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EXT. OPEL CADET - DAY

We are | ooking through the windshield of a 1970 Qpel Cadet, a dun-colored car that
| ooks a bit like a boxy version of a Dodge Dart. There’s no one there for a | ong
beat; and then LI NDA BOREMAN gets in, 24, pretty, brown-haired. She sits at the
steering wheel, thinks for a nonent, then starts it up. W nove with her as she
drives past the identical manicured | awns of what we now call a

“gated comunity.”

LI NDA VO CEOVER
When | was a little girl, ny
granmaw used to say, the whole
world is made up of angels.

LI NDA sniles out the wi ndow as she sees the people in her conmunity.
An ol d | ady wal ks al ong the sidewal k, her el bow held by a handsone
young hi ppi e dude with long hair. The mail man chats with a bl ack
woman i n an orange cocktail dress. A Jehovah’s Wtness teamin
identical shirts and ties talks to a group of little kids.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
She said everything you ever see,
no matter how bad it seens, it’s
all made up of little angels in-
side it.

The wind ruffles the trees as a little-|league teamstruggles to
nmake a coneback. A man and woman hol d hands on a park bench. He
snuggl es his head on her shoul der, as if seeking confort.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
The man on the corner. The trash
out si de your house. The teacher
t hat nobody |iked and the snake
in the grass—every bit of it, ‘s
all made up of little angels. So
tiny...ya can't even see ‘em

The sun breaks through the clouds. Two little Mexican girls skip
armin arm singing a song we can’t hear. LINDA's smle is broad
now.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
But ny grammaw didn’t live in the

world | live in. She didn't see
the things | see. ‘Cause she didn't
have to.

Sonehow, a miracle: a hummingbird flutters right next to LINDA's wi ndshield. It
keeps pace with her. It keeps fluttering right outside the w ndow.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
When | was a little girl |
al ways believed what grammaw
said in nmy heart of hearts.
You could find a particle of
good in anything. And any human
heart.

LI NDA'S FACE LI GHTS UP AND | S FI LLED WTH JOY AS—
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WE SEE FROM THE OPPOCSI TE SIDE OF THE STREET A LARCGE BLACK VAN

AND WVE ALMOST HEAR THE TWO MEXI CAN G RLS SCREAM NG AS THEY JUMP BACK

VAN CROSSES THE STOP SI GN—

AND COMES BARRELI NG RI GHT AT THE CAMERA—

THE VAN SMASHES | NTO LI NDA' S OPAL CADET- -

I NSI DE THE CADET WE GO SPI NNI NG ROUND AND ROUND, 360 DEGREES, TW CE,

AS LINDA'S EYES FI LL WTH FEAR—

... AND THE BLACK

AND VE HEAR A SI CKENI NG SMASH AS THE CADET CAREENS | NTO A LI GHT- POST

EXT. LI GHT-POST — DAY

FAST FAST FAST DOLLY I NN ZOOM I N on the Opal Cadet. Snbke pours out of the
hood and the wi ndshield is ENTIRELY SHATTERED AND SMEARED W TH BLOOD. | nsi de,

coughi ng, LINDA's face has been mashed into hanburger

Her eye is grotesquely

contused and sone of her teeth are jutting outof a slash across her |ower lip,
as if they were coming out of her chin. She coughs, sounding as if she were

about to throw up.

Sonehow she manages to get the dented driver’s-side door open

Coughi ng, she bends over and | ooks the asphalt.

at the same tine.

Four teeth fall out of her nmouth onto the pavenent.

I NT. HOSPI TAL — DAY

Long pan up LINDA s body, fromher toes to her head, as she lies in
a hospital bed, covered w th snakelike tubes,
nonitors...a wonan attacked by machi nes.

EXT. LAWN — DAY

The lawn in front of LINDA s house.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
| used to believe that every-
thing in the world was nade
up of angels but | don’t any
nore. Now | don’t know how to
tell you this in a way that’|
nmake any sense, but..

the old duffer across the street, is cutting the grass.
Asian girl rides on training wheels.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
...everything changed for ne
on that day. The way | saw n®,
and the world, and everything
init...it all changed that one
day. And | couldn’t for the life
of ne tell you why.

REVERSE ANGLE — LI NDA THROUGH W NDOW

We see LINDA | ooking through her front-roomw ndow, sitting in a

She coughs and gags

Perfectly mani cured. MR DUFFY,

ventil ators everywhere
Especi al |y surveillance devi ces.
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chair, her foot up in a cast, in a wheelchair. Her face is stil
banged up but not nearly as bad as it was.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
An’ 1’11 tell you somethin’ else
| never told anybody before. | had
alittle fantasy...a daydreamin
ny mnd when | sat at that w ndow
an’ | hadda | ook at everybody
goin on with their lives..

SLOWZOOM I N ON LI NDA, her face inpassive...looking, |ooking..
as everyday |ife goes on..

LI NDA VO CEOVER
| had a thing | saw in nmy m nd.
And it's terrible, and | shoul dn’t
say this, but | saw this picture
in ny mnd every day...an sone-
how it seened right..

REVERSE ANGLE - THE LAWN

SLOWZOOM I N from LI NDA's point of view on the [awn...the | awn
across the street... MR DUFFY's sprinklers go on...the birds fly
into the trees..

LI NDA VO CEOVER
It sonehow got nme through it,
thinkin' a this one thing..
and | thought about it, every
si ngl e day. ..

In a nonent, LINDA's |awn, the |awn across the street, the trees
and t he houses—

--BURST | NTO FLAVE—
--and FI REBALLS REACH OUT TOMRD THE CAVERA—
--as these words zoomtoward the viewer:
I NFERNDO
A LI NDA LOVELACE STORY

--and the awesone and terrifying sound of the opening of MOZART S
40™ SYMPHONY fills the speakers of the theatre..

THE FORTI ETH CONTI NUES DURI NG THE FOLLOW NG MONTAGE

I NT. VFWHALL — DAY

As the FORTI ETH goes on swooping, we slowy push in toward a nass of famlies
square-dancing at a VFWHall. As we push in, we SLOALY ZOOM

IN toward a sixtyish UNCLE square-dancing with his famly...and, on every
turn, lightly pawing his beautiful young bl ack-haired niece..

LI NDA VO CEOVER
Peopl e say to nme, Linda, there's



no such thing as a hell. That’s
a made-up thing in books, and
it doesn't exist.

I NT. GRADE SCHOOL - DAY

Push in on a classroomfull of third-grade children. Slow zoomin as
we nove in on a LI TTLE BROMHAI RED G RL. A question is asked and with
a face full of happiness she raises her hand, then stands up as we
LAND ON HER FACE

LI NDA VO CEOVER
They don’t believe that it's
real, but I’mhere to tell you
that there is a hell.

I NT. HALLWAY — DAY

FAST FAST PUSH IN on a long hallway filled with small children's

coats hung up on pegs. W caromaround a corner and into a children’'s

bat hroom where the LITTLE G RL is sitting up on a sink. The TEACHER, | ooking
very sad, kneels on the floor at her feet, his head on her knees, his hand
kneadi ng her back. The A RL bites her lip as we slowy ZOOMIN...as we | and
we see that tears are flow ng..

LI NDA VO CEOVER
There is a hell and there are
devils and they have pitchforks
and boiling oil and there is a
| ake of fire. Al these things
are real, an’ | can testify it.

I NT. GRADUATI ON — DAY

A BLOND A RL hugs her enornous GRANDMA on graduation day. She smiles through
tears in her cap and gown...slow zoomin on her face.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
“Cause | rode through a | ake of
fire. | been there and | have
seen things | couldn’t tell you
--things | can’t even tell ny-
sel f.

EXT. FILLI NG STATI ON — DAY

In the mddle of nowhere, a POLICE CAR zips past a filling station. There's an
old ad for a Bob Hope special fromlike 1961 on a mini-
m cro-billboard next to the cans of 10WO.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
Al that tinme | didn't even have
nyself to hang onto. Al | had
was ny friendship with Jesus
Christ. And that was enough

I NT. FILLI NG STATI ON — DAY

Mozart's Fortieth SWELLS as we BOOM DOMN FROM ABOVE on a dirty desk where the
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hi deous FI LLI NG STATI ON OMNER i s fucking the BLOND GRADUATE. ..only fromhis
nmovenents it | ooks nore like he’'s killing her..

LI NDA VO CEOVER
VWhat | need for you to know is

this: Hell isn't a place. It’'s
not somewhere you go when you
di e.

I NT. BARRACUDA — DAY

Inside a yell ow 1972 Barracuda, LINDA sits silently next to CHUCK, a studly,
nust achi oed guy who wears sungl asses at m dni ght.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
...You got to stand watch al
the tine, every minute of the day,
to make sure you don’t w nd up
inside it.

...Slow PUSH IN ON LINDA's face as the lights of the nighttine
streets flicker over her

LI NDA VO CEOVER
‘“Cause | was there, | went right
through it and | know it’'s
right there, it’'s everywhere
around us...right this second.

Mozart’s 40" segues into the Guess Wio's “These Eyes” as we see
TI TLE CARD

July 14, 1970
1: 37 pm

EXT. LAWN — DAY

LINDA s | awn. The wafting keyboard |ine of “These Eyes” washes
over inmages of LINDA and her friends in bikinis and little fold-
out beach chairs on LINDA s | awn.

LINDA is tall and | eggy and you can hardly see any scars. She has
big reflective sungl asses on. Her two best friends, BECKY and DONNA
are al so bikini-clad and sungl asses-weari ng, and we pan over them as
t hey pass a Tupperware jug of Tang around and snoke a jay. “These
Eyes” gets | ouder.

DONNA
Your brother’s stupid.

BECKY
No he isn't. He's just kinda
sl ow.

DONNA

Face up to the fact that Tinls
a dunbass. It’s no reflection
on you.



BECKY and DONNA | ook at

They burst into giggles

Mor e goddam gi ggl i ng.

BECKY
Just pass that on, wllya? Fuck!
| been dyin'” to get high all
week.

LI NDA
Where’' s your guy?

BECKY
[inhaling] Awmww. Don't talk
about Tinmmy any nore ‘cause
you're bringin nme down.

LI NDA
Where’' s your guy?

DONNA
What guy?

LI NDA

The guy you said was gonna
take ne to the Orange Pal m
and buy nme a Mustang and
what not .

BECKY
Ch, Chuck?

each ot her and giggl e.

BECKY
You' Il know it when Chuck’s here.
agai n.

DONNA

He |i kes ta nmake an entrance.

LI NDA
| swear to God, you two are
i ke Heckl e and Jeckl e! Maybe
you oughta lay off the weed
for a mnute.

DONNA
Don’ even say that. | | ooked
forward to this shit all week.

BECKY
Trust us, Lind. This guy’s your
friggin ticket otta town, nman.
He's got the whole thing Iicked.

LI NDA
What whol e t hi ng?

BECKY takes off her shades and makes a goofy face at DONNA

BECKY



| forgot what the fuck I was
tal kin’ about!

The two of them burst into belly I aughs.
And then it happens. It conmes scre-e-e-e-eamng up the nice gated-community street.

A yel low (and bl ack-striped) 1970 Barracuda, nean-l|ooking nmuscle car, tearassing
right up to LINDA s driveway and ending with a second screeeeeech. And suddenly
These Eyes” gets really LOUD. Right at the best part (“Now the hurtin's on

ne, yeah/’' Cause I'Il never be free, yeah”). PUSH IN ON LI NDA'S EYES AS SHE

SEES THE DRI VER S DOOR OPEN.

The driver’s-side door opens. Qut cones a pair of spitshined Frye
boot s.

We go up a pair of immacul ate coul da- been-cut-w th-a-razor Levis to

a brown | eather jacket housing a black button-down shirt that houses
a weightlifter chest. On top of it all is a plush noustache, a
lantern jaw, and a pair of reflective sungl asses—much harder-| ooki ng
than LINDA's. This is CHUCK TRAYNOR, 35, a man anpong nen, easy in

his own skin, yet sonehow al ways nmanaging to land in a physica
attitude that would | ook just right for a MIler H gh Life ad.

He stands towering above LINDA's little chaise |ongue.
CHUCK

Now i s that a Linda Borenan
that | see before ne?

BECKY
H Chuck.

LI NDA
That woul d be ne.

CHUCK
So. ..

He extends a hand.
CHUCK

... Wat’'s up, buttercup?

LI NDA
Doin' all right. Yer friends
a Becky an’ Donna?

CHUCK
Oh | guess they're pals a mine
An’ ya know what | say. Any
Palomno is a pal a m ne-o.

BECKY and DONNA bust out in shrieky giggles |ike CHUCK was all four Beatles
rolled into one.

CHUCK
| tell ya what Linda. Maybe you
wanna put sone clothes on, we
could take a spinin this old



horse an’ see what the town has
to offer.

LI NDA t akes of f her sungl asses.

LI NDA
| could do that. | got banged
up in a car accident, | ain't

seen nuch of a good tinme lately.

CHUCK
Well we gonna rectify that mat-
ter right quick. Ladies-—hate to

be rude.

BECKY
No, go on! W got our own fun
ri ght here.

Anot her burst of goddam gi ggl es.
OVERHEAD — W DE — CHUCKMOBI LE | N THE DRI VEWAY

As LI NDA and CHUCK wal k toward the Chucknobile, we freeze frane
for a noment —

LI NDA
Okay, let’s hold it a sec, |I'm
gettin' all ahead a nyself.
Lemme go back to the beginning.

FREEZE FRAVE — BRI GHT- FACED G RL

A sunshiny brown-haired six-year-old LINDA, also in freeze
frane, smles off canera.

LI NDA
[v.o.] Nowif you' d a seen ne
when | was younger, you' d never
think 1'd get nessed up in the
things | did.

We unfreeze and pull back to reveal a TH RD- GRADE CLASSROOM
where LINDA'S MOM and DAD are beami ng as LI TTLE LI NDA

shows off a tray of w nning butterscotch cupcakes in a

t hird-grade contest.

LI NDA
[v.o.] | nmean, | was a pretty
wel | - brought-up kid for the
nost part.

I NT. SHOPPI NG MALL CI RCA 1962 — DAY

FAST PUSH I N from across a crowded shoppi ng-center thorough-
fare to LINDA'S DAD tal king to an ELDERLY RUSSI AN LADY who
seens utterly confused

LI NDA
[v.o.] My dad was an ex- Ana-



hei m cop who retired young
and becane a security guard.

DAD
Lady, | frankly don’'t care
where you parked it. W don't
of fer that kinda service here.
Maybe at Lathrop’s they gotta
golf cart’|ll take you around
to look, but this ain't that
ki nda pl ace—

I NT. BASKETBALL COURT — DAY

FAST FAST FAST PUSH IN on DAD with an ARM AROUND LI NDA as
she hol ds a basketball and beans. The other girls on
the team fl ank her.

LI NDA
[v.o.] The first year on the
job ny dad was a pretty well-
adj ust ed happy canper but—

Fl ashbul b, snapshot.
I NT. LI NDA' S BEDROOM — NI GHT
A TEENAGE LI NDA cowers in her bed.

LI NDA
[v.o.] —-then he took to drink-
ing and he and ny nmom ki nda
st opped tal ki ng.

I NT. LINDA'S LIVING ROOM — NI GHT

The kitchen lights are on. DAD is in the house, clearly
soused off his ass. W can hear himstrew ng through
shit, pushing around pots and pans, digging through

the knife and spatul a drawer.

DAD
God, fucking, danmmt, FUCK

LI NDA
[v.o.] It was a funny thing—

I NT. LINDA' S BEDROOM — NI GHT
LI NDA turns out the Iight and pretends to be asl eep

LI NDA
[v.o.] —-the nore he got hen-
pecked by my nom and never
stood up to her...the nore
he drank, and the angrier
he got at night.

I NT. LINDA' S HOUSE — DAY

A beautiful Saturday norning. A radiant LINDA, in a skinmpy
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tank top and teeny shorts, pulls a Shasta out of the
fridge, pets her dog Shnookums, and shimm es up the stairs
to the tune of that |ounge-Mizak sixties favorite, “Misic
to Watch Grls By.”

I NT. LINDA S BEDROOM — DAY

LI NDA's MOM vacuuns LINDA' s room She discovers sonething
nestl ed behi nd LI NDA s bed.

LI NDA anbl es her way into the bedroomjust at the nonent
MOM i s waggling a Hol |l ywood gossip mag in her face.

MOM
Li nda, what the hell is this?

W see the cover: TROY DONAHUE — UNWED AND READY FOR
MORE ACTI ON!

LI NDA
What? It’'s a nagazi ne, M.
It's what | read at the beau-
ty shop.

MOM
You read about novie stars rut-
tin around and you hide it be-
hi nd your bed?

LI NDA
Wh—I'd. | don't know what
you' re tal ki ng about.

MOM
Is that what’'s goin’ on up here?

LI NDA
[l ong stunned beat] Excuse ne?

MOM

Are you sittin up here think-
in dirty thoughts readin

t hese ki nda nmagazi nes? |s that
how | brought you up? ‘ Cause

| can see, that behavior with
the Brannigan kid is starting
up again. Al over again.

LI NDA
I...why do you do this?
MOM
Wiy do | do it? well, Lind.
"1 tell ya—

Pear| Harbor-style, MOM wal |l ops LINDA in the face—one-two,
then a third tinme, hard, |eaving LINDA blushing and raw
faced.

MOM
Stick out your hand.

10



LI NDA i s holding back tears with all her m ght, but she
still proffers her hand. Seem ngly a naster of the quick
attack, MOMwhips a tiny Bic lighter out of her pocket
and burns LINDA on the pal m—just enough for her to

wi t hdraw her hand.

MOM
You touch shit and that’s
what cha get.

LI NDA finally does burst into tears and runs out of the
room—and we follow her, fromthe front, as she runs down
the stairs to safety—

MOM
JUST REMEMBER. | ALWAYS GOT' AN
EYE ON YOU- -

Freeze frame.

LI NDA
[v.o.] But see, here's the
thing. | don't wantcha to
think it was all bad tinmes.

EXT. FLORI ST'S SHOP — DAY

LI NDA poses with a SEM - CRI PPLED OLD LADY—t hey each hold up
a Van Gogh sunflower. Pull back to reveal a store full of
peopl e, Openi ng Day banners, and MOM and DAD in front of

LI NDA taking a picture with an old Pol aroi d canera.

LI NDA
[v.o.] After high school I
owed a little flower shop
in town ‘cause the owner
retired. And | wasn’t too bad
at it.

INT. LOVER S LANE — N GHT

Teenage LINDA is parked with NOAH, 18, respectably handsone,
slightly-nore-sensitive-than-a-|etter-sweater-Kkind-of -guy.
“I"'mHenry VIII, | Anf plays on the radio.

LI NDA
[v.o.] But here’'s the funny
part, and maybe this has
sonething to do with what
happened to ne: | had a
real problemw th boys.
Not gettin’ ‘em not that
at all.

The probl em was. .. once
had ‘ em

NOAH i s so choked up with admration his voice conmes out as a

11
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near - whi sper.

NOAH
Aw, Lind. | been diggin
you for so long. Menber
when | sat next to you in
Anerican |ssues? You just
smel led |ike a cucunber.

LI NDA sniles; seemngly with sone effort.

LI NDA
Aw, yeah, | renmenber that.
Heheh. Cucunber.

NQOAH
You' d wite conments on ny
paper and stuff, an’ | just
wanted to touch you.

LI NDA
Seriously?

NQOAH
Aw, hell yeah. You just had
that cool hair that'd flip down
when you were witin' a test.
| always wanted to just touch
it.

LI NDA
For real ?

NOAH
Aw yeah man. | been into you
for, |like, nonths.

NOAH t ouches her hair. LINDA responds, |eans into the touch
slightly.

NQOAH
| always thought it was so
cool you stuck up for that
fat chick Deeann. Everybody
was all pickin' on her but
you were real sweet to her.

