FADE | N:
CLOCSE UP, HAUNTI NG FACE - EVEN NG

The round, bl ood-drained face of REVA TRANTIN fills the
screen, nenacing. H's eyeballs swell, nesnerizing. Blood red
lips speak in a thick Eastern European accent.

TRANTI N
You... are goink... to die.

Mor bi d sil ence.

A horrible, piercing SCREAM of a terrified wonman.
The CAMERA pulls back slowy to reveal..

| NTERI OR SOUND STAGE 1950'S - EVEN NG

A boom m ke conmes into view Then a canera, |lights, crew
Trantini sits in a chair.

In front of Trantini is AlMEE LAMARR, overly nmade-up in a
tight, lowcut, dress. Probably once a beautiful, sexy wonman,
she is show ng signs of age.

ROGER HERMAN (VO)
cut !

Peopl e unfreeze, wal k around the set. Their voices create a
BUZZ. Roger Herman, the young, thin director, wal ks by.

HERVAN
(to Lamarr)
Good job. Very convinci ng.

Her man wi nks, pats Lamarr on the ass, and noves on.

TRANTI N
(sarcastic)
Yes. Vat talent! You screamvonderfully.
You are a gifted actress venn you haff
no lines to speak.

LAMARR
(in a thick Bronx accent)
At | east when | speak, people can
under st and ne.



TRANTI NI

(angry)
Peopl e haff understood, and |uffed ne,
in over vun huntred noofies.

LAVARR
And |'ve done nearly thirty noofies..
novi es.

Wth difficulty, Trantini pushes hinself out of the chair.

TRANTI N
Yes, but | didn't haff to be schtupped
by anyvun in nmy noofi es.

LAVARR
well who would want to see that? An old
fart they have to prop up for his
scenes. You nake sone terrifying
vanpire, granps. Until you topple over.

Trantini's face flushes. H s eyes wden. The pupils start
swrling slowy, becomng a violent vortex.

Lamarr stands hypnoti zed.

Trantini begi ns coughing, softly, then violently. H's eyes
return to normal.

Lamarr rel axes.

Trantini bends over, falls onto Lamarr, his face buried in
her cl eavage, coughi ng.

LAVARR
Hey! Hey! Pervert! Get off ne!

They dance around the set, himcoughing, her yelling.
Knocki ng things over. The crew stares, confused.

JASM NE MCKI TTRI CK runs over to Trantini. She is beauti ful
dressed |li ke a gypsy. She pulls himoff of Lamarr, takes him
in her arns.

JASM NE
Get off of him you bitch!

Trantini collapses in Jasmne's arns. A crowd gathers.



JASM NE
Call an anbul ance! He's dying. Call an
anbul ance!

Trantini and Jasmne drop slowy to the ground.
Roger Hernman rushes to them
An el ectric charge goes through the air. Everyone shivers.

HERVAN
VWhat . . .

Jasm ne | ooks up, a tear in her eye.

JASM NE
Too | ate.

DI SSOLVE
| NTERI OR VI DEO STORE - EVEN NG

Harsh fluorescent |ighting, checkerboard tile floor, |ong
ai sl es of shelves with videotapes. The store is nostly enpty.

CHARLOTTE and STU, in their twenties, peruse the shel ves.

STU
How about "The Beast From Twenty
Thousand Fat hons?"

CHARLOTTE
No.
(beat)
How about "Love Story"?

STU
“Love Story?" Yuck. Ever see "Bl ood
Beach?”

CHARLOTTE
How can you watch that stuff?
(beat)
Here’s "The Wy W Wre.”

STU
G mMme a break. That gooey, |ovey stuff
makes nme puke. How about "Texas Chai nsaw
Massacre!”



