excited and full of ideas. I liked his ideas and I liked his enthusiasm; what I
liked most of all was that the sheer size of the project didn’t seem to faze
him. The three of us met in Portland, Maine, in February of 1997, had
dinner at my daughter’s restaurant, and pretty much closed the deal.

Craig Baxley is a tall, broad-shouldered man, handsome, prone to
Hawaiian shirts, and probably a few years older than he looks (at a glance
you’d guess he was about forty, but his first theatrical work was Action
Jackson, starring Carl Weathers, and so he’s got to be older than that). He
has the laid-back, “no problem, man” attitude of a California surfer (which
he once was; he has also worked as a Hollywood stunt-player) and a sense
of humor drier than an Errol Flynn foreign legion flick. The low-key
attitude and the nah, I’'m just fuckin’ with you sense of humor tend to
obscure the real Craig Baxley, who is focused, dedicated, imaginative, and a
touch autocratic (show me a director without at least a dash of Stalin and
I’ll show you a bad director). What impressed me most about the dailies as
Storm of the Century began its long march in February of 1998 was where
Craig called “Cut!” At first it’s unsettling, and then you realize he’s doing
what only the most visually gifted directors are capable of: cutting in the
camera. As I write this I have begun to see the first “outputs”-- sequences of
cut footage on videotape--and thanks to Craig’s direction, the show seems
almost to be assembling itself. It’s risky to assume too much too soon
(remember the old newspaper headline “DEWEY DEFEATS TRUMAN>),
but based on early returns, I’d say that what you’re about to read bears an
eerie resemblance to what you will see when ABC telecasts Storm of the
Century. My fingers are still crossed, but I think it works. I think it may
even be extraordinary. I hope so, but it’s best to be realistic. Huge amounts
of work go into the making of most films, including those made for
television, and very few are extraordinary; given the number of people
involved, I suppose it’s amazing that any of them work at all. Still, you
can’t shoot me for hoping, can you?



The teleplay of Storm was written between December of 1996 and
February of 1997. By March of 1997, Mark and Craig and I were sitting at
dinner in my daughter Naomi’s restaurant (closed now, alas; she’s studying
for the ministry). By June I was looking at sketches of Andre Linoge’s
wolfs head cane, and by July I was looking at storyboards. See what I mean
about TV people wanting to make shows instead of lunch reservations?

Exteriors were filmed in Southwest Harbor, Maine, and in San
Francisco. Exteriors were also filmed in Canada, about twenty miles north
of Toronto, where Little Tall Island’s main street was re-created inside an
abandoned sugar-refining factory. For a month or two that factory in the
town of Oshawa became one of the world’s largest soundstages. Little Tail’s
studio main street went through three carefully designed stages of snow-
dressing, from a few inches to total burial.* When a group of Southwest
Harbor natives on a bus trip visited the Oshawa stage, they were visibly
staggered by what they saw when they were escorted through the defunct
factory’s tall metal doors. It must have been like going home again in the
blink of an eye. There are days when making movies has all the glamour of
bolting together the rides at a county fair . . . but there are other days when
the magic is so rich it dazzles you. The day the people from Southwest
Harbor visited the set was one of those days.

[* Our snow consisted of potato flakes and shredded plastic blown in
front of giant fans. The effect isn’t perfect . . . but it’s the best I’ve ever seen
during my time in the film business. It should look good, dammit; the total
cost of the snow was two million dollars. ]

Filming commenced in late February of 1998, on a snowy day in Down
East Maine. It finished in San Francisco about eighty shooting days later.
As I write this in mid-July, the cutting and editing processes--what’s known
as postproduction--has just begun. Optical effects and CGI (computer
graphic imaging) effects are being built up one layer at a time. I’m looking
at footage with temporary music tracks (many of them lifted from Frank



Darabont’s film The Shawshank Redemption), and so is composer Gary
Chang, who will do the show’s actual score. Mark Carliner is jousting with
ABC in the matter of telecast dates--February of 1999, a sweeps period,
seems the most probable--and I’'m watching the cut footage with a
contentment that is very rare for me.

The script that follows makes a complete story, one that’s been overlaid
with marks--we call them “scenes” and “fades” and “inserts”--showing the
director where to cut the whole into pieces . . . because, unless you’re
Alfred Hitchcock filming Rope, films are always piecework. Between
March and June of this year, Craig Baxley filmed the script as scripts are
usually filmed--out of sequence, often with tired actors working in the
middle of the night, always under pressure--and finished up with a box of
pieces called “the dailies.” I can turn from where I’m sitting and look at my
own set of those dailies--roughly sixty cassettes in red cardboard cases. But
here is the odd thing: putting the dailies back together again to create the
finished show isn’t like putting a jigsaw puzzle back together. It should be,
but it isn’t. . . because, like most books, most movies are living things with
breath and a heartbeat. Usually the putting-together results in something
less than the sum of the parts. In rare and wonderful cases it results in more.
This time it might be more. I hope it will be.

One final matter: what about people who say movies (especially TV
movies) are a lesser medium than books, as instantly disposable as
Kleenex? Well, that’s no longer exactly true, is it? The script, thanks to the
good people at Pocket Books, is here anytime you want to take it down and
look at it. And the show itself, I’d guess, will eventually be available on
videotape or videodisc, just as many hardcover books are eventually
available in paperback. You’ll be able to buy it or rent it when (and if) you
choose. And, as with a book, you will be able to leaf back to check on
things you may have missed or to savor something you particularly
enjoyed; you will use the REWIND button on your remote control instead
of your finger, that’s all. (And if you’re one of those awful people who have



to peek ahead to the end, there is always FAST FORWARD or SEARCH, I
suppose . . . although I tell you, you will be damned for doing such a thing).

[ won’t argue, either pro or con, that a novel for television is the equal
of a novel in a book; I will just say that, once you subtract the distractions
(ads for Tampax, ads for Ford cars and trucks, local newsbreaks, and so on),
I myself think that is possible. And I would remind you that the man most
students of literature believe to be the greatest of English writers worked in
an oral and visual medium, and not (at least primarily) in the medium of
print. I’m not trying to compare myself to Shakespeare--that would be
bizarre--but I think it entirely possible that he would be writing for the
movies or for television as well as for Off Broadway if he were alive today.
Even possibly calling up Standards and Practices at ABC to try to persuade
them that the violence in Act V of Julius Caesar is necessary . . . not to
mention tastefully done.

In addition to the folks at Pocket Books who undertook to publish this
project, I’d like to thank Chuck Verrill, who agented the deal and served as
liaison between Pocket Books and ABC-TV. At ABC I’d like to thank Bob
Iger, who put such amazing trust in me; also Maura Dunbar, Judd Parkin,
and Mark Pedowitz. Also the folks at Standards and Practices, who really
aren’t that bad (in fact I think it would be fair to say they did one mother of
a job on this).

Thanks are due to Craig Baxley for taking on one of the largest film
projects ever attempted for network TV; also to Mark Carliner and Tom
Brodek, who put it all together. Mark, who won just about all the TV
awards there are for Wallace, is a great guy to have on your team. I’d also
like to thank my wife, Tabby, who has been so supportive over the years. As
a writer herself, she understands my foolishness pretty well.

--Stephen King
Bangor, Maine 04401
July 18, 1998
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PART 1

LINOGE

Act 1

FADE IN ON:
1 EXTERIOR: MAIN STREET, LITTLE TALL ISLAND--LATE
AFTERNOON.

SNOW is flying past the lens of THE CAMERA, at first so fast and so
hard we can’t see anything at all. THE WIND IS SHRIEKING. THE
CAMERA starts to MOVE FORWARD, and we see a STUTTERY
ORANGE LIGHT. It’s the blinker at the corner of Main Street and Atlantic
Street--Little Tail’s only town intersection. The blinker is DANCING
WILDLY in the wind. Both streets are deserted, and why not? This is a full-
throated blizzard. We can see some dim lights in the buildings, but no
human beings. The snow is drifted halfway up the shop windows.

MIKE ANDERSON speaks with a light Maine accent.

MIKE ANDERSON (voice-over)

My name is Michael Anderson, and I’'m not what you’d call a Rhodes
scholar. I don’t have much in the way of philosophy, either, but I know one
thing: in this world, you have to pay as you go. Usually a lot. Sometimes all
you have. That’s a lesson I thought I learned nine years ago, during what
folks in these parts call the Storm of the Century.



The BLINKER LIGHT GOES DEAD. So do all the other brave little
lights we saw in the storm. Now there’s only the WIND and the BLOWING
SNOW.

MIKE
I was wrong. I only started learning during the big blow. I finished just
last week.

DISSOLVE TO:
2 EXTERIOR: MAINE WOODS, FROM THE AIR (HELICOPTER)--
DAY.

It’s the cold season -- all the trees except the firs are bare, branches
reaching up like fingers into the white sky. There’s snow on the ground, but
only in patches, like bundles of dirty laundry. The ground skims by below
us, the woods broken by the occasional twisty line of two-lane blacktop or
little New England town.

MIKE (voice-over)
I grew up in Maine . . . but in a way, I never really lived in Maine. I
think anyone from my part of the world would say the same.

All at once we hit the seacoast, land’s end, and what he’s telling us
maybe makes sense. Suddenly the woods are gone; we get a glimpse of
gray-blue water surging and spuming against rocks and headlands . . . and
then there’s just water beneath us until we:

DISSOLVE TO:
3 EXTERIOR: LITTLE TALL ISLAND (HELICOPTER) -- DAY.

There’s plenty of bustling activity on the docks as the lobster boats are
either secured or boathoused. The smaller craft are being removed by way



of the town’s landing slip. People pull them away behind their four-wheel
drives. On the dock, BOYS AND YOUNG MEN are carrying lobster traps
into the long, weather-beaten building with GODSOE FISH AND
LOBSTER printed on the side. There’s laughter and excited talk; a few
bottles of something warm are passed around. The storm is coming. It’s
always exciting when the storm is coming.

Near Godsoe’s is a trim little volunteer fire department firehouse just
big enough for two pumpers. LLOYD WISHMAN and FERD ANDREWS
are out washing one of the trucks right now.

Atlantic Street runs uphill from the docks to town. The hill is lined with
pretty little New England houses. South of the docks is a wooded headland,
with a ramshackle flight of steps leading down, zigzag, to the water. North,
along the beach, are the homes of the rich folks. At the far northern point of
land is a squatty white lighthouse, maybe forty feet high. The automated
light turns constantly, its glow pale but readable in the daylight. On top is a
long radio antenna.

MIKE (voice-over)

(continues)

Folks from Little Tall send their taxes to Augusta, same as other folks,
and we got either a lobster or a loon on our license plates, same as other
folks, and we root for the University of Maine’s teams, especially the
women’s basketball team, same as other folks . . .

On the fishing boat Escape, SONNY BRAUTIGAN is stuffing nets into
a hatch and battening down. Nearby, ALEX HABER is making Escape fast
with some big-ass ropes.

JOHNNY HARRIMAN (voice)
Better double it, Sonny--the weather guy says it’s coming on.



JOHNNY comes around the pilothouse, looking at the sky. SONNY
turns to him.

SONNY BRAUTIGAN
Seen ‘em come on every winter, Big John. They howl in, they howl out.
July always comes.

SONNY gives the hatch a test and puts his foot up on the rail, watching
ALEX finish. Behind them, LUCIEN FOURNIER joins JOHNNY.
LUCIEN goes to the live well, flips it open, and looks in as:

ALEX HABER
Still . . . they say this one’s gonna be somethin’ special.

LUCIEN yanks out a lobster and holds it up.

LUCIEN FOURNIER
Forgot one, Sonny.

SONNY BRAUTIGAN
One for the pot brings good luck.

LUCIEN FOURNIER
(to the lobster)
Storm of the Century coming, mon frere--so the radio say.

(knocks on the shell)
Good t’ing you got your coat on, hey?

He tosses Bob the lobster back into the live well--SPLLASH! The four
men leave the boat, and THE CAMERA CONTINUES TO TRACK.



MIKE (voice-over)

(continues)

But we ain’t the same. Life out on the islands is different. We pull
together when we have to.

SONNY, JOHNNY, ALEX, and LUCIEN are on the ramp now, maybe
carrying gear.

SONNY BRAUTIGAN
We’ll get through her.

JOHNNY HARRIMAN
Ayuh, like always.

LUCIEN FOURNIER
When you mind the swell, you mind the boat.

ALEX HABER
What’s a Frenchman like you know?

LUCIEN takes a mock swing at him. They all laugh and go on. We
watch SONNY, LUCIEN, ALEX, and JOHNNY go into Godsoe’s. THE
CAMERA starts up Atlantic Street toward the blinker we saw earlier. It
then SLIDES RIGHT, showing a piece of the business section and bustling
traffic on the street.

MIKE (voice-over)

(continues)

And we can keep a secret when we have to. We kept our share back in
1989. (pause) And the people who live there keep them still.



We come to ANDERSON’S GENERAL STORE. People hurry in and

out. Three WOMEN emerge: ANGELA CARVER, MRS. KINGSBURY,
and ROBERTA COIGN.

MIKE (voice-over)
(continues)
I know.

ROBERTA COIGN
All right, I’ve got my canned goods. Let it come.

MRS. KINGSBURY
I just pray we don’t lose the power. I can’t cook on a woodstove. I’d

burn water on that damned thing. A big storm’s only good for one thing--

ANGELA
Ayuh, and my Jack knows what it is.

The other two look at her, surprised, and then they all GIGGLE LIKE

GIRLS and head for their cars.

MIKE (voice-over)
(continues)
I stay in touch.

3A EXTERIOR: THE SIDE OF A FIRE TRUCK.

A HAND polishes the gleaming red hide with a rag, then pulls away.

LLOYD WISHMAN looks at his own face, pleased.

FERD ANDREWS (off-screen)
Radio says it’s gonna snow a bitch.



LLOYD turns, and THE CAMERA HINGES to show us FERD,
leaning in the door. His hands are plugged into the tops of half a dozen
boots, which he begins to arrange by pairs below hooks holding slickers and
helmets.

FERD ANDREWS
If we get in trouble . . . we’re in trouble.

LLOYD grins at the younger man, then turns back to his polishing.

LLOYD
Easy, Ferd. It’s just a cap of snow. Trouble don’t cross the reach . . .
ain’t that why we live out here?

FERD isn’t so sure. He goes to the door and looks up at:
4 EXTERIOR: APPROACHING STORM CLOUDS--DAY.

We HOLD a moment, then PAN DOWN to a TRIM WHITE NEW
ENGLAND HOME. This house is about halfway up Atlantic Street Hill--
that is, between the docks and the center of town. There’s a picket fence
surrounding a winter-dead lawn (but there’s no snow at all, not out here on
the island), and a gate that stands open, offering the concrete path to anyone
who cares make the trip from the sidewalk to the steep porch steps and the
front door. To one side of the gate is a mailbox, amusingly painted and
accessorized to turn it into a pink cow. Written on the side is
CLARENDON.

MIKE (voice-over)
The first person on Little Tall to see Andre Linoge was Martha
Clarendon.



In the extreme foreground of the shot, there now appears a SNARLING
SILVER WOLF. It is the head of a cane.

5 EXTERIOR: LINOGE, FROM BEHIND--DAY.

Standing on the sidewalk, back to us and before the open
CLARENDON gate, is a tall man dressed in jeans, boots, a pea jacket, and
a black watch cap snugged down over his ears. And gloves--yellow leather
as bright as a sneer. One hand grips the head of his cane, which is black
walnut below the silver wolf’s head. LINOGE’S own head is lowered
between his bulking shoulders. It is a thinking posture. There is something
brooding about it, as well.

He raises the cane and taps one side of the gate with it. He pauses, then
taps the other side of the gate. This has the feel of a ritual.

MIKE (voice-over)
(continues)
He was the last person she ever saw.

LINOGE begins to walk slowly up the concrete path to the porch steps,
idly swinging his cane as he goes. He whistles a tune: “I’m a little teapot.”

6 INTERIOR: MARTHA CLARENDON’S LIVING ROOM.

It’s neat in the cluttery way only fastidious folks who’ve lived their
whole lives in one place can manage. The furniture is old and nice, not
quite antique. The walls are crammed with pictures, most going back to the
twenties. There’s a piano with yellowing sheet music open on the stand.
Seated in the room’s most comfortable chair (perhaps its only comfortable



chair) is MARTHA CLARENDON, a lady of perhaps eighty years. She has
lovely white beauty-shop hair and is wearing a neat housedress. On the
table beside her is a cup of tea and a plate of cookies. On her other side is a
walker with bicycle-grip handholds jutting out of one side and a carry-tray
jutting out from the other.

The only modern items in the room are the large color TV and the cable
box on top of it. MARTHA is watching the Weather Network avidly and
taking little birdie-sips of tea as she does. Onscreen is a pretty

WEATHER LADY. Behind the WEATHER LADY is a map with two
large red L’s planted in the middle of two large storm systems. One of these

is over Pennsylvania; the other is just off the coast of New York. The
WEATHER LADY starts with the western storm.

WEATHER LADY

This is the storm that’s caused so much misery--and fifteen deaths--as it
crossed the Great Plains and the Midwest. It’s regathered all its original
punch and more in crossing the Great Lakes, and you see its track--

The track appears in BRIGHT YELLOW (the same color as
LINOGE’S gloves), showing a future course that will carry it straight
across New York, Vermont, New Hampshire, and Maine.

WEATHER LADY
(continues)

--before you in all its glory. Now look down here, because here comes
trouble.

She focuses her attention on the coastal storm.



WEATHER LADY
(continues)

This is a very atypical storm, almost a winter hurricane--the sort of
knuckle-duster that paralyzed most of the East Coast and buried Boston
back in 1976. We haven’t seen one of comparable power since then . . . until
now. Will it give us a break and stay out to sea, as these storms sometimes
do? Unfortunately, the Weather Network’s Storm-Trak computer says no.
So the states east of the Big Indian Waters are getting pounded from one
direction--

She taps the first storm.

WEATHER LADY
(continues)
--the mid-Atlantic coast is going to get pounded from another direction-

She goes back to the coastal storm.

WEATHER LADY

(continues)

--and northern New England, if none of this changes, tonight you’re
going to win the booby prize. Look ... at ... this.

A second BRIGHT YELLOW STORM TRACK appears, this one
hooking north from the blob of storm off New York. This track makes
landfall around Cape Cod, then heads up the coast, where it intersects the
first storm track. At the point of intersection, some Weather Network
computer genius with too much time on his hands has added a bright red
blotch, like an explosion graphic on a news broadcast.



WEATHER LADY

(continues)

If neither of these two systems veer, they are going to collide and merge
over the state of Maine. That’s bad news for our friends in Yankee land, but
not the worst news. The worst news is that they may temporarily cancel
each other out.

MARTHA

(sipping tea)
Oh, dear.

WEATHER LADY

The result? A once-in-a-lifetime supersystem which may stall over
central and coastal Maine for at least twenty-four hours and perhaps as long
as forty-eight. We’re talking hurricane-force winds and phenomenal
amounts of snow, combining to create the sort of drifting you normally only
see on the Arctic tundra. To this you can add region-wide blackouts.

MARTHA
Oh, dear!

WEATHER LADY

No one wants to scare viewers, least of all me, but folks in the New
England area, especially those on the Maine coast and the offshore islands,
need to take this situation very seriously. You’ve had an almost completely
brown winter up your way, but over the next two to three days, you’re apt to
be getting a whole winter’s worth of snow.

SOUND: DOORBELL.

MARTHA looks in that direction, then back at the TV. She’d like to
stay and watch the WEATHER LADY, but nevertheless sets her teacup



down, pulls over her walker, and struggles erect.

WEATHER LADY

We sometimes overuse the phrase “storm of the century,” but if these
two storm tracks converge, as we now think they will, the phrase will be no
exaggeration, believe me. Judd Parkin’s in next to talk about storm
preparations--no panic, just practicalities. But first, this.

An ad comes on--it’s a mail-order disaster video called Punishments of
God--as MARTHA begins working her way across the living room toward
the hall, clutching the bicycle-grip handles of her walker and clumping
along.

MARTHA
When they tell you the world’s ending, they want to sell cereal. When
they tell you not to panic, it’s serious.

SOUND: DOORBELL.

MARTHA
I’m coming fast’s I can!

7 INTERIOR: THE FRONT HALL OF MARTHA’S HOUSE--DAY.

She makes her way down the hall, holding tight to the walker. On the
walls are quaint photographs and drawings of Little Tall as it was early in
the twentieth century. At the corridor’s end is a closed door with a graceful
glass oval in its upper half. This has been covered by a sheer curtain,
probably so the sun won’t fade the carpet. On the sheer is the silhouette of
LINOGE’S head and shoulders.

MARTHA



(puffing a little)
Hold on ... almost there ... I broke my hip last summer and I’m still just
as slow as cold molasses . . .

And the WEATHER LADY is continuing;:

WEATHER LADY

(voice-over)

Folks in Maine and the Maritimes saw one heck of a storm in January
of 1987, but that was a freezing-rain event. This one is going to be a very
different kettle of chowder. Don’t even think about the snow shovel until
the plows have come by.

MARTHA reaches the door, looks curiously at the shape of the man’s
head on the sheer curtain, then opens it. There stands LINOGE. His face is
as handsome as that of a Greek statue, and a statue is sort of what he looks
like. His eyes are closed. His hands are folded over the wolf’s head at the
top of his cane.

WEATHER LADY

(voice-over)

(continues)

As I’ve said before and will say again, there’s no cause for panic;
northern New Englanders have seen big storms before and will again. But
even veteran weather forecasters are a little stunned by the sheer size of
these converging systems.

MARTHA is puzzled--of course--by the appearance of this stranger but
not really uneasy. This is the island, after all, and bad things don’t happen
on the island. Except for the occasional storm, of course. The other thing at
work here is that the man is a stranger to her, and strangers on the island are
rare once the fleeting summer is over.



MARTHA
Can I help you?

LINOGE
(eyes closed)
Born in lust, turn to dust. Born in sin, come on in.

MARTHA
I beg pardon?

He opens his eyes . . . except there are no eyes there. The sockets are
filled with BLACKNESS. His lips peel back from HUGE, CROOKED
TEETH--they look like teeth in a child’s drawing of a monster.

WEATHER LADY (voice-over)

(continues)

These are monster low-pressure areas. And are they really coming?
Yes, I’m afraid they are.

MARTHA’S intrigued interest is replaced by stark terror. She opens her
mouth to scream and staggers backward, losing hold of the walker’s
handles. She is going to fall.

LINOGE raises his cane, the SNARLING WOLF’S HEAD JUTTING
FORWARD. He grabs the walker, which is between him and the old
woman, and throws it out the door behind him, where it lands on the porch,
near the steps.

8 INTERIOR: HALLWAY, WITH MARTHA.

She falls heavily and SCREAMS, raising her hands, looking up at:



9 INTERIOR: LINOGE, FROM MARTHA’S POINT OF VIEW.

A SNARLING MONSTER, hardly human, with the cane upraised.
Behind him, we see the porch and the white sky that signals the oncoming
storm.

10 INTERIOR: MARTHA, ON THE FLOOR.

MARTHA
Please don’t hurt me!

11 INTERIOR: MARTHA'’S LIVING ROOM.

On the TV now is JUDD PARKIN, standing in front of a table. On it
are: a flashlight, batteries, candles, matches, prepared foods, stacks of warm
clothing, portable radio, a cellular phone, other supplies. Beside him is the
WEATHER LADY, looking bewitched by these goods.

JUDD

But a storm doesn’t need to be a disaster, Maura, and a disaster doesn’t
have to be a tragedy. Given that philosophy to start with, I think we can
give our New England viewers some tips which will help them prepare for
what, from all indications, is apt to be a pretty extraordinary weather-maker.

WEATHER LADY
What have you got there, Judd?

JUDD

Well, to begin with, warm clothing. That’s number one. And you want
to say to yourself, “How are my batteries? Have I got enough to keep a
portable radio going? Possibly a small TV?” And if you’ve got a generator,



the time to check your gasoline supplies--or your diesel or your propane--is
before, not after. If you wait until it’s too late . . .

During all this, THE CAMERA MOVES AWAY from the TV, as if
losing interest. It is drawn back toward the hall. As we begin to lose the
dialogue, we begin to hear far less pleasant SOUNDS: THE STEADY
WHACK-WHACK-WHACK of LINOGE’S cane. At last it stops. There is
SILENCE for a little bit, then FOOTSTEPS. Accompanying them is a
CURIOUS DRAGGING SOUND, almost as if someone were pulling a
chair or a stool slowly across a wood floor.

JUDD (voice-over)
(continues)
... it’ll be too late.

LINOGE comes into the doorway. His eyes aren’t ordinary--a distant
and somehow unsettling blue--but they aren’t that HIDEOUS BLACK
EMPTINESS that MARTHA saw, either. His cheeks, brow, and the bridge
of his nose are covered with FINE STIPPLES OF BLOOD. He comes to
EXTREME CLOSE-UP, eyes focused on something. A look of interest
begins to warm his face up a little.

WEATHER LADY (voice-over)

Thanks, Judd. Words of wisdom our northern New England viewers
have probably heard before, but when it comes to storms this size, some
things bear repeating.

12 INTERIOR: THE LIVING ROOM, FROM OVER LINOGE’S
SHOULDER.

It’s the TV he’s looking at.



WEATHER LADY
Your local forecast is next, right after this.

She is replaced by an ad for Punishments of God 2--all the volcanoes,
fires, and earthquakes you could ever want for $19.95. Slowly, back to us
again, LINOGE crosses the room to MARTHA’S chair. The DRAGGING
SOUND recommences, and as he approaches the chair and his lower half
comes into the frame, we see it’s the tip of his cane. It’s leaving a thin trail
of blood along the rug. More blood is oozing through the fingers of the fist
clamped over the wolf’s head. That’s mostly what he hit her with, the head
of that wolf, and we probably wouldn’t want to see what it looks like now.

LINOGE stands, looking down at the TV, where a forest is going up in
flames.

LINOGE

(sings)

“I’m a little teapot, short and stout. . . .
Here is my handle, here is my spout.”

He sits down in MARTHA’S chair. Grasps her teacup with a gory hand
that smears the handle. Drinks. Then takes a cookie with his bloody hand
and gobbles it down.

LINOGE settles back to watch JUDD and MAURA talk disaster on the
Weather Network.

13 EXTERIOR: MIKE ANDERSON’S STORE--DAY.
This is an old-fashioned general store with a long front porch. If it were

summer, there would be rockers lined up out here and lots of old-timers to
fill them. As it is, there is a line of snowblowers and snow shovels, marked



with a neat handmade sign: SUPERSTORM SPECIAL! LET’S TALK
PRICE!

The steps are flanked by a couple of lobster traps, and more hang from
the underside of the porch roof. We may also see a whimsical display of
clamming gear. By the door stands a mannequin wearing galoshes, a yellow
rain slicker, goggle eyes on springs, and a beanie with a propeller (the
propeller now still) on his head. Someone has stuffed a pillow under the
slicker, creating a fairly prominent potbelly. In one plastic hand is a blue
University of Maine pennant. In the other is a can of beer. Around the
dummy’s neck is a sign: GENUINE “ROBBIE BEALS BRAND”
LOBSTERIN’ GEAH SOLD HEAH, DEAH.

In the windows are signs for meat specials, fish specials, videotape
rentals (WE RENT OLD ‘UNS THREE FOR $1), church suppers, a
volunteer

fire department blood drive. The biggest sign is on the door. It reads:
STORM EMERGENCY POSSIBLE NEXT 3 DAYS! “TAKE SHELTER”
SIGNAL IS 2 SHORTS, 1 LONG. Above the display windows, now rolled
up, are slatted wooden STORM SHUTTERS. Above the door is a lovely
old-fashioned sign, black with gold gilt letters: ANDERSON’s MARKET *
ISLAND POST OFFICE * ISLAND CONSTABLE’S OFFICE.

There are several WOMEN going in, and a couple more--OCTAVIA
GODSOE and JOANNA STANHOPE--coming out. TAVIA (forty-five-ish)
and JOANNA (late forties or early fifties) are clutching full grocery bags
and chatting animatedly. TAVIA looks at the ROBBIE BEALS dummy and
elbows JOANNA. They both laugh as they go down the steps.

14 INTERIOR: ANDERSON’S MARKET--DAY.



This is a very well equipped grocery store, and in many ways a
charming throwback to the groceries of the 1950s. The floors are wood and
creak comfortably underfoot. The lights are globes hanging on chains.
There’s a tin ceiling. Yet there are signs of our modern age; two new cash
registers with digital price-readers beside them, a radio scanner on a shelf
behind the checkout counter, a wall of rental videos, and security cameras
mounted high in the corners.

At the rear is a meat cooler running nearly the length of the store. To its
left, below a convex mirror, is a door marked simply TOWN
CONSTABLE.