LI NDA | ooks at NOAH, waiting for sonething that doesn't seem
on its way.

NQOAH
You' re a good person, Linda.
| totally respect you.

We PUSH IN ON THEIR FIRST KISS. NOAH s kiss is worshipful,
respectful, but somehow hol ds sonet hi ng back.

LI NDA PUSHES BACK | NTO THE KI SS, al nbst overwhel mi ng NOAH,
who cones out of the clench.

NOAH, enbol dened, unbuttons LI NDA' s chaste butterscotch

12
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sweater. Beneath it lies a bra that evokes images of field-hockey practice.
NOAH paws her breasts—or rather, doesn't paw, exactly, but treats LINDA s
breasts as sacred gens to be handled with care.

As NOAH s hands dip down to caress the insides of LINDA s
sun- ki ssed thighs, we see LINDA S EYES agai n as ANOTHER
NOAH KISS fills the screen.

LI NDA
[v.o.] Y see—now, | see—
| shoul da been considerate
with those nice boys | grew
up with. But for whatever

reason, | felt | had this
hankerin’ for sonething...
Sone’ mdifferent. | dunno.
Har der .
| NT. HOUSE — DAY
LI NDA

[v.o.] So anyway. Linda
Borenman. An’ Chuck Traynor.
Day Number One.

CHUCK si ps sone coffee as LINDA switches fromher bikini to a rather bland
sundress. She keeps the door open. He sees a little swatch of sonmething till
she ki cks the door closed gently. CHUCK decorously

| ooks out the wi ndow and sips his coffee as “These Eyes” segues

into the Guess Wo's “No Sugar Tonight.”

I NT. HEAD SHOP — DAY

In this hippiefied head shop, CHUCK has LINDA try on a “Nehru jacket” (the
kind of Indian artifact you m ght see George Harrison wearing

in the “Magical Mystery Tour” era). She l|aughs hysterically as this
foreign garment covers her whole chest |ike a burger-joint snock.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
Now you gotta understand, okay,
| grew up in the suburbs, but |
was |ike a country girl.

I NT. STEVO S STEAK JO NT — NI GHT

CHUCK has MARLON, the headwaiter, pour his very best selection of
box wi ne. Football is playing on the tube and there's a | ot of
wood paneling. LINDA is gobsnacked.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
Chuck just had to put on the
dog a little bit and | was
bl own away. | went out with
boys that had paper routes and
worked at a taco stand. This?
It was crazy. | felt like the
Queen of Engl and.

13



EXT. LINDA' S HOUSE — N GHT
LI NDA and CHUCK stand at the door.

CHUCK
Good ni ght, Punpkin Lips.

LI NDA
Punpki n Li ps?

CHUCK
That’s what | call all ny
friends. Only if | really
like ‘em

CHUCK steals a little peck and wal ks away fast.

CHUCK
That one’s just a | oaner.
You' |l get nore later

LI NDA

Is that a fact?

CHUCK
[wal ki ng away] Yup. Tonorrow
| wantcha to neet ny friend
Juan Jose. He works in con-
struction. O herw se known as
Punpki n Li ps.

CHUCK s Barracuda is fired up

LI NDA
You have a good ni ght now, weirdo.

CHUCK
You know | fully intend to.

And with a scre-e-e-e-e-ech, he's off.
OVERHEAD — LI NDA' S BEDRCOM -- NI GHT

LI NDA tucking herself into bed. Her hands go underneath the covers.
She touches herself. She stares up at the ceiling.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
Al that night...l thought about
not hin® but Chuck, until | fell
asleep. But it took a mnute
till he really won nme over. Til
I knew | was sunk, | was done for.

INT. LA CH NO SE — NI GHT

This is a tacky little Orange County Chi nese restaurant that
probably shoul d’ve fallen over dead in 1966. There is al npst
no one left in the red | eather banquettes at this hour, and
the Chinese waiters and cooks are old as the hills.

14



CHUCK
So dig this, Lind. | got a
bright idea here, got ne a
friend that works at ABC in
New York he’'s gonna help nme
get in the door on this.

LI NDA
Okay.

CHUCK
So here’'s the thing. It's
like a “Candid Canera” thing.
Only you go up to all the
little goody-two-shoes girls
ya got all over—all the ones
that’ d never do anything
wong? So then what you do is
the host takes ‘emto like a
real nice fine-dining place an’
gets ‘emall liquored up? An’
then once they get a little
lit, you do like a truth-or-
dare—t hey gotta do sonething
in public they'd never ever do—
ya see where |I'mgoin’ here?
Ch hello there nma' m

An ANCI ENT CHI NESE WAl TRESS has j ust hobbl ed up.

Qui ck |l ook to CHUCK

Push in/dolly around CHUCK | eaning in on the ANCI ENT CH NESE

WOVAN.

CHUCK
"Il take a egg foo yung anna
white rice, wash it down with
a Dr. Pepper.

LI NDA
Oh, um and I'lIl have a beef
chop suey with a fried rice
anna water.

ANCI ENT CHI NESE

Ohhhhh, no, don’ have a fry rice.

LI NDA
[clearly disappointed] Um

LI NDA
Okay. Then. |. Guess | will have
a white rice.

CHUCK
Awright awight—Iess just hode
on a second here. You nean ta
tell ne this joint calls it-
sel f a Chi nese restaurant an

15



you ain’ got fried rice?

ANCI ENT CHI NESE
No maw. Not to-day. No maw fry rice.

CHUCK
Aint got NOfried rice? Wy,
that’s like me runnin’ ny tavern
an’ sayin, “Wre fresh otta
beer.”

LI NDA
It’s—no. It’s okay.

CHUCK
It's not okay. The |ady wants
fried rice, that’'s what makes
the nmeal the neal, and that'’s
what we’'re gonna get. Leme
see the manager.

In a huff, the ANCI ENT CHI NESE LADY di sappears.

LI NDA
Chuck—seriously. |I'm happy to
have a white rice—

CHUCK
Li nda, | know what you want. |
know exactly what you want in
your heart of hearts an’ it ain't
no white rice. So let nme just
handl e this, HEY BUDDY—

Suddenly CHUCK is shaking the hand of MANNY, the fortyish,
slightly nore Anericani zed Chi nese-Areri can manager

CHUCK
Listen, ny friend Linda here ast
for a plate a fried rice an’ was
told you don’t have it. Now surely
for a Chinese joint that is un-

heard of .
MANNY
Oh, uh—ny apol ogies—but it is
late and—I'mafraid we're all out
of fried rice. For today.
CHUCK
For today.
MANNY
Uh- huh. Sorry about that.
CHUCK
Well listen. You tell that cook

in there to cone out here and
I”mgonna give hima lesson in
how to nmake fried rice. From
scr at ch.
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Suddenly CHUCK is up in
and nore—

MANNY
Sir—

MANNY' s face with a waggi ng finger

CHUCK
Do NOT nake ne raise nmy voice to
you sir now GET that cook out
here so’s we can have a conver-
sation or you an’ ne’'re gonna start
goin in circles.

MANNY scuttles off. LINDA is breathtaken, in one sense or
anot her, and CHUCK calmy returns to his subject.

CHUCK
Anyway. Heck was | sayin’. Yeah
So this idea. It’s |like “Candid
Canera.” But ya take girls, like
rich girls? Like a Ali MG aw type.

MANNY returns with the Chinese CHEF, who is big, powerful,
and not happy about this fried-rice business.

CHEF
What chew want ?

CHUCK
Wiat do | want? It’'s not a
question of what | want, it’'s
what this young woman wants,
which is a sinple dish of
fried rice.

CHEF
Ain’ got no maw fry rice.

CHUCK pauses, and theatrically scratches his ear

CHUCK
well | tell you what. W got us
two options here. One is you
can get back in the kitchen an
whip the lady up a plate of
fried rice, or nunmber two is
you got ny bad cracker ass in
your kitchen nakin' the got-
dam fried rice nyself. So—
you | emme know—how s it gonna
be?

CHEF
| tell you aweddy. W ain't got n—

CHUCK
[up on his feet in a flash] | DON
WANNA HEAR ONE MORE GOT DAMN WORD
COM N QUTTA YOUR MOUTH. | ASK
YOU PECPLE FOR ONE THI NG ONE
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SI MPLE THING WHICH | S A GODDAM
PLATE A FRIED RI CE, AND THAT
VWHAT |’ M GONNA GET I
COOK THE FUCKIN TH
NOW YOU GET | N THERE
THE GODDAM RI CE OR VEE ALL
HAVE SOVE PROBLEMS

A Sergi o Leone nonent:

LI NDA wat ches the CHEF and MANNY to see what their reaction is.
CHUCK stares down the CHEF, unwilling to budge or blink.

MANNY | ooks at LINDA, | ooks at CHUCK

Hum | i at ed, the CHEF breaks down, huffs off to the kitchen

and in a wide shot, we hear the sudden hissssss! of sizzling
fried rice.

MANNY wal ks away, depressed.

CHUCK sits back down and gets right back to it.

CHUCK
We getcha your rice in a mnute.
Anyway, like | was sayin —I

gotta whol e buncha get-rich-quick
i deas—d’' | ever tell ya about the
one where—

LINDA is looking at CHUCK in a different way than she has
ever | ooked at anyone up to this point in the novie. As if
she were seeing sonething in CHUCK even he didn't know about
hi msel f.

LI NDA
[v.o.] Now | have to tell you
this, even though you'll think
that |’ mnot a good person, but
...right at that nonment, right
there...l fell in |ove.

EXTREME CLOSE - CHAMPAGNE CORK POPPI NG
Foam dr ool ing of f and—
MONTAGE — SNAPSHOTS

CHUCK and LI NDA are getting married at the Madonna Inn in
Las Vegas. They pose in their slightly chintzified weddi ng
attire opposite various m ni numwage personnel connected
with the Inn’s Theme Roons: a 1776 Redcoat, a kohl -eyed
Cleopatra, and, with both hairy arms around LI NDA and
CHUCK, a smiling, fat, |ong-haired Cave-Man

LI NDA
[v.o.] And then we got hitched.
It was Chuck’'s idea, just like
that. He said “Let’s do it,”
and six hours later, it was done.
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I NT. CHUCKMOBI LE — DAY

W see CHUCK talkin’ a mle a mnute and LI NDA noddin’ a
mle a mnute and then we DRAW BACK and SHOOT ACRCSS t he
Nevada | andscape—as big and enpty and blindingly sunshiny
as heaven.

LI NDA
[v.o.] Now you gotta understand
one thing, | didn't really
know Chuck at this point—at
all. | was just findin out
the sinplest little things
about hi m—Iike how did he
nmake his noney.

CLOSE — BI G BLACK DOOR

It cre-e-eaks open and inside, a whole nighttinme world is exposed
to the light of day. “These Eyes” starts up again fromscratch.

LI NDA [v.o0.]
Chuck owned a joint called the
Vegas Inn, and lemme tell ya,
toalittle girl like ne, this
was heaven on earth

We follow a girlish, demure LINDA and a fully badassed-out CHUCK
as the two of themwal k through the I ength of the place (Steadi cam
CHUCK has his hand on the back of LINDA's neck in a proprietary
position (a nove we will see throughout).

LI NDA VO CEOVER
| got to know Msti, the biker
mamae that poured the drinks..

M STI, a tough blond with fake tits, hands off a sidecar to an old runmy.

M ST
I need nore change, Chucki e.

CHUCK
Comin’ right up, sweets.

El sewhere, DAWBON, an elderly waiter of 70 or so, hands off two
plates to a Shriner-Ilooking guy and his heavily nade-up m ssus..

LI NDA VO CEOVER
You could get a surf ‘n’ turf in
that place for $5.99 and | could
get one free whenever | wanted,
with the nelted butter for the
| obster.

DAVSON
Morni n’, Chuck.

CHUCK
Daws, how s your daughter doin’?
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DAVSON
Still in chenp, but | give her
your prayers.

W MOVE with themtoward the wall, where CHUCK steers LI NDA

Li ke a snmall aninmal, and where a giant proud bl ack woman

with an Afro strides topless atop a panther...and toward the juke-
box.

CHUCK
...Hey, Lind. | got our song
ri ght here. Five nonths from
now you' re gonna be sayin’
“Hey! They're playin’ our song.”

PUSH I N FAST as CHUCK punches sone buttons, and the whol e dark, rock-Iined,
wood- panel ed joint lights up with the sound of the Bee CGees’ “Fanny Be Tender.”

EXT. BREEM — DAY

The Breemis playing “Soldier Blue.” Big poster of Candi ce Bergen
out in front. LINDA and CHUCK exit the place with a box of Jujubes;
they | ook ki nda high. The ecstasy of “Fanny Be Tender” continues

t hrough this.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
We' d check in, make sure there
was enough wine, if there wasn't
we went to 7-11, and then we'd
go to the novies in the daytine...

I NT. CHUCK S APARTMENT — DAY

PAN OFF the TV, where Arte Johnson is getting frisky on the Dick
Cavett show, to the bed, where CHUCK and LI NDA are surrounded by
burger-joint bags. They're making out...and CHUCK s nouth pauses
at her stomach...then noves further southward...we PUSH I N TI GHT
on LINDA' s face..

LI NDA VO CEOVER
Chuck liked to do...certain things
to me...stuff | know ny nmom
t hought was dirty and evil.

OVERHEAD — CHUCK AND LI NDA

CHUCK goes down on LI NDA. She seens to be caught sonewhere
bet ween pl easure and panic.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
Sonetinmes Chuck’d say to ne,
“Let yourself go,” and | woul d,
and 1'd enjoy it. But it always
felt somehow like...| dunno,
even though | was narried...
was doin’ sonethin wong.

I NT. PAT" S COCKTAI LS — NI GHT
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Delirious dolly nmove in on LINDA and CHUCK at one table

anong a ton of country-fried-rock fans in a vaguely

Conf ederate-flag-oriented bar in the sticks. CHUCK is filling
LINDA's glass with beer froma pitcher and letting the

ideas fly fast and furious.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
We didn’'t talk much about him
an’ me, but we’'d hang out an’
Chuck’ d tell nme all the ways
he was gonna nmake a million
dollars. He was like a little
kid. And | just loved to be
with himand listen.

EXT. 7-11 — DAY

LI NDA | eaves the place holding a bag of Red Vines. She wal ks
down the street to the Vegas I|nn..

LI NDA VO CEOVER
I was havin' fun and | was so
happy to be out in the world.
Then, one afternoon, everything
got turned on its ear.

I NT. VEGAS I NN — DAY
LI NDA enters, pulls aside BRI TTANY, the new girl.
LI NDA

Hey Britt, you got those re-
cei pts we needed for Jay?

BRI TTANY
Oh. No, | didn't dig “emup
yet.

LI NDA
Okay, ‘cause like we really
need ‘em

LI NDA steps to the bar, |ooking for soneone, or sonething. CHUCK, probably.
As Merle Haggard's “The Night the Bottle Let Me Down”

arises fromthe jukebox, MSTlI steps away fromthe bar with a tray

of drinks. As she | eaves behind-the-bar and enters the Min Floor

of the place, she sheds her yellowt shirt. And is topless.

PAN ARCUND with LINDA' s gaze. Al the chicks in the joint are
t opl ess. Wal ki ng around, serving drinks, chatting with the
cust oners.

LI NDA instinctively pulls back, into herself. And | ooks over at the
pool table.

There, BRAESHA, one of the night girls, is splayed out on the pool table. An
ol d GOLFER- I ooki ng dude is fucking her on the pool table. And then a big, fuzzy,
unwhol esone- | ooki ng Bl KER | eans on the side of the pool table and paws

sloppily at her breasts.

PUSH N ON LI NDA'S FACE and finally in on HER EYES.
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W see what she sees:

the two nmen on BRAESHA on the poo

a kind of herky-jerky slow notion. The | ow runbling of an anima
and the dark braying of an aboriginal instrument-—a didjeridoo.

EXT. VEGAS | NN — DAY

FAST FAST FAST PUSH I N from across the street as LI NDA TEARS out
her back agai nst the wall,

of the bar and | eans,

table in

hyperventil ating,

havi ng a

panic attack. And at just this nonment the Chucknobile cones scree-ee-

eechi ng up.

I NT. CAR — DAY

CGet in.

[ panti ng,

CHUCK

LI NDA
not naki ng any sense]

CHUCK

C non, get in!

CHUCK peel s out of the parking spot outside the Vegas Inn

CHUCK

What ' s wrong?

In there.

LI NDA
..aww. . .it’s so freaky,

I m gonna throw up.

What t he

CHUCK
fuck?

L1 NDA

The girls. Al the girls were

t opl ess,
the hell.

CHUCK | aughs, indul gently.

LI NDA i s speechl ess.

Chuck! | nean what

L1 NDA

And Braesha. Braesha was on
the table...the pool table,
and two guys were ballin her.

CHUCK

Two guys was ballin" Braesha

at once?

L1 NDA

VWell one was ballin her an

t he ot her

one was all touchin’

on her an’ stuff.

CHUCK

Uh- huh. An’ that’s it?
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CHUCK
Vel |l shit hon. Y know things
sometines get outta hand at
the ole Vegas Inn. You gotta
get useta that kinda thing.

LI NDA
| don't think | could ever get
useta that.

CHUCK

Oh yes ya could. An’ you're goin’
to. We got sone rules we need
to tal k about.

LI NDA
Excuse ne?

CHUCK
Let’s pick us up sone burgers.

EXT. BURGERSAURUS REX — DAY

LI NDA and CHUCK drive through this Southern California burger shack, which
kind of looks like it was designed by FRED FLI NTSTONE. Cute

hi ppi e chicks in pelts serve you burgers out of...| guess that’s supposed
to be a Prehistoric Cave?

CHUCK
Now di dja call your nother |ike
| told ya?

LI NDA
Yes.

CHUCK

And you said we ain’t comn’
over ta Sunday supper?

LI NDA
| told her I’m never comn’
back and I’'mmarried to Chuck an
that's final

CHUCK
You tell her to her face?

LI NDA
| told her on the phone.

CHUCK
Even better. She can't try to
weasel ya out of it. That's
good. Now | gotta let you in
on alittle secret here, girl
[to HPPIE PELT CH CK] Ch
t hank ya so very nuch hon!
You got the picalilly in there
like I like?

H PPl E PELT CH CK
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Ch yessir!

CHUCK
[showi ng of f for her] ‘' Cause
likes to rub that picalilly
all over nmy fries! Haw ha ha!
| thank ya darlin’

H PPI E PELT CHI CK
Cone agai n fol ks!

CHUCK pulls out of the drive-through

CHUCK
| gotta letcha inon alittle
secret, Lind. Msti and Braesha,
and Mnty the girl at night, and
Edie and N kki ? They's all a
buncha strai ght hookers.

LI NDA
......... Excuse ne?

CHUCK
They fuck for noney, hon. Every
| ast manjack of ‘em That's how
they do it.

EXT. CHUCK' S APARTMENT — DAY

CHUCK and LI NDA are hol di ng sone very conplicated bags of burgers
and fries and whatnot, probably sone picalilly relish. LINDA has the
tray of Cokes.

CHUCK
Thing is, right now ..they gonna
be workin' for ne.

As LINDA | ooks up fromher shoes at this, the screen door closes
right in her face.

I NT. CHUCK S APARTMENT — DAY

CHUCK takes off his shoes, gets a little Rod Stewart on, and
prepares for a md-afternoon feast.

LI NDA
| don’t understand that.

CHUCK
A wonman has a product, Lind. A
PRODUCT. Ri ght between her knees.
And a man’'s job is to SELL THAT
PRODUCT and that is what | plan
to do. Fetch ne sone napkins, girl
Now listen. | been talkin' a
ot to you about how we gonna
nake us sonme noney, how we gonna
live the life a Riley, an’ | ain't
just pipe dreamin’, sister. |



got ne an actual PLAN to nake that
come TRUE. | know how ta provide
for nmy wonman.