The store is very crowded. Everybody is stocking up for the oncoming
storm.

15 INTERIOR: MEAT COUNTER.

MIKE ANDERSON COMES out of the door leading to the meat locker
(it is at the other end of the rear from the constable’s office). He is a good-
looking man of about thirty-five. Right now he also looks harried half to
death . . . although the little smile never leaves his eyes and the corners of
his mouth. This guy likes life, likes it a lot, and usually finds something in it
to amuse him.

He’s wearing butcher’s whites right now and pushing a shopping cart
filled with wrapped cuts of meat. Three WOMEN and one MAN converge
on him almost at once. The MAN, dressed in a red sport coat and black shirt
with turned-around collar, is first to reach him.

REV. BOB RIGGINS
Don’t forget the bean supper next Wednesday-week, Michael--I’'m
going to need every deacon I can lay my hands on.



MIKE
I’ll be there ... if we get through the next three days, that is.

REV. BOB RIGGINS
I’m sure we will; God takes care of his own.

Off he goes. Behind him is a cute little muffin named JILL
ROBICHAUX, and she apparently has less trust in God. She starts pawing
over the packages and reading the labels before MIKE can even begin to
distribute them.

JILL
Are there pork chops, Michael? I thought for sure you’d still have pork
chops.

He gives her a wrapped package. JILL looks at it, then puts it in her
heaped-up shopping cart. The other two women, CARLA BRIGHT and
LINDA ST. PIERRE, are already going through the other wrapped cuts.
CARLA looks at something, almost takes it, then drops it back into one of
the trays of the meat-display cabinet.

CARLA
Ground chuck’s too dear! Don’t you have plain old hamburger, Michael
Anderson?

MIKE
Right--

She snatches the package he’s holding out before he can finish.

MIKE



(continues)
--here.

More folks now, picking the stuff over as fast as he can get it out of his
cart. MIKE bears this for a moment, then decides to put on his constable’s
hat. Or try.

MIKE

Folks, listen. It’s a storm, that’s all. We’ve gotten through plenty before
this, and we’ll get through plenty after. Calm down and stop acting like
mainlanders!

That gets them a little. They stand back, and MIKE begins distributing
the meat again.

LINDA
Don’t be smart, Michael Anderson.

She says it the way islanders do--"sma’aat.” And when CARLA says
“dear,” it comes out “deah.”

MIKE
(smiles)
No, Mrs. St. Pierre. I won’t be smart.

Behind him, ALTON “HATCH” HATCHER comes out of the cold
room pushing a second cart of wrapped meat. HATCH is about thirty, portly
and pleasant. He’s MIKE’S second-in-command at the market, and in the

constabulary, as well. He is also wearing butcher’s whites, and a white hard
hat for good measure. Printed on the hard hat is “A. HATCHER.”

CAT (over the market loudspeaker)



Mike! Hey, Mike! Got a phone call!

16 INTERIOR: THE COUNTER, WITH KATRINA “CAT”
WITHERS.

She’s about nineteen, very pretty, and handling one of the cash
registers. She ignores the line of customers and holds the PA microphone in
one hand. In the other is the receiver of the telephone hanging on the wall
by the CB radio.

CAT
It’s your wife. She says she’s got a little problem down to the day care.

17 INTERIOR: RESUME MIKE, HATCH, SHOPPERS AT MEAT
CABINET.

The customers are interested and diverted. Life on the island is like a
soap opera where you know all the characters.

MIKE
She hot under the collar?

18 INTERIOR: RESUME COUNTER, WITH CAT.

CAT
How do I know where she’s hot? She’s your wife.

Smiles and chuckles from the CUSTOMERS. In island parlance, that
was “a good ‘un.” A man of about forty grins at MIKE.

KIRK FREEMAN
You better go see about that, Mike.



19 INTERIOR: RESUME MIKE AND HATCH AT MEAT CABINET.

MIKE
Can you take over here a bit?

HATCH
Can I borrow your whip and chair?

MIKE laughs, knocks on the top of HATCH’S hard hat, and hurries on
down front to see what his wife wants.

20 INTERIOR: AT THE COUNTER.

MIKE arrives and takes the phone from CAT. He speaks to his wife,
oblivious of the watching, interested audience.

MIKE
Hey, Moll, what’s up?

MOLLY (phone voice)
I’ve got a little problem here--can you come?

MIKE eyes his store, which is full of pre-storm shoppers.

MIKE
I’ve got a few little problems of my own, hon. What’s yours?

21 INTERIOR: PIPPA HATCHER, CLOSE-UP.

PIPPA is a child of about three years old. Right now she fills the whole
screen with her SCREAMING, TERRIFIED FACE. There are RED



SMEARS AND BLOTCHES all over it. Maybe we at first take these for
blood.

THE CAMERA DRAWS BACK and we see the problem. PIPPA is
halfway up a flight of stairs, and has poked her head between two of the
posts supporting the banister. Now she can’t get it back through. She’s still
holding on to a piece of bread and jam, though, and we see that what we
first took for blood is actually strawberry preserves.

Standing at the foot of the stairs below her, looking solemn, is a group
of SEVEN SMALL CHILDREN, ranging in age from three to five. One of
the four-year-olds is RALPH ANDERSON, son of MIKE and MOLLY.
Although we may not notice it at once (right now we’re more interested in
PIPPA’S plight), RALPHIE has a birthmark on the bridge of his nose. It’s
not hugely disfiguring or anything, but it’s there, like a tiny saddle.

RALPHIE
Pippa, can I have your bread, if you’re not going to eat it?

PIPPA
(shrieks)
NO-O00-00!

She begins to yank backward, trying to free herself, still holding on to
her snack. It’s disappearing into her chubby little fist now, and she appears
to be sweating strawberry jam.

22 INTERIOR: THE HALLWAY AND STAIRWELL OF THE
ANDERSON HOUSE.

The phone is here, placed on a hallway table halfway between the stairs
and the door. Using it is MOLLY ANDERSON, MIKE’S wife. She’s about



thirty, pretty, and right now vacillating between amusement and fright.

MOLLY
Pippa, don’t do that, honey . . . just hold still . . .

MIKE (phone voice)
Pippa? What about Pippa?

23 INTERIOR: BEHIND THE MEAT COUNTER, FEATURING
HATCH.

His head snaps up in a hurry.

LINDA ST. PIERRE
Something about Pippa?

HATCH starts around the counter.
24 INTERIOR: RESUME HALLWAY, WITH MOLLY.

MOLLY
Be quiet! The last thing in the world I want is Alton Hatcher down on
me.

25 INTERIOR: RESUME MARKET.

Steaming down Aisle 3, still wearing his hard hat, comes HATCH. All
the smiling good humor has gone out of his face. He’s completely intent, a
father back to front and top to bottom.

MIKE
Too late, babe. What’s up?



26 INTERIOR: THE HALLWAY, WITH MOLLY.
She closes her eyes and GROANS.

MOLLY

Pippa’s got her head stuck in the stairs. It’s not serious--I don’t think--
but I can’t deal with a big storm and a crazed daddy all on the same day. If
Hatch comes, you be with him.

She hangs up the phone and heads back to the stairs.
MOLLY Pippa. .. honey ... don’t pull that way. It’ll hurt your ears.

27 INTERIOR: THE STORE COUNTER, WITH MIKE, HATCH,
CUSTOMERS.

MIKE looks at the phone, bemused, then hangs it up again. As he does,
HATCH comes shouldering through the CUSTOMERS, looking worried.

HATCH
Pippa! What about Pippa?

MIKE
Got a little stuck-itis, I hear. Why don’t we go see?

28 EXTERIOR: MAIN STREET, IN FRONT OF THE STORE.

There’s slant parking here. The vehicle in the slot handiest to the store
is a forest-green four-wheel drive with ISLAND SERVICES painted on the
doors, and a police flasher-bar on the roof.



MIKE and HATCH come out of the store and hurry down the steps. As
they approach:

HATCH
How upset did she sound, Mike?

MIKE
Molly? Point five on a scale of one to ten. Don’t worry.

A gust of wind strikes them, rocking them back on their heels. They
look toward the ocean. We can’t see it, but we can hear the POUNDING
WAVES.

HATCH
This is going to be one bad mother of a storm, isn’t it?

MIKE doesn’t answer. He doesn’t have to. They get into the Island
Services truck and drive off.

29 EXTERIOR: THE MANNEQUIN ON THE STORE’S PORCH.

There’s another GUST OF WIND. The hanging lobster traps click
together . . . and the beanie propeller on “ROBBIE BEALS’S” head slowly
BEGINS TO TURN.

30 INTERIOR: THE STAIRWELL OF THE ANDERSON HOUSE.

PIPPA is still stuck with her head through the posts, but MOLLY is
sitting beside her on the stairs and has her calmed down quite a bit. The
CHILDREN still cluster around, watching her. MOLLY strokes PIPPA’S
hair with one hand. In her other, MOLLY is holding PIPPA’S bread and
jam.



MOLLY
You’re okay, Pippa. Mike and your daddy will be here in another
minute. Mike will get you out.

PIPPA
How can he?

MOLLY
I don’t know. He’s just magic that way.

PIPPA
I’m hungry.

MOLLY gets her arm through the bars and maneuvers the bread to
PIPPA’S mouth. PIPPA eats. The other KIDS watch this with fascination.
One, a boy of five, is JILL ROBICHAUX’S son.

HARRY ROBICHAUX
Can I feed her, Missus Anderson? I fed a monkey once, at the Bangor
Fair.

The other kids laugh. PIPPA is not amused.

PIPPA
I’m not a monkey, Harry! I’m a child, not a monkey!

DON BEALS
Look, you guys, I’'m a monkey!

He starts leaping around at the foot of the stairs, scratching under his
armpits and being foolish as only a four-year-old can be. At once, the others



start imitating him.

PIPPA
[ am not a monkey!

And begins to cry. MOLLY strokes her hair, but can’t talk her out of
this one. Getting your head stuck between the bars is bad; being called a
monkey is even worse.

MOLLY
You kids, stop that! Stop it right now! It’s not nice, and it’s making
Pippa sad!

Most of them stop, but DON BEALS, a little booger of the purest ray
serene, goes on prancing and scratching.

MOLLY
Don, you stop. It’s mean.

RALPHIE
Momma says it’s mean.

He tries to grab hold of DON. DON shakes him off.

DON BEALS
I’m bein’ a monkey!

DON does the monkey thing twice as hard, just to spite RALPHIE . . .
and RALPHIE’S mother, of course. The hall door opens. MIKE and
HATCH come in. HATCH sees the problem at once and reacts with a
mixture of fright and relief.



PIPPA
Daddee!

She starts yanking backward again, trying to free herself.

HATCH
Pippa! Hold still! You want to yank your ears right off your head?

RALPHIE
(runs to MIKE)
Daddy! Pippa got her head stuck and Don won’t stop being a monkey!

RALPHIE leaps into his father’s arms. HATCH climbs to where his
daughter has been caught by the incredible girl-eating stairs and kneels by
her. MOLLY looks over her back at her husband and sends a message with
her eyes: “Please fix this!”

A CUTE LITTLE BLONDE GIRL with pigtails pulls at the pocket of
MIKE’S white butcher’s pants. She is wearing most of her own strawberry
jam treat on the front of her shirt.

SALLY GODSOE
Mr. Anderson? I stopped being a monkey. As soon as she said.

SALLY points to MOLLY. MIKE gently disengages her. SALLY,
another four-year-old, promptly pops her thumb into her mouth.

MIKE
That’s good, Sally. Ralphie, got to put you down now.

He puts RALPHIE down. DON BEALS promptly pushes him.



RALPHIE
Ow, hey! Why’d you do that?

DON BEALS
For acting smart!

It comes out “sma’aat.” MIKE picks DON BEALS up and raises him to
eye level. DON isn’t afraid a bit, the little craphead.

DON BEALS
I ain’t afraid of you! My dad’s town manager! He pays your salary!

He sticks out his tongue and BLOWS A RASPBERRY right in
MIKE’S face. MIKE isn’t the slightest put out of countenance.

MIKE
Pushers get pushed, Donnie Beals. You want to remember that, because
it’s a true fact of this sad life. Pushers get pushed.

DON doesn’t understand, but reacts to the tone. He’ll get up to more
dickens eventually, but he’s been put in his place for the time being. MIKE
puts DON down and goes to the side of the stairs. Behind him we see a
half-open door marked WEE FOLKS. In the room beyond the door are little
tables and chairs. Happy, colorful mobiles hang from the ceiling. It’s the
classroom of MOLLY’S day-care center.

HATCH is pushing at the top of his daughter’s head. This isn’t
accomplishing anything, and she’s consequently growing panicky again,
thinking she’ll be stuck forever.

HATCH
Honey, why did you do this?



PIPPA
Heidi St. Pierre dared me.

MIKE puts his hands over HATCH’S and moves HATCH aside.
HATCH looks at MIKE hopefully.

31 INTERIOR: THE CHILDREN AT THE FOOT OF THE STAIRS.

HEIDI ST. PIERRE, the five-year-old daughter of LINDA ST.
PIERRE, is a carrottop wearing thick glasses.

HEIDI
Did not.

PIPPA
Did so!

HEIDI ST. PIERRE
Liar, liar, pants on fire!

MOLLY
Stop it, both of you.

PIPPA

(to MIKE)

It was easy going out, but now I can’t get back in. I think my head must
be bigger on this side.

MIKE
It is ... but I’'m going to make it smaller. Do you know how?



PIPPA
(fascinated)
No...how?

MIKE

I’m just going to push the smaller button. And when I do, your head
will get smaller and you’ll slide right back where you were. Just as easy as
you slid in. Do you understand, Pippa?

He speaks in slow, soothing tones. He’s engaged in something that’s
almost hypnosis.

HATCH
What kind of--

MOLLY
Shhh!

MIKE
Are you ready for me to push the button?

PIPPA
Yes.

MIKE reaches up and pushes the end of her nose with the tip of his
finger.

MIKE
Beep! There it goes! Smaller! Quick, Pippa, before it gets big again!

PIPPA pulls her head out easily from between the posts. The kids clap
and cheer. DON BEALS hops around like a monkey. One of the other boys,



FRANK BRIGHT, hops around a little, too, then sees RALPHIE giving him
a disgusted look and quits it.

HATCH gathers his daughter in for a hug. PIPPA hugs back, but eats
her bread and jam at the same time. She stopped being scared when MIKE
started talking to her. MOLLY smiles at MIKE gratefully and puts her hand
through the stairwell posts where PIPPA was stuck. MIKE takes it on his
side and kisses each finger extravagantly. The KIDS GIGGLE. One of
them, BUSTER CARVER (BUSTER, the last of MOLLY’S day-care
pupils, is about five), puts his hands over his eyes.

BUSTER
(moaning)
Finger-kissin’! Oh, no!

MOLLY laughs and pulls her hand back.

MOLLY
Thank you. Really.

HATCH
Yeah--thanks, boss.

MIKE
No problem.

PIPPA
Dad, is my head still little? I felt it get little when Mr. Anderson said. Is
it still little?

HATCH
No, honey, just the right size.



MIKE walks to the foot of the stairs. MOLLY meets him. RALPHIE is
there, too; MIKE picks him up and kisses the red mark on the bridge of the
little boy’s nose. MOLLY kisses MIKE’S cheek.

MOLLY
I’m sorry if I pulled you away at a bad time. I saw her head that way
and when I couldn’t get it to come out on my own, I just. . . freaked.

MIKE
It’s okay. I needed a break, anyway.

MOLLY
Is it bad down at the store?

HATCH

Bad enough. You know how it is when there’s a storm coming . . . and
this is no ordinary storm. (to PIPPA) Got to go back, sweet girl. You be
good.

DON BLOWS ANOTHER RASPBERRY.
MIKE

(low)

Gee, I love Robbie’s kid.

MOLLY says nothing, but rolls her eyes in agreement.

MIKE
What do you say, Hatch?

HATCH



Let’s roll while we still can. If they’re right, we’re all apt to be cooped
up for the next three days. (pause) Like Pippa, with her head caught in the
stairs.

None of them laugh. There’s too much truth in what he says.

32 EXTERIOR: THE ANDERSON HOUSE ON LOWER MAIN
STREET--DAY.

The Island Services four-wheel drive is parked at the curb. In the
foreground, by the walk, is a sign reading WEE FOLKS DAY-CARE
CENTER. It’s on a chain, and swinging back and forth in the wind. The sky
overhead is grayer than ever. The ocean, visible here in the background, is
full of gray chop.

The door opens. MIKE and HATCH come out, pulling down their hats
to keep the wind from tearing them off, raising the collars of their jackets.
As they approach the car, MIKE stops and looks up at the sky. It’s coming,
all right. A big one. MIKE’S anxious face says he knows that. Or thinks he
does. No one knows how big this baby is going to be.

He gets into the car behind the wheel, waving to MOLLY, who stands
on the porch with her sweater over her shoulders. HATCH waves, too. She
waves back. The four-wheel drive pulls around in a U-turn, headed back to
the market.

33 INTERIOR: THE ISLAND SERVICES VEHICLE, WITH MIKE
AND HATCH.

HATCH
(quite amused)
The “smaller button,” huh?



MIKE
Everyone’s got one. You gonna tell Melinda?

HATCH
No . .. but Pippa will. Did you notice, through the whole thing, she
never lost sight of her bread.

The two men look at each other and grin.

34 EXTERIOR: ATLANTIC STREET--DAY.

Coming up the center of the street, oblivious of the impending storm
and rising wind, is a boy of about fourteen--DAVEY HOPEWELL. He’s
dressed in a heavy coat and gloves with the fingers cut off. This makes it
easier to handle a basketball. He weaves from side to side, dribbling and
talking to himself. Doing play-by-play, in fact.

DAVEY

Davey Hopewell in transition ... he avoids the press . . . Stockton tries
to steal the ball, but he doesn’t have a chance . . . It’s Davey Hopewell at
the top of the key . . . clock running out . . . Davey Hopewell’s the Celtics
only hope ... he shakes and bakes ... he--

5

DAVEY HOPEWELL stops. Holds the ball and looks at:

35 EXTERIOR: MARTHA CLARENDON’S HOUSE, FROM
DAVEY’S POINT OF VIEW.

The door is open in spite of the cold, and the overturned walker is lying
by the porch steps, where LINOGE threw it.



36 EXTERIOR: RESUME DAVEY.

He tucks his basketball under his arm and goes slowly to MARTHA’S
gate. He stands there for a moment, then sees something black on the white
paint. There are CHAR MARKS where LINOGE tapped his cane. DAVEY
touches one with a couple of bare fingers (cutoff gloves, remember) and
then snatches them away.

DAVEY
Owww!

Still hot, those marks. But he loses interest in them as he looks at the
overturned walker and the open door--that door shouldn’t be open, not in
this weather. He starts up the path; climbs the steps. He bends, moves the
walker aside.

WEATHER LADY (voice)
What part does global warming play in such storms? The fact is, we
just don’t know . . .

DAVEY
(calls)
Mrs. Clarendon? You all right?

37 INTERIOR: MARTHA'’S LIVING ROOM, WITH LINOGE.

The weather is still playing. The storm graphics have moved closer
toward their eventual point of impact. LINOGE sits in MARTHA’S chair,
with his bloody cane drawn across his lap. His eyes are closed. His face has
that look of meditation.

WEATHER LADY



One thing we do know is that the jet stream has taken on a pattern
which is very typical for this time of year, although the upper flow is even
stronger than usual, helping to account for the terrific strength of this
western storm.

DAVEY (off-screen)
(calls)
Mrs. Clarendon? It’s Davey! Davey Hopewell! Are you all right?

LINOGE opens his eyes. Once again they are BLACK . . . but now the
black is shot through with TWISTS OF RED . . . like FIRE. HE GRINS,
showing those AWFUL TEETH. We hold on this, then:

FADE OUT. THIS ENDS ACT 1.



Act 2

EXTERIOR: THE PORCH OF MARTHA’S HOUSE--DAY.

We are looking out through the open door at DAVEY HOPEWELL,
who is approaching the door slowly and with growing unease. He’s still got
his basketball under his arm.

DAVEY
Mrs. Clarendon? Mrs.--

WEATHER LADY (voice-over)
Large windows should be taped to improve their integrity in the face of
strong wind gusts.

He stops suddenly, his eyes widening, as he sees:

39 INTERIOR: THE HALLWAY, FROM DAVEY’S POINT OF
VIEW.

Sticking out of the shadows are two old-lady shoes, and the hem of an
old-lady dress.

WEATHER LADY (voice-over)
Gusts in this storm may range into . . .

40 EXTERIOR: THE PORCH, WITH DAVEY.

His fears temporarily forgotten--he thinks he knows the worst, that
she’s fainted, or had a stroke, or something--DAVEY drops to one knee and



leans forward to examine her . . . then FREEZES. His basketball slips out
from under his arm and rolls across the porch as his eyes fill up with horror.
We don’t need to see. We know.

WEATHER LADY (voice-over)
... speeds we normally associate with hurricanes. Check the dampers
on stoves and fireplace chimneys! This is very important . . .

DAVEY pulls in breath, and at first can’t get it out. We see him
struggle. He is trying to scream. He touches one of MARTHA'’S shoes and
makes a little wheezing noise.

LINOGE (voice)
Forget the NBA, Davey--you’ll never even play first string in high
school. You’re slow, and you couldn’t throw it in the ocean.

DAVEY looks down the shadowy hall, realizing that MARTHA’S killer
is likely still in MARTHA’S house. His paralysis breaks. He lets out a
SHRIEK, bolts to his feet, turns, and pelts down the steps. He stumbles on
the last one and sprawls on the walk.

LINOGE (voice)

(calling)

Also, you’re short. You’re a dwarf. Why don’t you come on in here,
Davey? I’ll do you a favor. Save you a lot of grief.

DAVEY scrambles to his feet and flees, flinging terrified glances back
over his shoulder as he buttonhooks out of the CLARENDON gate, across
the sidewalk, and into the street. He pelts down Atlantic toward the docks.

DAVEY
(screaming)



Help! Missus Clarendon’s dead! Someone’s killed her! Blood! Help!
Oh, God, somebody help!

41 INTERIOR: MARTHA’S LIVING ROOM, WITH LINOGE.

His eyes are back to normal ... if you can call that cool, unsettling blue
normal. He raises one hand, and makes a beckoning gesture with his index
finger.

WEATHER LADY
The best way to sum up what we’re saying to you is “prepare for the
worst, because this is going to be a bad one.”

42 EXTERIOR: MARTHA’S FRONT PORCH.

Faintly, we can still hear DAVEY HOPEWELL bawling for help. His
basketball, which came to rest against the porch rail, rolls across the boards-
-slowly at first, then gathering speed--to the front door. It bounces up over
the doorstoop and inside.

43 INTERIOR: MARTHA’S HALL, LOOKING BACK TOWARD
THE PORCH.

In the background is MARTHA’S body, just a dark lump of shadow.
DAVEY’S basketball bounces past it, leaving great big smacks of blood
every time in lands.

WEATHER LADY
Another piece of advice? Make sure you’ve got plenty of Smile-Boy
all-beef bologna on hand. When the weather turns nasty, nothing warms you

up ...



44 INTERIOR: THE LIVING ROOM, WITH LINOGE.

The ball rolls across the floor, weaving between the furniture. When it
reaches MARTHA'’S chair, where LINOGE now sits, it bounces itself twice,
gaining altitude. On the third bounce, it lands in his lap. He picks it up.

WEATHER LADY

(holds sandwich)

... like a good old fried bologna sandwich! Especially if the bologna is
Smile-Boy all-beef bologna!

LINOGE
He shoots . ..

He throws the ball with SUPERHUMAN FORCE at the TV. It hits the
screen dead center, sending the WEATHER LADY, her sandwich, and her
two enormous storm systems into electronic limbo. Sparks fly.

LINOGE
... he scores!

45 EXTERIOR: ATLANTIC STREET, WITH DAVEY.

He’s still running down the center of the street, still screaming at the
top of his lungs.

DAVEY

Mrs. Clarendon! Someone killed Mrs. Clarendon! There’s blood all
over! One of her eyes is out! It’s on her cheek! Oh, God, one of her eyeballs
is right out on her cheek!



People are coming to windows and opening front doors to look. They
all know DAVEY, of course, but before anyone can grab him and calm him
down, a big green Lincoln pulls in front of him, like a cop cutting off a
speeder. Written on the side is ISLAND-ATLANTIC REALTY. A portly
gentleman in a suit, tie, and topcoat (the only business garb on Little Tall
Island, quite likely) gets out. We may or may not see a resemblance to the
absurd mannequin on the store’s porch. This is ROBBIE BEALS, the local
big deal, the unpleasant DON BEALS’S even more unpleasant father. Now
he grabs DAVEY by the shoulders of his jacket and gives him a hard shake.

ROBBIE
Davey! Stop it! Stop that right now!

DAVEY stops it and begins to get himself under control.

ROBBIE
Why are you running down the middle of Atlantic Street, making a
spectacle of yourself?

DAVEY
Someone killed Mrs. Clarendon.

ROBBIE
Nonsense, what are you talking about?

DAVEY
There’s blood everywhere. And her eye’s out. It’s . . . it’s on her cheek.

DAVEY begins to weep. Other people are gathering now, looking at the
man and the boy. Slowly, ROBBIE releases DAVEY. Something is going on
here, something that may be serious, and if so, there’s only one man to
check it out. We see this realization dawning on ROBBIE’S face.



He looks around at a middle-aged woman with a sweater hastily pulled
around her shoulders and a bowl of cake batter still in one hand.

ROBBIE

Mrs. Kingsbury. Look after him. Get him a hot tea . . .
(reconsiders)

No, give him a little whiskey, if you’ve got some.

MRS. KINGSBURY
Are you going to call Mike Anderson?

ROBBIE looks sour. There’s no love lost between him and MIKE.

ROBBIE
Not until I take a look for myself.

DAVEY
Be careful, Mr. Beals. She’s dead . . . but there’s someone in the house,
I think . ..

ROBBIE looks at him impatiently. The boy is clearly hysterical. An old
man with a craggy New England face steps forward.

GEORGE KIRBY
You want help, Robbie Beals?

ROBBIE
Not necessary, George. I'll be fine.

He gets back into his car. It’s too big to U-turn in the street, so he uses a
neighboring driveway.



DAVEY
He shouldn’t go up there alone.

The group in the street (which is still growing) watches ROBBIE drive
up to MRS. CLARENDON’S with troubled eyes.

MRS. KINGSBURY
Come on inside, Davey. I’m not giving whiskey to a child, but I can put
the teapot on.

She puts an arm around him and leads him toward the house.
46 EXTERIOR: MARTHA CLARENDON’S HOUSE.

ROBBIE’S Lincoln pulls up in front. He gets out. Surveys the path, the
overturned walker, the open door. His face suggests that this might be a
little more serious than he at first thought. But he starts up the path, anyway.
Leave it to that know-all MIKE ANDERSON? Not likely!

47 EXTERIOR: LITTLE TALL ISLAND TOWN HALL--DAY.

This is a white wooden building, stark in the New England style, and
the center of the town’s public life. In front of it is a little cupola with a
largish bell inside--a bell the size of an apple basket, say. The Island
Services four-wheel drive pulls up in front, using a slot marked
RESERVED FOR TOWN BUSINESS.

48 INTERIOR: THE ISLAND SERVICES VEHICLE, WITH MIKE
AND HATCH.



HATCH has got a pamphlet called Storm Preparedness: State of Maine
Guidelines. He’s deep in it.

MIKE
You want to come in?

HATCH
(doesn’t look up)
Nope. I’m fine.

As MIKE opens the door, HATCH does look up ... and gives MIKE a
sweet, open smile.

HATCH
Thanks for seeing after my little girl, boss.

MIKE
(smiles back)
My pleasure.

49 EXTERIOR: ANGLE ON THE ISLAND SERVICES FOUR-
WHEEL DRIVE.

MIKE gets out, once more settling his hat so it won’t blow off. As he
does this, he takes another small measuring glance at the sky.

50 EXTERIOR: MIKE, ON THE WALK.

He stops at the cupola. Now that we’re closer, we can read the plaque in
front. There is a list of war dead on it: ten from the Civil War, one from the
Spanish-American, a couple each from I, II, and Korea, and six from
Vietnam, the po’ folks’ war. Among the names we see lots of BEALSES,



GODSOES, HATCHERS, AND ROBICHAUXES. Above the list, in big
letters, is this: WHEN WE RING FOR THE LIVING, WE HONOR OUR
DEAD.

MIKE brushes the bell’s clapper with a gloved forefinger. It rings
faintly. Then he goes on inside.