And listen. You re gonna be
Chuck’ s madam You're gonna ans-
wer the phones, and run the sche-

dul e—

LI NDA
[ bri ngi ng napki ns] Chhhhhhhh no
I"'mnot. I'mgoin’ to comunity

col l ege for astrol o---astronony, and—

Ri ght then—with a harsh, bellike sound—CHUCK rans the heel of his
hand into LINDA's face. Particularly into the bridge of her nose.
She reel s backwards, crying.

CHUCK
YES. You ARE. YOU ARE going to ans-
wer those phones.

LI NDA
[in tears—of shock, nostly] |
can’t do that...don't nmake ne
do that...

CHUCK
“Don’t make ne do that.” ['1II
fuckin' give ya a crack again
Why shouldn’t | do that?

LI NDA
‘Cause it...it goes agai nst ny
bel i ef s.

CHUCK

Your “beliefs”?

LI NDA
[lost in a four-year-old s tears]
In, inmy religious beliefs. In
ny |ove of Christ.

CHUCK
“Love of Christ.” Hon, you're
gonna be lovin’ mekin four hun-
dred a week plus tip. An’ | tel
you what. We got sone nore new
rul es around here. Naw, don't
eat your food, you're fat enough
you don’t need no nore hanburgers.
Get over here and sit on Chuck’s
| ap.

She cones over, at first with great hesitation..
...then, girlish, obedient, does.

CHUCK
Now. You told me you like a rea
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LI NDA wi pes a streak of

man for a husband and not one of
t hose snot nose boys. lzzat right?

bl ood fromher nostril.

LI NDA
MM  Mm hnmm

CHUCK
Well then one thing a real man
does is he nakes you speak the
truth. Like with these burgers.
You don't need burgers. Hon

CHUCK is clearly slightly nervous, testing the waters.

She just stares at him

She starts wal ki ng away

She stares at her shoes

CHUCK starts chuckling.

CHUCK
‘Cause, ‘cause, you're fat enough
[beat] Say it.

bl ankly, as if waiting for himto go on

CHUCK
Say, “I'ma fat little fatass.”

but he violently pulls her back.

LI NDA
Chuck, noooooo—

CHUCK
G tcher ass down here. Now | ook
at me. LOOK ME IN THE EYE and
say, “Chucky, I'ma fat little
fatass.”

and sul ks. CHUCK gi ggl es.
CHUCK

Just say it! C non. [whispers]
It's good for ya.

LI NDA
| don't want to
CHUCK
| ain"t askin’ . Now SAY IT.
LI NDA
I'"'ma fat—I'ma little fat fatass.
CHUCK

That's right. Now | wantcha to
wal k up and down the | ength of
the roomand tell nme you're a
fat little fatass. Co.

He smacks her on the ass, hard.

26



She gets up, wal ks the Iength of the living roomand back,

CHUCK
(€0

gling alittle as she speaks.

A giggling CHUCK ki sses

LI NDA paces up and back

CHUCK is entranced by hi

LI NDA is entranced by hi

LI NDA
“I"'ma fat little fatass, I'ma
fat little fatass, I'ma fat lit-
tle fatass...” Whadda you want - -
her .

CHUCK
Keep wal kin’! You' re gonna
say nore. Say “l ain't got nothin’

for tits.” Say it.

the living room

LI NDA
[embarrassed] | ain’...got nothin’
for tits. | ain't got nothin' for
tits.

CHUCK

Say it real loud so Aunt WI nma
next door can hear it.

L1 NDA
I AIN T GOT' NO KINDA TI TS, MY
TITS YOU LOOX AT ‘EM THEY SO
SMALL, ITS AJOKE. | AIN GOT
ANY FUCKI NG TI TS.

s newf ound power.

CHUCK
Tell nme you' re stupid.

s newf ound power.

LI NDA
[ droppi ng down an oct ave,
| ooki ng CHUCK right in the eye..
surprised] |’ mstupid.

CHUCK
You' re stupid.

LI NDA
[as if in a trance; |ooking
CHUCK square in the eye]
I"mso fucking stupid. | dunno
ny ass fromny el bow

CHUCK busts up good over this one.

L1 NDA

gig-
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I dunno shit.
dunbass.

‘“Cause |'ma
I’"ma fat-ass dunbass.

As if by renmpote control...she sits on CHUCK s knee.

CHUCK
What el se?
LI NDA
["mugly. |
marks, |'M UGY. Everything

gotta face fulla pock-

do

and say is stupid and ugly.

CHUCK
That's right. It is.
CHUCK sticks his finger in her
| ow, separating LINDA s
his fingers even better

panties from her jeans shorts.

‘ Cause you ARE

mout h and t hen sets his hands down

He |icks

CHUCK

Tell ne again who you are.
LI NDA

I’ m st upi d.

up as CHUCK begins getting her off as

up the joint

PUSH I N, fram ng CHUCK and LI NDA fromthe chest
she sits on his lap
CHUCK
Keep goin’
LI NDA
I"mugly. | hate ny hair and
ny zitty face and | hate the
way | | ook.
CHUCK
Li ke street trash. Right? |zzat
right?
LI NDA
And | SMELL. | snell
and nobody wants to cone in.
CHUCK
[working her with fingers]
You fuck up this place so nobody

cones in and 1’1

CHUCK s finger action is working
t hrusts.

L1 NDA
" m STUPI D.

beat you so bad..

now. LINDA is butting against his fingers with hip-

["m STUPI D AND UAY

and every part of ne is a disap-

poi nt ment. | got

not hi n’

Not hi n’

to give anybody but a hard tine.

CHUCK

[diligently at work with fingers]
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That’s right...That’s right, honey
... No goddam good to anyone t hat
way. . .

LI NDA
| should sit in the back seat
whil e you FUCK YOUR G RLFRI ENDS.

" m NOTHI N. . . huhhhh.. .1’ ma piece a
dogshit stinkin' up the sidewal k...
CHUCK
‘ Say it.
LI NDA

"M A PIECE A DOGSHI T STINKIN UP
THE SI DEWALK. . . unhhh..uhhhhhhhhhhhh—

LI NDA has her first real, big orgasmon CHUCK s knee. It |eaves her...tremendously
enbarrassed. And overwhel med, as if drowning

She sits up. It is now clear that CHUCK has | eft a giant
stain on the front of his pants. He, too, has conme w thout
anticipating it. He tries to cover up this “weakness” with
a return to tough-guy-ism

CHUCK
VWll well. | think we | earned sone-
t hi ng about oursel ves today.

Shocked and enbarrassed, LINDA curls up on the floor next to CHUCK s

La-Z-Boy. She appears to be trying to cover up every part of herself, conpletely
confused, exposed, shredded...nortified. CHUCK is

al ready changi ng pants.

CHUCK
Say |isten, hones. You're gonna be
ny #1 phone answerer at Traynor's
Gentlenen’s Cub. And that’s final

LI NDA
[still trembling] It sure is not..

LINDA is rummaging on the floor to find where she had left a deviled egg. A pissed-off
CHUCK, in his underwear, grabs it fromher hands and hurls it against an ugly off-white
wal | .

CHUCK
And |’ mgonna tell you one nore
tine. You're gonna be Chuck Tray-
nor’ s madam

LI NDA
And I'I1 tell you for the unpteenth
time that | amnot. That whol e busi ness.

CHUCK
You gonna answer them phones and do
what | pay you to do.

LI NDA
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No!

CHUCK appears to be stal enated.

CHUCK
Okay. FINE. That's just jimfuckin’
dandy. Then ya know what. |’ m gonna

give you another job. ‘Cause |'lI
be goddanmed you |ive here and
don’t earn your keep.

She | ooks back at him scared.

CHUCK
Just keep it up, |ady.

He sl ans the bedroom door and LI NDA shudders.

In a tiny voice, LINDA speaks, alnbst to herself.

LI NDA
You can't nmake nme do what | don't
wanna do.
Voom The bedroom door flies open
CHUCK
What ?
LI NDA
Not hi ng.

CHUCK cones runni ng back out into the living room

CHUCK
What the fuck did you just say?

LI NDA
Not hing, | just—

Sone rage button is tripped.

In a sudden flurry, CHUCK starts KICKING HER with his gl ossy
sharp-toed Frey Boots. LINDA curls into a fetal ball on the floor
as the KICKING GOES ON. These are swift, hard, sharp kicks—all over.

CHUCK

Ya gonna DI SRESPECT ME. Huh. In

ny OAN HOUSE, YQU are gonna di s-

respect nme. YOU GONNA WALK | N HERE
\ AND DI SRESPECT ME! | gotchew outta
that house, | OM YQU, conpletely.
Don’t you EVER DI SRESPECT A MAN Ii ke
that again. C nere

CHUCK pi cks up the beaten, kicked, crying LINDA and takes her
| NTO THE HALLWAY. He | ays her down on the stairs. In a

heart beat, with absolutely no preparation, CHUCK turns from
savage vi ol ence to strange tenderness.
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CHUCK
Now let’'s take a | ook at what we
got here.

He opens her shirt, revealing lots of kick-bruises to the
breast bone, and the breasts. Al so, sone purple bruises on her
hip and a |l ot—a | ot—on her back

CHUCK
Now | ooky here. Looky here.

Si nuously, his fingers trace the bruises. This nakes LI NDA nban

CHUCK
You got all marked up here an
all over there. What about this
one? |Is that a tender one?

LI NDA, sonmehow defiantly, nods.
CHUCK
It is. Wll let ne kiss that. Let
me ki ss the bruise.
He bends down to ki ss.

CHUCK
Does that feel good?

Shanef aced, LI NDA nods.

CHUCK
How ‘ bout this—does this feel good?
He touches, light, feather-touches, all over the bruises and welts.
CHUCK

Zat feel good when | blow like this?
He blows ever so lightly, like a little zephyr, over the bruises.
CHUCK
And then when | touch ‘emtoo?
He pushes hard on them and each tine LINDA cries out.
CHUCK
Lookit that. You got ‘emon your
booby too. On the soft part. R ght
there. And there.

In a simlar light, teasing way, CHUCK runs his fingers over her panties.

CHUCK
It hurts. Doesn’t it?

CHUCK and LI NDA | ook at each other. They are both astoni shed
and baffled. Then:

CHUCK mashes his nmouth violently against LINDA's and before she or
we fully gather what’'s going on, in seconds, he's nounting her on
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the stairs, rubbing her violently against the stair

They are fucking, and CHUCK i s on top, not caring whether he's
grinding LINDA into the stairs like the whole thing was a cheese
grater. Quickly he lets out a yel ping orgasm..and LI NDA cones too.
Her arms flap like fish around CHUCK s back, but he's done his

busi ness; he gets up to nove on.

OVERHEAD — W DE

We see LINDA rermain on the floor, covered in bruises, half naked, panting in the
aftermath of an experience she conpletely does not understand. She is terrified,
enbarrassed and utterly confused.

The Bee Cees song fromthe Vegas Inn is heard playing on sonebody’s

radi o in anot her apartnent.

INT. — I N BED THAT NI GHT

LI NDA and CHUCK stare up at the ceiling. The Bee Gees go on
pl ayi ng. Both of themstare at the ceiling in bew | dernment
and fright, aware that they are now on a rollercoaster ride
nei t her one quite understands.

LI NDA
[v.o.] At that tinme in ny
life...these are the things
| knew about Chuck Traynor

EXT. BLEAK | NDUSTRI AL LANDSCAPE — DAY

FAST FAST FAST PUSH IN on a little boy in an alnpost G Joeish
Hal | oneen costune meki ng a nuscle, flanked by three KOREAN
BOYS dressed as ghouls and ghosts..

LI NDA
[v.o0.] Chuck grew up as an
arny brat, an’ he spent part
of his childhood in South Ko-
rea.

EXT. CHUCK' S DAD S HOUSE — DAY

A qui ck, zinging nontage of the facade of a very posh
Rancho Cucanopnga house circa 1970—conplete with rea

pi nk flam ngoes, a kind of prehistoric koi pond, “lush”
birds of paradise, and a little fat Mexican | ady who
serves tea to the white people in the backyard

LI NDA
[v.o.] And you mi ght think
that his dad was some ki nda
bully in a uniformthat beat
his kid...but | never saw
that. | don’t think that was
true.

I NT. CHUCK S DAD S HOUSE - DAY
LINDA sits with MR TRAYNOR, a sort of pudgy Chuck MCann

type in a loud-ish seventies |leisure suit, who is talking
anmle amnute, and MRS. TRAYNOR, a kind of face-lifted
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bewi gged Carol Channing type who smles and nods at every-
t hi ng her husband says.
Pibb for one and all.

CHUCK sits down and pours sonme M.

MR, TRAYNOR

‘Cause at the end a the day,
| know what people are after
in terms of basic hone pro-
tection. It’'s some’ m Chucky
i s damm good at —damm good
Readi n” a person an’ know n’
exactly what they want. Wat
they're after.

MRS. TRAYNOR
That’'s exactly right, Chris.
W al ways said that.

CHUCK
Ma—howzat bri sket doin’ ?

MRS. TRAYNOR
[to LINDA] He al ways gets
frisky right before lunchtine!
Keep it cool, Chuckles. W'l
get there in the Lord s tine,
ki ddo.

CHUCK
[ seem ngly nervous, or enbar-
rassed?] Can you believe how
t hese peopl e bust ny balls,
Li nd? Quys, cone outside.
got sonme'mfor ya. Picked it
up in Tahoe.

IN THE FRONT OF THE LI VI NG ROOM — A FEW MOVENTS LATER

Sl ow zoomin on the front driveway, where CHUCK pul I s out
of the front seat a pair of FUZZY DICE in the form of
PILLOAS for MR and MRS. TRAYNOR LI NDA hands off the dice
as if they were the Mss Anerica tiara. She beans.

I NT. CHUCKMOBI LE —

DAY

LI NDA
[v.o.] I didn't see one bad
t hi ng about these people, not
one. They' d show nme Chuck’s
third-place westling ribbons
every time | canme over there.
They just showered that boy
with love. I'Il tell ya what,
t hough, there was one thing
at the end a that day that
al ways struck ne as really
wei rd:

CHUCK sits at the steering wheel, fum ng. They are about
to leave MR and MRS. TRAYNOR s house. He's not turning the
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key in the ignition

LI NDA
C non, sweets. Let’s go. It's
gonna get cold by the tinme we
get back. [beat] And the heat
ain"t workin' so great.

CHUCK
I KNOWit’'s not. Awight? [beat]
Fuck!
LI NDA rubs his extrenely manly neck.
LI NDA

Wiat is it, hon?

CHUCK
| just.

Ni ce fucking people.

Y know? NI CE.

They j ust.

“Fucki ng nice fucking people.”
He turns to her, alnost pleadingly.

CHUCK
Do you know what |’ m sayin’?

LI NDA, baffl ed, shakes her head no.

CHUCK
Fuck it.

He puts the key in, kicks it up, peels out. Wde shot of
t he Chucknobile peelin’ out.

I NT. MOTEL — DAY

PUSH I N from out si de, where a bunch of Mexican-Indian kids
are playing on the world s shittiest, rustiest sw ngset,
to INSIDE, where LINDA is putting on makeup and wat chi ng
“Soul Train,” and then PUSH IN FURTHER to the bedroom ..
where CHUCK is lying on the floor. Convul sing.

LI NDA
[v.o.] One last thing | found
out about Chuck. He had really
bad di abetes...and he’'d go into
seizures if he didn't get his
nmedi ci ne. .

DA runs in, hoists himup, CRADLES H S FACE | N HER HANDS

LI r
It's still twitching as we go into a FREEZE FRAME

CLOSE — NEEDLE



Filling up with insulin.

LI NDA
[v.0o.] He showed nme how to
shoot himup if | hadda save
his life.

EXT. SAHARAN MOTEL — DAY

Qut si de this skanky Hol | ywood notel, the Chucknobile
pul | s up. LINDA and CHUCK sit sipping Cokes froma bur-

ger joint. LINDAis still in at |least half a daze.
LI NDA
[v.o.] And that’'s all | knew

about Chuck the day we pulled
up at the Saharan Motel.

CHUCK
[sighing] Awight. So you
said you don’t wanna hel p
ne at my business—fine.
got no beef with that.

LI NDA
Thank you.

CHUCK

But | think it’s only fair
an’ right that you do sone
ot her work. And so | hooked
ya up with sone real respec-
tabl e characters, these are
bi g I ocal businessnmen, and |
want you to help ne out and
neet themtoday. Ckay? |zzat
aski ng too nuch?

LI NDA
| guess not.

CHUCK
Okay then, let’'s go.

CHUCK and LI NDA wal k to Room #17.

Once we go inside, dark, primtive, aboriginal sounds
are heard.

I NT. MOTEL ROOM — DAY

The roomis full of paunchy, gray, fiftyish business-

nen in Johnny Carson brand sportcoats. W dart around the roomwith

LI NDA' s eyes. They have ei ghteen-year-old Scotch and snoke Carlton
cigarettes. The curtains are drawn and the whole place is freaky dark
like a vanpire’'s pad. CHUCK is

pal pably nmade tense by these guys—who don’t | ook or act |ike nmuch nore
than clerks at the |ocal Bank of America. But then, CHUCK doesn't live in
a suit-and-tie world.
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MR RIEHLE
Hey Chuck.
CHUCK
Hey Rich real gladcha could
make it.
MR RIEHLE
This must be Linda.
CHUCK
The one an’ only.
MR RIEHLE
Li nda Lindy Lindie-loo. Look
at you.
CHUCK

Li nda. These are sone a ny
very good friends. These
gent | enen know how t o nove
and shake. These are the rea
people in the world.

LI NDA i s backed up against the curtains. She | ooks at the door just as
CHUCK | ocks it behind him

LI NDA
H everybody.

Al'l the guys say hi back. The dudes in the back start inching forward.

MR, BAKER
Li nda, Charles tells us you're
agirl with an open mnd

CHUCK
Shit yes anong ot her things!

CHUCK cracks his own bad self up. The guys smle in the way that bankers
do with a custoner they dislike.

MR, BAKER
Chuck said you like to cone
down low. Is that right that
you |like to come down | ow?

LI NDA conpl etely does not understand.
LI NDA
I"'m..y know, | |ike to have
a good tine.
A lurid chuckle swells through the place.
LI NDA
[gai ning confidence] | am..
one that likes to let her
hai r down.

More | aughter.
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LI NDA
On a rare occasion when |I'm
wi th good friends.

MR R EHLE
Chuckl es. Conme on. Let’'s get
the party started. You can
have a belt, honey.

LI NDA
Ch, thank ya no, | don’t drink

The cynical laughter that fills the room

LI NDA
Gentlenen, will you excuse ne
a mnute.

LI NDA heads to the bathroom CHUCK, nodding at the fellows, follows after
her .

I NT. BATHROOM — DAY

LI NDA | ocks t he bat hroom door behind them W perceive sonething LI NDA
does not—a split second of CHUCK getting
his CHUCK on. Then:

LI NDA
Al right. So dig. After we
get done talkin' to these
guys, we gotta get those re-
ceipts over to Jay, an' |
told Janeen we’'d get to the
dry cl eani ng—

CHUCK
G tcher clothes off.

LI NDA
What ? [beat] Wy? You wanna—
in here--?

CHUCK
G tcher clothes off hon you're
gonna fuck these guys.

A long silence, with LINDA s w de eyes.

LI NDA
Excuse ne?
CHUCK
| said—
L1 NDA
What the fuck are you talking
about ?

CHUCK grabs her cheeks and snmpboshes themtogether, naking a big, ugly
gol dfi sh-1i ke pooched-out nouth.
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CHUCK
Now LI STEN. You told me you
don’ t wanna answer ny phones
an’ that’'s fine. But these
boys offered ne four hunnert
bucks to fuck you and | took
their noney and you are going
to go out there right now and
give these nen their noney’s
worth. And that’'s all she
wote, sister, that noney’'s
spent .

L1 NDA
I am not—are you NUTS? Do
you think that |’'d—

CHUCK shoves her against the wall, choking off her breath with one

powerful right arm

CHUCK
Listen to nme. Do you know who
t hese guys are? These are not
your silly-ass friends eatin’
a goddam Fudgsicl e, these are
real fucking guys an’ they pay
real nmoney. You listening to ne?
You nmeke t hem happy we got noney
in the bank, we get some’mrea
goin' here.

CHUCK senses sonet hing slipping, sone kind of backslide,
ranps it up to eighty mles an hour:

CHUCK
Now you saw what | did |ast night
I will not HESI TATE to stonp your
guts out with those boots right t
m nute. Now you know that |
will do that. | will fucking
ki ck the shit out of you unti
there is nolife left, is
that clear to you?

Suddenly realizing, and accepting the |ack of options, LI
tears.

LI NDA
Pl ease don't do this...seri-
ously...l'Il pay you the
four hundred nysel f...seri-
ously... I’ borrow it from
ny sister...1’1l get you
five hundred..

CHUCK
Fuck that shit, honey, |
got repeat business fromthese
cats. Y unnerstan’ what those
wor ds nmean? REPEAT BUSI NESS.

then instantly

hi s

NDA bursts into
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LINDAis nowin a state

Now you are wal ki ng out
there, butt-ass naked, NOW
Now G T that shit off.

of tears so great she can al nbst not speak

LI NDA
Pl ease don’t do this...Il’'d
rather die...|l’mserious..

I’d rather die than do this..

She bows down at his feet, putting her hands on his |egs.

LI NDA
Pl ease don’t do this...please
don't...l1'd rather die...
couldn’t go on living after
that...

CHUCK
Listen to me. LISTEN TO ME
You wanna die, |I'll go out in
that car, you saw that Ruger
Redhawk .44 | got in the glove.
Guess what? 1’| bl ow your
fuckin' face all over these
wal | s. You think a buncha
squar e business guys give a
fuck about a dead hooker?

Through her tears, LINDA, stunned, nouths the word, Hooker?

CHUCK
You think they’'re gonna go cryin
to the cops? I'Il fuckin
bl ow your skull all over this
wall in a hot second. You

just fuckin' try me, girl.

LINDA is in a hyperventilating, weeping panic.

CHUCK
Now you wi pe that shit off,
you get your shit together and
get your NAKED ass in that room
inthree mnutes or |’'mcomn’
in here to knock you the fuck
out. Now AT your shit together.

CHUCK takes off, slamm ng the door.

I NT. MOTEL ROOM — DAY

CHUCK takes a | ong pul

of f sone of the nmen’s eighteen-year-old Scotch,
and really, nobody’s too happy about that.

CHUCK is clearly a little insecure around these rinky-
di nk Burbank versions of what are to hi mthe busi nessnen
who run the worl d—the men in neckties he sees on a

Monopol y boar d.
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CHUCK
How we doin’ today, fellas, we
feelin all right?

The response is not overwhel mng. CHUCK sidles up to MR R EHLE

CHUCK
[sotto voce, sort of apart
fromthe ot her business chaps]
| bet you got a lotta respon-
sibilities. Am| right? Lotta
duti es.

MR RIEHLE
[am | being flattered? or not?]
| guess so. After a manner of
speaki ng.

CHUCK
‘Cause here’s the thing, you
know this, when you got a lotta
responsibilities...it ain't
necessarily like you |ike what
you do. Ch no. Far fromit.

He pours sone nore booze. This really doesn’'t go over well.

CHUCK
| got me a lot nore...how do |
put this...human type feelings.
| like a love song. | like
tea for two and all that kinda
business. No | nmean it. But
you under stand. You under st and,
don't you?

MR RIEHLE doesn't get it, is waiting for nore information

CHUCK
Busi ness i s business and that
is that. And you know the job
becones the man, am | right?

MR Rl EHLE
So how s Lindy-Loo doin’ in there?

Suddenly enbarrassed at his revealingness, CHUCK reverts to
ful |l CHUCK node.

CHUCK
[to the entire room Nothin' to
fear, gents—little case a

stage fright. She’'ll be out in
two shakes of a |anb.

He pulls really hard on that vintage Scotch. After a nonent, the bat hroom
door opens. The nonent has the strange quality of a virgin wal king up the
aisle to a weddi ng cerenony. LINDA wal ks out bare naked, but in a
conpl etely asexual way, like a frightened child wal king to a bath.
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The gentlenen all | ook strangely astonished, as if CHUCK provided them
wi th somet hing special they didn't anticipate. CHUCK, not understanding,
but sensing the excitenent, smles in pride.

MR, CHESTER
Hel | o, Li nda.

LI NDA
[staring at floor] Hello.

MR RIEHLE stands next to LINDA, fondling her right breast as listlessly
as if it were a kunguat at the Farnmers Market.

MR R EHLE
[to the tune of a song from
“Mary Poppins”] Jig jiggity jig
jiggity jigjig ja-ree.

MR. CHESTER

W' re very happy that you
cane here today.

MR, DUSEL

Yeah. W appreciate it a |ot.
MR Rl EHLE

[still fondling] Hone again

honme again, jiggity jig.

DUSEL and CHESTER gl ances at the others, and before you know it, there is
much of clanking of beltbuckles, and suddenly there are five m ddl e-aged,
extrenely out-of -shape nen standi ng bare naked in the mddle of the room
CHUCK | ooks absurdly out-of-place, so dressed for a Marl boro Man ad is he.

CLCSE — LI NDA ON THE BED
VERY TIGHT on LINDA's face as she is helped up on the bed and laid out in

an upright, all-fours position. Various torsos of the m ddl e-aged nan pass
in front of her face as she | ooks toward the mrror

REVERSE — LI NDA LOOKI NG AT HERSELF | N THE M RROR

LI NDA sees herself in the bedroommirror as the various paunchy dudes file
past, reaching for a glass of Scotch or a condom

LI NDA VO CEOVER
In that nonment, it was strange,
| only thought a one thing.

The aboriginal, primtive sounds norph into an abstract, Philip dass-Ilike
m ni mal i st musi c.

| NT. CHI LDHOCD BEDROOM — DAY

Fromthe G RL LINDA's point of view, a MDDLE-AGED MAN in a bad suit is
sitting on her bed as she watches a conmercial for butterm |k pancakes on

TV. Her point of view shifts around as she tries to see around his portly
form

LI NDA VA CEOVER
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| thought about ny uncle, his
nane was Dudl ey C ayton, and

I remenber himsittin® on ny
bed when | was a kid, and there
was this ad on TV | al ways
useta like. And | remenber

he was in the way, he was just
in the way, and | could snell
this cheap shitty col ogne he
useta get for ninety-nine cents,
it was |ike Aqua Vel va but a
mllion times worse. And

coul d never get that snell out
of my room

CLOSE — LI NDA

As MR BAKER gets on the bed to nount LINDA from behind, we see in slow
notion an unnanmed man pinching LINDA's face...nooshing it in strange ways
like an ape playing with a dead animal...toying with the face in a way
that seens totally devoid of sexual interest, just curious...and the
abori gi nal sounds recur

CLOSE — LINDA I N THE BATHROOM

LI NDA takes a nouthful of Lavoris and spits it out.
OVERHEAD — LI NDA I N THE BATHROOM

LI NDA throws up into the bat hroom sink.

I NT. SHOANER — NI GHT

LI NDA has just taken a long, hot shower. Her skin is so red it mght have
gone on for an hour. There is a | ong pause before LI NDA speaks.

LI NDA
O Lord. [pause] Please.
Reach your arns out to ne.
Put ne in your arns and
protect ne...

LI NDA starts to cry.

L1 NDA
| know your |ove is ny shield.
| know that no harm can cone
to me, ‘cause, ‘cause you
| ove nme, and you woul d ne-
ver...never, never |et bad
t hi ngs happen to ne.

LI NDA' s crying keeps her from going on.

LI NDA
| know...you sacrificed so
much for us. | know you | ove
us. Pl ease hel p ne now.
Protect ne now...l |ove you,
Lord...please help ne...
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LINDA cries as she slides down to the floor of the shower.
SLAM TO
| NT. OFFI CE — DAY

CHI CLET is a cute girl of about 20 or 22, about 411" with a | ong nane of
curly hair. She tal ks on the phone behind a cruddy ol d desk with her feet,
in flip-flops, up on the desk. CHUCK ushers LINDA into CHH CLET' s executive
suite, one hand possessively on the back of her neck

CHI CLET
[on the phone] Thass right,
girlfrenn, you got it abso-
lutely right. Ch, I'Il be
got-damed if he thinks he's
gettin’ Vonda for seventeen
fifty. [beat] Fuck that noise,
he can wal k down to Fortieth
Street at those prices!
ain't givin' this shit away
for free! [beat] Awight hon,
don’'t work too hard. | catchya
on the flipside.

CHI CLET hangs up the phone and is ready for business. Sonehow a teenage
hi ppi e chi ck has turned hardened nmogul in a short span of tine.

CHI CLET

Chucky, always a pl easure.
CHUCK

Linda, | wantcha ta neet the

one the only Chiclet.

LI NDA
[ extendi ng hand] Hel | o.

CHUCK
Lookit the way she shakes hands,
ya think she's fuckin’ Natalie
Wod.

CHI CLET lets out a weird guffaw, too large for her body.

CHI CLET
[1 ooki ng LI NDA over] So what
are we thinkin, Chucky, we
gonna do sone busi ness?

CHUCK
Ya goddamright. Linda ain't
exactly a thoroughbred but
she’ s a goddam decent wor k-
hor se.

CHI CLET
Yeah? This anot her one a your
chicks you're trickin out ta
t he freaky-deaky crowd?
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CHUCK
Ya got that right sister! This
here girl’s gonna work for
t he Hundred Needi est Cases!

CHI CLET has anot her bellowi ng | augh at LINDA s expense and extends a hand
to high-five CHUCK, Black Panther style.

CH CLET
Haw ha! Rl GHTeous!

I NT. SUPERVARKET — DAY

A rinky-dink, small-towny supernarket. Leftover produce and D-grade
breakfast cereal. LINDA pushes a cart and CHUCK hovers behi nd.

LI NDA
[v.o.] Pretty soon, alnost al
the traces a the old Chuck
knew? They were | ong gone.

CHUCK
Can't you pick that shit up?
Grl, you nust be half nigger
you' re al ways on CPT. Ya know
what that is? Cullid People Tinel!
[beat] Shit, man, for a fat
chick you sure got shut outta
the tits departnment. | nean
| dunno how ya get a big belly,
no wai st, an' tits like a coupla
noldy figs. Hold it, don't go
so goddam fast, | wanna | ookit
this shit. Huh. Onion dip.
don't think we need any nore a
that. You Hoover down that shit
like they was givin' it away.
Shit makes your breath stink
anyhow. You snell half the
tine |ike you been eatin’ pussy

an’ all it is is onion dip. |
dunno where you got that shit
from Got DAMN, girl, | just

remenbered, | told ya pick up
sone 10-40 notor oil. An’ ya
didn't do it, didja?

LI NDA nods yes.

CHUCK
Wel |l at |east ya got that straight.
| gotta wite the shit down fif-
teen tinmes before ya renmenber it
once. Ya get the wong wei ght
in there it fucks up the whole..
calibration. An’ ya know sone’ m
el se, ya can lay off that pan-
cake makeup you're puttin’ on
all the tine. Look |ike a goddam
three-dol |l ar whore. Or a corpse
Ya | ook |ike your own goddam
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grandnot her layin’ in the coffin
LI NDA starts to get teary.

CHUCK
Ch, now, don’t be startin’ that
shit. Were' s the goddam corn
chi ps at.

I NT. DODGE DUSTER — DAY

LINDA sits in the car with CH CLET, who hands her a plastic dry-cleaning
bag full of clothes.

CHI CLET
Now renmenber. Tie the lace up
very tightly. That’'s all that
matters, all he cares about is,
Is the lace tied up tightly?
So just do that.

LI NDA
I's...he gonna hurt ne?

CHI CLET
Just do the lace up real tight
hon and you' Il be just fine.

CHI CLET starts up the car in a hurrying, get-out-of-the-car way.

CHI CLET
"Il pick ya up in half an hour

EXT. DOOR — DAY

LINDA rings a bell at a dirty door at the end of the fleatbittenest
apartnments in town.

The door opens. ERNEST, the nost thoroughly generic-Iooking sixty-year-old
man i n Anahei m County, answers.

ERNEST
You’ re Linda?

I NT. LIVING ROOM — DAY

On the living-roomtable, a Life magazine features a beam ng Joe Nanath.
Grandrme-1i ke candy in a dish. The Pittsburgh Steelers on TV with the sound
turned down. LINDA sits in an absurd, forties-style Shirley Tenple little-
girl costune.

Eventual |y, ERNEST enters the roomin an undershirt and work pants.

LI NDA
[lifel ess, wooden] Hey M ster

ERNEST
Ch. Hell o.

He sits next to her on the couch.
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LI NDA
" mel even years old, Mster
ERNEST
Oh. [pause] No! Is that right?
LI NDA
Mnhnrm |'mjust el even years
old, Mster.
ERNEST
Chhhhhhh.

A pause. LINDA has clearly forgotten her I|ines.

LI NDA
| never...l haven't had a
man touch nmy boobi es before.

ERNEST
Chhhhhh. . .real | y?

LI NDA
No, never.

ERNEST scrunches a bit closer to her
FROM OQUTSI DE THE FRONT DOCR

Two smal | Mexican kids play kickball. Through a crack in the door we can
see ERNEST crowding LINDA. His armw aps around her neck |ike an ape’s. He
paws her breasts, not violently, but thickly, cloddishly. LINDA stares
strai ght ahead, fixing her focus on the TV.

CLCSE - TV
The referee steps forward, his arns shooting out fromhis sides.
| NT. DODGE DUSTER - DAY

CHUCK is driving. CHICLET is in the passenger seat, LINDA in the back
CHI CLET cl ears her throat and spits out the w ndow.

CHI CLET
Now di g, hon, this is gonna be
quick, Albert’s into two chicks,
so we don’t gotta be here |ong.
Al we do is kinda nake |ike
we're foolin around with each

other, | get your bra off and

| start squeezin’ you a little
bit, an’ then I'Il make like |'m
goin’ down on you an’ he’'ll get

off by then. He's a quick one.
LI NDA nods bri skl y.
CHI CLET

Awright let’s go. Catch ya on
the flip, Chuckie.
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CHUCK
Thirty mnutes an’ I’'Il be back.

EXT. APARTMENT — DAY

Thi s apartnent conplex |ooks |ike some kind of decayed forties village for
ol dsters. CHI CLET gives a hearty rap at the door, and ALBERT, an obese,
seventyi sh Jewi sh-tailor type, answers the door

ALBERT
Awwhhhhh. Cone in, girls, ya
catch your death outside.

CHI CLET
Heyyyyy, Al bert.

I NT. APARTMENT — DAY

LI NDA, CHI CLET and ALBERT stand stiffly in ALBERT s |iving room—which is
approxi mately as norgueli ke and grandnme-esque as ERNEST' s.

ALBERT
Al right girls. You want
sone iced tea?

CHI CLET
Nawwy, we’'re cool, Al
ALBERT
| got sone nice dresses. My
late wife—they' Il be a little
bi g.
CHI CLET
Hey, we got no problemwth that.
ALBERT

Cood. ‘Cause if it doesn t—

LI NDA
Excuse ne. Sir.

ALBERT and CHI CLET | ook at LI NDA

LI NDA
Excuse ne. | don't. | don't
know how to say this. But...
need hel p. My boyfriend. He
beats me. He beats me and he
rapes nme and if | don't go
on jobs, like this one, he
puts a gun to nmy head. A
real gun and he has it in his
gl ovebox and | need hel p.

CHI CLET

Are you fucking kidding ne?
L1 NDA

No.
CHI CLET
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Are you fucking serious?

LI NDA
Yes.
CHI CLET
Little Chucky? My little Chucky?
LI NDA
Yes.
CHI CLET

Put a gun to your head and beats
you up?

LI NDA
Yes.

CH CLET
You nmean alla his macho bul |l shit
isn"t an act?

LI NDA doesn’t know how to respond to this.

CHI CLET
["11 fuckin' cut the guy's dick
of f when he’s sl eeping. You
think I'"mfucking kidding I'm
not. I'll doit. He's dying to
fuck nme. I'Il go over ta your
house and pass out and when he’'s
asleep I'lIl hack the fuckin’
thing off.

ALBERT, LINDA and CHI CLET | ook at each ot her.

ALBERT and CHI CLET | ook

CLOSE — PHONE

CHI CLET
Just try ne if you think I won't
do it ‘cause | will, in a New

Yor k fucking m nute.

ALBERT
Jesus. This is terrible. Are
you serious?

LI NDA
| swear to God |'mnot |ying,
need hel p. Pl ease, guys, you gotta
hel p me out.

at each other.
LI NDA

| need to call the police. They
can pick nme up.

LI NDA' s hands pick up the phone, she starts dialing—
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ALBERT’ s hands cut off the call. Pan up to ALBERT' s and LINDA's faces. The
low runbl e of Pink Floyd' s “One of These Days” begi ns.

ALBERT
I don’t need cops around here.
" msorry, honey.

LI NDA | ooks to CHI CLET. CHI CLET throws up her hands, |ike, Wuat the hell
am | gonna do!

LI NDA
When’ s Chuck gonna be back?

CHI CLET
Not for at |east twenty m nutes.

LI NDA
| gotta call ny friend Donna.
She’'s gotta pick nme up.
LI NDA goes to dial —CH CLET touches her on the shoul der.

CHI CLET
Li nda. [beat] Just go.

EXT. APARTMENTS — DAY

“One of These Days” picks up in tenpo as we PUSH I N FAST/ ZOOM I N on LI NDA
and CHI CLET exiting the apartnment conplex onto the street.

LI NDA sees the street where the Duster just was.
LI NDA | ooks at CHI CLET. CHI CLET | ooks around for signs of the Duster.

LI NDA WALKS | NTO THE STREET. WE MOVE W TH HER ( STEADI CAM) as she crosses
the spot where the car just was.

She crosses the street. She gets up onto the sidewal k on the other side of
the street.

We hear the chugging of a car as LI NDA KEEPS WALKI NG
The chuggi ng gets | ouder as LI NDA KEEPS WALKI NG
Suddenl y of fscreen we hear:
CHI CLET
CHUCK SHE'S GETTIN AWAY!
MOVE YOUR ASSSS, MAN, SHE' S
GETTIN AWAY! GO ON, GET
HERRRRRR!
LI NDA BREAKS | NTO A RUN.
WE STAY CLOSE ON HER AS SHE |'S HURTLI NG DOMN THE STREET.
SUDDDENLY CHUCK BREAKS | NTO FRAME AND CLAMPS AN ARM ON HERS.

CHUCK
HOLD I T R GHT THERE PARDNER
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It takes a second for LINDA to actually acqui esce, stop, and surrender to
CHUCK s gri p.

CHUCK
That’s as far as we’'re goin’
t oday. C non.
LI NDA rebel s against his grip, and he JERKS HER, al nbst to the ground.
CHUCK
DON' T MAKE ME pound you to
the ground in broad daylight
girl. You get in the car.
She stands still, defiantly staring into space.
CHUCK
Don’t you make ne break your
jaw out here now GET I N THE CAR
LI NDA | ooks over at the car. WH P-PAN WTH LINDA'S LOOK TO THE DODGE

DUSTER where CHI CLET is sitting in the passenger’s seat with her feet up
eating Red Vines.

I NT. DODGE DUSTER — DAY

The car is noving down the street. PAN FROM CHUCK and CHI CLET I N THE FRONT
SEAT. . .

LI NDA VO CEOVER

I never understood why Chicl et
ratted ne out that day. Some-
tinmes | think she hated Chuck
worse than | did. But that's
how peopl e are. They see an
opportunity like that? They
can't resist it.

...to LINDA alone in the back.