51 INTERIOR: THE LITTLE TALL ISLAND TOWN OFFICE.

It’s your usual cluttered secretarial bullpen, dominated by an aerial
photo of the island on one wall. A single woman is running the whole
show--plump and pretty URSULA GODSOE (she has a plaque with her
name on it beside the in/out basket on her desk). Behind her, through a
number of glass windows along the main corridor, we see the actual town
meeting hall. This consists of many straight-backed benches, like Puritan
pews, and a bare wood lectern with a microphone. Looks more like church
than government. Nobody’s out there right now.

Prominent on the wall of URSULA’S office is the same sign we saw on
the door of the market: STORM EMERGENCY POSSIBLE NEXT 3
DAYS! “TAKE SHELTER” SIGNAL is 2 SHORTS, 1 LONG. MIKE
strolls over and looks at this, waiting for URSULA. She is on the phone,
speaking to someone in tones of forced patience.

URSULA

No, Betty, I haven’t heard any more than you have . . . we’re all dealing
with the same forecast . . . No, not the memorial bell, not with the winds
we’re expecting . . . It’ll be the siren, comes to that. Two shorts and one
long, that’s right . . . Mike Anderson, of course . . . those are decisions we
pay him to make, aren’t they, dear?



URSULA winks broadly at MIKE and gives him a one-moment
gesture. MIKE raises his own hand and claps his fingers against his thumb
several times, miming a talking mouth. URSULA grins and nods.

URSULA
Yes . .. I’ll be praying, too ... of course we all will. Thanks for calling,
Betty.

She hangs up and closes her eyes for a moment.

MIKE
Tough day?

URSULA
Betty Soames seems to think we have access to some secret forecast.

MIKE
Kind of a Jeane Dixon forecast? Psychic weather?

URSULA
I guess.

MIKE taps the STORM EMERGENCY placard.

MIKE
Most people in town have seen this?

URSULA
If they’re not blind, they’ve seen it. You need to relax, Mike Anderson.
How’s little Pippa Hatcher?

MIKE



Whoa, that was fast.

URSULA
Ayuh. No secrets on the island.

MIKE
She’s fine. Got her head stuck in the stairs. Her dad’s out in the car,
doing his homework for the Big Blow of ‘89.

URSULA

(laughing)

Ain’t that just like Alton and Melinda Hatcher’s daughter. Perfect.

(grows serious)

People know this one’s bad, and if they hear the siren, they’ll come.
You needn’t worry about that. Now--you came to look at the emergency
shelter setup, didn’t you?

MIKE
Thought it might not be a bad idea.

URSULA

(gets up)
We can handle three hundred for three days, a hundred and fifty for a

week. And if what I’'m hearing on the radio’s right, we may have to. Come
on, let’s look.
They start out of the room, URSULA leading.

52 INTERIOR: ROBBIE BEALS, CLOSE-UP.

His face is HORRIFIED, UNBELIEVING.



ROBBIE
Oh, my God.

WEATHER LADY (voice-over)
So enough doom and gloom, already! Let’s talk SUNSHINE!

THE CAMERA PULLS BACK and we see he is kneeling beside
MARTHA in her hall, performing the useless ritual of trying to take her

pulse. We can see her wrist and the bloodstained cuff of her dress, but that’s
all. ROBBIE looks around, unbelieving.

In the background, the WEATHER LADY is spieling on. LINOGE
broke the TV, but she’s there, just the same.

WEATHER LADY (voice-over)

The finest weather in the U.S. today? Well, there’s no question about
that; the Big Island of Hawaii! Temperatures in the high seventies to low
eighties, plus an onshore breeze to cool things off. And things ain’t too
shabby in Florida, either. Last week’s chill there is a thing of the past. In
Miami temperatures are in the mid-seventies, and how about Sanibel Island
and beautiful Captiva? If you’re down that way, you’ll be picking up shells
with plenty of sunshine to show you the way and temps in the high eighties.

ROBBIE
Is anybody here?

He gets to his feet. He looks first at the walls, where some of
MARTHA’S nice old pictures are now dotted with a fine spray of blood.
Then he looks at the floor and sees more blood: the thin line drawn by
LINOGE'’S cane and those big, dark smacks that were left by DAVEY’S
bouncing ball.



ROBBIE
Is anybody here?

He pauses, undecided, then starts down the hall.
53 BLACK.

A BANK OF OVERHEAD FLUORESCENTS SNAPS ON, revealing
the spacious basement room of the town hall. This room is ordinarily used
for dances, Bingo, and various town functions. Signs on the pine-paneled
walls remind visitors of the volunteer fire department blood drive, which
will be held right here. Now the room is filled with cots, each with a small
pillow at its head and a folded blanket at its foot. At the far end are stacks
of coolers, cartons of bottled water, and a big radio with its digital readout
flashing.

URSULA and MIKE stand looking at this.

URSULA
Good?

MIKE

You know it is.

(she smiles)

How’s the supply closet?

URSULA
Full, just like you wanted. Concentrates, mostly--pour the water over
the powder and then gag it down--but nobody’ll starve.

MIKE
You did all this yourself?



URSULA
Me and Pete’s sister, Tavia. Be discreet, you said. Don’t panic anyone.

MIKE
Ayubh, that’s what I said. How many people know we’re stocked for
World War III?

URSULA
(perfectly serene)
Everyone.

MIKE winces but doesn’t look too surprised.

MIKE
No secrets on the island.

URSULA

(a bit defensive)

I didn’t talk, Mike Anderson, and neither did Tavia. Mostly it was
Robbie Beals who spread the tattle. Madder than a wet hen about all this, he
is. Claims you’re costing the town money for no reason.

MIKE
Well . . . we’ll see. (pause) Tell you one thing, his kid makes a hell of a
good monkey.

URSULA
What?

MIKE
Never mind.



URSULA
Want to look in the storage?

MIKE
I think I’1l trust you. Let’s go back up.

She reaches for the switch, then pauses. Her face is troubled.

URSULA
How serious is this, Mike?

MIKE
I don’t know. I hope Robbie Deals can kick my ass for being an
alarmist, come town meeting next month. Come on. Let’s go-

URSULA flicks the switch and the room GOES BLACK.
54 INTERIOR: MARTHA CLARENDON’S LIVING ROOM.

We’re looking toward the hall door. The TV is louder. It’s an ad for a
litigation law firm. Have you been injured in an accident? Can’t work? Lost
your mind?

TV ANNOUNCER (voice-over)

You feel hopeless. You may even feel that the whole world is against
you. But the firm of Macintosh and Redding will stand with you and see
that you get your day in court. Don’t make a bad situation worse! When life
hands you a bag of lemons, we can help you make lemonade! Stick it to
them before they can stick it to you! If you have been injured in an
accident, you may have thousands, even tens of thousands of dollars



waiting for you. So don’t wait. Call now. Pick up the phone and dial 1-800-
1-STIK-EM. That’s 1 ... 800 ...

ROBBIE comes into the doorway. His arrogance and authority have
gone. He looks rumpled, nauseated, and scared to death.

55 INTERIOR: THE LIVING ROOM, FROM ROBBIE’S POINT OF
VIEW.

The TV is smashed to hell, smoking . . . but still the TV AD blares on.

TV ANNOUNCER (voice-over)

(continues)

One-STIK-EM. Get what’s coming to you. Haven’t you been through
enough?

We can see the top of LINOGE'’S head over the back of the chair. There
is a SLURP as he sips tea.

56 INTERIOR: THE LIVING ROOM, A WIDER ANGLE.

We’re mostly over ROBBIE’S shoulder, here, looking at the smashed
but still talking TV and the top of LINOGE’S head.

ROBBIE
Who are you?

The TV falls silent. Outside, we hear the WIND OF THE RISING
STORM. Slowly, slowly, the SNARLING SILVER WOLF rises above the
back of the chair, pointed at ROBBIE like a sinister puppet. Its eyes and
muzzle seem to DRIP BLOOD. It wags slowly back and forth like a
pendulum.



LINOGE (voice)
Born in sin, come on in.

ROBBIE flinches, opens his mouth, then closes it again. What do you
say to a remark like that? But LINOGE isn’t finished.

LINOGE (voice)

You were with a whore in Boston when your mother died in Machias.
Ma was in that crappy nursing home they closed down last fall, the one
where they found the rats in the pantry, right? She choked to death calling
your name. Isn’t that sweet? Other than a good slice of processed yellow
cheese, there’s nothing on earth like a mother’s love!

57 INTERIOR: ROBBIE.

Big reaction here. How would any of us react, if told one of our darkest
secrets by a murderous stranger we could not properly see?

LINOGE (voice)
But that’s all right, Robbie.

Another big reaction from ROBBIE--the stranger knows his name!

58 INTERIOR: MARTHA’S CHAIR.

LINOGE peeks around the chair’s left-side wing, almost coyly. His
eyes are more or less normal, but he is almost as blood-streaked as the head

of his silver bludgeon.

LINOGE



She’s waiting for you in hell. And she’s turned cannibal. When you get
there, she’s going to eat you alive. Over and over and over again. Because
that’s what hell’s about-- repetition. I think in our hearts, most of us know
that. CATCH!

He heaves DAVEY’S basketball.
59 INTERIOR: THE LIVING ROOM DOORWAY, WITH ROBBIE.

The ball hits him in the chest, leaving a blood mark. ROBBIE’S had
enough. He turns and FLEES, SCREAMING.

60 INTERIOR: MARTHA’S LIVING ROOM, ANGLE ON CHAIR
AND TV.

Once again, we can just see the top of LINOGE’S head. Then his hand
appears, rolled into a fist. It hovers in the air for a moment, then one finger
POPS OUT, pointed at the TV. The WEATHER LADY resumes
immediately.

WEATHER LADY (voice-over)

Let’s check the area apt to be most severely affected by the oncoming
storm.

LINOGE reaches for another cookie.

61 EXTERIOR: IN FRONT OF MARTHA’S.

ROBBIE bolts down the steps to his car, as fast as his chubby little legs
will carry him. His face is a mask of horror and bewilderment.

62 INTERIOR: MARTHA'’S LIVING ROOM, FEATURING THE TV.



THE CAMERA MOVES IN SLOWLY on the SHATTERED
PICTURE TUBE and SMOKING INNARDS as the WEATHER LADY
talks.

WEATHER LADY (voice-over)

The forecast calls for destruction tonight, death tomorrow, and
Armageddon by the weekend. In fact, this could be the end of life as we
know it.

63 INTERIOR: LINOGE.

LINOGE
Seems unlikely . . . but we can always hope.

He takes another bite of cookie.

FADE OUT. THIS ENDS ACT 2.



Act 3

64 EXTERIOR: ROBBIE’S LINCOLN, WITH ROBBIE--DAY.

He claws at the driver’s side door. Down the street, a number of
TOWNSFOLK are watching him curiously.

GEORGE KIRBY
Everything all right up there, Beals?

ROBBIE doesn’t answer the old guy. He gets his car door open and
dives inside. He has a CB radio under the dash, and now he yanks the mike
off its prong. He punches the power button, punches in channel 19, and
speaks. All during this, he keeps casting panicky glances at the open door of
the CLARENDON house, in terror that MARTHA’S Kkiller will show up.

ROBBIE
This is Robbie Beals for Constable Anderson! Come back, Anderson!
This is an emergency!

65 INTERIOR. ANDERSON’S MARKET--DAY.

The market is as crowded as ever. CAT and TESS MARCHANT, a
motherly looking woman in her mid- to late-forties, have been checking

folks out just as fast as they can, but now everyone freezes as the radio
spews out its EXCITED BABBLE.

ROBBIE (voice)



Come back, dammit! Anderson! We’ve got a murder over here! Martha
Clarendon’s been beaten to death!

A DISMAYED, DISBELIEVING MURMUR goes through the
shoppers at that. Their eyes get big.

ROBBIE (voice)

The guy who did it is still in the house! Anderson! Anderson! You
come back, do you hear me? You’re always around when it comes to
unwanted advice, where are you when--

TESS MARCHANT takes the microphone from the radio like a woman
in a dream.

TESS
Robbie? This is Tess Marchant. Mike’s not--

ROBBIE (voice)
I don’t want you! I want Anderson! I can’t do his job and mine, too!

CAT
(takes the mike)
He had an emergency at home. Alton went with him. It was his little g--

Just then, MIKE and HATCH come in through the door. CAT and TESS
look incredibly relieved. A LOW MURMUR runs through the crowd.
MIKE makes about three steps into the room, then stops, realizing
something very much out of the ordinary is going on here.

MIKE
What? What is it?



Nobody in the market will answer him. Meantime, the RADIO
continues to SQUAWK.

ROBBIE (voice)

What do you mean, an emergency at home? There’s an emergency right
here! An old woman murdered! A lunatic in Martha Clarendon’s living
room! I want the town constable!

MIKE walks quickly to the counter. CAT gives him the mike as if glad
to be rid of it.

MIKE
What’s he talking about? Who’s murdered?

TESS
Martha. He says.

ANOTHER, LOUDER MURMUR this time.

MIKE
(pushes TRANSMIT button)
I’m here, Robbie. Just a minute--

ROBBIE (voice)
Never mind just a minute, dammit! I could be in a life-threatening
situation here!

MIKE ignores the man for the moment, holding the mike against his
chest and talking to the two dozen or so islanders who have clumped
together at the heads of the aisles, staring at him, stunned. There hasn’t been
a murder on this island for almost seventy years . . . unless you count
Dolores Claiborne’s husband, Joe, and that was never proved.



MIKE
You folks back off, now, and give me a little privacy. I get six thousand
a year to be constable; let me do the job you pay me for.

They back off, but are still listening; how can they help it? MIKE,
meanwhile, turns so his back is to them and he’s facing the radio and the
lottery ticket dispensers.

MIKE
Where are you, Robbie? Come back.

66 INTERIOR: ROBBIE, IN HIS CAR.

Behind him, we can see TOWNSPEOPLE--probably a dozen of them--
standing in the street and watching. They have worked themselves quite a
bit closer, but don’t dare come all the way. The door to MARTHA’S house
still stands ominously open.

ROBBIE

Martha Clarendon’s house on Atlantic Street! Where did you think I
was, Bar Harbor? I’'m--

(a great idea occurs to him)

I’m keeping the man inside at bay! Now get your ass down here!

He racks the mike, then fumbles in the glove compartment. Under the
jumble of maps, town documents, and Whopper wrappers, he finds a little
pistol. He gets out of his car.

67 EXTERIOR: ROBBIE.



ROBBIE
(calls down to the cluster of folks)
You stay where you are!

With his authority thus exerted, ROBBIE turns toward the house and
points his gun at the open door. He’s recovered a certain amount of his
toadlike savoir faire, but he’s not about to go back in there. The man in
there didn’t just kill MARTHA CLARENDON; he knew where ROBBIE
was when ROBBIE’S mother died. He knew ROBBIE’S name.

The WIND GUSTS, blowing ROBBIE’S gray-streaked hair back from
his brow . . . and the first few snowflakes of the Storm of the Century go
dancing past his face.

68 INTERIOR: ANDERSON’S MARKET, WITH MIKE, HATCH,
ONLOOKERS.

MIKE stands with the microphone in his hand, trying to think what to
do next. As CAT WITHERS takes the mike and racks it, he makes up his
mind.

MIKE
(to HATCH)
Let’s take another ride, all right?

HATCH
Sure. . .

MIKE

Cat, you and Tess’re minding the store.
(raising his voice)



All you folks just stay and finish your shopping, all right? There’s
nothing you can do on Atlantic Street, and whatever’s happened over there,
you’ll know it soon enough.

As he speaks, he moves behind the cash register. He reaches beneath it.
69 INTERIOR: THE SHELF, CLOSE-UP.

On it are a .38 and a pair of handcuffs. MIKE takes both.

70 INTERIOR: ANGLE ON MIKE.

He puts the handcuffs in one coat pocket and the .38 in the other. This
is done quickly and deftly--none of the goggle-eyed customers see. CAT
and TESS do, though, and it brings the reality of the situation home to
them: crazy as it may be, there could be a dangerous criminal on Little Tall.

CAT
Do you want me to call your wives?

MIKE
Absolutely not.

Then he looks at the avidly watching islanders. If CAT doesn’t, one of
them will, as soon as he or she can reach the nearest phone.

MIKE
Yeah, I guess you better. But make sure they know the situation is

under control.

71 EXTERIOR: ANDERSON’S MARKET.



MIKE and HATCH hurry down the steps, and THE CAMERA
TRACKS THEM to the Island Services utility vehicle. The snow is still just
flurrying, but we can see that it’s thicker now.

HATCH
Snow’s early.

MIKE stops with one hand on the driver’s side doorhandle. He takes a
deep breath, preparing himself, then lets it out.

MIKE
Yeabh, it is. Let’s go.

They get in and drive away. Meantime, people have been drifting out
onto the porch, watching them.

72 EXTERIOR: THE ROBBIE BEALS MANNEQUIN.
The propeller on the beanie is now turning briskly.
73 EXTERIOR: THE TOWN DOCK.

The waves CRASH HIGH against the pilings, throwing spray. The
work of securing the boats and getting loose gear undercover has
progressed quite a bit. We FOCUS IN on GEORGE KIRBY (an older guy--
sixtyish), ALEX HABER (thirty-five), and CAL FREESE (a twenty-
something). ALEX points west, toward the end of the docks and the reach
beyond.

ALEX HABER
Looka there, at the mainland.



74 EXTERIOR: MAINLAND, FROM THE DOCK’S POINT OF
VIEW.

The mainland is about two miles away, and quite clear--gray-green
woods, mostly.

75 EXTERIOR: RESUME DOCK, WITH SONNY, ALEX, AND
CAL.

ALEX HABER

When you can’t see over there no more, it’s time to get in while you
can. And when you can’t even see the reach no more, it’s time to head down
to the town hall, whether you’ve heard the siren or not.

CAL FREESE
(to GEORGE)
How bad do you think it’ll be, Unc?

GEORGE KIRBY

Maybe the worst we ever saw. Come on, help me with the last of these
nets. (pause) I wonder if that fool Beals has any slight idear what he’s doin
up there?

76 EXTERIOR: ATLANTIC STREET, IN FRONT OF MARTHA’S
HOUSE.

The fool BEALS is still being the good sentry, standing in front of his
Lincoln with his .38 pointed at the open door of the CLARENDON house.
Snow is coming down more thickly now; it’s scattered across the shoulders
of his topcoat like dandruff. He’s been here for a while.



Down below, a little gathering of WATCHERS (MRS. KINGSBURY
and DAVEY HOPEWELL are back among them) moves aside to allow the
Island Services vehicle through. It pulls up beside the Lincoln. MIKE gets
out from behind the wheel, HATCH from the passenger seat.

HATCH
You want the shotgun?

MIKE
I guess we better have it. You just make sure the safety’s on, Alton
Hatcher.

HATCH leans back into the truck, fumbles, and reappears with the
shotgun that is ordinarily kept latched under the dash. HATCH
ostentatiously checks the safety, and then they approach ROBBIE.
ROBBIE'’S attitude toward MIKE all through this is one of confrontation
and contempt. The history of these feelings will never be fully explored, but
its basis is undoubtedly ROBBIE’S desire to keep all the reins of power in
his own hands.

ROBBIE
It’s about time.

MIKE
Put that thing away, Robbie.

ROBBIE
No such thing, Constable Anderson. You do your job, I'll do mine.

MIKE
Your job is real estate. Would you at least lower it, please? (pause)
Come on, Robbie--it’s in my face, and I know it’s loaded.



ROBBIE grudgingly lowers the .38. HATCH, meanwhile, is looking
nervously at the open door and the overturned walker.

MIKE
What happened?

ROBBIE

I was driving over to the town office when I saw Davey Hopewell
running down the middle of the street.

(points toward DAVEY)

He said Martha Clarendon was dead--murdered. I didn’t believe him,
but it’s true. She’s . . . awful.

MIKE
You said the person who did it was still inside.

ROBBIE
He spoke to me.

HATCH
And said what?

ROBBIE

(nervous, lying)

Told me to get out. I think he said for me to get out or he’d kill me, too.
I don’t know. And this hardly seems like the right time for an interrogation.

MIKE
What did he look like?

ROBBIE starts to reply, then stops, puzzled.



ROBBIE
I ... I barely got a look at him.

He got a pretty good one, actually . . . but he doesn’t remember.

MIKE

(to HATCH)

Stay on my right. Keep the barrel of that scattergun pointed down, and
keep the safety on unless I tell you to take it off.

(to ROBBIE)

You stay exactly where you are, please.

ROBBIE
You’re the constable.

He watches MIKE and HATCH start for the gate, then calls.

ROBBIE
The TV’s on. Tuned quite loud. If the guy starts moving around, I’'m
not sure you’ll hear him.

MIKE nods, then goes through the gate with HATCH on his right. The
TOWNSPEOPLE have crept closer yet; we now see them in the
background. The SNOW SWIRLS around them in the HIGH WIND. It’s
still light, but thickening up.

77 EXTERIOR: MIKE AND HATCH, FROM THE PORCH.

They come up the walk, MIKE tuned tightly (but in control), HATCH
scared but trying not to show it.



HATCH
Even if there was a guy, he’s probably gone out the back by now, don’t
you think? She ain’t got but a five-foot garden fence--

MIKE shakes his head to indicate he doesn’t know, then taps his lips
with a forefinger, indicating that HATCH should keep quiet. They stop at
the foot of the steps. MIKE pulls gloves out of his coat pockets and puts
them on. He also takes out his own pistol. He indicates for HATCH to put
on gloves, and HATCH hands him the shotgun so he can comply. MIKE
takes the opportunity to double-check the safety (still on), then hands it
back.

They go up the steps and examine the walker. Then they cross the
porch. They see the feet, clad in their old-lady shoes, poking out from the
shadows of the hallway, and exchange a dismayed glance. They go in.

78 INTERIOR: THE HALL OF MARTHA’S HOUSE.
Behind them, the WEATHER LADY runs on endlessly.

WEATHER LADY (voice)

Conditions along the New England coast are expected to worsen
dramatically toward sunset--not that our Down East friends are going to see
the sun go down tonight, I'm afraid.

We are expecting gale force winds along the Massachusetts and New
Hampshire coasts, and hurricane-force wind gusts along the Maine coast
and offshore islands. There’s going to be significant beach erosion, and
once the snow starts to fall, amounts will increase dramatically until . . .
well . . . until it’s over. At this point it is literally impossible to talk about
accumulations. Let’s just say that the total fall is going to be enormous.
Three feet? That’s probable. Five feet? Even that is possible. You’ll want to



stay tuned for updates, and be assured we’ll break into our programming if
conditions warrant doing so.

The two men ignore her--they have more immediate problems. They
kneel on either side of the dead woman. MIKE ANDERSON is grim--
shocked, but holding it in. Already focusing on the job at hand and the
ramifications to follow. HATCH, on the other hand, is close to losing it. He
looks up at MIKE, face pale, eyes full of tears. He speaks in a BARE
WHISPER.

HATCH
Mike . . . oh, my God, Mike . . . she got no face left! She--

MIKE reaches out and puts a gloved finger across HATCH’S lips. He
inclines his head toward the SOUND of the BABBLING TV. Someone
might be listening. MIKE leans toward his shaking DEPUTY over the body
of the dead woman.

MIKE

(very low)

Are you going to be all right? Because if you’re not, I want you to hand
me the twelve-gauge and go back to Robbie.

HATCH
(low)
I’m all right.

MIKE
Sure?

HATCH nods. MIKE considers him, then decides to believe him. He
gets to his feet. HATCH does the same, then sways a little. He puts a hand



on the wall to catch his balance, and smears some of that fine blood-spatter.
He looks at his gloved hand with amazement and dismay.

MIKE points up the hall to the living room door--and the SOUND of
the TV. HATCH gathers his courage and nods. Very slowly, the two men
slip up the hallway. (All played for maximum suspense, of course.)

They are three-quarters of the way up the hall when the SOUND OF
THE TV ABRUPTLY CUTS OFF. HATCH’S shoulder brushes one of the

pictures on the wall and knocks it off. MIKE catches it before it can clatter
to the floor . . . mostly by good luck and fast reflexes. He and HATCH
exchange a strained glance, then go on.

79 INTERIOR: THE DOORWAY BETWEEN HALL AND LIVING
ROOM.

The two men come into the doorway. Looking at them from the living
room, as we are, HATCH is on the left and MIKE on the right. They look
at:

80 INTERIOR: THE LIVING ROOM, FROM MIKE AND HATCH’S
POINT OF VIEW.

We see the BLOWN-OUT TV and MARTHA'’S wing chair. Over the
top of the chair, we see the top of LINOGE’S head. Very still. It’s probably
a man’s head, but it’s impossible to tell if the guy is alive.

81 INTERIOR: RESUME HALL DOORWAY, WITH MIKE AND
HATCH.

They exchange a glance, and MIKE nods them forward. CAMERA
FOLLOWS as they move in on the back of the chair, very slowly. Three



steps into the room, MIKE gestures for HATCH to move out wider.
HATCH does so. MIKE moves in a step closer to the chair (we can see it
now, as well as the MEN), then stops as a BLOODSTAINED HAND
appears. It goes to the table beside the chair and takes a cookie.

MIKE
(levels his gun)
Freeze!

The hand does just that--freezes in midair, holding the cookie.

MIKE
Raise your hands. Both hands, up over the chair. I want to see them
clear as day. There are two guns pointed at you, and one of ‘em’s a scatter.

LINOGE raises his hands. He’s still holding the cookie in his left one.

MIKE indicates that HATCH should circle the chair to the front on his
side. As HATCH does, MIKE circles around on the right.

82 INTERIOR: MARTHA'’S LIVING ROOM, ANGLE ON THE
CHAIR.

LINOGE sits there, hands raised, face composed. There’s no sign of a
weapon, but the men react to his bloodstained face and coat. LINOGE’S
calm demeanor is in sharp contrast to MIKE and HATCH, who are wound
as tight as guitar strings. Maybe we see here how suspects are sometimes
shot by accident.

MIKE
Hands together.



LINOGE puts his hands together, wrist to wrist and back to back.
83 OMIT.
84 EXTERIOR: IN FRONT OF MARTHA’S HOUSE.

Several TOWNSFOLK hurry forward as far as the trunk of ROBBIE’S
car. One is an older woman named ROBERTA COIGN.

ROBERTA COIGN
What’s happened to Martha?

ROBBIE
(shrill, near hysteria)
Just stay back! This is under control!

He points his pistol at the house again, and I think we have a real
question about what may happen when and if MIKE and HATCH bring
their prisoner out. ROBBIE is on a hair trigger.

85 INTERIOR: THE LIVING ROOM OF MARTHA’S HOUSE.

Extreme close-up, cuffs

MIKE (voice)
If he moves, shoot him.

CAMERA DRAWS BACK TO INCLUDE LINOGE, MIKE, HATCH

LINOGE
(low, pleasant, and composed)



If he shoots, he’ll get us both. That thing’s still loaded with buckshot.

Both men react to this. Not because it’s true, but because it could be
true. Hell, HATCH might blow a hole through MIKE in any case; the two
men are quite close together.

LINOGE
Also, he’s still got the safety on.

HATCH reacts with terrified realization: he has forgotten to take off the
safety. While MIKE inexpertly fumbles the cuffs onto LINOGE’S wrists,
HATCH fumbles the safety off. As he does, the gun leaves the vicinity of
LINOGE completely. We need to see that LINOGE could take these two
courageous but fumbling locals any time he wants . . . but chooses not to do
so. The cuffs are on. MIKE steps back, very relieved. He and HATCH
exchange a rather wild look.

LINOGE
But you remembered to wear gloves. That was good.

He begins to eat the cookie, oblivious of his blood-streaked hand.

MIKE
On your feet.

LINOGE finishes the last bite of cookie and gets obediently to his feet.
86 EXTERIOR: MARTHA CLARENDON’S PORCH.
Beyond it, the snow is now coming hard, with the wind driving it into

slanting lines. The houses on the far side of the street are misty, as if seen
through a veil.



MIKE and LINOGE come out side by side, LINOGE with his hands
cuffed at belt level, a look all of us are familier with from the evening news.
HATCH is walking behind them, with the shotgun at port arms.

In the street, there are now about a dozen people clustered by the rear
bumper of ROBBIE’S Lincoln. When the men come out, ROBBIE
crouches a little, and MIKE sees the man’s little glove compartment gun
pointed at them.

MIKE
Put that down!

Looking slightly ashamed, ROBBIE does.

MIKE
Hatch, close the door.

HATCH
Is that wise? I mean, aren’t we supposed to leave stuff pretty much like
it is? It being a crime scene, and all--

MIKE
We leave the door open and the crime scene’s going to be under six feet
of fresh powder. Now close the door!

HATCH tries. One of MARTHA'’S shoes is in the way. He squats.
Grimacing, he moves her foot with one gloved hand. Then he gets up and
closes the door. He looks at MIKE, who nods.

MIKE
What’s your name, mister?