MONTAGE — “W CHI TA LI NEVAN'

To the tune of @ en Canpbell’s version of Jimy Wbb's “Wchita Li neman,”
we see the foll ow ng:

EXT. FRONT DOOR — DAY

PUSH I N FAST as LI NDA and CHUCK enter the front door.
CLOSE - BED

CHUCK s suede jacket is slanmed on the bed.

CLOSE — FEET

CHUCK ki cks off a pair of cheap dress shoes.

CHUCK pulls on the spitshined Frye boots.
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The Frye boots do a horrific dance of death as they kick the tar out of
LI NDA' s ribs, hands, sides.

CLOCSE — PILLS

We see a giant prescription for PERCODAN for LI NDA BOREMAN. Two horse
pills cone out of the jar into LI NDA s hands.

CLCSE - LIPS
Swal | owi ng t he Percodan.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
This was right about the tine
| started getting Percodan,
‘cause Chuck was kickin ne
up so much. He was | eavin’
mar ks. . .

I NT. CHUCKMOBI LE — DAY

CHI CLET drives the car. CHUCK sings along with a song in the passenger’s
seat. LINDA is in the back seat, all zonbied out.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
...and the johns were start-
ing to ask questions, | had
to make up sone cockamam e
story. But the Percodan worked.
| felt better.

I NT. APARTMENT — DAY

LI NDA wal ks around, in a particularly depressing style of
hooker garb, |ooking for her handbag.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
I was always |ookin for ways
out, always |ookin for sone
ki nda escape route...an’ then
one day | heard this weird bunp.

LI NDA hears sonet hi ng.

She goes slowy stal king down the hallway of her and CHUCK s apartnent.
She sees a light in the bathroom

As LI NDA rounds the corner we see CHUCK on the fl oor

Rolling. Contorting. Slightly purple-faced. In the throes

of a diabetic seizure.

LI NDA bends down and picks up CHUCK s face. He is speechl ess.
W de- eyed, because clearly he can see death right next to
hi m

LI NDA LOOKS IN H S EYES

She | ooks down the hallway. W can see sunlight glinting

t hrough the screen door that |eads OUT. An extrenely sl ow
push down this hallway, to freedom

51



LI NDA | ooks in CHUCK s eyes again. He is hel pl ess. Needy.
W thout a voice.

Hold on this for a nonment. Then:

EXTREMELY TI GHT | NSERT

A syringe goes into CHUCK s di abet es nedici ne.
EVEN Tl GHTER | NSERT

The syringe goes into CHUCK s skin. Freeze frane.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
Pl ease don’t be angry with ne.
This was one of those nonents,
| only ever had a few, when
| actually heard Christ’s voice
speakin' to me. And He woul dn’t
let me let that nman die.

I NT. CHUCKMOBI LE — DAY

Apparently about two seconds later, LINDA is being dropped
off at a job by CHUCK, who, unlike Lazarus, doesn’t seem
overly fazed by being raised fromthe dead.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
And here’'s the thanks | got.

CHUCK
Try an’ wap this shit up by

two thirty, okay? | got a gane
on.

EXT. SH TTY HOUSE — DAY

In the hellhole of Garden Grove, California, LINDA knocks at a door. Her
face is as blank and i npassive as we've ever seen it.

Cre-e-e-eak! The door opens. LEONARD, 400 pounds and on crutches, opens
the door, as if it were a big inposition.

LI NDA
Ready for the usual, Leonard?

LEONARD
If you say so, Lind.

LI NDA
Let's get it on.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM — NI GHT

CHUCK is sacked out on the couch in his underwear with a giant bag of
Funyuns. LINDA sits next to him prim zonbified, tensely upright.

CHUCK

[ yawni ng] Awwwwwww shit. |'m
tellin" ya, man: workin' |ong
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hours like this: really takes
it outta ne.

LI NDA
Un | got a call when you were
in the shower from Garces and

Moni que.

CHUCK
[falling asl eep] Wat'd they
want ?

LI NDA

They wanted to know if | could
do a doubl e.

CHUCK
[yawni ng nore] Pretty fuckin’
late for that.

LI NDA
Yeah, but they sounded |ike
they were really up for it.

CHUCK
Well, shit. [beat] If you can
hit “emup for an extra twenty,
ya gotta do it. There's no pas-
sin that up.

LI NDA
Yeah. That’'s what | thought.

A long silence. The sound of Johnny Carson being ki ssed by a pygny
chi npanzee.

LI NDA
Then |’ m gonna just go over
there then.
CHUCK doesn’t even acqui esce. LINDA | eaves the frane.

OVERHEAD — BARRACUDA

Fromon high we see LINDA pull the Barracuda out of the driveway. W re-

enter the sinister pulse of Pink Floyd's “One of These Days.”
EXT. FREEWAY — NI GHT

LI NDA pulls onto the freeway. LINDA's eyes reflected in the |ight
rear-view mrror.

ANOTHER EXCHANGE — NI GHT

LI NDA noving onto the 5 Freeway. Clearly terrified out of her mnd
lights up a Newport—sonet hing she never, ever does.

EXT. MOM AND DAD' S — NI GHT

LI NDA pul I's up.

in the

, she
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LI NDA bangs on the front door

MOM
[ openi ng the door] Jesus, what
the hell you bangin like that for?

I NT. KITCHEN — NI GHT

We have our first real glance of MOM and DAD together. MOMis hard
clearly a lifelong hard worker, and DAD is a gentler, softer-spoken man
They both nust have been near forty when they had LI NDA

LI NDA
You're not listening to nme. He's like
...an aninmal. He's...the things
he’s done to nme, | can’t even
describe it. There are so many
things | can't even tell you
all the things ‘cause |I'd be so
ashanmed to even say it in fronta
you. He has a gun.

A pause. MOM shrugs, like, | don't get it.

LI NDA
He has a gun in the gl ovebox and
he's always tellin” ne he's gonna
use it on me if | don’t do what
he says.

MOM and DAD share a secret | ook

LI NDA
He hits ne. He pounds ne right
in the face if |I don't do what
he says or | don't do it right.
I think he broke ny nose once.
And he kicks, he has these steel-
toe boots and he kicks nme and
ki cks me so hard sonetines
pass out. One tine | had bl ood
in ny stool once after he was
kickin at nme all night. And...

LINDA fights it and fights it and fights it but tears well up.

LI NDA
| don't wanna say this but...he
nakes me have sex with other peo-
pl e...and he nmade nme have sex
with woren. ..

LI NDA can’t go on.

MOM
Al right, okay. W get it.
Now | i sten. | been around

otta couples in ny

a
life. All right? And |I’'ve seen
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a lotta bad argunents and peopl e
gettin into a lot of violent
stuff and punchin’ each other—

LI NDA
But this isn't like that—

MOM

[overl apping] And it’s all he
said she said and everybody’s
got their point a view |'m
sure Chuck’d have a different
version a things if he was the
one sittin' here. But | know
you gotta be patient, and you
gotta work things out between

y_

LI NDA
THIS | S NOT LI KE THAT, HE BEATS
ME AND HE RAPES ME, HE KI CKS ME
TILL I THRONUP. [beat] DON' T
YOU UNDERSTAND.

DAD
[cutting in] Al right—I ook
W' re not gonna get anywhere
like this. What's inportant right
now i s Linda, you take a | oad
of f, I'"m gonna nake you sone hot
chocol ate and you sit downstairs
in the rec roomand you rel ax.
And we’'re not gonna do anything
ri ght now.

MOM al nost gl ares at DAD—al nbst, but not quite a glare.

DAD
Now you just go downstairs and
rest and take a | oad off your
m nd, you don't worry about any-
thing. We talk to the pastor
tomorrow, we talk to a counse-
lor. But tonight we're not gonna
do anything but go easy. Awight?

LI NDA sni ffles, nods, wal ks downstairs.
| NT. REC ROOM — NI GHT

LINDA is in a nightgown—sonething fromher teenage days. She's curled up
on the couch with “Laugh-In” on the TV. She | ooks upstairs.

MOM and DAD are on the phone. DAD | eans around the corner and | ooks down
at LINDA with |ove, giving her an A-okay signal

A MOMENT LATER

LI NDA has turned the lanp in the rec roomoff and is watching the news. A
ring cones at the doorbell.
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Heavy organ nusic, as in “Last Year at Marienbad,” starts churning as MOM
and DAD wal k down the hallway to the front door, out of frane.

They return with CHUCK, wal king down into the rec room

Li ke a dog spotting an uneaten steak, CHUCK sidles right up to LINDA and
“tenderly” waps an arm around her

LI NDA stiffens, going into shock

DAD
Honey...we nade a promise to
Chuck...the day he took you
down the aisle and nade you
his wife. W said we’'d never
interfere in his affairs.
And you know |’ m good to ny
word, |’d never cone between
a man and his wfe.

LI NDA starts to shudder as the armtightens and CHUCK ki sses her on the
top of the head.

CHUCK
" mgonna treat Linda |like she's
never been treated in her life.
Starting toni ght. Honey, you
ain't never been treated |like
this before.

A tear falls down LINDA s cheek.

MOM
Honey. ..l w sh you woul da j ust
br ought Chuck by the house nore.
Ya didn't have to be enbarrassed.
| woul da gi ven you our bl essing.

CHUCK

Ya hear that, hon? Ain’'t gonna
be no nore stories. No nore
maki n’ up things, no nore tel-
lin stories outta school. It’s
gonna be nothin’ but roses an
chanpagne between us from now
on—i zzat right, Ms. Borenan?

MOM
| just love both a you kids.

I NT. CHUCKMOBI LE — NI GHT

The Barracuda conmes to a halt right in front of CHUCK s apartnent. LINDA
sits in a state of panicky fright. CHUCK eats out of a box of candy.

CHUCK
You think I'mgonna hit you?

LI NDA dares to ook in CHUCK s direction.

CHUCK
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"’ mnot gonna hit you. Honest
Injun. An’ | want you to know
sonme’ m

CHUCK reaches to articul ate sonet hi ng.

CHUCK
| just...Y know? Honestly? |’'m
hurt. | nean | ama little put

out about this.

| do and | do to provide for you.
| put food on the table. | keep
you in the shit you want. And I...

I know how to keep a worman happy.
An’ | do that. | do

So | just want you to know that |
am di sappointed. |'’mnot angry. |'m
di sappoi nt ed.

So |I'mnot gonna puni sh you.
CHUCK pours the candy fromthe box into his nouth.

CHUCK
You' re gonna puni sh yoursel f.
Pull down your pants.

Sil ence and still ness.

CHUCK
Do not nake ne say that again.

LI NDA pulls down her pants, revealing a pair of sad, teenage-l| ooking
under pants that she obviously put on at MOM s.

We can see the side of the candy box: RED HOTS

CHUCK
Now you’ re gonna take a handf ul
a these an’ push ‘emup inside ya.
You gonna carry ‘emaround till...

...he consults his watch..

CHUCK
...one a.m tonorrow. Now if
any of ‘em happen to “just fal

out”?
He | eans in close.
CHUCK
That’s when the hittin's gonna
start.

EXTREVE W DE
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LI NDA | ooks out into space. She | ooks at CHUCK. She | ooks at the candy
box. She | ooks into space. A long pause. Then

EXTREME CLOSEUP

LI NDA shakes five Red Hots into the pal mof her hand. Hold a | ong beat,
t hen:

TI TLE CARD

Monday, April 22, 1972
4:37 pm

EXT. CHUCKMCBI LE — DAY

WE PUSH IN (as if froma passing car) on LINDA in the passenger’s seat,
| ooki ng ol der, with her hair done up in curly ringlets. Her expression is
nore weary than zonbified. The Mbody Bl ues plays on the 8-track

LI NDA VO CEOVER
It was really pissin’ Chuck off
that no matter how much busi ness
we did in L.A, we could never
get ahead. Couldn’t even get an
apartrment with central air. So
sone guy he knew told Chuck he
had a groovy busi ness opportunity
in New York City...so we drove
out there. He wouldn’t tell me what
we were goin’ there for, so you
can i magi ne: | expected the worst.

EXT. LARRY' S HOUSE OF BI G MAN TALL NMAN — DAY

The Chucknobile pulls up to this retail outlet in the mddle of New
Mexi co. The nediumrare-steak nmountains of the state | oom|arger around
this nen’s shop in the mddl e of nowhere. Lots of huge picture w ndows,
and inside two bal di ng SALESCLERKS shooting the shit. WH P-PAN OVER to
CHUCK and LINDA in the car

LI NDA
[v.o.] On the way out there, we
nmade a little pit stop in New
Mexi co.

CHUCK
Awright. Now go in there, get ne
sone nice stuff in a 33 large, not
a 32 and not a 34, make it a 33
and nmake sure it’'s got some room
in the neck. And don’t pay nothin
for it.

L1 NDA
What ?

CHUCK
| said don't pay no noney for it,
just give ‘emup a piece a ass
when they ask for it.
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LI NDA | ooks at

Then she opens the door to go.

him A long |look. W can't tel

quite what’s in it.

As she wal ks the long walk to Larry’'s House of Big Man Tall Man..

LI NDA VA CEOVER

Now | cannot tell you exactly how

or why this happened, but sonething

happened in that nonent,

sone’ mj ust

clicked. And as hard as things got,

I think I"'mstill al
because a that exact
t hen.

ive right now

nonment ri ght

I NT. LARRY’ S HOUSE OF BI G MAN TALL MAN — DAY

Jingl e goes the door as LINDA wal ks in and wal ks up to the CLERKS.

A beat .

L1 NDA

Heyyyyyyy, good norning. Um | wan-
ted to see if you gentlenmen had

sone nen’s shirts—

CLERK 1

[with a leery eye-roll to 2]
That ' ssssss—what we do here—

L1 NDA

--right. Wth a size 20 neck and

size 44 arnms.

The two exchange a gl ance toget her

“What a fucking nitwt.”

Beat .

CLERK 2

this tinme not

Lady, are you buying shirts for

an orangutan?

CLERK 1
A size 20 neck and 44 arns?
LI NDA
Yes.
CLERK 2
And you’'re sure about that?
LI NDA
Mmmmmmmmmmmmm—yep!

EXT. CHUCKMCBI LE — DAY

CHUCK is | ooking through the gl ass.

L1 NDA,

“shanefaced,” wal ks out of the joint.

CHUCK

Jee-ziss fuckin Christ!

“Va-voom” but

He sees the CLERKS erupt in laughter.
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[ beat] You fuckin diiipshit!
LI NDA gets back in the car.

LI NDA
See, | told ‘em—

CHUCK
Don’t say another goddamt hi ng.

CHUCK fires up the car and takes off.

CHUCK
[ever so slightly pouty] | saw
t he whol e goddam sorry affair
[beat] Y know, Lind, it's really
fuckin' sad when you can’t even
give free pussy away.

EXT. TIMES SQUARE 1972 — DAY

G indhouses triple-billing “The French Connection” with “Ht Man” and
“Goodbye Uncle Tom” Toxic cheese steaks and bus exhaust. W slowy zoom
in on a WNDOWin an anonynous office building towering above the Forty-
Deuce sline...

MAN S VO CE
Now Li nda, | know ya probably
have an idea in your head of
what you inmagine this to be..

I NT. OFFI CE — DAY

Dol |y around CHUCK and LI NDA, who sit before THE MAN. CHUCK

has his hand around the back of LINDA's neck in his usua

position. This chap is an Italian-Anerican of possibly forty years, with
what | ooks like a jet-black toupee sitting atop an ot herw se gray-haired
head. Gold chains and Carlton in hand. The MAN i s smooshed behind a desk
piled with three years’ worth of papers. Mst of them ook |ike unpaid
bills.

MAN
...but this is a whole other
kettle of fish. Now |’ ve nade
what we call |oops—eight ml-
limeter stuff. Just straight
i nt er cour se

CHUCK erupts in a giant “Pffft!” at the MAN' s “delicate” |anguage.

VAN
[noting the hostility] This is
not going to be that kind of
pi cture. There is one thing
lacking in the adult-film au-
di ence, and that is wonen. They
will not cone to see the stuff
for love or noney. And there is
one kind of picture that | know
wonen like, and | intend to
nmake an adult filmin that genre.
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CHUCK
That what ?

The MAN pauses, glaring at CHUCK.

MAN
It's gonna be...a romantic conedy.

LI NDA erupts in giggles and touches CHUCK on the sl eeve.

LI NDA
Ch, | love that!

VAN
VWll let’s put it this way. |
don't know that | would say
“romantic.” But | would certainly
say conedy. Linda, do you know
a picture called “The Phil adel -
phia Story”?

LI NDA
[ brightening] Oh, of course | do!
That’s Cary Grant and Ji my
Stewart. And-—eh, what's that |ady’s

nanme, | |ike her.

VAN
Kat heri ne Hepburn.

LI NDA
Yeah, of course! How could | be
so stupid! Yeah, | |ove Katherine
Hepbur n!

MAN

What | am proposing to nmake here
is an X version of that kind of

pi cture. Sonething that's frolic-
sone and fun. [l ooking at CHUCK]
Not heavy and dark and nean...like
adult filmis now

CHUCK
Now let’s just hold on a second
here. | was told this was a fuck-

and-suck picture. And |I'm here
totell you: if you want fuck

and suck, ny Linda is your girl

If you want sone...fuckin'...Jane
Fonda or whatnot, you gotta | ook
somewhere el se. Cone on, Lind.

He grabs her hand and takes her to go.
CHUCK
[to MAN] | was under the m staken
i npression you was a busi nessnan.

LI NDA | ooks sadly at the MAN as they are about to | eave the room
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LI NDA
VWit a mnute.

CHUCK | ooks up, ready to expl ode.

LI NDA
M. Damiano, | think we al
got off on the wong foot here.
think you m ght not know who this
man is.

DAM ANO, the man at the desk, stubs out his Carlton

LI NDA
This is Chuck Traynor. And if
Chuck Traynor knows one thing
it'’s talent. He knows what |’'m
good for and he sure as heck
knows how to use it. So know n’
ny husband as good as | do
gotta tell you, ya gotta take
it on faith that this man knows
what | can and can’'t do.

So all you gotta do...sir...
is showhima little respect.

DAM ANO i s wi de-eyed. Suddenly he understands all

DAM ANO
O course. Absolutely. Chuck.
Let’'s step back a beat or two.
Pl ease, take a seat.

CHUCK sits down again, a pacified child.

DAM ANO
Now here’'s the scoop. You got
sone’ m speci al here in Linda.

He | ooks to LINDA, sending her secret signals in a secret |anguage that he
knows just what she’'s up to.

DAM ANO

I’ mnot sayin' she's the best
lookin' chick inthis city.
I’ mnot sayin' she can act
her way out of a paper bag.
|"”mnot even sayin’ |I'd go
so far as to ball her nyself.
But what | amsayin’ is she's
got a special sonmethin' —a

ki nda fresh quality, an’..

a desire to please. That's
what ny buyers want. An’ what
I"msayin’ is, we can exploit
the living shit out of that.

CHUCK smiles at LINDA |ike he just got a whol e birthday cake
all to hinmself.
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CHUCK
Hot damm, Jer, now you’' re speak-
in ny | anguage!

I NT. SCREENI NG ROOM — DAY

On a sheet on a wall, Katherine Hepburn can't believe her |uck—she’'s
squeezed right between a wisecracking Cary Grant and a gul pi ng-gee-whi z
Jinmy Stewart.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
That guy’s nane was Gerard Dam -
ano, and | have to tell you sone-
thing: as nuch as | hate the adult
fil mbusiness, Gerry Dam ano was
t he ni cest person other than ny
hi gh-school friends | ever net
up to that point.

In the house, GERRY pushes on LINDA a bag of grindhouse popcorn. She never
| ooks up fromthe screen as she digs her fingers into it, so entranced is
she by the novie...

LI NDA VO CEOVER
As nmessed-up as it sounds, he ac-
tually treated me with a | ot of
respect.

KATE, CARY and JI MW wal k away fromthe camera armin armin
arm..

LI NDA VO CEOVER

Now | wanna tell you sonething you
probably won't believe, if you
know anyt hi ng about ne. The two
weeks that followed were the ni-
cest two weeks of ny life up to
that point. It wasn't perfect...
but it was like a little vacation
fromall the pain Chuck caused ne.

I NT. STUDI O — DAY

Inside this little studio, GERRY, a glowering CHUCK, and several UNDERPAID
PA's stand behind the canera. On the other side, LINDA, in a starched,
actually fairly expensive-looking nurse’s uniform stands, tiny |ight
stands pointed at her.

Title card: DADE COUNTY, FLORI DA
April 29, 1972
8: 37 am

GERRY
Awright, now Linda, the fellas
ast me to do a little screen
test, but don't get nervous or
anything—it’'s just a formality.

CHUCK
So DON' T fuck it up.
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CGERRY tries to contain shooting CHUCK a | ook

GERRY
So here’s what | want you to do
Just...sing a song. A nice
song that you like, sonethin’
you feel confortable with.

And while you're doin' it...
take off the nurse’s uniform

LI NDA
Take it off?
GERRY
Yup. Till you're naked as a

jaybird, dear.

LI NDA hesitates. She doesn’'t even | ook at CHUCK—just at the others...who
are clearly uninterested, just there to do their job

LI NDA
So... | can do any song?

GERRY
Anyt hi ng that feels good.

LI NDA
Can | do a song from “Wst
Side Story”?

GERRY
Love “West Side Story”!

GERRY turns to a honely FORTYI SH P. A, CH CK

GERRY
[to P.A'] Leonard Bernstein.
[to LINDA] Go right ahead, ho-
ney.

LI NDA
| can do this real good.
learned it in high school

S| XTEEN M LLI METER LI NDA

W see, as in a rough, scratchy print shown in a porno theatre in 1972,
LINDA in her nurse’s uniform The sound is simlarly boxy and ugly as in
an ol d porno.

LI NDA' s post - Percodan, zonbi e ways evaporate suddenly as the nmenory of
Leonard Bernstein's score overtakes her

LINDA tap...tap...tap...taps her foot to get the beat. Suddenly out of
nowher e she begins. Her performance is not “good.” But it has spirit.

LI NDA
| feel pretty!
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Ch so pretty!
| feel pretty, and witty,

LI NDA starts swaying to the tune.

LI NDA
| feel charmng
Oh so charming
It’s alarm ng! How charm ng
| feeeeeeel

LI NDA starts stripping off the nurse’s garnments. She kicks off her shoes
first, and starts peeling off her stockings.

LI NDA

Seeeee...the pretty girrrrrl...
inthe mirrr-or there..

Who can that at-TRAC tive girl
beeeeee?

SUCH a pretty face.

SUCH a pretty snile.

SUCH a preeeeeeetty neeeeee.

LI NDA starts taking off the snock..

LI NDA
| feel stunning.
And entranci ng!
Feel 1ike running! And dan-

cing! For joyyyyyy!
She peels off the bra.

LI NDA
For I'"mloved...for |I'm
| oved. ..
She takes off her panties.
LI NDA
...by a pretty...wonderful..
boyyyyyyyyyy!

I NT. STuUDI O — DAY

CHUCK is unsmling. GERRY and his CREWare stunned. |In what way, not so
clear. Finally, GERRY claps his hands once.

GERRY
Cut!

That was terrific. Was that
terrific, guys?

Al'l of a sudden, as if on cue, the P.A s start clapping, “rush the stage,”

put their arns around LINDA and tell her how beautiful and tal ented she
is. Meanwhile, GERRY taps CHUCK on the sleeve and hails himover.
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CGERRY
You trained her?

CHUCK
Aw yessir.

CGERRY

Ya did good, Chuck

Y know. . . there’s sonet hi ng
about Linda. She seens really
...depressed. In a way |
find...extrenely hot. Y know
what | mean?

CHUCK has absolutely no i dea. But he sure knows when his
ass i s being kissed, and he punps GERRY's hand |ike he's
running for office.
CHUCK
Ger...you are for sure a nan
that can see the future

GERRY wal ks into the fray of congratul aters. Sonething new we' ve never
seen on CHUCK: a smle of surprise and pride.

I NT. MOTEL ROOM — DAY

GERRY and CREWsit in a notel roomthat’s done up, if you want to use that
expression, as a doctor’s office.

GERRY is sitting back in his director’s chair |like he was Orson Wl l es,
pontificating about the difference between “erotica” and “pornography” to
sone not-great HHPPIE CHI CK he's trying to bang.

HARRY REEMS, the nmale lead, is doing card tricks for a big-breasted nurse
type named CAROL CONNORS. HARRY is a slightly schlemely, poor man’'s
Elliott Gould type, but oddly rugged and handsone, and clearly the |ight
source of hunor, resilience and good energy in this world.

In the back, in the dark, CHUCK is talking a mile a minute in LINDA s ear
He seens a bit tense, and is constantly flicking his gaze around, checking
out the lay of the land. He has his hand on LINDA s neck

CHUCK
So I'mtellin ya, that |aun-
dromat’s like six mles outta
town. So right when we wrap
you gotta put an egg in your
shoe and beat it.

LI NDA
| get it.

CHUCK
Also we gotta | oad up on gro-
ceries for tonorrow. | needs

ny Gatorade, so ya gotta re-
mnd me, we gotta find a place’'s
got sone Gatorade around here.
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LI NDA
MM hmm

CHUCK
‘Cause they ain’t got that at
every Piggl edy- W ggl edy. You
l[istenin” to nme?

LI NDA
MM hnm

CGERRY
Li n- da!

LI NDA
Yes!

CGERRY

Dear, your closeup awaits!
THE SET — A FEW MOMVENTS LATER

LINDA is sitting on a table next to HARRY, who is playing with a
stethoscope. CGERRY is consunmed with Technical |ssues.

HARRY
Hey Linda. Lind. Check this
out. Ms. Schneckel stein
goes to the gynecol ogi st.
She’ s about 75 years ol d.
Thi s young doctor is doing
the exam ..

HARRY fiddles with the reflective-circle on his forehead and pretends to
be fiddling with Ms. Schnmeckel stein’s parts.

HARRY
...and he’'s | ooking around
an’ poki ng and proddi ng, and
finally Ms. Schreckel stein
| ooks up at himand says,
“Young man—coul d | maybe ask
a kvestion?” He says, “Cer-
tainly ma’nl” She goes, “So
tell ne...your nother. She
knows fromthis you nake a
l'iving?”

LI NDA cracks up | aughi ng.

HARRY
Which rem nds nme. Pirate wal ks
into a bar with a steering whee
sticking out of his ass. Bar-
tender goes, “Hey, Pirate—you
know you got a steering whee
stickin' outta your ass?” Pirate
goes, “Arrrr, | know It’'s drivin’
me nuts!”
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CAA

LI NDA absol utely busts a gut

hand.

CERRY | ooks to HARRY to
di recti on.

LI NDA | ooks of f canmera to CHUCK. He has his arns fol ded over

and is glaring at her.

CERRY is crestfallen.

GERRY
Reems—=you wanna |l ay off the Shec-
ky Greene for a minute and nmaybe
we can nmeke a picture?

HARRY
Awright! Elia Kazan over here!
Let's do it! Let’'s go for the
gol d, peopl e.

GERRY
Okay. So this is the scene
right after you tell Harry
you can’t have an orgasm
Now | wanna play to your
strengths. | was think-
in...maybe you mght...find
this funny!

| aughi ng. GERRY returns to the matter at

confirmthat he's leading LINDA in the right

GERRY
| mean...you' re good at |augh-
ing, right? Doesn't that cone
easy to you?

LI NDA
............................. . No.
Nuh-uh, 1'mnot a real good
| augher.

GERRY

Oh. [pause] Um what if...
you're real scared. You find
the whole thing terrifying.

hi s chest

LI NDA | ooks at CHUCK. Hi s gaze is hard and expressionless and he is
concedi ng not hing one way or anot her.

LI NDA
[far-off] ...That's better..

HARRY
Hey, | got it.

HARRY very qui ckly shoots a very serious you-get-nme? | ook at GERRY, then
focuses right back on LI NDA

HARRY
What if you cry.
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CAA

Silence in the room

HARRY
Wul dn’t that be funny? [beat]
| think that’d be so funny if
you just thought this was |ike
t he saddest thing in the world
--you got your little ding-a-
ling in your throat. Then you
di scover you're the biggest
gobbl er since the butterbal
turkey.

LI NDA | aughs, eases the tension.

HARRY
| think that’'d be so funny.

The crew chuckl es and nmutters over this.

GERRY
That’s good. You like that, Linda?

EXTREME CLOSEUP ON LI NDA
LI NDA | ooks at CHUCK (who is off canera). A long | ook.

LI NDA
| can do that.

GERRY
Awight, let's give it a shot.
Everybody ready? Annnnnnnd:
Act i on.

Then:
SI XTEEN M LLI METRE LI NDA AND HARRY

In the grainy, slightly degraded i mnage of a worn-out print of “Deep
Throat,” we see LINDA sitting next to “Doctor” HARRY...and she bursts
into tears. These are not the pretend tears of a virgin in a sex farce
They are real, Linda Boreman tears. She goes on crying for a nonment
bef ore she can begin; HARRY is clearly disturbed. Then she carries on
readi ng GERRY' s scripted |ines.

LI NDA
[weeping] | get excited..
HARRY
Wher e?
LI NDA
[still weeping] You'll [augh..
HARRY
No, no, Mss Lovelace! | wouldn't
I augh!
L1 NDA

| get excited...
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The sobs al nost prevent her from pointing at her throat.

LI NDA
... herel..

HARRY busts out | aughi ng. Which causes LINDA to cry nore.
HARRY

Ch, M ss Lovel ace, let ne have
a look at this. Open your

nout h.
She does.
HARRY
W der. Wder. Ahhh. Ahhh
LI NDA
Ahhhhhhhhhhhhh!
HARRY

Ahh, ahh...ah, ahhh..

LI NDA
[still sobbing] Uhhh. Uhhhh.

HARRY
Ch! Well, there it is! You
little bugger! There it is!

L1 NDA
What ?

HARRY
Your clitoris! It's deep down
in the bottom of your throat!

LI NDA bursts into even deeper, chestier sobs now. W see her for
nmonment GLANCE OFF CAMERA. ..

CLOSE — CHUCK
We see CHUCK standing far behind canmera, arnms fol ded, scowing.

HARRY
[o.c.] Now, now, M ss Lovel ace!
Havi ng your clitoris deep down
in your throat is better than
having no clitoris at all

TWO- SHOT OF LI NDA AND HARRY

LI NDA
That’s easy for you to say!
What if your balls were in
your ears?

HARRY
[ pretending to think] Wel

a
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LI NDA sobs harder.

then...1 could hear nyself
com ng!

HARRY
Ch, M ss Lovel ace, now we
have the probl em sol ved, now
all we have to do is find a
sol uti on!

TI GHTER TWO- SHOT OF LI NDA AND HARRY

She LOOKS OFF CAMERA AT

LI NDA
Li ke what ?
HARRY
Li ke...like deep throat!
LI NDA
Deep what ?
HARRY

Deep throat! Have you ever ta-
ken a penis all the way down
into the bottom of your throat?

LI NDA
No...l tried but | choked!

HARRY
Ah, now you see it's a matter
of discipline! You have to
learn to relax your nuscles!
You have to regul ate your
breathing to the novenent
of your head!

LI NDA
You nmeke it...sound so easy...
HARRY
Vell it is! [beat] Try it!
[beat] You'll like it!
LI NDA
vell...
CHUCK AGAI N.
LI NDA

[oddly quiet] What have |
got. [beat] To I|ose.

HARRY
Now You try it with ne.

HARRY goes to unbutton his pants..

CGERRY
Annnnnnd. . . cut!
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W DER — DEEP THROAT SET
CGERRY leans in to clap both of the “kids” on the shoul der

CGERRY
That's fuckin' fantastic,
guys! That's a mllion-dollar
scene!

HARRY
This is good stuff, Lindal
Good good stuff! You' re a
regul ar Lucy Ball!

LI NDA
[still crying] Ch'| ain't
not hi n’

This spells silence. Kills the room

PUSH I N FAST ON GERRY DAM ANO WHO LOOKS Rl GHT—
THEN VH P- PAN TO THE CREW—

--who rush the set to congratul ate LI NDA

CRAFT SERVI CE G RL
That was so so funny!

LI NDA
[w pi ng her nose] Thanks.

BOOM GUY
No seriously! That was sone
funny shit. Ain't nobody
seen this in an X before.

L1 NDA
[ bl owi ng nose] Aw you’'re nice.

HARRY
Li nda, you are without a doubt
t he funni est cocksucker | have
ever worked with.

A loud round of only sem -forced | aughter.

HARRY
Except for this cocksucker over
here! Gerry, do the song again

GERRY
[a capel | a] Deeeeeep throat!
Deeper than deeeep your throat!

Now t he whol e CREW—wel |, alnost all of them4oin in
ALL M NUS CHUCK

Don’t row a boat!
Don’t get your goat!
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That’s all she wote!
Deeeeeeep t hrooooooat !

HARRY gi ves LI NDA noogi es. CARCL CONNORS sits in HARRY' s | ap, singing

ALL M NUS CHUCK
Deeeeeeeep t hrooooooooat !
Deeper than deeeeep your throoooat!
Don’'t row a boat..

PUSH I N ON CHUCK. Al one. Standing on the sidelines. Even the teenage
PA's are giving LI NDA a peace-| ove-brot herhood handshake. No one’s
saying a word to him

ALL M NUS CHUCK
Don’t get your goat!
That's all she—

I NT. MOTEL ROOM — NI GHT
LI NDA and CHUCK' s notel room A sad affair. A clown grinmaces on the

wal | . El sewhere, a topless black woman | ooks strident in an oi
pai nting. LINDA prinps, probably for a party.

CHUCK
Do | not get you everything
you need?

LI NDA
Yes you do.

CHUCK

Didn't | getcha that nood
ring you said you want ed?

LI NDA | ooks down at it: bl ack

LI NDA
Yeah that was real thoughtful
Very sweet .

CHUCK
Yeah. | nmean, | may not be in

a friggin '75 edition Caddy,
like Gerry's fuckin' nob pro-
ducers, but | provide like a
man, do | not?

LI NDA
Yeah, honey, hunnert percent.

CHUCK
Uh- huh. ‘ Cause sonetines ya
don't act like it.

Wiat was all that shit about
t oday.

LI NDA
What “shit”?



CHUCK
Al that |aughin’ an’ gig-
glin and tellin jokes an
bul I shit. Wiy the fuck was
t hat necessary?

LI NDA
What do you nean?

CHUCK
Wiy the fuck you gotta be
smlin all the time, |ike

a fuckin noron?

LI NDA
| don't get it. You don't
like it that, that | | ook

sad all the tinme, then I'm
smlin and then, and then
you don't like it.

CHUCK
[beat] Are you fuckin sas-
sin” nme?

LI NDA

I"mjust sayin' . You don't

like it when I'"mecryin’, you
don't like it when I’ m| augh-
in, | can't do anything right.

CHUCK | eans in and grabs her face, pooching out her cheeks again
gol dfish style.

CHUCK
NO No you CAN T fuckin’ do
anything RIGHT. ‘ Cause you're
fuckin' stupid, as stupid as
they are. Think people go to
see a fuckin' porno to hear
sone corny jokes, this is
BULLSHI T. Wo're otta here
t onorr ow nor ni ng.

L1 NDA
NO VE ARE NOT.

CHUCK is frozen in rage.

LI NDA
W nmade a commitnent and we
are gonna finish this picture.

CHUCK
“Finish this picture”? Wo
the fuck you think you are,
| ady, doria Swanson? You
know what you are? A COCKSUC-
KER. A hired cocksucker
trained by nme. And don’t



ever think you' re better than
ne.

These words trigger sone rage button in CHUCK

I NT. DEEP THROAT SET — NI GHT

Everybody but CHUCK and LINDA is snoking weed, sipping shitty white box
wine, and GERRY is relaxing with a cigar. CAROL CONNORS and a skinny PA
QJY are playing the bongos. Suddenly you can hear CHUCK fromthe other
room

CHUCK
DON T YOU EVER—-EEVERRR! —
TH NK YOU ARE BETTER THAN ME

There are thunps. It might be furniture noving. There are screans. There
is a sound of beggi ng.

CHUCK
DON' T YOU FUCKIN MOVE, DON T
YOU FUCKIN MOVE AVWAY FROM ME!
LOOK AT ME WHEN | TALK TO YQU
I WANNA KNOW RI GHT NOW WHO
THE FUCK YOU THI NK YOU ARE!

There is a sound of slapping and a sound of whinpering. W pan slowy
across the face of HARRY REEMS...and GERARD DAM ANO. ..and CARCL
CONNCRS. . . and all the CREW..

They are wistful. They are silent. They are hearing everything. And
nobody lifts a finger to do anything.
And suddenly everyone, even boss-nman DAM ANO, is staring at his shoes.

DEEP THROAT SET — THE NEXT MORNI NG

Everyone is fast at work. But nobody is l|aughing or telling jokes. The
nood is deadly grim Even HARRY isn't up to his old hijinx. The clinmax
of all this arrives when CHUCK enters

the room trying to spellbind the crew w th the Traynor

charm

CHUCK
Fol ks: | know you're tired
of Gerry’'s fuckin' chicken
cacci atore, so outside: cole-
cut sandw ches. Courtesy of
Charles P. Traynor

A feebl e whoop-di-do response. CHUCK starts stalking the joint like he's
Roger Corman or sonething, inspecting the work of the Little People. He
cones up on an EXTREMELY CUTE HI PPl E- CHI CK PROPS G RL, who is replacing
an ashtray.

CHUCK

Hey babe. Renenber | said,
you an’ your husband an’ ne
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an’ Lind were gonna go to

t hat shind

ig at Sharkey's

steak joint, | tole ya Jan-

M chael Wi
there for

[in anot he

ncent was gonna be
hi s birthday?

PROPS
r world] Mmhmm

CHUCK

Well it’'s Sunday night. Al
ki ndsa peopl e gonna be there,
‘s gonna be a riot. Ya stil
hiptoit?

PROPS
Yeah | guess. See where we are
by Sunday ni ght.

CHUCK
Awright well pencil ne in your
dance card. Gerard! How goes
the world, friend. Don't mean
to pester ya, | ain't one to
stand between a genius and his
wor k.

GERRY
Chuck, y' know what? |’ m run-

nin outta coffin nail s—you

t hi nk you

that j oi nt

pi ck me up
GERRY hands CHUCK a wad of bills.
cigarettes.

And here.

He piles on a few nore.

Pi ck yours

CHUCK stares evenly at GERRY.

could go down to
Cartwight’'s and
a carton?

It’s much too nmuch for

GERRY

GERRY
elf up a carton.

CHUCK

| don't want your noney, Ger.

He hands the cash back.

| m happy
dam ci gare

CHUCK
to fetch your god-
ttes. And hey! [to

all CAST and CREW W w ap

this shit
on Traynor

The following is double feeble:

up by six, mai tai’'s
I

a carton of
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ONE AND ALL
Ayyyyyyyy. Nice one! Thanks, Chuck

CHUCK takes off, naking a secret hand signal to LINDA. She nods,

dutifully. A MAKEUP G RL is covering up the bruises on LINDA s |egs

They’ re enor nous.

MAKEUP G RL
This' || just take a second.
LI NDA

Yeah. [beat] | fell down.
A |l ong pause. Sonebody is hammering in the background.

LI NDA
| do that a lot. I'mklutzy.
[beat] | cone froma klutzy
famly. [beat] My nomfalls
down.

A long pause. LINDA |ights a Newport.

LI NDA
Runs in the famly | guess.
[beat] Say, ya know | woul dn
mnd goin back to Nate's
happy hour again. Y know.
Get outta the house a little.