LINOGE looks at him. There’s a beat when we’re not sure he’s going to
answer. Then:

LINOGE
Andre Linoge.

MIKE
Well, come on, Andre Linoge. Let’s get walking.

87 EXTERIOR: LINOGE, CLOSE-UP.

For just a moment, LINOGE’S eyes CHANGE. They SWIRL WITH
BLACK, the blue irises and the whites disappearing. Then everything goes
back to normal.

88 EXTERIOR: RESUME PORCH, WITH MIKE, HATCH, AND
LINOGE.

MIKE blinks at the sight like a man trying to cope with a momentary
attack of vertigo. HATCH hasn’t seen it, but MIKE has. LINOGE smiles at
him, as if to say “our little secret.” Then we see MIKE’S rationality
reasserting itself, and he gives LINOGE a poke.

MIKE
Come on. Move.

They go down the steps.

89 EXTERIOR: ON THE CONCRETE PATH.



The storm blows snow past them, smacking their faces, making them
wince. HATCH’S hat BLOWS OFF. As he looks helplessly after it,
LINOGE gives MIKE that look again, the one that says they have a secret.
MIKE is less able to shake it off this time . . . but he gets LINOGE moving.

FADE OUT. THIS ENDS ACT 3.



Act 4

90 EXTERIOR: THE LITTLE TALL LIGHTHOUSE--LATE DAY.

The snow flies past it so thickly we can only make out its shape . . . and
of course its light, each time it swings around. The waves CRASH HIGH
on the rocks of this promontory. THE WIND SHRIEKS.

91 EXTERIOR: GODSOE FISH & LOBSTER--LATE DAY.

This long building--part warehouse, part retail fish market--is far out on
the dock. Waves smash into the dock, and foam splatters high, wetting the
sides and roof of the building. As we watch, the WIND tears a door free of
its latch. It begins to BANG BACK AND FORTH. Nearby, a tarp blows
free of the boat it’s covering and WHIRLS OFF INTO THE SNOWY DAY.

92 EXTERIOR: THE ANDERSON HOUSE--LATE DAY.

A four-wheel drive is parked at the curb, by the WEE FOLKS sign. Its
windshield wipers are clapping back and forth rapidly, but the glass is still
snowing up. Its headlights cut twin cones through the snow-choked air. The
WEE FOLKS sign swings back and forth on its chain. On the porch,
MOLLY ANDERSON is handing over a bundled-up BUSTER CARVER
and an equally bundled-up PIPPA HATCHER to their moms, ANGELA and
MELINDA. THE CAMERA MOVES IN on the porch. All three women
have to shout in order to be heard over the HOWLING WIND.

MELINDA



Pip, you sure you’re all right?

PIPPA
Yes. Don Beals hurt my feelings, but they’re better now.

MOLLY
I’m sorry I had to call you early, guys . ..

ANGELA CARVER

It’s okay. The radio says they’re going to keep the bigger kids over in
Machias, at least tonight . . . the reach is too choppy to send them back on
the water-bus.

MOLLY
Probably for the best.

BUSTER
Mommy, I’m cold.

ANGELA CARVER

Coss you are--but you’ll be warm in the car, honey.
(to MOLLY)

Are there more?

MOLLY

Buster and Pippa are the last.

(to PIPPA)

You had an adventure, didn’t you?

PIPPA
Yes. Momma, I’ve got a smaller button!



She honks her own nose. Neither MELINDA nor ANGELA
understand, but they laugh. It’s cute; they understand that much.

ANGELA CARVER
We’ll see you Monday, if the roads are open. Wave a bye, Buster.

BUSTER obediently waves a bye. MOLLY waves one back as the
mothers carry their babies down the steps and into the increasing fury of the
storm. Then she goes back inside.

93 INTERIOR: THE ANDERSON HOUSE FRONT HALL, WITH
MOLLY AND RALPHIE.

There’s a mirror about halfway down, by the telephone table.
RALPHIE has pulled a chair over and is standing on it so he can look at
that red mark on the bridge of his nose. It’s a birthmark, but actually more
cute than disfiguring.

MOLLY hardly notices him. She’s relieved to be in out of the storm,
and even more relieved that her little charges have all been packed home for
the day. She shakes the snow out of her hair, then takes off her parka and
hangs it up. She looks at the stairs, winces at the memory of PIPPA’S
misadventure, then snorts laughter.

MOLLY
(to herself)
The smaller button!

RALPHIE
(still looking in the mirror)
Mommy, why do I have to have this?



MOLLY goes to him, plants her chin on his shoulder, and looks at him
in the mirror. They make a rather lovely mother-and-son portrait that way.
She reaches around and touches the little red mark on his nose with love.

MOLLY
Your daddy calls it a fairy saddle. He says it means you were born
lucky.

RALPHIE
Donnie Beals says it’s a pimple.

MOLLY
Donnie Beals is a ... Donnie Beals is a nut.

She grimaces briefly. “Nut” isn’t the word she’d probably use, if given
a free choice.

RALPHIE
I don’t like it. Even if it is a fairy saddle.

MOLLY
Myself, I love it... but if you still feel the same way when you’re older,

we’ll take you to Bangor and have it removed. They can do that now.
Okay?

RALPHIE
How much older do I have to be?

MOLLY
Ten--how’s that?

RALPHIE



Too long to wait. Ten’s old.
The phone rings. MOLLY picks it up.

MOLLY
Hello?

94 INTERIOR: THE MARKET, WITH CAT WITHERS.

She’s on the phone behind the counter. TESS MARCHANT is running
the checkout operation by herself for the time being. There’s still quite a
line, although with the storm now on the rise, it’s thinned a bit. Those
people that are left BUZZ EXCITEDLY about the police call to the
CLARENDON house.

CAT
There you are, I’ve been trying to get you for almost ten minutes.

95 INTERIOR: THE ANDERSON HALL, WITH MOLLY AND
RALPHIE.

[Through the rest of this conversation, the director will cut back and
forth as he/she chooses, but we should see MOLLY almost unconsciously
censoring her end, not asking all the questions she’d like to ask, because
little pitchers have big ears.]

MOLLY
I’ve mostly been out on the porch, handing kids over to their parents. I
sent them home early. What’s up, Katrina?

CAT



Well ... I don’t want you to be scared or anything, but we got word that
there’s been a murder on the island. Old Martha Clarendon. Mike and Hatch
have gone over there.

MOLLY
What?! Are you sure?

CAT

I’m not sure of anything right now--this place has been a madhouse all
day--except that they went over there and Mike asked me to call you and
say everything’s under control.

MOLLY
Is it?

CAT
How do I know? Yeah, probably . . . anyway, he wanted me to call
before anyone else did it. If you see Melinda Hatcher--

MOLLY
She just left here with Angie Carver. They’re carpooling. You can get
her at home in fifteen minutes or so.

Outside, the WIND RISES IN A SHRIEK. MOLLY looks toward the
sound.

MOLLY
Better give her twenty.

CAT
Okay.



MOLLY
There’s no chance it’s a ... I don’t know, a joke? A prank?

CAT
Robbie Beals called it in. He doesn’t do humor, you know?

MOLLY
Yeah. I know.

CAT

He said that the person who did it might still be there. I don’t know if
Mike would want me to tell you that or not, but I thought you had a right to
know.

MOLLY closes her eyes for a moment, as if in pain. Probably she is in
pain.

CAT
Molly?

MOLLY
I’m coming down to the store. If Mike gets there before I do, tell him to

stay put.

CAT
I’m not sure he’d want--

MOLLY
Thanks, Cat.

She hangs up before CAT can say any more. She turns to RALPHIE,
who is still examining his birthmark in the mirror. He’s so close to the glass



that his eyes are rather charmingly crossed. She gives him a big smile that
only a four-year-old could believe in; her eyes are clouded with worry.

MOLLY
Let’s go down to the store and see your daddy, big boy . . . what do you
say?

RALPHIE
Daddy, yay!

He jumps down from his chair, then pauses, looking at her dubiously.

RALPHIE
What about the storm? We’ve only got the car. It slides around in the
SNOW.

MOLLY grabs his coat off the tree by the door and starts getting him
into it at superspeed. That big, false smile never leaves her face.

MOLLY

Hey, it’s only a quarter of a mile. And we’ll come back with Daddy in
the truck, because I bet he’s going to close the market early. How’s that?
Sound good?

RALPHIE
Yeah, excellent!

She zips his jacket up. As she does, we see she is terribly worried.

96 EXTERIOR: IN FRONT OF MARTHA CLARENDON’S HOUSE.



The storm is still getting worse by degrees; people are now having
some trouble standing their ground against the wind-driven snow . . . but no
one has left. ROBBIE BEALS has joined MIKE and HATCH. His gun is
still in his hand, but with the prisoner cuffed, he looks a little more at ease
and has pointed the little pistol at the ground.

MIKE has opened the back of the Island Services vehicle. It has been
outfitted to transport stray and sick animals. The floor is bare steel. There’s
a mesh barrier between this storage compartment and the backseat.
Mounted on the wall is a plastic water reservoir with a tube.

HATCH
You going to put him in there?

MIKE
Unless you want to sit in the backseat with him and baby-sit.

HATCH
(takes the point)
Get in.

LINOGE doesn’t, at least not immediately. He looks around at
ROBBIE, instead. ROBBIE doesn’t care for that.

LINOGE
Remember what I said, Robbie: hell is repetition.

He smiles at ROBBIE. A private smile, like the one he gave MIKE.
Then he gets into the back of the Island Services vehicle.

ROBBIE
(nervous)



He talks a lot of nonsense. I think he’s crazy

LINOGE has to sit with his legs crossed and his head ducked, but this
really doesn’t seem to put him out in the least. He is still smiling, his
handcuffed hands clasped in his lap, as MIKE swings the doors shut.

MIKE
How does he know your name? Did you tell him?

ROBBIE

(drops his eyes)

I don’t know. All T do know is that no sane person would want to kill
Martha Clarendon. I’ll come down to the store with you. Help you clear this
up. We’ll have to get in touch with the state police--

MIKE

Robbie, I know this goes against your grain, but you have to let me
handle this.

ROBBIE
(bristles)
I’m the town manager here, in case you forgot. I have a responsibility--

MIKE

So do I, and our responsibilities are clearly divided in the town charter.
Right now Ursula needs you over at the town hall a lot more than I need
you at the constable’s. Come on, Hatch.

MIKE turns away from the furious town manager.

ROBBIE
Listen here--!



He starts to chase them up the side the Island Services vehicle, then
realizes he’s being undignified in front of a dozen of his constituents. MRS.
KINGSBURY stands nearby, with her arm around the shoulders of a
frightened-looking DAVEY HOPEWELL. Behind them, ROBERTA
COIGN and her husband, DICK, look at ROBBIE with poker faces that
can’t quite mask their contempt.

ROBBIE stops chasing MIKE. He sticks his gun in his topcoat pocket.

ROBBIE
(still furious)
You’re getting too big for your britches, Anderson!

MIKE takes no notice. He opens the driver’s side door of the Island
Services vehicle. ROBBIE, seeing them about to make their getaway, fires
the only other arrow in his quiver.

ROBBIE
And get the sign off that damned dummy on your porch! It’s not funny!

MRS. KINGSBURY puts a hand over her mouth to hide a snicker.
ROBBIE doesn’t see--probably lucky for her. The Island Services vehicle
starts up, and its lights come on. It heads upstreet, bound for the market and
the constable’s office contained therein.

ROBBIE stands, slump-shouldered and fuming, then looks around at
the cluster of people in the snowy street.

ROBBIE
What are you standing here for? Go on home! Show’s over!



He stalks back to his Lincoln.
97 EXTERIOR: LOWER MAIN STREET, IN THE SNOW.

Headlights appear in the SCREAMING WHITE, and a car eventually
materializes behind them. It’s small, light, and two-wheel drive. It’s going
slow and slipping back and forth; already there are at least four inches of
fresh snow on the road.

98 INTERIOR: THE CAR, WITH MOLLY AND RALPHIE.

Up ahead, we see lights looming out of the snow on the left, plus the
long porch and the hanging lobster traps.

RALPHIE
It’s the store! Yay!

MOLLY
Yay is right.

She turns into the parking area in front. Now that she’s here, MOLLY
realizes that coming out was dangerous . . . but who could have guessed the
snow would pile up so fast? She turns off the engine and allows herself a
small slump over the wheel.

RALPHIE
Mom? You okay?

MOLLY
Fine.

RALPHIE



Get me out of my car seat, ‘kay? I want to see Daddy!

MOLLY
You bet.

She opens her door.
99 EXTERIOR: THE ISLAND SERVICES VEHICLE.

It turns left at the blinker and heads toward the market through the
thickening snow.

100 INTERIOR: THE ISLAND SERVICES VEHICLE, WITH MIKE
AND HATCH.

HATCH
What are we gonna do with him, Mike?

MIKE

(sotto voce)

Keep your voice down.

(HATCH looks guilty)

We’ll have to call the state police barracks in Machias-- Robbie was
right about that much--but what are the chances they’ll be able to take him
off our hands in this?

HATCH looks doubtfully out the window at the pelting snow. This
situation keeps complicating itself, and HATCH isn’t a very complicated
guy. They continue to talk in low voices, so LINOGE won’t overhear.

MIKE



Robbie said the TV was on, and I heard it when we were in the hall.
Did you?

HATCH
At first, yeah. The weather. Then the guy must have . . .

He trails away, remembering.

HATCH

It was busted. Busted all to hell and gone. He didn’t do it while we
were in the hall, either. You bust a TV picture tube, it makes a noise, like
Boof! We would have heard.

(MIKE nods)

It must have been the radio . . .

It’s almost a question. MIKE doesn’t reply. Both of them know it
wasn’t the radio.

101 INTERIOR: LINOGE, IN THE ANIMAL TRANSPORT
COMPARTMENT.

Smiling. We just see the tips of the fangs in his mouth. LINOGE knows

what they know . . . and in spite of their low tones, he hears them.

102 EXTERIOR: ANGLE ON THE MARKET IN THE SNOW--
AFTERNOON.

The Island Services four-wheel drive rolls past the parking lot in the
snow (the little car MOLLY and RALPHIE came in is already wearing a



fresh coat) and then pulls into an alley that runs down the side of the
store and around to the back.

103 EXTERIOR: THE ALLEY, FROM THE FAR END.

The Island Services vehicle comes toiling toward us out of the snow,
HEADLIGHTS GLARING. THE CAMERA PULLS BACK as it reaches
the snowy yard at the rear. There is a loading dock at the back of the
market, with a sign that says DELIVERIES ONLY--GO THRU MARKET
FOR CONSTABLE BUSINESS. The vehicle pulls up here, backing into
place. For this sort of deal, the dock is mighty convenient--and MIKE and
HATCH do have a delivery to make.

They get out and walk around to the back. HATCH is as nervous as
before, but MIKE has got his own nerves under control. As they reach the
rear of the vehicle:

MIKE
Safety off?

HATCH looks first surprised, then guilty. He pushes the shotgun’s
safety off. MIKE, who has his own gun in his hand, nods in satisfaction.

MIKE
You’re up top.

There are stairs at one end of the loading dock. HATCH climbs them
and stands with his shotgun at port arms. MIKE unlocks the back doors of
the vehicle, then stands back.

MIKE
Step out on the dock. Don’t approach my . . . partner.



Sounding like a guy on Adam 12 makes MIKE uncomfortable, but
under the circumstances, “partner” is the right word.

LINOGE steps out, still awkwardly bent over but graceful. And still
smiling that faint, corners-of-the-mouth smile. HATCH takes a step back to

give him room as LINOGE mounts the steps. Their prisoner is cuffed and
they have the guns, but HATCH is still scared of LINOGE.

LINOGE stands in the driving snow, as comfortable as a man in his
own living room. MIKE climbs the stairs to the loading dock, searching in
his pants pocket. He brings out a ring of keys, separates out the one that
opens the back door, and gives it to HATCH. MIKE keeps his pistol pointed
slightly down but in LINOGE’S direction.

104 EXTERIOR: HATCH, AT THE LOADING DOOR.

He bends and slides the key into the lock.

105 EXTERIOR: LINOGE, CLOSE-UP.

He’s watching HATCH very closely . . . and now we see A FLICKER
OF BLACKNESS in his eyes.

106 EXTERIOR: MIKE, CLOSE-UP.
He frowns. Did he see something? It was too quick to tell.
107 EXTERIOR: THE LOADING DOCK DOOR, CLOSE-UP.

HATCH twists the key. SOUND: A SNAP. And now HATCH’S hand is
holding nothing but the head of the key.



108 EXTERIOR: RESUME LOADING DOCK.

HATCH
Aw, sugar! Snapped right off! Must have been the cold!

He begins to HAMMER ON THE DOOR with a gloved fist.
109 INTERIOR: THE ISLAND CONSTABLE’S OFFICE.

This was once part of the market’s storage area. Now it boasts a desk, a
few filing cabinets, a fax, a CB radio, and a bulletin board on the wall.
There is also a jail cell in the corner. The cell looks sturdy enough, but
homemade--a kind of do-it-yourself project. It’s a strictly temporary facility
for weekend drunks and part-time hell-raisers.

SOUND: HAMMERING ON THE DOOR.

HATCH (voice-over)
Hey! Anybody in there? Anybody?

110 EXTERIOR: RESUME LOADING DOCK.

MIKE
Forget it. Go around and open it from the inside.

HATCH
You want me to leave you out here alone with him?

MIKE
(stress breaking through)



Unless you happen to see Lois or Superman hanging around in the
alley.

HATCH
We could take him--

MIKE

Through the market? With half the island doing their storm shopping? I
don’t think so. Go on, now.

HATCH gives him a doubtful look, then starts back down the stairs.
111 EXTERIOR: IN FRONT OF THE MARKET.

In snow that’s thicker than ever, ROBBIE BEALS’S Lincoln comes
SPINNING AND SLEWING into the parking area, almost broadsiding
MOLLY’S little car. ROBBIE gets out and goes up the porch steps just as
PETER GODSOE comes out of the market. PETER is a ruggedly
handsome man in his early forties, father of SALLY, the little girl with the
jam on her shirt.

PETER GODSOE
What happened, Beals? Is Martha really dead?

ROBBIE
She’s dead, all right.

ROBBIE sees the mannequin with the sign around its neck--GENUINE
“ROBBIE BEALS BRAND” LOBSTERIN’ GEAH--and yanks the sign off
with a snarl. He SCOWLS at it. HATCH has slogged around from the back



just in time to see and react to this. PETER GODSOE follows ROBBIE
back inside, to monitor developments. HATCH follows them both.

112 INTERIOR: THE MARKET--AFTERNOON.

Lots of people milling around. Prominent among them is MOLLY
ANDERSON, talking to CAT but mostly worrying about MIKE. We see
RALPHIE halfway down one of the aisles and mooning over the sugary
cereals.

MOLLY
(as HATCH enters)
Where’s Mike? Is he all right?

HATCH
Fine. Out back with the prisoner. I just have to let him in.

Other people move in on him.

PETER GODSOE
Is he a local?

HATCH
I never saw him before in my life.

Lots of relief at this. Others try to grab HATCH’S attention and ask
questions, but MOLLY isn’t among them--the sooner HATCH does his job,
the sooner she’ll have her husband back. HATCH fights his way up the
center aisle, pausing to ruffle RALPHIE’S hair. RALPHIE gives him an
AFFECTIONATE GRIN.



ROBBIE still has the sign; is tapping it angrily against his thigh.
MOLLY sees it and winces a little.

113 EXTERIOR: ON THE LOADING DOCK, WITH MIKE AND
LINOGE.

They stand facing each other in the DRIVING SNOW. There are
several beats of silence. Then:

LINOGE
Give me what I want, and I’ll go away.

MIKE
What is it you want?

That smile shakes MIKE in spite of himself.
114 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE, WITH HATCH.

He comes bustling in and hurries to the loading door. He turns the dead-
bolt knob and tries to open it. The door still won’t open. He pushes hard,
then harder. No luck. As a last resort, he SLAMS HIS SHOULDER against
the door. Nothing. The door might as well be dipped in concrete.

HATCH
Mike?

MIKE (voice-over)
Come on, hurry up! It’s freezing out here!

HATCH
It won’t open! It’s stuck!



115 EXTERIOR: RESUME LOADING DOCK, WITH MIKE AND
LINOGE.

MIKE is totally EXASPERATED--everything has gone wrong with this
piece of work; it’s a complete Russian fire drill. LINOGE is still smiling his
faint little smile. For him, everything’s right on track.

MIKE
Did you unlock it?

HATCH
(rather hurt by this)
Course I did, Mike!

MIKE
Then whale on it! There’s probably ice in the jamb.

116 INTERIOR: RESUME CONSTABLE’S OFFICE, WITH HATCH.

ROBBIE is standing in the door behind HATCH, observing all this with
HEAVY CONTEMPT. HATCH rolls his eyes, knowing perfectly well the
door isn’t frozen; he already whaled on it. Nevertheless, he hits the door
another couple of good shots. ROBBIE crosses the room, stopping on the
way to drop the joke sign on MIKE’S constable’s desk. HATCH turns
toward him, startled. ROBBIE (who is a physically bigger man) moves
HATCH aside, none too gently.

ROBBIE
Let me.



He hits the door several more good shots, his look of confidence
gradually subsiding. HATCH watches with subtle but understandable
satisfaction. ROBBIE gives up, rubbing his shoulder.

ROBBIE
Anderson! You’ll have to come around and take him through the store.

117 EXTERIOR: RESUME LOADING DOCK, WITH MIKE AND
LINOGE.

MIKE ROLLS HIS EYES IN ANNOYANCE--BEALS in the
constable’s office, still meddling. Oh, goody, better and better.

MIKE
Hatch!

HATCH (voice-over)
Yeah!

MIKE
Come around. (pointedly) Alone.

HATCH (voice-over)
Right there!

MIKE turns his attention back to LINOGE.

MIKE
Be a little bit longer. Just stand quiet.

LINOGE



Remember what I said, Mr. Anderson. And when the time comes . . .
we’ll talk.

He smiles.

118 EXTERIOR: MAIN STREET, LITTLE TALL ISLAND--LATE
AFTERNOON.

The houses and storefronts are graying out, starting to look like
mirages, as THE STORM INTENSIFIES.

119 EXTERIOR: BREAKWATER AND LIGHTHOUSE.

HUGE WAVES CRASH THE ROCKS. FOAM LEAPS INTO THE
AIR. On this image, we:

FADE TO BLACK. THIS ENDS ACT 4.



Act 5

120 EXTERIOR: THE ISLAND MARKET--LATE AFTERNOON.

In worsening conditions that now make moving a serious problem,
MIKE, HATCH, and LINOGE come out of the alley and struggle toward
the steps of the market. LINOGE has been made to walk in front of them,
and now he LOOKS UPWARD, SMILING.

121 EXTERIOR: ISLAND MARKET’S ROOF.

Here is a little nest of radio antennas that serve the various two-ways
inside the store. The tallest of these radio antennas SNAPS OFF and goes
rolling down the backslant of the roof.

122 EXTERIOR: FOOT OF THE MARKET STEPS, WITH MIKE,
HATCH, LINOGE.

HATCH
(with a flinch)

What was that?

MIKE
Antenna, I think. Never mind now. Go on.

HATCH heads up the steps, giving LINOGE a healthy berth.

123 EXTERIOR: THE TOWN HALL.



SOUND: That same TWANGING SNAP.
124 INTERIOR: TOWN OFFICE, WITH URSULA.

She’s at her radio, which is on a table below the STORM
EMERGENCY/TAKE SHELTER poster. From the RADIO comes the
LOUD SOUND OF STATIC.

URSULA
Come back? Rodney, are you there? Come back, Rodney!

Nothing. After another moment or two of twiddling, URSULA racks
the mike and looks at the useless radio with disgust.

125 INTERIOR: THE MARKET.

HATCH, coated with snow, steps in. The SHOPPERS react to the
shotgun. Before, it was under his arm and pointed at the floor. Now he’s
holding it up against his shoulder and pointed at the ceiling, like Steve
McQueen in Wanted: Dead or Alive. HATCH looks around at the
SHOPPERS.

HATCH

Mike wants all you folks to move back on both sides, okay? No one in
Aisle 2. We’ve got us a bad guy, and we can’t use the back door to bring
him in like we’d like to, so just move back. Give us some room.

PETER GODSOE
Why’d he kill her?

HATCH



Just move back, Pete, okay? Mike’s standing out in the snow, and his
feet must be pretty cold by now. Also, we’re all gonna feel better when this
guy’s locked up. Move back, folks, give ‘em a clear way up that second
aisle.

The customers move aside in two groups, leaving the center of the
market clear. PETER GODSOE and ROBBIE BEALS are with one group
(the one on the left, as you look toward the back of the market); MOLLY is
in the other, standing with CAT and TESS MARCHANT, who has moved
away from the cash register.

HATCH surveys this and decides it’ll do--it’ll have to. He goes to the
door and opens it. He beckons.

126 EXTERIOR: THE PORCH, WITH MIKE AND LINOGE.

LINOGE walks ahead, cuffed hands at his waist. MIKE is alert for
anything ... or so he no doubt hopes.

MIKE
Not one wrong move, Mr. Linoge. You mind me, now.

127 INTERIOR: THE MARKET, FEATURES HATCH.

He lowers the shotgun to port arms, one hand on the barrel and the
other wrapped around the trigger. LINOGE, coated with snow, eyebrows
crusted white, comes in. MIKE follows closely, the gun now raised and
pointed at LINOGE’S back.

MIKE
Right down Aisle 2. Nowhere else.



But MARTHA'’S killer stops for a moment and surveys the clusters of
frightened islanders. Here is an enormously important moment. LINOGE is
like a tiger that has been let out of its cage. The trainer is there (two of
them, counting HATCH), but when it comes to tigers only bars--lots of
them, strong and thick--are safe. And LINOGE doesn’t look like a prisoner,
or act like one. He stares at the residents of Little Tall with shining eyes.
The residents look back at him with fear and fascination.

MIKE
(prods him with the gun)
Come on. Let’s go.

LINOGE starts, then stops. He looks at PETER.

LINOGE
Peter Godsoe! My favorite seafood wholesaler standing shoulder to
shoulder with my favorite politician!

PETER flinches at being addressed by name.

MIKE
(prodding with the gun)
Come on. Andale. Let’s just--

LINOGE

(ignores him)

How’s the fish business? Not so good, is it? Lucky you’ve got the
marijuana business to fall back on. How many bales have you got in the
back of the warehouse right now? Ten? Twenty? Forty?

PETER GODSOE reacts violently. The shot has gone home. ROBBIE
BEALS moves away from his friend, as if afraid of catching a flu germ.



And for a moment, MIKE is too shocked to shut LINOGE up.

LINOGE
Better make sure you’ve got it wrapped up good, Pete-- there’s gonna
be a hell of a storm surge tonight when the tide comes high.

MIKE reaches out and shoves LINOGE’S shoulder, good and hard.
LINOGE stumbles forward, but keeps his balance easily. This time it is
CAT WITHERS that his bright eye fixes upon.

LINOGE
(as if greeting an old friend)
Cat Withers!

She flinches as if struck. MOLLY puts an arm around her and looks at
LINOGE with fear and mistrust.

LINOGE
You’re looking well . . . but why not? It’s just an in-office procedure
these days, nothing to it.

CAT
(real agony)
Mike, make him stop!

MIKE pushes LINOGE again, but this time LINOGE won’t budge; he’s
as firm as ... well, as firm as that troublesome stuck door out back.

LINOGE

Went up to Derry to have it taken care of, didn’t you? Don’t suppose
you’ve told your folks about it yet? ... or Billy? No? My advice would be to
go ahead. What’s a little scrape among friends these days?



CAT puts her hands to her face and begins to CRY. Any number of
townspeople are looking at her with shock, wonder, and horror. One looks
absolutely stunned. BILLY SOAMES, about twenty-three, is wearing a red
apron. He’s BETTY SOAMES’S son, also the market’s produce man and
janitor. He’s CAT’S steady guy, and this is the first he knows of how CAT
got rid of their child.

MIKE places the barrel of his gun against the back of LINOGE’S head
and thumbs back the hammer.

MIKE
Move, or I’ll move you.

LINOGE starts up the center aisle. He’s not afraid of the gun to his
head; he’s simply finished with this bit of business.

128 INTERIOR: BY THE CHECKOUT, WITH MOLLY AND CAT.

CAT is SOBBING HYSTERICALLY, and MOLLY has her arms
around her. TESS MARCHANT is dividing her attention between the
sobbing girl and the incredulous BILLY SOAMES. All at once, MOLLY
wakes up to a very important consideration.

MOLLY
Where’s Ralphie?

129 INTERIOR: AISLE 2, WITH LINOGE AND MIKE, HATCH IN
BACKGROUND.

As they approach the end of the aisle, RALPHIE comes tearing around
it from the other side with a box of the sweet cereal in his hands.



RALPHIE
Mom! Mommy! Can I have this one?

With absolutely no hesitation at all, LINOGE bends, picks RALPHIE
up by the shoulders, and swings him around. All at once, MIKE’S son is
between LINOGE and MIKE’S gun. The kid’s a hostage. MIKE reacts first
with shock and then with sickening, agonized fear.

MIKE
Put him down! Or--

LINOGE
(smiling; almost laughing)
Or what?

130 INTERIOR: BY THE COUNTER, WITH MOLLY.

She loses all interest in CAT and hurries toward the head of Aisle 2 so
she can see what’s happening. One of the ISLAND RESIDENTS, KIRK
FREEMAN, tries to stop her.

MOLLY
Let me go, Kirk!

She gives a good, hard yank, and he does. When she sees that LINOGE
has her son, she GASPS LOUDLY and her hands go to her mouth.

MIKE gestures her to stay where she is without ever taking his eyes
from LINOGE. Behind MOLLY, the MARKET CUSTOMERS begin to
gather, staring tensely at the confrontation.



131 INTERIOR: AISLE 2, WITH LINOGE AND RALPHIE, CLOSE-
UP.

LINOGE puts his forehead to RALPHIE’S, so the two of them can look
intimately into each other’s eyes. RALPHIE is too young to be scared. He
looks into that shining, smiling, interested tiger’s gaze with a kind of
breathless interest.

LINOGE
I know you.

RALPHIE
You do?

LINOGE
You’re Ralph Emerick Anderson. And I know something else.

RALPHIE is fascinated, unaware of HATCH RACKING A SHELL
into the shotgun, unaware that the market has turned into a powder keg of
which he is the fuse. He is fascinated, almost hypnotized, by LINOGE.

RALPHIE
What?

LINOGE plants a quick, light kiss on the bridge of RALPHIE’S nose.

LINOGE
You have a fairy saddle!

RALPHIE
(smiling, delighted)



That’s what my daddy calls it!

LINOGE
(returns the smile)
You bet! And speaking of Daddy--

He sets RALPHIE down, but for a moment he’s leaning so close that
RALPHIE is still, in effect, his hostage. RALPHIE sees the handcuffs.

RALPHIE
Why’re you wearing those?

LINOGE
Because I choose to. Go on. See your dad.

He turns RALPHIE around and gives him a light swat on the butt.
RALPHIE sees his father and lights up in a smile. Before he can take more
than a step or two, MIKE grabs him and pulls the boy into his arms.
RALPHIE sees the pistol.

RALPHIE
Daddy, why have you got--

MOLLY
Ralphie!

She sprints for him, brushing past HATCH and knocking a bunch of
canned goods to the floor. The cans roll everywhere. She pulls RALPHIE
out of MIKE’S arms and hugs him frantically. MIKE, flustered and rocky
(who wouldn’t be?), returns his focus to the faintly smiling LINOGE, who
has now had about nine billion chances to get away.



RALPHIE
Why’s Daddy pointing a gun at that man?

MIKE
Moll, get him out of here.

MOLLY
What are you--

MIKE
Get him out of here!

She FLINCHES at the unaccustomed shout and begins to retreat with
RALPHIE in her arms, toward the other people clustering timidly at the
foot of the aisle. She steps on a can and it rolls out from under her. Before
she can fall, KIRK FREEMAN catches and steadies her. RALPHIE,
looking over her shoulder at his daddy, is finally upset.

RALPHIE
Don’t shoot him, Daddy, he knows about the fairy saddle.

MIKE
(more to LINOGE than RALPHIE)
I’m not going to shoot him. Not if he goes where he’s supposed to.

He looks toward the end of the aisle. LINOGE smiles and nods, as if to
say, “Of course, since you insist,” and starts that way, hands in front of him
again. HATCH catches up to MIKE.

HATCH
What are we going to--?



MIKE
Lock him up! What else?

He’s terrified, ashamed, relieved . . . you name it, MIKE is feeling it.
HATCH sees enough of MIKE’S emotions to be abashed and retires a bit

into the background as MIKE shadows LINOGE to the upper end of the
aisle.

132 INTERIOR: ANGLE ON MEAT COUNTER AND
CONSTABLE’S OFFICE DOOR.

As LINOGE and MIKE get to the head of the aisle, LINOGE turns left,
toward the constable’s office, as if he knows where it is. HATCH follows
after. And then, from Aisle 1, comes BILLY SOAMES. He’s too angry to
be scared, and before MIKE can stop him, he grabs LINOGE and
THROWS HIM against the meat counter.

BILLY SOAMES
What do you know about Katrina? And how do you know it?

MIKE has had enough. He grabs BILLY by the back of his shirt and
HEAVES HIM against a rack of powdered herbs and fish fixin’s. BILLY
hits it hard and goes spawling.

MIKE
What are you, crazy? This guy’s a killer! Stay out of his way! And stay
out of mine, Billy Soames!

LINOGE
Also, clean yourself up.



We glimpse that STRANGE, BLACKISH WAVERING in his eyes
again.

133 INTERIOR: BILLY, CLOSE-UP.

At first he sits there where he landed, looking question marks at
LINOGE. Then his nose GUSHES BLOOD. He feels it, reaches up to catch
the flow, and looks unbelievingly at the blood on his palms.

CAT runs up Aisle 1 to where he is and kneels beside him. She wants to
help him; she wants to do anything, really, that will take away the awful
look of surprise and hurt anger on his face. But BILLY is having none of it.
He shoves her back.

BILLY SOAMES
Leave me alone!

He lurches to his feet.

134 INTERIOR: BY THE MEAT COUNTER, WIDER.

LINOGE

Before he gets too self-righteous, Katrina, ask him how well he knows
Jenna Freeman.

BILLY flinches, stunned.

135 INTERIOR: KIRK FREEMAN, IN AISLE 2.

KIRK FREEMAN
What do you know about my sister?



136 INTERIOR: RESUME MEAT COUNTER.

LINOGE
That horses aren’t all she enjoys riding when the weather’s hot. Right,
Billy?

CAT looks at BILLY, stricken. He wipes at his BLEEDING NOSE with
the back of his hand and looks anywhere but at her. His self-righteous,
wounded anger has dissolved into a kind of slinking furtiveness. His face
says, “lemme outta here.” MIKE still looks like he can’t believe how
screwed up this whole thing has gotten.

MIKE
Move away from this man, Cat. You too, Billy.

She doesn’t move. Perhaps doesn’t hear. There are tears on her cheeks.
HATCH uses one hand to push her gently away from the door marked
CONSTABLE’S OFFICE. He inadvertently pushes her in BILLY’S
direction, and they both shrink back.

HATCH
(kindly)
Got to get out of his grabbin’ range, darlin’.

This time she goes blundering past BILLY (who makes no move to stop
her) toward the front of the store. MIKE, meanwhile, steps forward and
picks a package of plastic bags--the kind you use to save leftovers--off a
display. Then he puts the muzzle of his gun between LINOGE’S shoulder
blades.

MIKE
Come on. Move.



137 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE.

The WIND is VERY LOUD, SCARY--shrieking like a train whistle.
We can hear SHINGLES CLAPPING and BOARDS CREAKING.

The door opens. LINOGE conies in, followed by MIKE and HATCH.
LINOGE moves toward the cell, then stops as a PARTICULARLY HARD
GUST OF WIND strikes the building and makes it shudder. Snow puffs in
under the loading dock door.

HATCH
I don’t like the sound of that.

MIKE
Move, Mr. Linoge.

As they pass the desk, MIKE puts down the box of plastic bags and
picks up a large combination padlock. From his pocket he takes his key
ring, looking ruefully at the busted-off loading door key for a second. He
hands the keys and the combination lock to HATCH. He also swaps
weapons, giving HATCH his pistol and taking the shotgun. As they reach
the cell:

MIKE

Put your hands up and grab a couple of bars.
(LINOGE does)

Now spread your legs.

(LINOGE does)

Wider.

(LINOGE does)



I’m going to pat you down, and if you move, my good friend Alton
Hatcher is going to save us all a lot of wear and tear.

HATCH gulps, but points the pistol. MIKE sets the shotgun aside.

MIKE
Don’t even twitch, Mr. Linoge. You had your filthy hands on my son,
so don’t you so much as twitch.

MIKE reaches into the pockets of LINOGE’S pea coat and brings out
the YELLOW GLOVES. They are BLOTCHED AND STAINED with
MARTHA’S blood. MIKE grimaces with distaste and tosses them onto the
desk. He rummages in the jacket pockets some more and finds nothing. He
reaches into the front pockets of LINOGE’S jeans and pulls them inside
out. They’re empty. Checks the back pockets. Nothing but a few lint balls.
He takes off LINOGE’S watch cap and looks inside it. Nothing. He tosses it
on the desk with the gloves.

MIKE

Where’s your wallet?
(nothing from LINOGE)
Where’s your wallet, huh?

MIKE slaps LINOGE twice on the shoulder, first time sorta friendly,
second time sorta hard. Still no response.

MIKE
Huh?

HATCH
(uneasy)
Mike, take it easy.



MIKE

Guy had his hands on my son, had his face right down in my son’s face;
guy kissed my son’s nose--don’t tell me to take it easy. Where’s your wallet,
sir?

MIKE shoves LINOGE, hard. LINOGE crashes into the bars of the
cell, but keeps his high grip on the home-welded bars and his legs spread.

MIKE

Where’s your wallet? Where’s your bank card? Where’s your blood-
donor card? Where’s your discount card from ValuMart? What sewer did
you crawl through to get here? Huh? Answer me!

All his frustration, anger, fear, and humiliation are on the verge of
coming out. He grabs LINOGE by the hair and SLAMS HIS FACE INTO
THE BARS.

MIKE
Where’s your wallet?

HATCH
Mike--

MIKE SLAMS LINOGE’S FACE INTO THE BARS AGAIN. He’d do
it again, too, but HATCH reaches out and grabs his arm.

HATCH
Mike, stop it!

MIKE stops, takes a deep breath, and somehow gets hold of himself.
Outside the WIND GUSTS, and we hear the FAINT SOUND OF



CRASHING WAVES.

MIKE
(he’s breathing hard)
Take off your boots.

LINOGE
I’11 have to let go of the bars to do that. They lace up.

MIKE kneels. He grabs the shotgun. He props the stock against the
floor and plants the barrels dead center in the seat of LINOGE'’S jeans.

MIKE
If you move, sir, you’ll never have to worry about constipation again.

HATCH looks more and more scared. This is a side of MIKE he’s never
seen (and could have done without). MIKE, meanwhile, unties LINOGE’S
boots and loosens the laces. Then he stands up, takes the shotgun, and
stands back.

MIKE
Kick them off.

LINOGE kicks them off. MIKE nods to HATCH, who bends down
(keeping a skittery eye on LINOGE as he does) and picks them up. HATCH
feels inside them, then shakes them.

HATCH
Nothing.

MIKE
Toss them over by the desk.



HATCH does.

MIKE
Step into the cell, Mr. Linoge. Move slowly and keep your hands where
I can see them.

LINOGE opens the door of the cell and swings it back and forth a time
or two before going in. The door SQUEAKS, and doesn’t hang quite true
when it’s all the way open. LINOGE touches a couple of the home welds
with the ball of one finger, and smiles.

MIKE
You think it won’t hold you? It’1l hold you.

Yet MIKE doesn’t look entirely sure, and HATCH looks even more
doubtful. LINOGE steps in, crosses the cell, and sits down facing the door.
He draws his legs up so that the heels of his stocking feet (white athletic
socks) are on the edge of the cot and he is looking at us from between his
bent knees. We will see him in this same posture for some little time, now.
His hands dangle limply. He wears a trace of a smile. If we saw a guy
looking at us this way, we’d probably run. It’s that caged-tiger look--very
still and watchful, but full of pent-up violence.

MIKE closes the cell door, and HATCH uses a key from the ring to
lock it. With that done, he shakes the door. It’s locked, but he and MIKE
share an unhappy glance, just the same. That door is as rattly the last tooth
in an old man’s jaw. The cell is for the likes of SONNY BRAUTIGAN,
who has a nasty habit of getting drunk and breaking the windows in his ex-
wife’s house with stones . . . not for a stranger with no ID who beat an old
widow to death.



MIKE crosses to the loading dock door, looks at the dead bolt, then
tries the knob. The door opens easily, letting in a FRIGID GASP OF WIND
and a SWIRL OF SNOW. HATCH’S mouth drops open.

HATCH
Mike, I swear it wouldn’t budge.

MIKE closes the door. As he finishes doing that, ROBBIE BEALS
comes in. He crosses to the desk and reaches for one of the gloves.

MIKE
Don’t touch that!

ROBBIE
(draws his hand back)
Does he have any ID on him?

MIKE
I want you out of here.

ROBBIE picks up the joke sign and shakes it at MIKE.

ROBBIE
I want to tell you something, Anderson: your sense of humor is
entirely--

HATCH, who actually put that sign around the dummy’s neck, looks
embarrassed. Neither of the other men notice. MIKE snatches the damned

thing out of ROBBIE’S hand and dumps it in the wastebasket.

MIKE



I don’t have the time or the patience for this. Get out or I’ll throw you
out.

ROBBIE looks at him and sees that MIKE absolutely means it.
ROBBIE backs toward the door.

ROBBIE
Come town meeting, there’s maybe going to be a change in law
enforcement on Little Tall.

MIKE
Town meeting’s in March. This is February. Now get the hell out.

ROBBIE leaves. MIKE and HATCH hold their positions for a moment,
and then MIKE lets out his breath in a long WHOOSH. HATCH looks
relieved.

MIKE
I think I handled that pretty well, don’t you?

HATCH
Like a diplomat.

MIKE takes another long, steadying breath. He opens the sandwich
bags. As he and HATCH finish talking, he puts the bloody gloves in two
bags, and the cap in a third.

MIKE
I have to go out and--

HATCH
You’re going to leave me alone with him?



MIKE
Try to raise the state police barracks in Machias. And stay away from
him.

HATCH
I should say you can count on that.

138 INTERIOR: THE REAR OF THE MARKET, BY THE MEAT
COUNTER.

Perhaps two dozen TOWNSFOLK have clogged the aisles, looking
hopefully and fearfully toward the constable’s office door. To one side,
glowering like a banked furnace, is ROBBIE. ROBBIE has now been
joined by the other two members of his family . . . wife SANDRA and the
charming DON, from day care. In the forefront of the TOWNSFOLK is
MOLLY, with RALPHIE in her arms. When the door opens and she sees
MIKE, she hurries forward. MIKE puts a reassuring arm around her.

RALPHIE
You didn’t hurt him, Daddy, did you?

MIKE
No, honey, just put him safe.

RALPHIE
In the jail? Did you put him in the jail? What did he do?

MIKE
Not now, Ralph.



He kisses the fairy saddle on RALPHIE’S nose and turns to the
gathered people.

MIKE
Peter! Peter Godsoe!

People look around, MURMURING. After a moment or two, PETER
GODSOE shoulders forward, looking embarrassed and blustery (also a little
frightened).

PETER GODSOE
Mike, about what that fellow said--that’s the biggest crock of--

MIKE
Uh-huh. Go on back there with Hatch. We’re gonna watch this guy, and
it’s gonna be by the buddy system.

PETER GODSOE
(immensely relieved)
Okay. You bet.

He goes through the door to the constable’s office. MIKE, his arm still
around MOLLY, faces his neighbors.

MIKE

I feel like I have to have to close the store, folks.

(murmurs of reaction)

You’re welcome to take what you’ve got; I trust you to settle up when
the storm’s over. Right now, I’ve got a prisoner to deal with.

A worried-looking middle-aged woman, BELLA BISSONETTE,
pushes forward.



DELLA
Did that man really kill poor old Martha?

More murmurs this time--FRIGHTENED, UNBELIEVING. MOLLY is
looking at her husband tensely. She also looks as if she wishes she could
strike RALPHIE temporarily deaf.

MIKE

In time you’ll have the whole story, but not now. Please, Delia--all of
you--help me do my job. Grab your stuff and go home before the storm gets
any worse. I want a few of you men to stick around a minute or two longer.
Kirk Freeman . . . Jack Carver . .. Sonny Brautigan . . . Billy Soames . . .
Johnny Harriman . . . Robbie . . . that’ll do for a start.

The men move forward as the others turn and start to go. ROBBIE
looks typically puffed up with self-importance. BILLY has a wad of paper
towels pressed to his nose.

139 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE.

HATCH is at the desk, trying to use the radio. PETER looks at the cell,
with nervous fascination. LINOGE, sitting on the bunk, looks back from
between his spread knees and cocked feet.

HATCH
Machias, this is Alton Hatcher on Little Tall. We have a police
emergency here. Do you read, Machias? Come on back, if you read.

Lets go of the button. There’s nothing but STATIC.

HATCH



Machias, this is Alton Hatcher on channel 19. If you read--

PETER GODSOE
They don’t. You’ve lost your good antenna off your roof.

HATCH sighs. He knows it, too. He turns down the SOUND, muting
the STATIC.

PETER GODSOE
Try the phone.

HATCH gives him a startled look, then picks up the phone. He listens,
pushes a few buttons at random, then hangs up.

PETER GODSOE
No, huh? Well, it was a long shot.

PETER looks back toward LINOGE, who is staring at him. HATCH,
meanwhile, is looking at PETER with some fascination.

HATCH
You don’t really have a load of Panama Red out there behind your
lobster traps, do you?

PETER looks at him . . . and says nothing.

140 INTERIOR: THE REAR OF THE MARKET, FEATURING
MOLLY, RALPHIE, MIKE.

The townspeople are on the move (except for the little group of men
MIKE has singled out), draining toward the front of the market and the



outside world. There’s a STEADY JINGLING from the bell over the door
as folks leave.

MOLLY
You going to be all right?

MIKE
Coss.

MOLLY
When will you be home?

MIKE

When I can. Take the truck--you won’t get three hundred yards in the
car. I’ve never seen it come down s’hard ‘n’ fast. I’ll use the Island Services
truck, or get someone to drop me off when this is squared away. I have to
go back to Martha’s house long enough to secure it.

There are a thousand questions she’d like to ask, but really can’t. Little
pitchers have big ears. She kisses him on the corner of the mouth and turns
to go.

141 INTERIOR: BY THE CASH REGISTER, WITH CAT AND TESS
MARCHANT.

CAT is still SOBBING. TESS holds her and rocks her, but we can see
she (TESS) is pretty blown away by what LINOGE said. MOLLY gives
TESS a questioning look as she carries RALPHIE toward the door. TESS
nods, as if to say she’s go it under control. MOLLY nods back and goes on
out.

142 EXTERIOR: IN FRONT OF THE MARKET.



MOLLY carries RALPHIE carefully down the steps in what has
become a BLINDING SNOWSTORM. She walks toward THE CAMERA,
having to brace against the wind with every step . . . and this baby is just
getting warmed up.

RALPHIE
(shouting to be heard)
The island won’t blow away, will it?

MOLLY
No, honey, of course not.

But MOLLY doesn’t look so sure.

143 EXTERIOR: THE CENTER OF TOWN, HIGH ANGLE.

The snow is coming down furiously. There are a few vehicles moving
on Main and Atlantic, but they won’t be moving much longer. Little Tall
Island is effectively cut off from the outside world. The WIND SHRIEKS;

the SNOW SHEETS; and we:

FADE TO BLACK. THIS ENDS ACT 5.



Act 6

144 EXTERIOR: THE TOWN, A HIGH ANGLE--LATE
AFTERNOON.

This is the same shot we went out on, but it’s later, now--there isn’t
much daylight left. The WIND SHRIEKS.

145 EXTERIOR: THE WOODED AREA SOUTH OF TOWN--LATE
AFTERNOON.

We’re looking down at the SURGING OCEAN through a power-line
cut. There’s a CRACKING SOUND and a HUGE OLD PINE topples on
the lines. They go down in a SHOWER OF SPARKS.

146 EXTERIOR: MAIN STREET--LATE AFTERNOON.

In a reprise of the first scene, all the lights, including the blinker at the
intersection, GO OUT.

147 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE, WITH HATCH AND
PETER.

The LIGHTS GO OUT.

HATCH
Aw, damn!



PETER makes no response. He’s looking at:

148 INTERIOR: THE JAIL CELL, FROM PETER’S POINT OF
VIEW.

LINOGE is just a dark hump . . . except for his eyes. They GLOW with
a TROUBLED RED LIGHT . .. like wolf’s eyes.

149 INTERIOR: RESUME HATCH AND PETER.

HATCH is rummaging in the desk drawer. As he pulls out a flashlight,
PETER seizes his arm.

PETER GODSOE
Look at him!

HATCH, startled, wheels to look at LINOGE. The prisoner is still
sitting just as before, but there’s no WEIRD LIGHT shining out of his eyes.
HATCH turns on the flashlight and hits LINOGE in the face with the beam.
LINOGE looks back calmly.

HATCH
(to PETER)
What?

PETER GODSOE
I ... nothing.

He looks back toward LINOGE, perplexed and a little afraid.

HATCH
Maybe you’ve been smokin’ too much of what you’re selling.



PETER GODSOE
(mixed shame and anger)
Shut up, Hatch. Don’t talk about what you don’t understand.

150 INTERIOR: THE MARKET’S COUNTER, WITH MIKE AND
TESS MARCHANT.

Looks like they’re the only two left, now, and with the lights out, the
market is very dim--the front windows are big, but the light coming through
them has started to fail. MIKE comes behind the counter and opens a
UTILITY BOX built into the wall. Inside are circuit breakers and one larger
switch. He flicks this one.

151 EXTERIOR: BEHIND THE MARKET--LATE DAY.

There’s a little shed marked GENERATOR to the left of the loading
dock. An ENGINE STARTS UP inside it, and blue smoke, immediately
ripped away by the WIND, starts to chug from the exhaust stack.

152 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE.
The lights come back on. HATCH SIGHS WITH RELIEF.

HATCH
Hey ... Pete.

He wants to apologize, and he wants PETER to help him with it a little,
but PETER’S not in the mood. He walks away and looks at the bulletin
board on the wall.

HATCH



I was out of line.

PETER
Yeah, way out.

PETER turns and gives LINOGE a look. LINOGE looks back at him,
SMILING FAINTLY.

PETER
What are you looking at?

LINOGE doesn’t reply, just goes on looking at PETER with that
FAINT SMILE. PETER turns back to the bulletin board, troubled. HATCH
looks at PETER, wishing he could take back his smart-ass comment.

153 EXTERIOR: THE STORE’S PORCH, WITH MIKE AND TESS.

TESS is wearing a parka, gloves, and a pair of high gum-rubber boots.
Still, the WIND rocks her on her feet, and MIKE has to steady her before
going to the display window on one side of the door. Here, on either side of
the window at the bottom, there are crank handles. MIKE grabs one, and
TESS makes her way to the other. They crank as they talk (SHOUTING to
be heard over the wind) and lower the slatted wooden STORM SHUTTER
over the glass.

MIKE
Will you be all right? Because I can give you a lift--

TESS
It’s the wrong direction! And I’m only six houses down ... as you well
know. Don’t baby me!



He nods and gives her a smile. They move to the window on the other
side of the door and lower the other storm shutter.

TESS
Mike? Do you have any idea why he came here, or why he’d want to
kill Martha?

MIKE
No. Go on home, Tess. Make yourself a fire. I’ll lock up.

They finish with the shutter and move to the steps. TESS winces and
tightens her hood as another gust slams into them.

TESS

You mind him careful. We don’t want him out and prowling around
with this--

(lifts her chin into the blizzard)

--going on.

MIKE
Don’t worry.

She looks at him a moment longer and is reasonably comforted by what
she sees. She nods and clumps down the snow-laden steps, holding tight to
the railing as she goes. With her back to him, MIKE allows his face to show
how worried he really is. Then he heads back inside and shuts the door. He
turns the OPEN sign to CLOSED and pulls down the shade.

154 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE.

MIKE comes in, still stamping the snow off his boots, and looks
around. HATCH has found a second flashlight and has set out some



candles, as well. PETER is still studying the litter of notices on the bulletin
board. MIKE goes over to the bulletin board, taking a paper from his back
pocket.

MIKE
Everything okay back here?

HATCH
Reasonably okay, but I can’t raise the state police in Machias. I can’t
raise anybody.

MIKE
Doesn’t really surprise me.

He thumbtacks the scribbled duty roster to the bulletin board, where
PETER immediately begins studying it. MIKE walks over to the desk and
opens a bottom drawer.

MIKE

(to HATCH)

You and Peter until eight, Kirk Freeman and Jack Carver from eight till
midnight, Robbie Beals and Sonny Brautigan from midnight until four,
Billy Soames and Johnny Harriman from four until eight tomorrow
morning. After that, we’ll figure some more.

MIKE finds a small attaché case and a Polaroid camera. He takes them,
shuts the drawer, and looks at the two men for comments. He gets only an
awkward silence.

MIKE
You guys all right with this?



HATCH
(too hearty)
Fine.

PETER
Yeah, fine.

MIKE looks at them more closely and gets an idea of which way the
wind is blowing. He opens the case--we catch a glimpse of various items
that might come in handy if you’re a small-town police officer (big
flashlight, bandages, first aid kit, etc.). He puts the Polaroid inside.

MIKE
Stay alert. Both of you. Understand?

No reply. HATCH is embarrassed, PETER is sulky. MIKE looks back
at LINOGE, who looks at him with that faint smile.

MIKE
Later on we’re going to have that talk you wanted, sir.

He closes the case and starts for the door. A HUGE GUST OF WIND
hits the building, making it CREAK. Out back, something falls over with a
CRASH. HATCH winces.

HATCH

What do we do with him if Robbie and Ursula decide to blow the town
whistle and bring everybody in? We can’t very well sit him in a corner of
the town hall basement with a blanket and a cup of chowder.

MIKE
I don’t know. Stay right here with him, I guess.



PETER
And blow away if he blows away?

MIKE
You want to go home, Pete?

PETER
No.

MIKE nods and leaves.
155 EXTERIOR: MARTHA CLARENDON’S HOUSE--DUSK.

The Island Services vehicle comes out of the growing gloom, crunching
through drifts and driving over fallen limbs in the street. It stops by
MARTHA’S gate. MIKE gets out, carrying the little case, and goes up the
walk. The storm is worse than ever; the GUSTS OF WIND push MIKE
around. He struggles up the snow-laden porch steps.

156 EXTERIOR: THE PORCH, WITH MIKE--DUSK.

He opens his case, takes out the flashlight and the cased Polaroid. He
hangs the camera around his neck on its strap. The WIND MOANS.
Branches CLACK against the porch. MIKE looks around, a little nervous,
then returns his attention to the case. He takes out a roll of white adhesive
tape and a Sharpie-type pen. Holding the flashlight (now turned on)
between his chest and his arm, MIKE tears off a strip of the tape and puts it
on MARTHA'’S door. He uncaps the pen, thinks, then prints: “CRIME
SCENE DO NOT ENTER MICHAEL ANDERSON CONSTABLE.” Then
he puts the roll of tape on his arm like a bracelet and opens the door.



He picks up MARTHA’S walker, holding the grips in his gloved hands,
and sets it in the hall. Then he closes his case, picks it up, and steps inside
himself.

157 INTERIOR: THE HALLWAY--DARK.

MIKE puts his flashlight, turned on, in his coat pocket. The beam
SHINES UPWARD at the ceiling. MIKE himself is little more than a
MOVING SHAPE in the dark as he readies the Polaroid and raises it to his
face.

FLASH! and we see:

158 INTERIOR: MARTHA CLARENDON.

Her battered, bloody face. Just for a moment. Then it FADES. This
picture and those that follow have the stark quality of crime-scene photos ...
of evidence . . . which is just what they will be in a courtroom someday. Or
so MIKE hopes.

159 INTERIOR: THE HALLWAY--DARK.

MIKE turns, putting the first photo in his coat pocket, then triggers the
Polaroid again.

FLASH! and we see:
160 INTERIOR: PICTURES ON THE HALLWAY WALL.

Boats at sea. The town dock in 1920. Old Fords chugging up Atlantic
Street Hill in 1928. Girls having a picnic by the lighthouse. The pictures are



stippled with BLOOD. Between them, on the wallpaper, are THICKER
SPRAYS OF BLOOD. FADES.

161 INTERIOR: THE HALLWAY--DARK.

The shape that is MIKE ANDERSON bends a little.
FLASH! and we see:

163 INTERIOR: THE HALLWAY--DARK.

MIKE moves up the hall toward the living room.
164 INTERIOR: THE LIVING ROOM--DARK.

It’s pretty spooky in here, with the furniture just dim shapes and the
WIND HOWLING outside. BRANCHES TAP and TREES GROAN.