MAKEUP G RL
[ no change of expression] Yup
W’'re leavin' at six. Mke
sure to be ready.

LI NDA nods.

MAKEUP d RL
By six. Ckay?

MAKEUP G RL | ooks LINDA in the eye to make sure she gets it.

Then goes right back to the bruises.

EXT. STUCKEY' S — DAY

LI NDA sits in the Chucknobile as CHUCK tal ks on a pay phone.

agitated, |ooks pissed off.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
And that was the end of that—
no party at the end, no shaking
hands—j ust |i ke being done
with a john. W were drivin’
back fromFlorida to New York
an’ Chuck was havin’ a hard tinme
with his “busi nesses”...

CHUCK
[on phone] Ch yeah? Well tell her
just ‘cause |I'moutta town
don't nean this becomes her party.
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See, this is MY setup. This is

MY action. Is this comn’ through

to you, Dwayne? Am | makin nyself perfectly
fuckin' cl ear here?

I NT. HOTEL - DAY
In a posh hotel, LINDA and CHUCK wal k toward the el evator

LI NDA VO CEOVER
Sonehow, Chuck found a girl in
Pi tt sburgh who got nme a job do-
ing deep throat...for forty dol -
lars. He started talkin' that
stuff up the minute we left the
set. He sure hated Danmi ano and
everybody that worked on “Throat,”
but he knew he had some’ m here
that was worth sonethin’

LI NDA touches the el evator button and the door opens. She |ooks at CHUCK
and we TURN AROUND wi th her | ook: a glaring, scowing CHUCK, pointing at
his watch, as if to say, Chop chop
LI NDA VO CEOVER
An’ all he could figure out to
get for it was forty bucks.
The door cl oses on LI NDA

CLOSE ON CHUCK' S EYES as he watches the elevator lights: the el evator
clinbs...six, seven, eight..

I NT. HALLWAY — DAY
LI NDA gets off the elevator. She | ooks at her watch: 1:10.
A FEW MOMENTS LATER — AT A W NDOW

LI NDA | ooks out onto the driveway of the hotel. No sign of the
Chucknobi | e. She | ooks at her watch: 1:20.

She punches the el evator button.
I NT. LOBBY — DAY

LI NDA gets off the elevator. Looks around the |obby, left, right—no
CHUCK

She wal ks out into the bright light of the front driveway.

EXT. HOTEL - DAY

She wal ks down into the parking garage.

There, a 1968 Cadillac sedan is waiting.

I nsi de are BECKY, her friend fromthe beginning of the story, and
BECKY' s husband RI CK. Quickly, LINDA hustles into the car—FAST PUSH I N

as the passenger’s side door closes in our face.

I NT. CADI LLAC — DAY
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Speedi ng down the freeway at what feels |ike 100 nph.

CLOSE - TV SET

BECKY
Li nda...what the fuck is goin’
on? W saw sone a those novies.
| know you woul dn’ a done t hat
if you were in your right mnd
He had to have drugged you or
sonethin’. R ght?

LI NDA
Ri ck. You wanna turn | eft here.
No. | medi ate left.

SARAH M LES i s wal ki ng down a sandy beach hol ding a parasol in David

Lean’'s “Ryan’s Daughter.”

is heard. WH P- PAN AROCUND to reveal —

CLOSE — LI NDA ON THE COUCH

wat chi ng the novie, Dr.

Long pause.

LI NDA turns around, suddenly understands everything,

Maurice Jarre' s heartbreaking “Rosie’s Thene”

Pepper in hand. She is clearly a bit choked up
RI CK and BECKY putter about in the kitchen nook nearby.
Sl ow zoomin on BECKY as she picks up.

BECKY
Hel | 0?

CHUCK
[on phone] Hey Beck Chuck
Traynor.

BECKY
Yeah. [beat] What's goin’ on

CHUCK
Hey listen |I'mjust wonderin’
if you heard anything from Lin-
da.

BECKY

[ pause] Mmmm nope, not a thing.

CHUCK
lzzat a fact?

t o BECKY. She nakes no-no-no hand gestures.

BECKY

The phone rings.

then wal ks right up

No, Chuck, | ain’t heard nothin’

CHUCK
Oh. [beat] Well allrighty then
[beat] You just let ne know in
case you hear of her. W had a

little spat an’ she went runnin’
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off into the night. [beat] I'm
just real worried about her is all.

BECKY
You got it, Chuck.

CHUCK
Okay. Catch ya on the flipside.

Click. BECKY hangs up. LINDA s face is harder and col der
t han we have ever seen it—she | ooks as if she is about
to fly into a rage

LI NDA
Beck. | am not goi ng back there.
BECKY
Hon. | know. |’ m not suggesting
you ought a—
LI NDA

| don't give a shit what hap-
pens, you can give me up, you
can bring himstraight to ny
bed, he’s gonna have to gun

ne down in broad daylight, be-
cause | am NOT GONNA GO BACK TO
THAT—

BECKY
LI NDA WLL YOU PLEASE SHUT THE
FUCK UP

Now | i st en.

Rick an’ | ain’t gonna

give you up. Now just RELAX
"Il figure out how to getcha
to Donna’s. W'l getcha up
there by...Tuesday. Ckay?

LI NDA pl ants herself down at the kitchen table, swills down her Dr.
Pepper, sullen. Nods.

INT. RICK S HOUSE — N GHT

LINDA is sleeping in the “guest bedroom” This whole place is a nasty-
ass biker pad with bi ker nmenorabilia everywhere, porny calendars with
hal f - naked wonmen, racist cartoons on the wall, the whol e nine.
VWH P- PAN OVER to BECKY's chair, where she is sitting reading Irving
Wal l ace’s “The Seven M nutes” in paperback while the phone rings.
Quickly, so as not to wake LINDA, BECKY picks it up.

BECKY
Hel | 0?

CHUCK
[scratchy connection; possibly
drunk or high?] Listen, bitch..
| got a good notion to cone



down there and take ny wfe
back with nme. You hear ne? An’
| gotta coupla cranked-up nig-
gers up here’ll fuck yer ass
good in the process. An’ —

BECKY hangs up the phone.

EXTREME W DE

BECKY sitting in the living room realizing what is happening. She
struggles not to hyperventilate. W see LINDA in the “guest room”
sl eepi ng peaceful ly.

INT. RICK S HOUSE - DAY

It's the following norning. A sleepy LINDA is wal king around in paj amas,
fromthe bathroomto the hallway |eading to the living room..

LI NDA VO CEOVER
| learned one thing inthis life
and that’'s nobody’s perfect. Even
t he peopl e you think they’ ve
got nothing but godliness in ‘em
...they're not perfect either.

LI NDA wal ks into RICK and BECKY's bedroom Lots of pictures of them
their famly...

LI NDA VO CEOVER
Only one person ever was perfect
an’ that was Jesus Chri st.

...and on the nightstand is a | anp, some natches, a few crunpl ed packs
of cigarettes..

...and a mrror with a few crunbs of cocaine onit, alittle hash
pi pe...sonme anyl nitrate...a LOT of rubbers..

...and a tiny super-8 projector.
LI NDA pulls the curtains in the room

She turns on the projector: an image flickers of a dazed, drugged-
| ooki ng LINDA standing in a roomin bikini bra and panti es.

A large, hairy, nuscular nman enters frame. LINDA | ooks frightened. He
reaches over and PULLS THE BIKINI TOP OFF.

PUSH I N ON LI NDA, breathing |oud and fast—then SWERVE OVER TO PUSH | NTO
THE PRQIECTOR LI GHT—

I NT. LIVING ROOM — DAY

LI NDA sits looking at a Famly G rcus cartoon, eating oatneal. In the
ot her room RICK and BECKY are watching football. THE PHONE RI NGS

LI NDA
"1l get it.

Pink Floyd' s “One of These Days” starts up again. LINDA picks up
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LI NDA
Gunder son resi dence?

CHUCK
[on phone] Look out the w ndow.

LI NDA parts the curtains. ZOOMIN on a dirty, shitty-1ooking gray van

CHUCK
You see that? | got Juan Jose
and Duwayne out there. They
got a couple a nachi ne guns.
You don’t wal k out that door
in about five seconds, they’l
cone in there and wi pe that
fuckin' place out.

We see what LINDA sees: a dimly perceptible CHUCK in the passenger’s
side...and a driver who | ooks |ike any dopy, half-bored kid.

CHUCK
And | tell you what el se.
got bonbs.

Sonething is passing over LINDA ..a trance..

LI NDA
You got. .. bonbs?

CHUCK
That's right. | got fuckin’
bormbs. | blow that place to

ki ngdom cone. You just fuckin’
test ne, sister, you think
won't.

LI NDA goes deeper into the trance..

LI NDA
You got...nachine guns...and
bombs?. .

CHUCK
That’s right, girl. You heard
nme, girl. | turn that place

into Vietnamyou don't conme
booki n’ out that door in about
five seconds. Now go.

LI NDA gently hangs up the phone and wal ks, in a steady, deliberate gait,
up to BECKY and RI CK

Rl CK
[i ngesting cheese popcorn]
What's goin’ on.

L1 NDA
He's got bonbs.

A pause. BECKY | ooks up. LINDA is fogged over, el sewhere.
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BECKY
VWhat ?

LI NDA
Chuck. He's got bonbs and na-
chine guns and he’s gonna bl ow
t he whol e pl ace up.

Rl CK
Li nda. [beat] What the fuck are
you tal ki ng about ?

LI NDA
Ri ght there—he’s outside-—+n the
van! He's got machi ne guns and
bonbs. He' Il bl ow you up. You
guys aren’t safe.

BECKY
Li nda—wi Il you rel ax? Chuck doesn’t
have “bonbs” —

L1 NDA
He has bonbs. And nmachi ne guns.
He' Il kill you guys. | |ove you
guys ‘cause you stuck up for ne.
You’'re not safe. | gotta protect
you ‘cause you' re not safe.

BECKY
Li nda woul d you—

LI NDA turns on her heels and heads purposefully for the door
LI NDA
| gotta protect you guys ‘cause
you' re not safe.

EXT. STREET — DAY

FAST PUSH I N as LI NDA exits BECKY and RICK s house and wal ks toward the
gray van.

As if by nmagic, the side door of the van opens. W hear a voi ce.

CHUCK
Gt in there, girl

LI NDA steps inside. The van door closes, engulfing her in darkness.
I NT. BACK OF THE VAN - DAY

LI NDA | ooks at CHUCK. CHUCK | ooks at LI NDA

They both seemglad to be back together

CHUCK leans in as if he’'s going to give her a kiss. Then
after about three quarters of a second of a head nove:
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CHUCK
Sit yer fat ass down back
there. [turning aside] On
the floor.

I NT. DOCTOR S OFFI CE — DAY

LI NDA sits across a desk froma DOCTOR in a white, sterile,
refrigerator-1like office

We see LI NDA. She seens

Per codan sel f.

As if in a farce,
second.

LI NDA m ndl essly peels off her bl ouse,

CHUCK

DOCTOR
M ss Borenman, | understand we
live an age of free love and
experinentati on and so on. But
as a physician | have to tel
you...[enbarrassed] | don't know
how to put this in a delicate
way. . .

to have reverted to her old, zonbified, post-

DOCTOR
[hal f a stage whisper] Wen you
have...anal sex...it’'s necessary

for you to use lubricant. This
ki nd of violent penetration..
while it mght be pleasurable
for you in the nonent...is going
to danmage the nucous nenbrane in
your rectum

LI NDA
[fully zonbied out] Ch. | under-
stand. That was a m stake. So |
made a m st ake

DOCTOR
Well. | don't knowif |'d say
a “m stake” —

LI NDA

| won't ever do that again, pro-
m se. [vacantly raising hand for
an oath] Scout’s honor.

cones barreling through the door right at that

CHUCK
Awri ght Doc! You guys had yer pri-
vate time. Now it’'s Chuck Ti me.
Let's get down to talkin' turkey.
Lind, get that shirt off.

CHUCK
Now, Doc, cone on over here
and let’s kick the tires for

reveal ing herself to be braless.
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a second.

CHUCK and the DOCTOR square off on either side of LINDA' s torso. LINDA
stares into space.

CHUCK
So what yer telling nme is that
for $475 | can pop ‘emup like
thi s—

CHUCK hol ds and nolds LINDA' s |eft breast.

CHUCK
--like sort of a Cadillac-fin
shape?

The DOCTOR holds and nolds LINDA' s right breast at the sanme tine.

DOCTOR
|"d say that shape’'s a little
severe. Mre of a perky—Kkind
of a snub-nose sort of thing.
[leaning in to CHUCK] Does that
nmake sense?

I NT. KITCHEN — DAY

A topless, shoeless LINDA, with new Cadillac-fin post-surgery breasts
poi nting up to heaven, wearing an absurd, dirty apron, nmakes CHUCK some
scranbl ed eggs while he sits at the table chewi ng sausage |inks and
readi ng Screw nagazi ne.

CHUCK
Now go easy, don't kill ne
with that butter an’ shit!

LI NDA VO CEOVER
And then, friends, what happened?

A mracl e happened.
The phone rings.

CHUCK
Yel | 0?

GERRY
[on phone] Chuck? It's Gerry Da-
m ano. W gotta get Linda over
to the Carlyle. | MVEDI ATELY.

CHUCK
What for?

GERRY
What for? What the fuck, Chuck
don’t you read the papers? “Deep
Throat .”

CHUCK
What about it?
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CGERRY
VWhat about it? It’s a snash fuc-
king hit! It’s sellin” out around
the cl ock. And furthernore—

Bef ore GERRY has finished his sentence, CHUCK has dropped the phone and
is ripping the apron out of LINDA s hands. SMASH CUT TO—

I NT. BATHROOM AT THE CARLYLE — DAY

CHUCK is schooling LINDA, who is dressed in a weird, lacy outfit that
suggests the promat the Little House on the Prairie.

CHUCK
Now renmenber. Renenber renmenber.
When it comes to cocksucki ng,

or doing anal, | want smles, |
want hi gh energy, | want big
exci tenent.

LI NDA

| under st and.

CHUCK
And when it conmes to me—the
sky’s the limt. Say twelve-
inch cock, say |I fuck for nine
hours, say whatever. Now |'m
not sayin this for ego, Lind.
‘Cause | want to get stroked,
far fromit. |I'mjust sayin
We gotta nake this shit up so
we can build up a...what’'s the
word | was just usin'...

LI NDA
A brand nane.

CHUCK
Exactly. That's it. A brand nane.
Okay? So positive energy, high
energy, go get ‘em

LI NDA exits. CHUCK rubs his forehead in the manner of a panicking
col | ege basketbal |l coach.

MONTAGE — LINDA' S “DEEP THROAT” PRESS JUNKET

PUSH I N from bel ow—at about the knee | evel —en LI NDA as she answers
prefab questions. She wins the cooing, cackling crowd of all nale-
reporters as if she’'d done this a million tines.

IN THE GREEN ROOM

LI NDA
| was put on this earth for
one thing and one thing only
--sucking a footlong cock

IN THE PI NK ROOM
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L1 NDA
To ne, there is nothing nore
delicious than gism | |ove
it! I like to snear it al
over ny face |ike Ponds Cold
Cream

IN THE GRAY ROOM

LI NDA
| once took on a pro footbal
team—and | don't just nean
two at a tine! | mean norel

IN THE MAUVE ROOM

LI NDA
Is there anything in this life
| like nmore than cocksucki ng?
Okay. Well, one thing. On OCCA-
Sl ON.

PUSH IN for the two beats of big build-up

LI NDA
| love it when nmy man Chuck socks
it to nme in the ass.

Four hundred flashbul bs snap, crackle, pop. Push in on LINDA's “high
excitenent” smle.

EXT. RIVERLY THEATRE — DAY

Thi s posh Upper East Side theatre has a big nmarquee that reads DEEP
THROAT. The lines are enornous. And not just bridge-and-tunnel shl ubs:
these ook Iike extras froma Wody Allen novie.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
And then | had ny fifteen se-
conds of fanme. For just a no-
nent, everybody in America knew
who | was.

TV — “THE TONI GHT SHOW

RED BUTTONS sits next to JOHNNY, who taps a pencil in time to his own
i nner gl ee.

RED BUTTONS
Just saw that picture “Deep Throat”
| ast night-—fantastic! Hell of a
pi cturel

CARSON
Ya |iked “Deep Throat” didja?

RED BUTTONS
Oh, | tell ya! That girl Linda
Lovel ace’ s got one head on her
shoul der s!
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Massi ve Pavl ovi an | augh response.
TV — LOCAL NEWS
A m ddl e-aged WOMAN i n a down overcoat speaks to a reporter.

DOMN OVERCOAT
I think this Linda Lovel ace chick
is disgusting! | don't want ny
husband t hinkin’ he’s gonna get
t hat kinda treatnent!

TV — DAVI D STElI NBERG
The seventies comc does a stand-up act on TV.

STEI NBERG
Y know, if Linda Lovel ace thinks
she' s gonna parlay this “Deep
Throat” thing into a real novie
career, she's gettin played
for a sucker. Ch, wait—she al-
ready is one!

Laughs al |l around.
I NT. POSH HOTEL — NI GHT

CHUCK, dressed for nighttine action, stops LINDA as they
go to the door. Clearly they are about to go to a posh party.

LI NDA
Y know, Ger said | mght get to
go on Dick Cavett next week.
| gotta figure out what to wear
on that, he’s like a real edu-
cated guy, | gotta be all so-
phisticated. I'mthinkin’ pants.

He | ooks down at her—Ilongingly. He seens to want to
caress her and then he does, snoothing a tangle of her
brown curls off her cheek. He seens about to kiss her
I nst ead, he summons sonet hi ng up inside hinself.

CHUCK
Y know you fucked up severa
things in that Al CGoldstein
i ntervi ew today.

Sone trigger in LINDA is hit. She goes backwards.

LI NDA
Oh, | know. | ama major fuckup

CHUCK
Several inportant details.

LI NDA
| know. | apol ogi ze.
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CHUCK | ooks sad and tired.

CHUCK
You know | don't stand for
that shit.

LI NDA

Oh. [beat] No sir.

CHUCK
And | hate to treat you like a
child, but if you act like a
child...

JUWP CUT TO
FAST PUSH I N ON CHUCK

who is spanking LINDA, with her posh dress rolled up over

her hips, spanking and spanki ng and spanki ng, as we PUSH

IN on CHUCK s face...we see the face of a weary, |onely man who
is very tired of his job.

I NT. PARTY — NI GHT

The groovi est of Hollywood parties in Malibu, California. In one corner
BRI AN DEPALMA and JOHN M LIUS fight over the bean dip while JENN FER
SALT and MARGOT KIDDER do lines on a mirror. JAVES CAAN pretends to box
a YOUNG BLACK KI D while KRI'S KRl STOFFERSON and STEVEN SPI ELBERG ar gue
over the soundtrack LP to “Station Six Sahara.” CHUCK and LINDA are a
little underdressed.

CHUCK
Did you hear that “Throat” is
out grossi ng the new John Wayne
pi cture? Honey, we're bigger
than the Duke. Man, on that
next one—"“Throat Part Two”?
I am gonna get PAID IN FULL
ny darlin’

LI NDA
Oh ny CGod.

A man wal ks up to LINDA and CHUCK. But not any old man. THE ONE AND ONLY
SAMW DAVIS, JR. Wth his wife, ALTOVISE, silent by his side, like a
nute butler in a horror novie.

SAMW
Hey man! You must be Chuck
Traynor, nman! Pleased ta

neet chal

CHUCK
[ coked out of his mnd] GChhhh
yeeeeeaaaaahh— Sammy! | got al

your records.

SAMW
Ya don’'t say.
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CHUCK
Yeah, shit. | got like.
Al'l that shit.

SAMWY

[ beat]

And you nust be the beautiful

Li nda Lovel ace.

LI NDA
Pl eased to neet you, M.