MIKE moves forward, the flashlight beam still spraying up from his
coat pocket. He inadvertently KICKS SOMETHING. A DARK SHAPE
rolls across the floor, hits a leg of MARTHA’S chair, and ricochets out of
frame. MIKE follows after, takes the flashlight out of his pocket, and shines
it into the lens of THE CAMERA--he’s looking at the object he kicked,
although we can’t see it from where we are. He replaces the flashlight in his
pocket, raises the Polaroid, and bends forward.

FLASH! and:
165 INTERIOR: DAVEY’S BASKETBALL.

Splotched and stained with blood. Looks like some weird planet.
FADES.



166 INTERIOR: THE LIVING ROOM, WITH MIKE--DARK.

He rips off a piece of the tape, prints “EVIDENCE” on it, and sticks it
to the basketball. Then he walks around the chair and aims the Polaroid at
the TV.

FLASH! and:

167 INTERIOR: THE TELEVISION.

The picture tube totally smashed. The electronic guts of the thing
visible inside the ragged hole. It’s like a gouged-out eye. FADES.

168 INTERIOR: THE LIVING ROOM, WITH MIKE--DARK.

He’s frowning, puzzled, thinking about the TV. He and Hatch heard the
damned thing. They really did. He moves carefully toward it, then turns and
raises the POLAROID.

FLASH! and:

169 INTERIOR: MARTHA’S CHAIR.

Stark and bloodstained, as creepy as an instrument of torture. The
cookie plate and bloodstained teacup are still on the table beside it.

170 INTERIOR: RESUME MIKE.

He wants a second one of this. He raises the Polaroid, then stops. He
looks up at:



171 INTERIOR: ABOVE THE DOOR BETWEEN THE LIVING
ROOM AND THE HALL.

There’s something up there, written on the wallpaper above the arch.
We can see it, but it’s too dark to read.

172 INTERIOR: RESUME MIKE.
He points the Polaroid up, aims, and--
FLASH!

173 INTERIOR: ABOVE THE DOOR BETWEEN THE LIVING
ROOM AND THE HALL.

It’s a message printed in MARTHA CLARENDON’S blood: “GIVE
ME WHAT I WANT AND I’LL GO AWAY.” Above it is a drawing--

We may or may not recognize it. FADES.

174 INTERIOR: RESUME MIKE.

He’s shaken, and badly. Still, he’s determined to do his job. He raises
the Polaroid for that second shot of the chair.

FLASH!
175 INTERIOR: MARTHA’S CHAIR.

This time LINOGE'’S cane lies across the arms of the chair, the
bloodstained wolfs head snarling into the flash. If we didn’t understand the



significance of the drawing on the wall, we do now.
176 INTERIOR: RESUME MIKE.

The camera drops out of his hands; if not for the strap, it would fall to
the floor. He is understandably freaked. The cane wasn’t there before. The
WIND GUSTS--the strongest one yet. Behind MIKE, the window facing
the street EXPLODES INWARD. SNOW SWIRLS into the room, twisting
in ghostly cyclones. The sheers billow like ghostly arms.

MIKE is startled (hopefully we will be, too) but recovers quickly. He
pulls the drapes across the broken window. They BILLOW OUT, but he
quickly moves a table into place to anchor them. Then he turns back to
MARTHA’S chair . . . and that unexpected cane. He bends over it, then
raises the Polaroid.

FLASH! and:

177 INTERIOR: THE WOLF’S HEAD CANE, CLOSE-UP.

It stares at us with its bloody teeth and eyes like a ghost wolf in a stroke
of lightning, then FADES.

178 INTERIOR: RESUME MIKE.

He remains where he is for a moment, trying to get himself back
together. Then he pockets the last picture, tears off another strip of white
tape, and tags the cane. On it he prints “EVIDENCE” and “POSS.
MURDER WEAPON.”

179 INTERIOR: MARTHA’S DINING ROOM--DARK.



MIKE comes in, removes the pine-cone-and-candle centerpiece from
the table, then removes the white linen tablecloth.

180 INTERIOR: THE HALL, WITH MIKE.

He comes out of the dining room and approaches the shape of
MARTHA’S body. As he does, he notices something on the wall by the
door. He trains the beam of his flashlight on it. It is a key rack, in the shape
of a key. MIKE runs the light along it, and finds the set of keys he’s looking
for. He takes them off their peg.

181 INTERIOR: THE KEYS ON MIKE’S PALM, INSERT.

The tag on one reads “FRONT DOOR” in MARTHA'’S spidery old-
lady’s writing.

182 INTERIOR: RESUME HALL, WITH MIKE.

He pockets the keys and sets his case and camera aside on the stairs for
the moment.

MIKE
I’m so sorry, old girl.

He billows the tablecloth over MARTHA, then takes up his gear again.
He opens the door to the porch just enough to slip through and goes out into
the SHRIEKING STORM. Night has fallen.

183 EXTERIOR: ON THE PORCH, WITH MIKE--NIGHT

He uses MARTHA’S key to lock the door. Tries it to make sure it’s
locked. Then he goes down the steps and begins floundering back down the



walk to the Island Services vehicle.
184 EXTERIOR: A HOUSE ON UPPER MAIN STREET--NIGHT.
We can barely see it through the sheeting snow.

185 INTERIOR: THE CARVER KITCHEN, WITH JACK, ANGELA,
AND BUSTER.

No generator here. The kitchen is lit with two Coleman gas lanterns,
and there are big shadows in all the corners. The little family is eating cold
cuts and drinking soda. Each time the wind GUSTS and the house
CREAKS, ANGELA looks around nervously. JACK is a lobsterman and
less worried about weather (what’s to worry about when you’re on dry-back
land, for gorry’s sake?). He’s playing airplane with BUSTER. The plane is a
bologna sandwich; BUSTER’S open mouth is the hangar. JACK keeps
approaching (making the appropriate airplane noises as he does), then
pulling away. BUSTER is laughing heartily. Daddy is such a comedian.

There’s a RENDING, SPLINTERING CRASH from outside.
ANGELA grabs JACK’S arm.

ANGELA
What was that?

JACK CARVER
Tree. Robichaux’s backyard, from the sound. Hope it didn’t hit their
porch.

He starts playing airplane again, this time landing the sandwich in
BUSTER’S mouth. BUSTER chomps off a bite and chews with gusto.



ANGELA
Jack, do you have to go back to the store?

JACK
Ayuh.

BUSTER
Daddy’s gonna guard the bad guy! Make sure he doesn’t get away. In a
PLAYYNE!

JACK
That’s right, big guy.

JACK dive-bombs another bite into BUSTER’S mouth and ruffles his
hair, then looks seriously at ANGELA.

JACK
This is a bad situation, honey. Everybody’s got to do his part. Besides,
I’1l be with Kirk. It’s the buddy system.

BUSTER
Don Beals is my buddy! He knows how to be a monkey!

JACK
Ayuh. Trick he learned from his dad, most likely.

ANGIE laughs and covers her mouth. JACK smiles at her. BUSTER
starts making monkey sounds and scratching at his pits. Typical five-year-
old dinner behavior. The parents treat him with absentminded love.

JACK



If you hear the whistle, take Buster and go. Hell, go before then, if you
get nervous--bundle up and take the snowmobile.

ANGELA
Are you sure?

JACK

Ayuh. Fact is, the earlier you go, the better bed you and Buster are apt
to have. People headed that way already. I seen the lights.

(lifts his chin toward the window)

You be here or there when my watch is over--don’t matter. I’ll find you.

He smiles at her. She smiles back, reassured. The WIND SCREAMS.
They listen, smiles fading. FAINT, we hear the SOUND OF POUNDING
WAVES.

JACK

Town hall basement’s probably gonna be the safest place on the island
for the next forty-eight hours. There’s going to be one helluva storm surge
tonight, tell you that.

ANGELA
Why did that man have to come today, of all days?

BUSTER
What did the bad man do, Mommy?

Here we are again--little pitchers and their big ears. ANGELA leans
over and kisses him.

ANGELA



Stole the moon and brought the wind. How about another sandwich, big
boy?

BUSTER
Yeah! And Daddy can fly it!

186 EXTERIOR: GODSOE FISH & LOBSTER--DARK.
The waves are crashing higher than ever.
187 EXTERIOR: THE LIGHTHOUSE--DARK.

Now just a vague shape in the storm, illuminating a WILDERNESS OF
SNOW each time the light comes around.

188 EXTERIOR: MAIN AND ATLANTIC INTERSECTION--DARK.

The WIND tears the darkened blinker loose, and it goes flying to the
end of its cord, like a yo-yo to the end of its string, before finally thumping
down into the snowy street.

189 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE JAIL CELL, WITH
LINOGE-- DARK.

LINOGE is sitting as before, with his feet up and his hungry face
framed by his slightly spread knees. He’s intent, focused, still wearing the
shadow of a smile.

190 INTERIOR: ANGLE ON THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE, WITH
HATCH AND PETER.



HATCH has got a PowerBook open; its glow shines on his rapt face.
He’s running a crossword puzzle program and is deep into it. He doesn’t
notice PETER, who is sitting below the bulletin board and staring back at
LINOGE, slack-faced and wide-eyed. PETER is hypnotized.

191 INTERIOR: LINOGE, CLOSE-UP.

His smile widens. His EYES DARKEN TO BLACK, and that red starts
to roll into them again.

192 INTERIOR: RESUME HATCH AND PETER.

Without removing his gaze from LINOGE’S, PETER reaches behind
him and pulls an old Department of Fisheries red-tide notice from the
board. He turns it over. He has a ballpoint in his flap pocket. He now clicks
the tip and puts pen to paper. He never looks down at what he’s doing,
though; his gaze never leaves LINOGE.

HATCH

(not looking up)

Say, Pete--what do you s’pose this one is? “Yodeler’s perch.” Three
letters.

193 INTERIOR: LINOGE, CLOSE-UP.
Smiling, he mouths a word that looks like a gulp.
194 INTERIOR: RESUME HATCH AND PETER.

PETER
Alp.



HATCH

Coss it is.

(types it into the grid)

This is a great program. I’ll let you try later, if you want.

PETER
Sure.

He sounds okay, but never takes his eyes from LINOGE. His pen never
stops moving, either. Never even slows.

195 INTERIOR: THE BACK OF THE FISHERIES FLYER.

Written there over and over again in jagged capital letters is this:
“GIVE ME GIVE ME GIVE ME GIVE ME WHAT I WANT GIVE ME
WHAT I WANT GIVE ME WHAT I WANT.” Drawn around the words,
like bizarre illuminations on a monk’s manuscript, is the same shape we
saw over MARTHA’S living room door. Canes.

196 INTERIOR: LINOGE, CLOSE-UP.

Grinning. Black, beastlike eyes full of ROILING RED. We can just see
the tips of his fanglike teeth.

197 EXTERIOR: THE WOODS ON THE LITTLE TALL
HEADLAND--NIGHT.

The WIND SHRIEKS. The trees bend in the BLIZZARD, their
branches CLATTERING.

198 EXTERIOR: LITTLE TALL, A HIGH SHOT--NIGHT.



The buildings are already snow-covered; the two streets are snow-
choked. There are only a few lights. This is a town cut off from the entire
outside world. We HOLD ON THIS, then:

FADE TO BLACK. THIS ENDS ACT 6.



Act 7

199 EXTERIOR: THE TOWN HALL--NIGHT.

JACK CARVER was right--the islanders without woodstoves for heat,
or those who live in the path of a possible storm surge at high tide, are
already coming in for shelter. Some arrive in four-wheel drives, some come
on snowmobiles or in Sno-Cats. Some are on snowshoes and skis. Even
with the HOWL OF THE WIND, we can hear the BULL-THROATED
ROAR OF THE TOWN HALL GENNIE.

Approaching along the sidewalk are JONAS STANHOPE and his wife,
JOANNA. They aren’t kids, but they’re healthy, even athletic-looking-- like
the actors in the Ensure commercials. They are on snowshoes, and each has
a pull line. Behind them is a chair secured to a child’s sled, making it into a
kind of one-person sleigh. Sitting in the chair, bundled up in robes and an
ENORMOUS FUR HAT, is CORA STANHOPE, JONAS’S mother. She’s
about eighty and looks as regal as Queen Victoria on her throne.

JONAS
You okay, Mom?

CORA
Fine as the flowers in May.

JONAS
What about you, Jo?



JOANNA
(rather grim)
I’1l make it.

They turn into the parking lot beside the town hall. This lot is rapidly
filling up with a variety of snow-friendly vehicles. Pairs of skis and
snowshoes have been left upright in the snowbank in front of the building.
The building itself is--courtesy of its big generator--lit up like an ocean liner
on a stormy sea, an island of safety and relative comfort on a wild night. Of
course, the Titanic probably looked the same way before it hit the iceberg.

Folks walk toward the steps, talking and chatting with nervous
excitement. We’ve built up a relatively large cast of characters, and here we
get some payoff, recognizing old friends from the cluster at MARTHA’S
house and the shoppers at the market.

We spy JILL and ANDY ROBICHAUX getting out of a four-wheel
drive. As JILL undoes the straps holding five-year-old HARRY in his car
seat (HARRY’S one of MOLLY’S day-care kids), ANDY slogs gamely
over to the STANHOPE family.

ANDY
How you doing, Stanhopes? Some wild night, huh?

JONAS
It sure is. We’re fine, Andy.

But JOANNA, while far from death’s door, is also a long way from
fine. She’s PANTING HARD and uses the break to bend over and clutch
the legs of her snowpants.

ANDY



Let me spell you there, Joanna--

CORA

(Her Imperial Majesty)

Joanna is fine, Mr. Robichaux. Just needs to get her breath. Don’t you,
Joanna?

JOANNA gives her elderly mother-in-law a smile that says, “Thanks,
right, and, oh, how I’d like to stuff a parking meter up your scrawny old
butt.” ANDY sees it.

ANDY
Jilly could use some help with the baby, Jo. Would you? I got this.
Really.

JOANNA
(very grateful)
You bet.

ANDY grabs JOANNA'’S half of the harness. As JOANNA goes to
JILL (CORA gives her daughter-in-law a look as icy as the storm, one that
says “Quitter” loud and clear), DAVEY HOPEWELL, his PARENTS, and
MRS. KINGSBURY pile out of a big old Suburban.

JONAS
Well, Andy, what do you say? Ready?

ANDY
(cheerily, God love him)
Mush!



They resume pulling the old lady toward the town hall. CORA rides
with her blade-thin New England nose regally lifted. JILL and JOANNA
walk along behind, CHATTING; HARRY, so bundled up he looks like the
Sta-Puft Marshmallow Man, trudges next to his mom, holding her hand.

200 INTERIOR: THE TOWN OFFICE--NIGHT.

URSULA, TESS MARCHANT, and TAVIA GODSOE are checking
people in by handing them clipboards and getting them to sign the names of
family members who plan to spend the night in the lower level of the town
hall. Behind the WOMEN are FOUR MEN, looking important but not
doing much. There’s ROBBIE BEALS, the town manager, plus the three
town selectmen: GEORGE KIRBY, BURT SOAMES, and HENRY
BRIGHT. HENRY is the husband of CARLA BRIGHT, and is currently
holding his son, another day-care pupil, in his arms. FRANK is fast asleep.

Again, we see faces that we know coming in; an island is a small
community. There are no kids older than day-care age; the big kids all got
stranded on the mainland side of the reach.

URSULA

(plenty harried)

Sign in, everybody! We have to know who’s here, so please sign in
before you go downstairs!

She casts an impatient look at the men, who are basically standing
around and gossiping.

201 INTERIOR: ANGLE ON ROBBIE AND THE SELECTMEN.

BURT SOAMES
So what’d he say?



ROBBIE
What could he say? Hell, everybody north of Casco Bay knows Peter
Godsoe wholesales nine pounds of pot for every pound of lobster.

He casts an eye on URSULA and TAVIA--the latter is rummaging in a
supply cupboard for pillows, work ROBBIE wouldn’t do unless you stuck a
gun in his ear.

ROBBIE
I don’t blame him--hell, ain’t he got a houseful of women to support?

BURT SOAMES CHORTLES. GEORGE KIRBY and HENRY
BRIGHT exchange a more doubtful look. They’re not completely
comfortable with the meanness of the gossip.

GEORGE KIRBY
Question is, Robbie, how’d that fella know?

ROBBIE rolls his eyes, as if to say, “What a dope.”

ROBBIE

They’re likely in business together. Why would a fella kill a harmless
old lady like Martha Clarendon in the first place, ‘less he was stoned? Tell
me that, George Kirby!

HENRY BRIGHT
That doesn’t explain how he could know Cat Withers “us up in Deny
for n’abortion.

WOMAN’S VOICE
Ursula! Are there more blankets?



URSULA

Robbie Beals! Henry Bright! You boys think you could go downstairs
and bring some more blankets out of that back storeroom? Or aren’t you far
enough along with your politician’ yet?

ROBBIE and HENRY walk over, ROBBIE with a contemptuous grin,
HENRY looking ashamed that he hasn’t been more help already.

ROBBIE
What’s the matter, Ursula--that time of the month, dear?

She gives him a look of utter contempt and brushes hair back from her
face.

TESS
Don’t you think it’s about time to blow the whistle and bring ‘em in,
Robbie?

ROBBIE

Looks like enough of ‘em are coming in on their own. As for the rest,
they’ll ride it out just fine. All this is a bunch of foolishness, far’s I’'m
concerned. Do you think our grandmothers and grandfathers all got together
in the town hall when it stormed, like a bunch of cave people scared of
lightning?

URSULA

No--they used the Methodist church. I've got a picture I could show
you. Storm of ‘27. I can point out your granddad in it, if you want. He looks
like he’s stirring a pot of soup. Nice to know there was at least one fellow in
your family knew how to pitch in.



ROBBIE looks ready to come back on her, but before he can:

HENRY BRIGHT
Come on, Robbie.

HENRY, still holding his sleeping child, heads downstairs. GEORGE
KIRBY follows. ROBBIE’S effectively shut up. GEORGE is easily twenty
years older than he is, and if he’s not above getting blankets, ROBBIE will
at least have to go along and look busy. URSULA, TAVIA, and TESS look
at each other and kind of roll their eyes as the men leave. Meanwhile,
people continue to come in by twos and threes, and the storm continues to
ROAR outside.

URSULA
Sign in before you go downstairs, folks! Please! There’s room for
everybody, but we have to know who we have!

MOLLY ANDERSON comes in, brushing snow from her hair and
holding RALPHIE by the hand.

MOLLY
Ursula, have you seen Mike?

URSULA

No, but I’ll be able to catch his car radio if he calls in, I think.
(points at the CB)

It’s not good for much else tonight. Take off your coat, pitch in.

MOLLY
How’s it going?

URSULA



Oh, we’re having a ball. Hi, Ralphie.

RALPHIE
Hi.

MOLLY kneels on the wet floor and begins the job of peeling
RALPHIE out of his snowsuit. People continue to come in as she does so.
Outside, the SNOW SWIRLS and the WIND HOWLS.

202 EXTERIOR: THE VOLUNTEER FIRE DEPARTMENT--NIGHT.

The pumper we saw being washed at the top of the show has long since
been put away, but now the fire station’s side door opens and FERD
ANDREWS struggles out, pulling up the hood of his coat. He looks
downhill at:

203 EXTERIOR: GODSOE FISH & LOBSTER--NIGHT.

The tide is almost high. The mainland has disappeared in a curtain of
gray and black. The reach is running with waves so big they’re nightmarish.
These slosh rhythmically over the end of the dock, pelting the long shed
with spray.

204 INTERIOR: GODSOE FISH & LOBSTER--NIGHT.

We’re in a long, high storage area stacked with lobster traps, crates, and
fishing gear. One entire wall is hung with slickers, waterproofs, high boots.
The SOUND OF THE STORM is MUTED, but only a little. SPRAY
PELTS THE WINDOWS.

THE CAMERA MOVES down an aisle of traps, then past a LONG
TANK full of lobsters. THE CAMERA SWINGS around the end of the



tank, and a few RATS scutter out of sight. Here, in a dusty little passage
between the tank and the wall, is stored a LONG OBJECT covered with
blankets.

THE WIND SHRIEKS. THE BUILDING CREAKS. A huge SPLASH
OF SPRAY hits one of the windows and SHATTERS IT. Wind, water, and
snow SWIRL IN. The wind strips the blanket back from the end of the long
object, and we see STACKED BALES OF POT, all neatly wrapped in
sheets of plastic.

The traps hung overhead CLACK BACK AND FORTH. SOUND of
another window BREAKING.

205 EXTERIOR: THE LITTLE TALL MARKET.

We can hear the FAINT CHUG OF THE GENERATOR, and a few
lights shine bravely. The only vehicles still parked in front are MOLLY’S
little car and a snow-caked pickup with GODSOE FISH & LOBSTER on

the side.

206 INTERIOR: CROSSWORD PUZZLE ON POWERBOOK
SCREEN, CLOSE-UP.

It’s mostly filled in. HATCH adds a word.
207 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE NIGHT.

HATCH stretches, then stands. In the cell, LINOGE sits as before, back
to the wall and looking out from between his knees.

HATCH
Got to use the can. You want a coffee or a cold drink, Pete?



PETE doesn’t respond at first. The sheet of paper he pulled from the
bulletin board is in his lap, but turned over so the print side, with its red-tide
warning, is faceup. PETER’S eyes are wide and blank.

HATCH
Peter--Earth to Peter.

HATCH waves a hand in front of PETER’S face. PETER blinks, and
awareness--or a semblance of it--seeps back into his eyes. He looks up at
HATCH.

PETER
What?

HATCH
Just asked if you wanted a soda or a coffee.

PETER
No. Thanks, though.

HATCH
(starts toward the door, then turns)
You all right?

PETER

(after a beat)

Yeah. Spent all day battening down for the storm, and now I guess I’'m
almost asleep with my eyes open. Sorry.

HATCH



Well, hang in there. Jack Carver and Kirk Freeman should be along in
twenty minutes or so.

HATCH grabs a magazine to read in the can and leaves.
208 INTERIOR: LINOGE, CLOSE-UP.

His eyes DARKEN. He looks at PETER. His lips move soundlessly.

209 INTERIOR: PETER, CLOSE-UP.

He’s totally blank again. Hypnotized. Suddenly THE SHADOW OF
LINOGE’S CANE appears on his face. PETER looks up at:

210 INTERIOR: AN OVERHEAD BEAM, FROM PETER’S POINT
OF VIEW.

The cane is hooked over it. The bloody WOLF’S HEAD SNARLS.

211 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE--NIGHT.

PETER gets up and slowly crosses the room, the notice he was writing
on trailing from one hand. He walks directly beneath the cane. LINOGE sits
on the cell’s cot, watching him, only his weird eyes moving. PETER stops
at a wall-mounted cabinet and opens it. There are all sorts of tools inside.
There’s also a COIL OF ROPE. He takes it.

212 EXTERIOR: GODSOE FISH & LOBSTER--NIGHT.

A GIGANTIC WAVE rolls out of the reach, smashes the end of the
town dock, and chews off the end of Peter Godsoe’s building. We can hear



the SNAP OF WOOD even above the storm.

213 EXTERIOR: FERD ANDREWS, BY THE FIRE DEPARTMENT
SIDE DOOR.

FERD ANDREWS
Oh...my... God! (raises his voice) Lloyd! Lloyd, you gotta see this!

214 INTERIOR: THE FIRE STATION GARAGE, WITH LLOYD
WISHMAN-- NIGHT.

The two island pumpers are apple green. The passenger window of one
is partly open. Hanging from it is the bloody wolfs head of LINOGE’S
cane. Standing nearby, looking as blank as PETER GODSOQOE, is LLOYD.
In one hand he has a small can of red paint. In the other is a brush. He’s
working with the care of a Manet or van Gogh.

FERD ANDREWS (voice-over)
Lloyd! It’s gonna take Godsoe’s! It’s gonna take the whole dock!

LLOYD WISHMAN pays no attention. Goes on painting.

215 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE, A HIGH ANGLE.

The cane no longer hangs over the beam, but a coil of rope is flung up
and over the place where it was. In the background, LINOGE sits in his
cell, face predatory, eyes ROLLING WITH RED AND BLACK.

216 EXTERIOR: GODSOE’S FISH & LOBSTER--NIGHT.

Another HUGE WAVE smashes into the town dock, tearing a lot more
of it away and capsizing a small boat someone foolishly left tied there. It



also takes another huge bite out of the warehouse.
217 INTERIOR: GODSOE’S FISH & LOBSTER--NIGHT.

We can see right outside through a RAGGED HOLE in the end of the
building: the amputated dock and the heaving waves of the reach. Now
another of these big ones ROLLS TOWARD THE CAMERA, inundating
what’s left of the dock and SMASHING INTO THE WAREHOUSE.
Lobster traps are lifted and sucked away. The lobster tank is overturned, and
lobsters are freed by the dozens, a sudden and unexpected commutation of
their death sentence. And, as the big wave retreats, BALES OF POT also
float out of the hole at the end of the building.

218 EXTERIOR: OUTSIDE THE FIRE DEPARTMENT, WITH FERD
ANDREWS.

FERD ANDREWS

(shouting)

You better come, Lloyd, if you want to see sumpin’ you ain’t never
gonna see again! She’s a-goin’! She’s a-goin’!

219 INTERIOR: THE FIRE STATION, WITH LLOYD WISHMAN.

LLOYD is also a-goin’, as it happens. As he finishes painting, THE
CAMERA MOVES around, showing us what is written in big red capitals
up the side of the green pumper. Overlaying the gold letters that read
LITTLE TALL ISLAND V.E.D. is this message: “GIVE ME WHAT I
WANT AND I’LL GO AWAY.”

FERD ANDREWS (voice-over)
Git out here, Lloyd! The whole shebang’s goin’ into the drink!



Taking no notice, LLOYD sets the paint can down on the running board
of the pumper and puts the brush neatly across the top. As he does these
things, we see that the cane that was hanging from the partly open window
is gone ... or maybe it was never there in the first place. Maybe it was just in
LLOYD WISHMAN’S mind.

LLOYD moves to the side of the pumper and opens one of the tool
storage compartments. He takes out a fire axe.

220 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE--NIGHT.

PETER GODSOE, eyes blank, is standing on a chair. The end of the
rope he threw over the beam has been fashioned into a noose, and the noose
is around his neck. Pinned to his shirt is his “homework”: the sheet with
“GIVE ME WHAT I WANT” written all over it, plus the cane drawings.
Written in extra-big letters at the top, like a title, is “GIVE ME WHAT I
WANT AND I’LL GO AWAY.”

221 INTERIOR: LINOGE, CLOSE-UP.

Lips moving. Chanting silently. Eyes BIG BLACK HOLES shot
through with RED FIRE.

222 INTERIOR: THE FIRE STATION--NIGHT.

LLOYD stands with the keen blade of the axe pointing at the center of
his face. He’s gripping the handle far up on the shaft, the kind of grip you
want if you’re going to chop kindling out back of the house ... or your own
face in two.

223 INTERIOR: LINOGE, CLOSE-UP.



Lips moving faster now. Weird eyes wider. Hands clenched into fists in
front of him.

224 EXTERIOR: THE OCEAN SIDE OF THE FIRE STATION,
WITH FERD.

His face is filled with awe and terror. His mouth hangs open.

FERD ANDREWS
My sainted hat!

225 EXTERIOR: THE TOWN DOCK, WITH WHAT REMAINS OF
GODSOE’S.

Bearing down on it through the HOWLING SNOW is a huge wave--
almost a tidal wave.

226 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE, WITH PETER’S
FEET.

They kick away the chair with a CLATTER, then begin to JITTER.
227 EXTERIOR: THE ONCOMING WAVE--NIGHT.

It dwarfs the dock and the warehouse.

228 INTERIOR: THE MARKET, WITH HATCH.

He stops pouring his coffee and turns toward the constable’s office
door, reacting to the CLATTER OF THE CHAIR.

HATCH



Peter?
229 INTERIOR: THE AXE, CLOSE-UP.

It swings out of the frame, and we hear an unpleasant SOUND--it’s like
someone slapping mud with the flat of his hand. CHUMP!

230 INTERIOR: GODSOE FISH & LOBSTER--NIGHT.

We’re looking out at the reach . . . but suddenly the view is blotted out
by the ONCOMING WAVE. There’s nothing to be seen through the broken-
off stump of the warehouse but SURGING GRAY WATER. It SMASHES
INTO GODSOE'’S, and suddenly THE CAMERA IS UNDERWATER. A
SMASHED TRAP, a BALE OF POT, and a LOBSTER with its claws still
pegged go floating past in gusts of bubbles.

231 EXTERIOR: THE TOWN DOCK--NIGHT.

What remains is inundated and torn completely away. The retreating
wave carries off a tangle of boats, ropes, cleats, rubber boat-bumpers, and
Godsoe’s shingled roof. Maybe we see part of the sign--GODSOE FISH &
LOBSTER--before it all disappears into the BELLOWING BLIZZARD.

232 INTERIOR: THE TOWN HALL, WITH URSULA, TAVIA,
TESS, ETC.

All the bustle is momentarily silent. The CRACKLE AND HISS of the
CB is very loud. Everyone has turned toward the door.

RALPHIE
Mommy, what’s wrong?



MOLLY
Nothing, hon.

JONAS
What in God’s name was it?

CORA
The town dock, setting off to sea.

ROBBIE comes up the stairs, followed by GEORGE, HENRY
BRIGHT, and BURT SOAMES. ROBBIE’S bluster and swagger are gone.

ROBBIE
Ursula. Blow the whistle.

233 EXTERIOR: OUTSIDE THE FIRE DEPARTMENT, WITH
FERD--NIGHT.

He’s as excited and dismayed as a man who has just seen Satan peering
at him from around a tree trunk. He turns and runs back to the door of the
firehouse.

234 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE, FEATURING THE
DOOR.

HATCH comes through the door, Styrofoam cup of joe in one hand.

HATCH
Pete? You okay? I heard--

His face fills with startled horror. His eyes go upward, presumably to
the face of the man who has hung himself from the beam. The coffee drops



from his hand, hits the floor, splashes his boots.
235 INTERIOR: THE FIREHOUSE, WITH FERD.

FERD ANDREWS
Lloyd! Where the hell are you? Did you go to sleep, or wh--

He starts around the rear of the closest pumper, then stops. There’s a
pair of boots sticking out.

FERD
Lloyd? Lloyd ... ?

Slowly, not really wanting to, he goes the rest of the way around, to

where he can see his partner. For a moment he’s silent, so shocked he is
unable to vocalize. Then FERD screams like a woman.

236 INTERIOR: HATCH, CLOSE-UP.
His face is frozen in an expression of utter horror.
237 INTERIOR: THE SIDE OF THE PUMPER.

“GIVE ME WHAT I WANT AND I’LL GO AWAY” painted in
bloodred capital letters.

238 INTERIOR: THE SIGN AROUND PETER GODSOE’S NECK.

“GIVE ME WHAT [ WANT, GIVE ME WHAT I WANT, GIVE ME
WHAT I WANT AND I’LL GO AWAY.” Plus those creepy little dancing
canes.



239 INTERIOR: THE SCREEN OF HATCH’S POWERBOOK,
CLOSE-UP.

The answers he filled in are gone. Now, filling the crossword grid, are
the words “GIVE ME WHAT I WANT AND I’LL GO AWAY.” Across,
down, interlocking at every point. And in the center of every black square is
a little white cane-icon.

240 INTERIOR: LINOGE, EXTREME CLOSE-UP.

Grinning. The sharp tips of his teeth showing.

SLOW DISSOLVE TO:
241 EXTERIOR: THE CENTER OF TOWN, HIGH ANGLE--NIGHT.

It’s mostly dark, except for the town hall. And now the storm
emergency signal begins to blow: two shorts, one long, a pause, and then
once again. Take shelter.

The image of LINOGE LINGERS, superimposed over the snowy town
and perhaps suggesting there will be no shelter for the inhabitants of Little
Tall Island . . . not tonight, perhaps not ever again. At last LINOGE’S
image FADES OUT ... and we do the same.

THIS ENDS PART ONE.






PART 2

THE STORM OF THE CENTURY

Act1

[We begin with a MONTAGE OF SCENES from PART ONE. This
ends with the final image: LINOGE’S predatory tiger’s face superimposed
upon the intersection at the center of town.]

1 EXTERIOR: THE CENTER OF TOWN--NIGHT.

The blizzard is rising toward a state of total fury, with snow falling so
fast and hard that the buildings look like ghosts. Drifts are already
beginning to pile up against the storefronts on Main Street.

As LINOGE’S image fades, we hear a SOUND, LOW at first, then UP
TO FULL: THE TOWN WHISTLE, blowing the EMERGENCY SIGNAL
over and over again: two shorts and one long.

On Main Street, we can see a STRING OF MOVING LIGHTS and
hear the SOUND OF ENGINES as folks comply.



2 EXTERIOR: MAIN STREET SIDEWALK, WITH FERD
ANDREWS--NIGHT.

He comes pelting along toward the town hall through the snow,
sometimes slipping and falling, then picking himself up again. He makes no
attempt to go around the building drifts, but bulls his way straight through.
He approaches a group of five or six men who are skiing toward the town
hall. One of them is BILL TOOMEY.

BILL TOOMEY
Say, Ferd--where’s the fire?

Because of Ferd’s job (it says LITTLE TALL V.E.D. right across the
back of his parka), this breaks BILL’S friends right up--it doesn’t take much
to amuse island people, let me tell you, and these fellows have probably
been having a little storm refreshment.

FERD takes no notice, just picks himself up again and continues
running toward the town hall.

3 EXTERIOR: MIKE ANDERSON’S STORE--NIGHT.

Battened down for the storm. The porch has already drifted in. The
storm shutters RATTLE on their tracks. PETER GODSOE’S pickup truck
and MOLLY’S little car are now little more than snow-covered humps, but
in the case of the truck, it’s no big deal; PETER’S driving days are over.

4 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE--NIGHT.
HATCH is as we left him at the end of Part One, staring up at PETER’S

dangling legs. Nearby is the overturned chair PETER stood on while he was
putting the noose around his neck.



5 INTERIOR: THE SIGN AROUND PETER’S NECK, CLOSE-UP.

“GIVE ME WHAT I WANT” written all over it, helter-skelter, along
with the dancing canes. And, at the top, like a title, is the complete thought
in capital letters so big they almost scream: “GIVE ME WHAT [ WANT
AND I’LL GO AWAY.”

6 INTERIOR: RESUME CONSTABLE’S OFFICE.

HATCH looks from the dangling legs to LINOGE, sitting there in the
cell, his stocking feet cocked up on the cot’s edge, his faintly smiling face
peering out from between his spread knees. LINOGE’S eyes have gone
back to normal, but he projects a terrible quality of hunger and predation,
just the same. He’s locked up, yes, but it’s such a ridiculous sham of a cell,
with its wood floor and home-welded bars. HATCH is getting the idea that
he is the one in trouble, locked up with this tiger in human form. We can
take it a step further: the whole town is in trouble.

Between the dangling body and the silent, staring LINOGE, HATCH
starts to lose it.

HATCH

What are you lookin’ at?

(no reply from LINOGE)

Did you make him do it, somehow? Make him write that around his
neck and then hang himself? Did you?

Nothing from LINOGE. He only sits there, looking at HATCH.
HATCH has had enough and heads for the door. He tries to do it at a walk,
but can’t hold on to himself well enough to keep that pace. He begins to
hurry . . . then simply BOLTS. He grabs the knob, turns it, yanks the door



open . . . and there is a SHAPE out there by the meat counter. It GRABS
HATCH. HATCH shrieks.

7 INTERIOR: TOWN HALL BASEMENT, FEATURING PIPPA
HATCHER, CLOSE-UP.

In one hand PIPPA holds a tail (actually a rolled-up hankie) with a pin
sticking out of it. She walks slowly toward a piece of paper that has been
taped up to the wall. On the paper, MOLLY ANDERSON has drawn a
smiling donkey. Gathered around PIPPA, calling “Warmer!” and “Colder!”
are all but one of MOLLY’S day-care pupils: RALPHIE, DON BEALS,
HARRY ROBICHAUX, HEIDI ST. PIERRE, BUSTER CARVER, and
SALLY GODSOE (who has become fatherless but fortunately doesn’t
know it yet). FRANK BRIGHT is sleeping on a cot nearby.

Behind the children, we see CAT WITHERS, MELINDA HATCHER,
and LINDA ST. PIERRE making beds. Standing nearby, holding piles of
blankets, are GEORGE KIRBY, HENRY BRIGHT, and ROBBIE BEALS.
ROBBIE doesn’t look happy about it.

CARLA BRIGHT comes up to MOLLY, who is monitoring the
festivities.

CARLA
Evening sessions now?

MOLLY
It’s sort of fun. But. . .

PIPPA manages to plant the tail somewhere in the region of the
donkey’s ass.



MOLLY

(continues)

... when they all finally fall asleep, I intend to track down the nearest
alcoholic beverage and make it disappear.

CARLA
I’1l pour.

DON BEALS
I wanna be next!

MOLLY
(to CARLA)
Done deal.

She takes the blindfold off PIPPA and starts putting it on DON.
8 INTERIOR: THE TOWN HALL, UPSTAIRS--NIGHT.

FERD ANDREWS bursts in, wild-eyed and covered with snow from
top to tail.

FERD
(top of his lungs)
Lloyd Wishman’s dead!

All bustle and activity stops. Forty or fifty faces turn to FERD. Central
to this group is URSULA GODSOE, with her clipboard.

9: INTERIOR: THE TOWN HALL BASEMENT.



The KIDS are still having a good time, shouting “Warmer!” and
“Colder!” to DON BEALS as he tries to pin the tail on the donkey, but all
the ADULTS have turned toward the SOUND of that SHOUT. ROBBIE
BEALS drops his pile of blankets and heads up the stairs.

10 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE--NIGHT.
HATCH grapples with the SHAPE, hysterical with fear, until--

MIKE
Stop it, Hatch! Whoa! Whoa!

HATCH stops it and looks up at MIKE, his terror becoming relief. He
hugs MIKE tightly--does everything but rain kisses on MIKE’S face.

MIKE
What’s the--

Then, without the distraction of being grappled by his rather
overweight second-in-command, MIKE sees what the trouble is. His face
fills with wonder. He walks slowly past HATCH to the dangling body. He
looks at it ... then looks at LINOGE. LINOGE smiles back at him.

11 INTERIOR: THE TOWN HALL, FEATURES FERD--NIGHT.
FERD
Lloyd Wishman’s killed himself! Chopped his face in two with a axe!

Oh, God, it’s awful! Blood everywhere!

ROBBIE comes upstairs. His wife, SANDRA (a plain little thing), is
there, and she grabs ineffectually at his shoulder, probably wanting some



comfort. He yanks her hand off him without so much as a look (pretty much
the way he treats her even in ordinary circumstances) and goes to FERD.

FERD

(babbling)

I ain’t never seen nothin’ like it! Knocked his own brains right out! And
he wrote on the side of the new pumper, didn’t make no sense--

ROBBIE
(grabs him, shakes him)
Get hold of yourself, Ferd! Get a damn grip!

FERD quits babbling. It’s so quiet now you could hear a pin drop--
except, of course, for the CEASELESS WHOOP OF THE STORM
OUTSIDE. FERD’S eyes are filling with tears.

FERD
Why would Lloyd chop his head in two, Robbie? He was going to get
married, come spring.

12 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE--NIGHT.

HATCH

(also babbling)

I just went out to use the can and get a fresh coffee--he was fine then.
But he kept lookin’ at him . . . like a snake lookin’ at a bird ... he ... he ...

MIKE looks at LINOGE. LINOGE looks back.

MIKE
What did you do to him?



No reply. MIKE turns to HATCH.

MIKE
Help me get him down.

HATCH
Mike ... I don’t know’s I can.

MIKE
You can.

HATCH gives him a pleading look.

LINOGE
(very pleasant)
Let me out and I’ll help, Michael Anderson.

MIKE looks at him, then back at HATCH, who is pale and sweaty. But
HATCH takes a deep breath and nods.

HATCH
Okay...

13 EXTERIOR: BEHIND THE STORE--NIGHT.
A snowmobile pulls up next to the loading dock, and two men, bundled
up in heavy nylon snowsuits, clamber off. They have rifles strapped over

their shoulders. It’s KIRK FREEMAN and JACK CARVER, the next
watch. They go up the steps.

14 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE.



MIKE and HATCH have just finished putting a blanket over PETER--
we can see GODSOE'’S fisherman’s boots poking out--when a
HAMMERING on the back door begins. HATCH gasps and lunges for the
desk, where the pistol sits beside the makeshift sign, which the men took off
the suicide’s chest. MIKE grabs HATCH’S arm.

MIKE
Relax.

He goes to the door and opens it. KIRK and JACK come in with snow
swirling around them, stamping their feet.

KIRK FREEMAN

Right on time, by God, storm or no st--
(sees the blanket-covered corpse)
What--! Mike, who’s that?

JACK CARVER
(sick to his stomach)
Peter Godsoe. I reckinize the boots.

JACK turns to look at LINOGE. KIRK follows his gaze. These men are
new to the situation, but still understand instinctively that LINOGE has
been a part of what has happened--they feel his power.

In the corner, the CB RADIO CRACKLES.

URSULA (radio voice)
...ike ... come in, Mike An ... have a bad sit ... town hall . . . Lloyd
Wish . .. gency ... emergency ...



That last word, at least, comes through clearly. MIKE and HATCH
exchange a startled, worried look--what now? MIKE goes to the shelf
where the CB sits and snatches up the microphone.

MIKE

Ursula, say again! Say again, please . . . and go slow! The roof
antenna’s snapped off and I’'m barely picking you up. What is your
emergency?

He lets go of the button. There is a tense pause. HATCH reaches past
him and TURNS UP THE VOLUME. SOUND OF STATIC, then:

URSULA (radio voice)
.oyd...shman...Ferd says ... Robbie Beals . .. Henry Bright . . .
have...can. .. hear me?

MIKE looks frustrated, then has an idea.

MIKE

(to HATCH)

Go out front and get her on the Island Services CB. Come back as
soon’s you know what her trouble is.

HATCH
Right.

He starts away, then looks back doubtfully.

HATCH
You’ll be okay?

MIKE



He’s locked up, isn’t he?
HATCH looks more doubtful than ever, but he leaves.

KIRK FREEMAN
Mike, do you have any idea what’s going on here?

MIKE holds up a hand, as if to say, “Not now.” He reaches into his coat
pocket and brings out the Polaroids he took at MARTHA CLARENDON’S
house. He shuffles through them until he finds the one from over the door.
He lays this down in the corner of the paper he and HATCH took from
around PETER GODSOE’S neck. They are identical--even the drawing of
the cane over MARTHA'’S living room door looks the same as the ones
dancing on the sheet of paper.

JACK CARVER
What in God’s name is happening?

MIKE starts to straighten up, then sees something else.

15 INTERIOR: THE OPEN POWERBOOK, FROM MIKE’S POINT
OF VIEW.

The entire grid of HATCH’S crossword has been filled in with
variations of “GIVE ME WHAT I WANT AND I’LL GO AWAY,” plus the
little cane-icons in the black squares.

16 INTERIOR: RESUME CONSTABLE’S OFFICE.

MIKE
I’1l be damned if T know.



17 INTERIOR: THE TOWN OFFICE, WITH URSULA--NIGHT.

She’s working the CB microphone for all it’s worth. Behind her,
looking anxious, are a number of men and women, SANDRA BEALS and
CARLA BRIGHT among them.

URSULA
Mike, are you there?

MOLLY, also understandably worried, works her way through the knot
of onlookers.

MOLLY
Can’t you get him?

URSULA
The wind’s knocked the damned antennas down! Over here . . . over
there ... all over the island, most likely.

HATCH (staticky radio voice)
Ursula, do you read me? Come on back.

URSULA
I’m here! I read you! You gettin’ me, Alton Hatcher?

HATCH (radio voice)
You’re breaking up some, but it’s better than it was. What’s your
problem?

URSULA
Ferd Andrews says Lloyd Wishman has killed himself over at the
firehouse--



HATCH (radio voice)
What?

URSULA

--only it doesn’t sound like any suicide I ever heard of ... Ferd says
Lloyd cut his own head open with an axe. And now Robbie Beals and
Henry Bright have gone over there. To investigate, Robbie said!

HATCH (staticky radio voice)
And you let ‘em go?

CARLA takes the mike from URSULA.

CARLA
There was no way to stop Robbie. He practically shanghaied my

husband. And there could be somebody there! Where’s Mike? I want to talk
to Mike!

18 INTERIOR: THE ISLAND SERVICES VEHICLE, WITH HATCH.

He sits behind the wheel, holding the mike and thinking this over.
Events are spinning out of control here, and HATCH knows it. At last he
raises the mike to his lips again.

HATCH
I’m calling from the truck--Mike’s inside. With the man who . . . you
know, the prisoner.

CARLA (very staticky voice)
You have to send him down there!



HATCH
Well . . . we got us a little bit of a situation right here, you see, and . . .

19 INTERIOR: THE TOWN OFFICE--NIGHT.
MOLLY grabs the microphone from CARLA.

MOLLY
Is Mike all right, Hatch? You come on back and tell me.

20 INTERIOR: THE ISLAND SERVICES VEHICLE, WITH HATCH.

Poor guy actually looks relieved. Here, finally, is a question for which
he can provide a satisfactory answer.

MOLLY
He’s fine, Moll. That’s a big 10-4. Listen, I have to go. I’ll pass on the
message. This is Island Services.

He lowers the mike, looking simultaneously perplexed and relieved,
then racks it. He opens the door and gets out into the HOWLING STORM.
MIKE has parked the vehicle next to GODSOE’S truck. Now, as HATCH
looks up, he sees LINOGE’S ghastly, grinning face peering out at him from
the snow-caked driver’s side window of the pickup truck. LINOGE’S eyes
are DEAD BLACK.

HATCH GASPS and staggers backward. He looks at the window of the
truck again. Nothing there. Must have been his imagination. He starts
toward the porch steps, then turns and looks back, like “it” trying to catch
one of the other children moving in a game of Red Light. Sees nothing.
Goes on.



21 INTERIOR: LINOGE, CLOSE-UP.

Grinning. He knows perfectly well what HATCH saw in GODSOE’S
truck.

22 EXTERIOR: THE FIRE STATION--NIGHT.

The side door is open--FERD didn’t bother to close it when he fled the
sight of his partner’s corpse--and the emergency lights inside the garage are
throwing their glow out onto the snow.

A HEADLIGHT appears; the WASPY WHINE of a Sno-Cat
accompanies it. The Sno-Cat pulls up. ROBBIE gets out from one side (the
driver’s side, naturally) and HENRY BRIGHT from the other.

HENRY
I don’t know about this, Robbie--

ROBBIE

You think we can wait for Anderson? On a night like this? Someone’s
got to take charge, and we happen to be the ones on the scene. Now come
on!

ROBBIE strides in through the open side door, and after a moment,
HENRY BRIGHT follows.

23 INTERIOR: THE FIREHOUSE GARAGE.
ROBBIE is standing to one side of the nearest pumper. His hood is

pushed back, and he has once again lost most of his pompous authority. In
one hand he holds his little gun, and now he waggles the barrel at the floor.



HENRY looks, and the two men exchange an uneasy glance. FERD left
BLOODY TRACKS when he fled.

ROBBIE and HENRY are both reluctant now, but as ROBBIE pointed
out, they’re on the scene. They walk around the back of the pumper.

24 INTERIOR: ROBBIE AND HENRY.

As they come around the pumper, their eyes widen and their faces
KNOT WITH REVULSION. HENRY claps both hands over his mouth, but
that isn’t going to keep it in. He bends out of the frame, and we hear the
SOUND OF VOMITING. (Sort of like the SOUND OF MUSIC, only
louder.)

ROBBIE looks at:

25 INTERIOR: THE BLOODY AXE, FROM ROBBIE’S POINT OF
VIEW.

It lies on the floor, beside one of LLOYD WISHMAN’S boots. THE
CAMERA TRAVELS UP the side of the pumper to the words printed there
in paint as red as blood: “GIVE ME WHAT I WANT AND I’LL GO
AWAY.”

26 INTERIOR: ROBBIE BEALS, CLOSE-UP.

Wide-eyed. Beginning to pass fear and perplexity and into the land
where panic dwells and really bad decisions are made.

27 EXTERIOR: ANGLE ON ATLANTIC STREET--NIGHT.



The STORM IS HOWLING. We hear a LOUD, RENDING CRACK,
and a tree branch falls into the street, crushing the snow-covered roof of a
parked car. Conditions are still getting worse.

28 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE.

JACK CARVER and KIRK FREEMAN are looking at LINOGE,
fascinated. MIKE is still standing by the desk, looking at the weird
crossword puzzle on the PowerBook. He’s still got the Polaroids in his
hand. When JACK takes a step toward the cell, MIKE speaks without
looking up.

MIKE
Don’t go over there.

JACK stops moving at once, looking guilty. HATCH comes in through
the market, shedding snow at every step.

HATCH
Ursula says Lloyd Wishman’s dead over at the firehouse.

KIRK FREEMAN
Dead! What about Ferd?

HATCH

Ferd’s the one who found him. He says it’s suicide. I think Ursula’s
afraid it might be murder. Mike . . . Robbie Beals took Henry Bright over
there. To investigate, I guess.

JACK CARVER claps his hand to his face. MIKE, however, hardly
reacts. He’s holding on to his cool, and thinking furiously.



MIKE
Streets still passable? What do you think?

HATCH
In a four-wheel drive? Yeah. Probably until midnight. After that--

HATCH shrugs, indicating “Who knows.”

MIKE

You take Kirk and go on over to the fire station. Find Robbie and
Henry. Keep your eyes open and be careful. Lock the place up, then bring
them back here.

(long look at LINOGE)

We can keep an eye on our new pal while you do that. Can’t we, Jack?

JACK
I dunno as that’s such a good idea--

MIKE
Maybe not, but right now it’s the only idea. I’m sorry, but it is.

None of them look really happy, but MIKE is the boss. HATCH and
KIRK FREEMAN head out, zipping up their coats. JACK has gone back to
looking at LINOGE.

When the door is closed, MIKE starts shuffling through the Polaroids
again. Suddenly he stops, looking at:

29 INTERIOR: THE POLAROID OF MARTHA’S CHAIR, CLOSE-
UP.



Bloody and spooky as an old electric chair, but empty. MIKE’S
HANDS shuffle to the next photo of the chair. In this one, the chair is also
empty.

30 INTERIOR: MIKE, CLOSE-UP.
Surprised and puzzled. Remembering.

31 INTERIOR: MARTHA’S LIVING ROOM, WITH MIKE
(flashback).

He has just pulled the drapes across the broken window and anchored
them with the table. He turns back to MARTHA'’S chair, raises the Polaroid,
and TRIGGERS IT.

32 INTERIOR: THE WOLF’S HEAD CANE, CLOSE-UP (flashback).

It stares at us with its bloody teeth and eyes like a ghost wolf in a stroke
of lightning, then FADES.

33 INTERIOR: RESUME CONSTABLE’S OFFICE, FEATURES
MIKE.

He’s got three two pictures of MARTHA'’S chair, side by side.

MIKE
It’s gone.

JACK
What’s gone?



MIKE doesn’t answer. He shuffles a fourth photo out of the stack. This
is the one featuring the message written in MARTHA'’S blood, and the
rudimentary drawing of the cane. MIKE looks slowly up at LINOGE.

34 INTERIOR: LINOGE.

He cocks his head and puts his forefinger beneath his chin, like a girl
being coy. He smiles a little.

35 INTERIOR: RESUME CONSTABLE’S OFFICE.

MIKE walks toward the cell. As he goes, he hooks a chair to sit in, but
his eyes never leave LINOGE'’S face. He’s still got the Polaroids.

JACK
(nervous)

Thought you said to stay away.

MIKE
If he grabs me, why don’t you shoot him? Gun’s there on the desk.

JACK glances that way, but makes no move for the pistol. The poor
guy looks more nervous than ever.

36 EXTERIOR: THE ISLAND DOCKS--NIGHT.
They have been pretty well erased by the POUNDING OCEAN.
37 EXTERIOR: THE HEADLAND LIGHTHOUSE--NIGHT.

It stands straight and white in the SHEETING SNOW, its big light
going round and round. WAVES CRASH HIGH around it.



38 INTERIOR: LIGHTHOUSE CONTROL ROOM--NIGHT.

It’s completely automated, and empty. Lights BLINK and FLASH. The
SOUND OF THE WIND outside is very strong, and the anemometer is
flickering between fifty and sixty-three MPH. We can hear the place
CREAKING and GROANING. Wave-spume splatters the windows and
beads up on the glass.

39 EXTERIOR: THE LIGHTHOUSE--NIGHT.

A big wave--a monster like the one that destroyed PETER GODSOE’S
warehouse--strikes the headland and all but inundates the lighthouse.

40 INTERIOR: LIGHTHOUSE CONTROL ROOM--NIGHT.

Several windows shatter, and water SPRAYS ACROSS THE
EQUIPMENT. The wave withdraws and everything continues working ...
so far, at least.

41 EXTERIOR: THE SIDE OF THE FIREHOUSE--NIGHT.

ROBBIE BEALS and HENRY BRIGHT come out, shoulders hunched
against the storm. They’re not the men they were when they went in ...
ROBBIE is especially shaken. He takes out a huge ring of keys (ROBBIE
has keys to almost everything on the island, town manager’s prerogative)
and begins to fumble through them, meaning to lock the door. HENRY puts
a tentative hand on his arm. Once again, both men SHOUT to be heard
above the HOWL OF THE STORM.

HENRY
Shouldn’t we at least check upstairs? See if anyone else--



ROBBIE
That’s the constable’s job.

He sees the look HENRY’S giving him, the one that says, “You sure
changed your tune,” but he won’t back down; it would take a lot more man
than HENRY BRIGHT to get ROBBIE upstairs after what they just saw
downstairs. He finds the right key and turns it in the lock, securing the
firehouse.

ROBBIE
We ascertained that the victim is dead, and we have secured the scene.
That’s enough. Now come on. I want to get back to the--

HENRY

(pedantic, fussy)

We never really made sure he was dead, you know . . . never took his
pulse, or anything . . .

ROBBIE
His brains were all over the running board of Pumper Number Two,
why in God’s name would we have to take his pulse?

HENRY
But there might be someone else upstairs. Jake Civiello . . . Duane
Pulsifer, maybe . . .

ROBBIE

The only two names written on the duty board were “Ferd Andrews”
and “Lloyd Wishman.” Anyone else in there would likely turn out to be a
friend of that Linoge, and I don’t want to meet any of his friends, if it’s all
the same to you. Now come on!



He grabs HENRY by the coat and practically drags him back to the
Sno-Cat. ROBBIE fires it up, guns it impatiently as he waits for HENRY to
clamber in, then turns it in a circle and heads back for the street.

As he does, the Island Services four-wheel drive conies trudging out of
the storm. ROBBIE corrects his course, meaning to go around, but HATCH
sees his intention and cuts him off neatly.

42 EXTERIOR: FEATURES SNO-CAT AND ISLAND SERVICES
VEHICLE-- NIGHT.

HATCH gets out of his vehicle, flashlight in hand. ROBBIE opens the
canvas-sided door of the Sno-Cat and leans out. He has recognized HATCH
and has regained his previous hectoring authority. Once again, EVERYONE
SHOUTS to be heard over the SOUND OF THE WIND.

ROBBIE
Get out of my way, Hatcher! If you want to talk, follow us back to the
town hall!

HATCH
Mike sent me! He wants you over at the constable’s! Henry, you too!

ROBBIE

I’m afraid that’s impossible. We have wives and children waiting at the
town hall. If Mike Anderson wants either of us to stand a watch later, that’s
fine. But for the time being--

HENRY
Lloyd Wishman’s dead . . . and there’s something written on the side of
one of the fire trucks. If it’s a suicide note, it’s the weirdest one I ever heard



of.

KIRK comes around to the front of the Island Services truck, holding
his hat down with both hands.

KIRK
Come on, let’s get going! This ain’t no place for a discussion!

ROBBIE

(annoyed)

I agree. We can have our discussion back at the town hall, where it’s
still warm.

He starts to close the door of the Sno-Cat. HATCH grabs it.

HATCH
Peter Godsoe’s dead, too. Hung himself, (pause) He also left a weird
suicide note.

ROBBIE and HENRY are dumbfounded.

HATCH

Mike asked me to come get you, Robbie Beals, and that’s what I’'m
doing. You come on and follow me back to the store. I don’t want to hear
any more sass about it.

HENRY
(to ROBBIE)
We better do it.

KIRK
Coss you better do it! Hurry up!



HENRY
Peter Godsoe . .. my God in heaven, why?

ROBBIE is being driven in a direction he doesn’t want to go, and he
hates it. He grins without humor at HATCH, who stands pudgy and
determined behind his flashlight.

ROBBIE
You’re the one who keeps putting that department store dummy on the
porch of the store. Do you think I don’t know that?

HATCH

We can talk about it later on, if you want. Right now the only thing
matters is that we’ve got bad trouble tonight . . . and not just the storm. I
can’t make you pitch in and help if you don’t want to, but I can make sure
that when this is over, people know you were asked . . . and you said no.

HENRY
I’ll come, Hatch.

KIRK
Good boy!

HENRY opens the door on his side preparatory to getting out and
joining HATCH and KIRK. ROBBIE grabs him by the jacket and hauls him
back into his seat.

ROBBIE
All right . . . but I’ll remember this.

HATCH



You do that. Did you lock the place up?

ROBBIE
(contemptuously)
Of course. Do you think I’'m stupid?

HATCH won’t touch that one with a ten-foot pole . . . although he
probably could if he wasn’t set on being as diplomatic as possible. He only
nods and starts slogging back toward the Island Services vehicle, his
flashlight cutting arcs through the falling snow. HENRY opens his door
again to call after him.

HENRY
Can you raise the town hall on the CB? Tell Carla and Sandy we’re
okay?

HATCH gives him a thumbs-up and climbs into the truck. He revs the
engine, then pulls slowly around so he’s headed back toward the market, all
four wheels whirring and spuming up snow. The Sno-Cat, with ROBBIE at
the controls, follows.

43 INTERIOR: THE CAB OF THE ISLAND SERVICES VEHICLE,
WITH HATCH.

HATCH
(on the radio)
Ursula? Are you there, Ursula? Come on back?

44 INTERIOR: THE TOWN OFFICE.

There’s a good-sized crowd, very anxious, grouped around URSULA.
Among them is FERD ANDREWS, now out of his coat, sipping a hot drink



and wearing a blanket. Also prominent are MOLLY, CARLA, and SANDY,
who now has DON with her, for comfort.

HATCH (staticky radio voice)
...sala?...Comeon...ack...

URSULA ignores the voice for a moment, holding the mike against her
shoulder and looking uneasily at the crowd, which is hemming her in even
more closely now, eager to hear any fresh news. These are her neighbors,
sure, but . . .

MOLLY sees the incipient agoraphobic reaction and turns to the crowd.

MOLLY
Come on, folks, give Ursula some room. Back off ... If we hear
anything, you’ll know.

TESS MARCHANT

(joining in)

Move back! Move back! If you don’t have anything else to do, go on
downstairs and watch the storm on the Weather Network!

UPTON BELL
Can’t! The cable’s out!

But they move back and give URSULA some room. She flashes
MOLLY and TESS a look of thanks, then raises the microphone and pushes
the transmit button.

URSULA
You’re weak, but I’ve got you, Hatch. Talk slow and loud, come on
back.



45 INTERIOR: THE ISLAND SERVICES VEHICLE, WITH HATCH.

HATCH
Robbie and Henry are fine. Thought you’d want to know that, come
back.

46 INTERIOR: THE TOWN HALL, FEATURING URSULA.

SANDRA BEALS and CARLA BRIGHT both register relief. DON,
never one to rest for long when there are toys to be destroyed and peers to
humiliate, tears free of his mother and hurtles back downstairs.

DON BEALS

My dad’s okay! He’s the town manager! He can pass a football nine
miles! Last year he sold a billion-billion dollars of insurance! Who wants to
play monkey?

URSULA
Is Lloyd Wishman really dead, Hatch?

47 INTERIOR: THE ISLAND SERVICES VEHICLE, WITH HATCH.

He hesitates and exchanges a glance with KIRK FREEMAN. No help
there. HATCH knows he must be careful; deciding what information to give
out and what to sit on is really MIKE’S job. He checks the rearview, just to
make sure the Sno-Cat’s still behind him. It is.

HATCH
Uh ... I don’t know all the details yet, Urse. Just tell Sandy and Carla

their boys’ll be a while longer. Mike wants ‘em over to the store for a little
bit.



URSULA (very staticky voice)
Why ... ore? Is that . . . ocked up? Molly wants . . . know . . .

HATCH
Can’t hear you very well, Urse--you’re breakin’ up. I’ll try you again in
a little while. This is Island Services, 10-60 by.

He hangs up the mike with an expression of guilty relief, sees KIRK
looking at him, and gives KIRK a little shrug.

HATCH
Hell, I don’t know what to tell ‘em! Let Mike do that part-- it’s what
they pay him for.

KIRK
Yeah--grocery money, with a few bucks left over for lottery tickets.

48 INTERIOR: MIKE AND LINOGE, IN THE CONSTABLE’S
OFFICE--NIGHT.

MIKE is sitting in the chair he dragged over. LINOGE is sitting on his
bunk with his back to the wall and his knees apart. They look at each other
through the bars. In the background, by the desk, JACK CARVER stands
watching them.

MIKE

Where’s your cane?

(no response from LINOGE)

You had a cane--I know you did--where is it?
(no response from LINOGE)

Sir, how did you get to Little Tall Island?



(no response)

MIKE holds up the Polaroid that shows the message over MARTHA’S
living room door.

MIKE

“Give me what I want and I’'ll go away.” Did you write that? You did,
didn’t you?

(no response)

Just what is it you want, sir?

No response . . . but the prisoner’s eyes gleam. The tips of his teeth
show in that creepy little smile. MIKE gives him time, but there is no more.

MIKE

Andre Linoge. I take it you’re French. There are a lot of people of
French descent on the island. We’ve got St. Pierres . . . Robichauxes . . .
Bissonettes . . .

(no response)

What happened to Peter Godsoe? Did you have something to do with
that?

(no response)

How did you happen to know he was running pot out of his warehouse?
Always assuming that he was?

LINOGE

I know a lot. Constable. I know, for instance, that when you were at the
University of Maine, and in danger of losing your scholarship over a D in
chemistry during your sophomore year, you cheated on the midterm exam.
Not even your wife knows that, does she?



MIKE is rocked. He doesn’t want LINOGE to see it, but he can’t help
it.

MIKE

I don’t know where you get your information, but you’re wrong on that
one. I was going to--I had a crib sheet, Mr. Linoge, and every intention of
using it--but I threw it away at the last minute.

LINOGE

I’m sure that over the years, you’ve convinced yourself that’s the truth .
.. but right now we both know better. You ought to tell Ralphie sometime.
It would make a nice bedtime story, I think. “How Daddy Got Through
College.”

(shifts his attention to JACK)

You never cheated on an exam in college, did you? Never went to
college, and nobody bothers you for pulling D’s in high school.

JACK is staring, wide-eyed.

LINOGE

They still put you in jail for assault, though ... if you get caught. You
were lucky last year, weren’t you? You and Lucien Fournier and Alex
Haber. Lucky boys.

JACK
Shut up!

LINOGE

That fella just rubbed you guys the wrong way, didn’t he? Had kind of a
lisp . . . and that blond hair, curly like a girl’s hair . . . not to mention the
way he walked . . . Still, three against one . . . and pool cues . .. well . ..
hardly sporting--



LINOGE makes a tsk-tsk sound. JACK takes a step toward the desk,
and his Ests CLENCH.

JACK
I’m warning you, mister!

LINOGE

(smiling)

The kid lost an eye--how about that, huh? You could go and see for
yourself. He lives in Lewiston. He wears a paisley eye-patch his sister made
him. He can’t cry out of that eye--the tear duct is toast. He lies in bed late at
night and listens to the cars on Lisbon Street and the live bands from the
bottle clubs, the ones that can play anything as long as it’s “Louie Louie” or
“Hang On Sloopy,” and he prays to St. Andrew to bring back the sight in
his left eye. He can’t drive anymore; he lost his depth perception. That
happens when you lose an eye. He can’t even read for long, because it gives
him headaches. Still, he had that swishy way of walking . . . and that lisp . .
. and you guys kind of liked the way his hair looked, all around his face like
it was, although you’d never say that to each other, would you? Kind of
turned you on. Kind of wondered what it would feel like to run your hands
through it--

JACK grabs the gun off the desk and points it at the cell.

JACK
Shut up or I’ll shut you up! I swear!

MIKE
Jack, put that down!



LINOGE never moves, but his face has taken on a kind of DARK
GLOW. No special contact lenses or special-effects tricks here; it’s all in his
face--goading . . . hateful . . . powerful.

LINOGE

There’s another bedtime story for a stormy night. I can see you in bed
with your arm around your little boy’s shoulders. “Buster, Daddy wants to
tell you how he put the nasty queer man’s eye out with the end of a pool
cue, ‘cause--"

JACK pulls the trigger of the pistol. MIKE falls off the chair he’s been
sitting in. He utters a CRY OF PAIN. LINOGE never budges from his place
on the bunk, but now MIKE is on the floor, face down.

FADE TO BLACK. THIS ENDS ACT 1.



Act 2

49 EXTERIOR: THE ISLAND MARKET--NIGHT.

The storm is HOWLING, the snow falling so thick and fast the store
looks like a ghost.

SOUND: A RENDING, SPLINTERING CRACK. A tree falls, missing
GODSOE'’S truck but mashing the front end of MOLLY’S little car and
pulverizing one end of the porch rail.

JACK (voice-over)
Mike! Mike, are you all right?

50 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE.

MIKE is getting to his knees. His right hand is clapped to his left
biceps, and a little blood is trickling through his fingers. JACK is
overwhelmed with remorse and terror at what he’s done ... or almost done.
He drops the gun back on the desk and rushes forward. MIKE, meanwhile,
is getting to his feet.

JACK
(babbling)
Mike, I’'m sorry ... I didn’t mean . . . are you all r--

MIKE pushes him violently backward.



MIKE
Keep a safe distance from him--didn’t I tell you that?

But that’s not why MIKE pushed him; MIKE pushed him for being an
asshole, and JACK knows it. He stands between the cell and the desk, his
mouth quivering and his eyes wet. MIKE takes his hand away from his arm
to examine the damage. His shirt is torn, and blood is oozing out of the rip.

SOUND: ENGINES. The four-wheel drive and the Sno-Cat,
approaching.

MIKE

Barely clipped the skin. Lucky.

(relief from JACK)

But six inches to the left, I’'m dead and he’s laughing.

MIKE turns and looks at the cell. One of the bars has a scar of fresh,
gleaming metal. MIKE reaches out and touches this with the tip of one
finger, his expression wondering.

MIKE
Where--

LINOGE
Here.

He holds out one hand, curled into a fist. Like a man in a dream, MIKE
puts his arm through the bars, his hand open and palm up.

JACK
Mike, no!



MIKE pays no attention. LINOGE’S curled hand hovers over his palm,
then opens. Something small and black drops. MIKE withdraws his hand.
JACK comes forward a step or two. MIKE tweezes the tiny object between
his fingers and holds it up so they can both see it. It’s the slug from the
bullet JACK fired.

SOUND OF ENGINES IS LOUDER.

MIKE
(to LINOGE)
You caught this? You did, didn’t you?

LINOGE only looks at him, smiling, saying nothing.
51 EXTERIOR: THE MARKET--NIGHT.

The Island Services four-wheel drive pulls into the parking area, and
the Sno-Cat pulls in next to it. The four men get out and look at the downed
tree that’s mashed the car and the porch.

HATCH
Will his insurance cover that, Robbie?

ROBBIE
(don’t bother me with trivialities)
Come on. Let’s get out of this.

They start up the porch steps.

52 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE.



MIKE'’S shirtsleeve is rolled up, showing a shallow gash across his
biceps. There’s an open first-aid kit on the desk beside the handgun. JACK

puts a folded-over gauze pad on the wound, then anchors it with a Band-
Aid.

JACK
Mike, I’m really sorry.

MIKE takes a deep breath, holds it, lets it out, and stops being mad. It
takes an effort, but he manages.

The market’s main door opens. The bell above it TINKLES; there’s the
CLOMP OF BOOTS and the MURMUR OF APPROACHING VOICES.

MIKE
That’s Hatch!

JACK
About the stuff that guy said . . .

JACK turns a hateful, bewildered look on LINOGE, who looks back at
him calmly. MIKE holds up a hand to quiet JACK. The door opens.
HATCH comes in, followed by HENRY BRIGHT and KIRK FREEMAN.
Last of all is ROBBIE BEALS, looking both truculent and scared. Not a
good combination.

ROBBIE
All right, what’s going on here?

MIKE
Robbie, I wish I knew.



53 EXTERIOR: THE INTERSECTION OF MAIN AND ATLANTIC--
NIGHT.

The storm HOWLS. The drifts are deeper than ever now.

54 EXTERIOR: THE STORE WINDOW OF THE ISLAND
DRUGSTORE--NIGHT.

There’s a mural showing winter scenes: folks sledding, skiing, and
skating. Hanging in front of it on threads are bottles of vitamins. KEEP
YOUR WINTER RESISTANCE UP WITH NU-U GLOW VITAMINS! the
legend at the top of the mural says. Standing by the wall to the left is a
pendulum clock reading 8:30.

SOUND: Another of those RENDING, SPLINTERING crashes. A
HUGE BRANCH crashes through the show window, SHATTERING IT
and pulling down the mural. Snow goes flying into the drugstore.

55 EXTERIOR: THE TOWN HALL--NIGHT.

We can barely see it for the thickly falling snow.

56 INTERIOR: A CORNER OF THE TOWN HALL BASEMENT.

This is kid country. PIPPA HATCHER, HARRY ROBICHAUX, HEIDI
ST. PIERRE, and FRANK BRIGHT are already asleep. MOLLY is sitting

on the side of RALPHIE’S bed. RALPHIE is pretty sleepy.

Outside, THE WIND GUSTS NOISILY. The building, although brick,
CREAKS. MOLLY looks up.

RALPHIE



We won’t blow away, will we? Like the house of straw and the house of
twigs?

MOLLY
No, because the town hall’s made of bricks, just like the third little pig’s
house. The storm can huff and puff all night long, and we’ll still be safe.

RALPHIE

(sleepy)
Is Daddy safe?

MOLLY
Yes. Safe as can be.

She kisses the fairy-saddle birthmark on the bridge of his nose.

RALPHIE
He won’t let the bad man get out and hurt us, will he?

MOLLY
Nope. I promise.

DON BEALS

(angry, yelling voice)

Put me down! Stop it! Leave me alone!
MOLLY turns toward:

57 INTERIOR: THE STAIRS TO THE BASEMENT--NIGHT.

SANDRA BEALS is trudging down them, carrying a kicking,
squealing DON in her arms. The expression on her face suggests that she is



used to such tantrums . . . too used to them, perhaps.

As she reaches the foot of the stairs, MOLLY comes hurrying to help,
and DON finally succeeds in squirming free of his mother’s grasp. He’s
tired and furious, exhibiting the sort of behavior that causes young marrieds
to resolve never to have children.

MOLLY
Need some help?

SANDRA BEALS
(with a tired smile)
No ... he’s just a little scratchy . . .

DON BEALS
My daddy puts me to bed, not you!

SANDRA
Donnie, honey . . .

He kicks her. It’s a child’s kick, delivered by a sneaker, but it hurts.

DON
(spits it)
My daddy! Not you!

For a moment we see real loathing for this child on MOLLY’S face.
She reaches out--DON cringes away from her a little, eyes narrowing--

SANDRA
Molly, no!



--but MOLLY only turns him around and gives him a swat on the fanny.

MOLLY
(pleasant as pie)
Go upstairs. Wait for your daddy.

DON BEALS, charming to the end, BLOWS A RASPBERRY at
MOLLY, showering her with droplets of spittle. Then he scampers upstairs.
The two women watch him go, SANDRA embarrassed over her son’s
behavior, MOLLY pulling herself back together. We should see that, good
mom and day-care teacher or no, it at least crossed her mind to slap the
little snothead’s face for him, instead of swatting him lightly on the butt.

SANDRA
I’m sorry, Moll. I thought he might be ready. He’s . . . he’s used to
having his dad tuck him in at night.

MOLLY
Better let him stay up--I think Buster’s still running around up there,
too. They’ll play tag for a while and then fall asleep in a corner somewhere.

During this, they walk back into the kiddie area, lowering their voices
as they go.

SANDRA
As long as he didn’t disturb anyone . . .

MOLLY
Nah, they’re out like lights.

And that includes RALPHIE. MOLLY pulls the blanket up to his chin
and kisses the corner of his mouth. SANDRA looks at this enviously.



SANDRA
I worry about Donnie sometimes. I love him, but I worry about him,
too.

MOLLY
They go through stages, Sandy. Don may have his . . . his unlovely
moments now, but in the end he’ll be fine.

She’s dubious, though, hoping what she says is true but not really
believing it. Outside, the WIND SCREAMS. The two women look up
uneasily . . . and SANDRA gives in to a sudden urge to confide.

SANDRA

I’m leaving Robbie in the spring. I’'m taking Donnie and going back to
my folks’ on Deer Isle. I didn’t think I’d made up my mind for sure, but ... I
guess I have.

MOLLY looks at her with a combination of sympathy and confusion.
Doesn’t know how to respond.

58 INTERIOR: THE TOWN HALL KITCHEN--NIGHT.

This is a pretty well equipped place--a lot of bean suppers and holiday
meals have been prepared here. Now a number of WOMEN are bustling
around, making ready for tomorrow’s storm center breakfast. One of them
is MRS. KINGSBURY; another is JOANNA STANHOPE. JOANNA’S
mother-in-law sits by the door like a queen, overseeing the proceedings.
CAT WITHERS comes into the room, dressed for outdoors.

MRS. KINGSBURY
Going to help Billy?



CAT
Yes, ma’am.

MRS. KINGSBURY
See if there’s any oatmeal on the very back shelf. And tell Billy to
remember the juice.

CORA
Oh, I imagine he don’t have any problem in the juice department. Does
he?

CORA, who has no idea of what happened when LINOGE was brought
through the store, and consequently has no idea of the trouble that’s now
between CAT and BILLY, gives a nasty old woman’s chuckle. CAT is not
amused. She crosses to the back door. Her face--what we can see of it
between her pulled-up scarf and pulled-down hat--is careworn and unhappy.
Yet she’s determined to talk to BILLY and to save the relationship if she
can.

59 EXTERIOR: THE REAR OF THE TOWN HALL--NIGHT.

Here is a snow-covered, drifted-in walk leading to a small brick annex--
the supply shed. The shed door is open, and the faint light of a Coleman
lantern drifts out into the blowing snow, showing us a wide, flat track,
which is already drifting over.

THE CAMERA moves into this shed, and we see BILLY SOAMES,
also bundled up, putting supplies onto the toboggan he has pulled out here.
Mostly they’re the concentrates URSULA spoke of--pour water over the
powder and then gag it down--but there are also cartons filled with
packages of cereal, a basket of apples, and several bags of potatoes.



CAT (voice-over)
Billy?

He turns.
60 INTERIOR: THE SUPPLY SHED--NIGHT.

CAT is standing in the doorway. BILLY looks back at her. Their breath
SMOKES in the uncertain light of the gas lantern. There is a vast gulf of
distrust between them now.

CAT
Can I talk to you?

BILLY
I guess. Why not?

CAT
Billy, I--

BILLY
Is it true, what he said? Let’s talk about that. Did you go up Derry and
have an abortion?

She says nothing. It’s answer enough.

BILLY
I guess that’s all the talk we need, isn’t it? I guess that says it all. §

He deliberately turns away from her and starts rummaging on the
shelves again. CAT reacts to this with frustrated anger and enters the shed,



stepping over the half-loaded toboggan to get to him.

CAT
Don’t you want to know why?

BILLY
Not particularly. It was ours--at least I guess it was--and it’s dead.
Guess that’s all I need to know.

CAT is angrier than ever. She’s forgetting she came out here to save the
village, not destroy it. Given his attitude, that’s maybe not surprising.

CAT
You asked me one; I’ll ask you one. What about Jenna Freeman?

There’s a challenging tone in her voice. BILLY’S hands freeze on the
cans he’s been sorting. These are cafeteria-sized cans of apple juice. Each
label reads “McCALL’S BRAND” above a picture of a ripe apple. Below
the apple are the words “GRADE A FANCY.” BILLY turns to CAT, chin
pugnaciously forward.

BILLY
Why do you ask, if you already know?

CAT

Maybe to get that Little Minister look off your face. Yeah, I knew. The
biggest tramp on the coast, and you chasing her like she was on fire and you
wanted to put her out.

BILLY
It wasn’t like that.



CAT
Then what was it like? Tell me.

No answer from BILLY. He’s got his back to the shelves now; he’s
facing her, but he won’t meet her eyes.

CAT
I don’t understand it--I never told you no. Never once did I tell you no.
And still . . . Billy, how many times a day do you itch?

BILLY
What has that got to do with our baby? The one I had to hear about
from a stranger, and in front of half the town?

CAT

I knew who you were running with, don’t you get that? How was I
supposed to trust you to do the right thing? How was I supposed to trust you
at all?

BILLY doesn’t reply. His jaw is set. If there is truth in what she’s
saying, he’s not seeing it. Won’t see it, likely.

CAT

Do you know what it’s like to find out you’re pregnant one week, and
that your boyfriend is spending his afternoons with the town pump the
next?

She’s now right in his face, shouting up at him.

BILLY
(shouting back)



That baby was half mine! You went up to Deny and murdered it, and it
was half mine!

CAT

(jeering)
Yeah, sure. Now that it’s gone, it’s half yours.

61 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE, FEATURING
LINOGE--NIGHT.

The five men--MIKE, HATCH, KIRK, JACK, and ROBBIE--are
gathered around the desk, while MIKE tries to reach the Machias state
police on the radio. HATCH is watching MIKE, but the rest can’t keep their
eyes off LINOGE.

Suddenly the prisoner sits up, his eyes widening. JACK elbows MIKE
to get his attention. MIKE turns to look. As he does, LINOGE extends one
hand with the forefinger pointed down. He revolves it once in the air.

62 INTERIOR: SUPPLY SHED, WITH CAT AND BILLY--NIGHT.

BILLY turns back to the shelf, so his back is to her. This move exactly
mimes the turning gesture LINOGE made with his finger.

BILLY
What’s that supposed to mean?

CAT

That I’m not stupid. If I’d come to you when you were still chasing
after Jenna, I know what you would have thought-- “Little bitch got herself
pregnant just to make sure I wouldn’t get away.”



BILLY
You did a whole lot of my thinking for me, didn’t you?

CAT
You ought to thank me! You sure haven’t been doing much for
yourself!

BILLY

And what about the baby? The one you murdered? How much thinking
did you do about the baby?

(no reply from CAT)

Get out of here. I can’t stand listening to you.

CAT

Dear God. You’re unfaithful, and that’s bad, but you’re a coward, and
that’s worse--too chicken to own up to the part of this that belongs to you. I
thought maybe I could save us, but there’s nothing to save. You’re only a
stupid kid, after all.

She turns to go. BILLY’S face cramps with rage. He stands facing the
shelves, and now he sees:

63 INTERIOR: THE CANS OF JUICE, FROM BILLY’S POINT OF
VIEW.

“McCALL’S BRAND?” at the top has been replaced by “McCANE’S
BRAND.” The ripe apple on the labels has been replaced by a black cane
with a silver wolfs head. And instead of “GRADE A FANCY,” each can
reads “GRADE A BITCHY.”

64 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE, FEATURES LINOGE.
LINOGE puts out his hand and MIMES GRIPPING AN OBJECT.



KIRK
What’s he doing?

MIKE shakes his head. He doesn’t know.
65 INTERIOR: THE STORAGE SHED, WITH BILLY AND CAT.

He takes one of the cans off the shelf, gripping it like a club as CAT,
headed for the door, steps over the half-loaded toboggan behind him.

66 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE, FEATURES LINOGE.

MIKE
What’s up, sir? Mind telling me?

LINOGE takes no notice. He’s totally absorbed. He makes the twirling

gesture with his forefinger again, then scissors his fingers in the air to mime
WALKING.

67 INTERIOR: THE SHED, WITH BILLY AND CAT.

She’s at the door, back to him, when BILLY turns with the big can of
apple juice. He steps toward her--

68 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE.

MIKE walks toward the cell as LINOGE gets to his feet and raises his
arm above his head. His hand is cupped, as if holding an object that only he
can see.

69 INTERIOR: THE SHED, WITH BILLY AND CAT.



As CAT steps out into the storm, BILLY raises the can over his head.
70 INTERIOR: THE CELL, WITH LINOGE.
He raises his other hand, now MIMING A TWO-HANDED GRIP.

71 EXTERIOR: OUTSIDE THE SUPPLY SHED, WITH CAT--
NIGHT.

She stands just outside the door on the rapidly disappearing toboggan
track. She wipes the tears from her cheeks with her gloved palms, then
readjusts her scarf.

It gives BILLY plenty of time. He appears behind her in the doorway
with the can raised over his head in both hands, his face twisted into a
hateful grimace.

72 INTERIOR: THE CELL, WITH LINOGE.

MIKE stands outside the bars, looking at his prisoner with perplexity
and fear. The other men huddle behind him. LINOGE ignores them all and
BRINGS HIS HANDS DOWN.

73 EXTERIOR: THE SUPPLY SHED, WITH BILLY AND CAT.

BILLY almost does it. We see the heavy can of apple juice actually start
an arc of descent that would mime the one described by LINOGE’S hands,
and then it stops. The expression of BLIND RAGE on BILLY’S face breaks
up into one of bewilderment and horror--my God, he’s almost caved her
skull in! *



CAT neither knows nor intuits any of this. She begins trudging back
toward the town hall with her head lowered and the ends of her scarf
blowing in the gale.

74 INTERIOR: THE CELL, WITH LINOGE.

He’s still bent over, his linked hands swinging by his knees, the picture
of a man who has just delivered a hard blow with a heavy object. But he
knows he’s failed. His face is BEADED WITH SWEAT, and his eyes are
hot with fury.

LINOGE
She’s right. You are a coward.

MIKE
What in the hell are you--

LINOGE
(roaring)
Shut up!

On the table, one of the Coleman gas lamps BLOWS APART, glass
spraying. The men by the desk CRINGE.

LINOGE wheels around, looking wild and distracted--more like a tiger
in a cage than ever--and then throws himself facedown on the cot, with his
arms wrapped around his head. He’s MUTTERING. MIKE leans as close as

the cell bars will allow, listening.

LINOGE
The back step . . . the back step ... by the back step . . .



75 EXTERIOR: THE BACK STEPS OF THE TOWN HALL--NIGHT.

We’re looking through the snow-filled panes into the kitchen, where
CORA still sits, observing the bustle of JOANNA and MRS. KINGS-
BURY. They have now been joined by CARLA ST. PIERRE and
ROBERTA COIGN--these two are loading the dishwasher. It all looks cozy
and pleasant, especially given the HOWLING WIND and DRIVING
SNOW just outside.

THE CAMERA PANS DOWN. Beside the snow-covered stoop is a
milk storage box. And leaning against the milk box, buried to half its length
in a snowdrift, is LINOGE’S CANE. The wolf’s head glares.

CAT’S GLOVED HAND comes down and touches the silver head. One
finger runs over the wolfs snarling muzzle.

76 EXTERIOR: CAT, CLOSE-UP--NIGHT.
Wide-eyed. Fascinated.
77 INTERIOR: THE CELL, WITH LINOGE--NIGHT.

Still facedown on his bunk, arms wrapped around his head,
MUTTERING RAPIDLY. CHANTING. MIKE doesn’t know what’s going
on, but he knows it’s bad news.

MIKE
Stop it, Linoge!

LINOGE pays no attention. If anything, the RAPID MUMBLE of his
words SPEEDS UP.



78 EXTERIOR: THE BACK STOOP OF THE TOWN HALL--
NIGHT.

CAT is gone, but we can see her tracks--where she turned around and
headed back to the supply shed again.

The cane is gone, too. Blowing snow is rapidly softening the edges of
the hole where its barrel was shoved into the snowbank.

79 INTERIOR: THE SUPPLY SHED, FEATURING BILLY--NIGHT.

He’s squatting to one side of the toboggan, which is now completely
loaded. He spreads a piece of tarp over the goods, then begins to secure this
with a couple of pieces of elasticized cord.

We can’t see the doorway from this angle, but we see the SHADOW
SHAPE that falls over him . . . and we also see the SHADOW OF THE
CANE when it extends itself from the human shape and begins to rise. The
movement attracts BILLY’S eye, as well. He shifts position . . . looks up ...

80 INTERIOR: CAT WITHERS, FROM BILLY’S POINT OF VIEW--
NIGHT.

Transformed into an avenging harpy. Her lips are pulled back from her
teeth in a snarl. She is holding the cane by its foot, with the wolf’s head
protruding.

She SCREAMS and brings the cane down.

81 INTERIOR: LINOGE, FACEDOWN ON THE CELL COT.



SCREAMING TRIUMPHANTLY into the pillow, with his arms still
wrapped around his head.

82 INTERIOR: THE CONSTABLE’S OFFICE, WIDER.

MIKE backs away from the cell door, UNNERVED. The other four
men are pressed together like sheep in a hailstorm. All of them are
TERRIFIED. LINOGE CONTINUES SCREAMING.

83 EXTERIOR: ANGLE ON THE SUPPLY SHED--NIGHT.

From out here, we can’t see what’s happening, and that’s probably
good. We can see CAT’S SHADOW, however . . . and the shadow of the

cane, rising and falling, rising and falling.

FADE TO BLACK. THIS ENDS