SAMW
| cone here bearing two

Davi s.

gr eet -

ings for you groovy people. One:
Linda, I'"'mdoin’ a prono on a

tel ethon for highway saf
Get people to buckle up
don’t crack up on the hi
You' re snokin’ hot right

ety.

so t hey

ghways.
now and

I"d love to have you conme and

do a spot.
LI NDA squeal s with joy.

LI NDA
Ch M. Davis! I'd love t

o do it!

Pl ease can | do it, Chuck?

CHUCK

[sippin’ on that fine Scotch]
Fuckin’ A right yer gonna do it.

That's the road to the—

LI NDA
[trying to shut up this

| ayer of

conversation] —brand name, right.
Ch, M. Davis, |I'd be so honored

SAMW
Number two, 1'd like to
you to the hone of a ver

invite
y good

friend of mne... M. Hugh Hefner

He hands themtwo invites.

EXT. PLAYBOY MANSI ON — NI GHT

The linbs and the Bentleys roll up. The val et parkers are eyeball -

scor chi ng Bunni es.
I NT. PARTY — NI GHT

The luxe et volupte of the Playboy Mansion. Top-

shel f chanpagne and

five-star cuisine. And many wonen, Bunni es and mere hangers-on, who

represent the nost beautiful elenent of that sl
Laurel Canyon, slightly coky/porno chic | ook of

Chuckl es all around as clonpity-clonp high heel
down a heavenly flight of stairs.

ghtly boho, sort of
t he peri od.

shoes are heard coni ng

HEFNER FLUNKY
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Ladi es and gentlenen, | give you
toni ght’ s guest of honor, M ss
Li nda Lovel ace.

CHUCK whi spers in FLUNKY' s ear.
HEFNER FLUNKY
And her personal advisor, Chuck
Traynor.
Mor e whi speri ng.

HEFNER FLUNKY
Per sonal manager, Chuck Traynor

Appl ause al | around.

LI NDA cones down the stairs and talks to stars she’'s never heard of. She
basks in the spotlight. CHUCK is only sem -digging it: he's scoping the
roomfor enotionally battered hot chicks.

Then, a sound is heard: the heral dic opening of Black Sabbath’s “Spira
Architect.”

And down a spiral staircase wal ks The Man, the Man of Men, in his grape-
col ored vel vet bathrobe, chewing a pipe, tiny glass bottle of Pepsi in
hand.

It's HEF. Surrounded by two white girls with frizzy Afros.

HEF

Vell! If that isn't alittle

Li nda Lovel ace | see before ne!
LI NDA

M. Hefner!
HEF

You know you’ ve done a great thing
for this business, Linda. And you
too, uh—

HEFNER FLUNKY
Chuck.

HEF
Chuck, right! You brought some
good nature and fun to the erotic
film You nade it possible for
M ddl e Anerica to enjoy their
sexual ity agai n—and maybe try
sonet hi ng new

AMBI TI QUS FEMALE EDI TOR
Y know Hef, we get letters every
week from peopl e out there saying
they tried deep throat for the
first time—and they |ove it!

HEF
Now isn’t that terrific, Lind?
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Doesn’t that nake you feel |ike
you' re actually doing a service?

CHUCK
Say Hef!

Now here’s an oddity: for the first time in the novie, CHUCK is actually
nervous, hunbl e, and altogether servile.

CHUCK
| know ya got a lotta big ballers
to greet at the Mansion here to-
night, but I'd |ove to peel ya
aside for ten seconds!

HEF
Shoot, Chuck.

CHUCK pul | s HEFNER asi de. And everyone is stunned at the chutzpah
Stunned that it worked!

THE PARTY — A WHI LE LATER

LI NDA is | ooki ng dazed and sonmewhat. .. enbarrassed? BOBO, a beautiful,
tall, curly-haired girl, 24, is talking LINDA's ear off.

BOBO
| like anyl a lot nmore than
downs. ‘Cause when | was a kid
Mot her Superior tole nme | had a
depressive personality. So |
need that liftoff. It nmakes ny
clit so hard, it feels like a
pretzel kind of, y’ know?

Suddenly CHUCK is nmaking three a crowd: he gets right in LINDA and
BOBO s conversation. And he’'s w cked nervous.

CHUCK
Li nd. Ckay? Ya need to
get yer ass out on the
courtyard in fifteen m nutes.
Li nd, you don't fuck this one
up, y' know what we’re gonna
get ? GRAY CARD. Y know what
that is?

BOBO
[ noddi ng solicitously] Lifetine
pass. Yeah, you want that, Lind.

L1 NDA
What are we doi ng?

CHUCK
Not inportant, just BE THERE,
COURTYARD, FI FTEEN mi nut es.
EXT. COURTYARD — NI GHT

Rich revelers with chanpagne flutes file up
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There is a bed outdoors with filmlights trained upon it.

CHUCK wal ks up, hand on the back of LINDA's neck, and wal ks her to the
bed.

CHUCK
Just ki nda kneel face down
and get your tushy up to the
crowd.

HEF enters to much hubbubbery.

HEF
Ladi es and gentl enmen we have
a really inpressive night here
toni ght. W have the fantastic
M ss Linda Lovel ace with us
toni ght .

Appl ause.

HEF
And according to her husband
Chuck Traynor here...Linda has
a predilection we haven't seen
even in her exotic novies! So
toni ght you are gonna see a
mat ch bet ween...M ss Deep Thr oat
Hersel f...annnnnd...ny own
pride and joy...Fritz!!

Enter TWDO BUNNI ES wal ki ng FRI TZ, a German Shepherd on a | eash.

FRI TZ
Woof .

Al'l laugh, start buzzing about the once-in-a-lifetinme event they're
about to see. LINDA goes into shock.

BOBO, the girl frombefore, comes up with chanpagne flute in hand and
whi spers in LINDA's ear.

BOBO
Hey Lind! Y know, to make sure
Fritz'll get up there...just
stay real still. If ya wiggle
around t hey get freaked out,
ya gotta be still as a rock, ‘kay?
LI NDA | ooks up, dazed.

BOBO
CGood | uck!

W DE - FROM ABOVE

HEF is at the center, the master of cerenonies.

HEF
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Here we go | adies and gentl enen,
and may the best man—or rather
woman—or perhaps pooch—wi n.
CLCSE - FRITZ
He is standing there, wagging his tail, tongue out.
FROM FRI TZ'S PO NT OF VI EW
LI NDA, kneeling on the bed, her runp in the air

LI NDA
Cone on. Cone on, baby!

LI NDA waggl es her runp.
LI NDA
You want it. You wanna get
up there, baby!
FRITZ turns his head cockeyed.
LI NDA
You know you want that sweet
coochie, Fritz! Get up
LI NDA waggl es her runp sonme nore.
LI NDA
Conme on, sweetheart! Cone on!
Get up there!
W DER
There is wi despread di sappoi ntnent and consternation anong the partiers.

LI NDA
Cone on! You know you want it!

FRI TZ BARKS, really loud, then backs off four steps. Laughs all around.
LI NDA LOOKS ALL AROUND AT THE LAUGH NG FACES.
HEF steps in.

LI NDA
Cone on, baby—

HEF
Al right. This was an experi -
nent. Fritz had a little tumy
cold all week, so this m ght
not have been the best tine.
Anot her day, friends!

Lots of “Awmwi” as people quickly file back to the prosciutto-and-
chanpagne receiving line. CHUCK gets right in there quick

CHUCK
[more hurt than angry] Coul dn't
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even get Fritz. God dammt, Lind!
He stonps off. HEF hel ps LI NDA up, puts her back together.

HEF
Hey, you gave it a good shot.
You' ve got a lotta heart.

LI NDA goes to go, but HEF stops her.

HEF
HEY. Linda. | just want you to
know.

| don't in any way blanme you for
this.

OVERHEAD — PENTHOUSE BEDROOM SUI TE

From above we see CHUCK naking out with a naked ALTOVI SE and SAMW
nmaki ng out with a naked LINDA in a big circular sw nger bed.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
Looks like |I was pretty far down
and out with all these fancy
peopl e, doesn't it? But | got ny
revenge, the very next day.

CLCSE — LI NDA BLOW NG HARRY REEMS

We see the fanbus “nmoney shot” from “Deep Throat” in which NURSE LI NDA
is going down on HARRY REEMS. Only, for our purposes, all the naughty
bits are blacked out with a G ANT RED BOX on the screen.

Suddenly gongs are gongi ng and rockets are bursting mdair as LINDA gets
HARRY of f.

WH P- PAN AROUND TO -

SAMW DAVI S PENTHOUSE SU TE — LI VI NG ROOM

where SAMWY, ALTOVI SE, CHUCK and LI NDA are wat chi ng.

SAMW

Man, that is sone crazy shit,
that deep throat! It blows ny
m nd! | think about that shit
all the tinel

SAMW wraps an arm around LI NDA.

SAMW
Say, Lind...l'd be interested
in practicin’ that deep throat
nysel f.

LI NDA
Oh. [shutting down] Well. I'd

be happy to go down on ya, Sam
If it’s all right with Al tovise.
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ALTOVI SE, watching the film disgustedly raises a hand and makes a
“Tsssss!” noi se.

SAMWY
No, now see...l was thinkin not
so much a being the throatee..
and nore of being the throater.

Ya copy ne?

The wheels are turning in LINDA s head.

LI NDA
Chuck woul d | ove that.

SAMWY
Mm......... real ly?

LI NDA
Love it.

SAMWY

Cool! Let’s get sonme nusic on
SAMW gets up. Puts on “The Candynman Can.”
He comes over and kneels down at CHUCK s feet.
CHUCK
Hey, what’'s up, Sanuel. You
gonna give ne a shoeshine?
SAMW takes that in, hatefully, for a second.
SAMW
No, Charles, |'mgonna do you
one better.

SAMW unzips CHUCK' s fly. And buries his head in his lap. W see the top
of his head doi ng deep-throat notions.

CHUCK | ooks in horror and humiliation to LI NDA

LI NDA shrugs, as if to say, “Ch well!”

ALTOVI SE goes back into her knitting

The “Love Thene from Deep Throat” on the TV m xes with “The Candynan” as
we go PUSHI NG IN ON CHUCK, over SAMW' S BOBBI NG SHOULDERS, to revea
CHUCK s face. He is getting his cock sucked by an Afro-Anerican nal e
with ten nmillion dollars nore than he has.

INT. SCI-FI SET - DAY

LI NDA stands next to a sort of ROBOT- SLASH COVPUTER that |ooks as if it
were nade of old, chewed-on Legos. It has a little sine-wave where its
voi ce should be that wiggles, Iike the opening titles of “The Quter
Limts.”

LI NDA VO CEOVER
Ri ght around this tine Chuck put
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toget her a novie called “Deep
Throat Part Two.” Now with a
title like that alone, youd
think it’d do sone business,

but it never got rel eased. Wy?
‘Cause the screenwriter’s nane
was Chuck Traynor.

The robot wiggles its “arms.”

COVPUTER
You- see- Li nda. |-don’t-want-to-
be- a-conputer. |-want-to-nmake-
spaghetti. |-love-spaghetti.

CUT TO

As in a ripped-up print, we nove to a sequence a few beats later, where
the COVWUTER is atop LINDA (still, for sone reason, in her “Deep Throat
I” nurse’s uniforn), fucking her

COVPUTER
Chhhhhh. GChhhhhh. 1-1ike-spa-
ghetti. Ohhhh. Ghhhhh. Spaghetti -
goooood.
SMASH TGO
A PCSTER

that reads RONNY SUMMER | S MR LAS VEGAS

The face on the poster belongs to a sixtyish honosexual wearing a bl ack
turtleneck and, for Christ’'s sake, an ankh. He is nore overripe in his
gueerness than Jack Cassidy petting a cat in “The Eiger Sanction.”

MORE PCSTERS

Ronny Sunmer denonstrating noves from“Wst Side Story”! Ronny | aughi ng—
--head t hrown back! —wi th Vegas showgirls. Ronny Sunmmer hanging out with
Hal Prince and Stephen Sondheim Ronny Summer |aughing it up with Angel a
Lansbury and Elaine Stritch

LI NDA VO CEOVER
This is the nmonent when the door
started to open. [beat] The door out.
| NT. RESTAURANT — DAY

In this Vegas hotel restaurant, LINDA and CHUCK have breakfast with the
great RONNY SUMVER. RONNY focuses all of his attention on LI NDA—Ki ndly,
patiently, warmy, gently.

RONNY
What |'msaying is, “Linda in
"76!" is gonna be a whol e new

Li nda Lovel ace. Not the scarl et
woman we all know fromthe

novi es. A corn-fed, fresh-fa-
ced American girl—which is
what you are! Now | know you
can sing like an angel, and
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I know you can dance too—
better than the old shuffle-
bal I -f1 ap.

LI NDA gi ggl es. She knows what this nmeans. CHUCK doesn’t.

As RONNY keeps tal ki ng
scow i ng, we hear LI NDA

CHUCK pi cks up the tab

RONNY
So we're gonna use that. W're
gonna nold it. W’'re gonna
make it so Ed Dweier and all the
local critics are gonna comne
in here and say, “l never thought
I'"d say it, but that Linda Love-
| ace i s gol-darn good.”

Ha ha.

and LI NDA keeps noddi ng, and CHUCK keeps

S voi ce.

LI NDA VA CEOVER

That was one thing | | oved—I oved.

Well, two things. Ronny was kind
of a hono type. So Chuck coul dn’t
bribe himw th ny body.

And two, Ronny woul d never —never
ever, under any circunstances—

swear. He just couldn’t stand ris-

que | anguage around him

RONNY
[resum ng] W're gonna try it out
here, work out the kinks for a
few nmonths, then it’s Broadway
here we cone, baby. | guarantee
it! [Burgess Meredith voice] So
whaddaya say, ki ddo?

LI NDA
[overjoyed] |I'min!

stands up out of frane.

CHUCK
W' Il think about it.

I NT. THE CHUCK AND LI NDA PAD — DAY

Mal i bu. d ass walls overlooking the beach. CHUCK s designer’s slightly

white-trash version of the nod décor we saw at the first
party. Telltal e crunbles of cocaine here and there.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
Bet ween the bath towel s and the
cocktail napkins and the advance
we got for “Linda in '76!,” ne
an’ Chuck were livin ...not like
porno fol ks, but real actual no-
vie stars.

Hol | ywood
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CHUCK is out back flipping neat on the barbecue.

Updi ke’ s “Coupl es.”

CHUCK
@Quy’s old as the hills. Plus,
the man is a straight-up fag.

LI NDA
Chuck, he’'s in the choreogra-
phy business! They're all a
little...funny.

CHUCK
Can't trust a fag, man. Seri -
ously. You don’t know what
they’'re thinkin' . | mean, |
know, he's all respected in
hi s chosen profession and what -
not. But | just don’t trust it.

I NT. REHEARSAL ROOM — DAY

LI NDA i s readi ng John

RONNY sits at a table with LINDA. W go circling 360 degrees around the

tabl e as RONNY does his My Fair Lady routine on LI NDA

background, out of focus, CHUCK has arns fol ded.

LI NDA gi ggl es.

RONNY
Try this. “Red | eather, yell ow
| eat her, good bl ood, bad bl ood.”

LI NDA
Red yel | a—I eat ha | eat ha—

RONNY
No no. Listen to ne. Watch how
| formthe syllables with ny

nouth. “Red...leather...yellow
| eat her...good bl ood, bad bl ood.”
Now you try.

L1 NDA

Red, | eather, yellow, |eather,
good—good bl ood bad bl ood.

RONNY
Very good. Now this: “Seventeen

Sicilian stranglers went slipping
slyly through St. Stephen’s sepul -

chre.”

LI NDA
| can't renenber all that!

RONNY
Wth nme. “Seventeen...”

TOGETHER
“...Sicilian stranglers...went
slipping...slyly...through St

In the

99



St ephen’s. .. sepul chre.”

LI NDA
Sepaker .

RONNY
Se-pul -chre. [beat] It nmeans a
t onb.

CHUCK

[out of focus] Uh, Linda? I|’I
be in the coffee shop when yer
done with all this bullshit.

A loud clanging of the doors in the background. RONNY forces hinmself not
to notice this.

RONNY
Agai n:

| NT. RESTAURANT — DAY
RONNY sits with LINDA at a table, no CHUCK in sight.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
The nmore Ronny put the focus on
ne, the less Chuck mattered to
anybody. And he knew he coul dn’t
mark me up or all the noney for
t he show woul d be kaput.

RONNY
|’ve never had a girl |ike you.
So incredibly...open. And real. It’'s
really quite extraordinary. You're
just a gem Gemin the rough

I NT. MALIBU HOVE — DAY
LI NDA does stretching exercises while CHUCK is on the phone.

CHUCK
So why'd they turn the power off,
John? [beat] | paid that shit six
nont hs in advance al ready. [sudden
bug-out] VWHY, WHY, I'Il tell ya
why, ‘cause you're NOT DON YOUR
JOB, JOHN. [beat] ‘Cause. [beat]
| got a lotta THINGS to do here.
[beat] THI NGS. Like overseein’
the show. [beat] Shit, man, | gotta
have eyes in the backa ny head?

ANOTHER PHONE LI NE RINGS. LI NDA picks up while CHUCK paces in the
background, drinking a bodybuil der shake.

L1 NDA

Hel -LO? Ch! Ya don't say! Ya
DON' T SAY!
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Then somet hing conmes out of her: a long, fluted, a-hi-hi-ha |laugh of the
kind you mght hear fromFay Way or sone other “delicate,” “genteel”
filmbeauty of the thirties. CHUCK picks up a barbell and starts

bi ceppi ng hi nsel f.

LI NDA
Then we’' || have to see about
that then! [flirtatious] A-
won’t we? Eeehee! Eheeeheehehal

CHUCK
Lind. [beat] LIND. [beat] W
need corn beef ‘n’ cabbage.

LI NDA
[to CHUCK] Have Shelley do it.
[on phone] Uh-huh. You like
t hose other steps. Y know, |
do too, and I'lIl tell ya why—

I NT. REHEARSAL ROOM — DAY

LI NDA and COWANY stand in front of a Bl G AVERI CAN FLAG with LI NDA' s
face on it—red red |lips. Banners everywhere read “Linda in ' 76!”

CHUCK, either furiously enraged or coked out of his gourd, is pacing
about pointlessly in the rehearsal room which is choked with STAGE
MANAGERS, CHOREOGRAPHER S ASSI STANTS, BACKERS who wi sh they coul d snoke
a cigar in here, and LOMPAI D FLUNKIES. Not to nention CHORUS—a team of
extrenmely buff gay nal e dancers in red-white-and-blue costune.

RONNY
Here we go, friends. From ze
top. Monsieur Martine, ya wanna
take it?

MARTINE, the Filipino nusic director, sits at the piano.
MARTI NE
A-five-six-seven-eight.

The dance begins. LINDA stands in the center, unveiling herself in a
red- whi t e- and- bl ue sw nsuit.

CHORUS
Li nnnnnnnn- daaaaal!
Linda in ’ 76!

She’ Il show ya how to get your
ki cks!

She certainly will get in her
l'icks!

Vote LINDA IN ' 76!

No nore Watergate and no nore war!
No nore high prices when you go
to the storel
She’ Il give you what this
great naaaati on—
Was MADE for!
No nore dirty tricks!
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Wth Linda in '76

The CHORUS stonps around LINDA, humm ng “Hum hum hum hum” as if in a
Battle Hyrm of the Republic style.

LI NDA
Hel -1 0o everybody! |’ m Linda
Lovel ace! And |'mso glad you
all could COVE toni ght—oops!
| swore | wouldn’t say anything
dirty.

RONNY
Cut! Hold it.

RONNY st eps up.

RONNY
Renmenber, Lind, | said this be-
fore. I SAID TH'S FOUR TI MES
ALREADY AT LEAST: start with your back turned
and then turn out on “Hello
everybody.”

LI NDA
Okay you got it.
CHUCK is pacing furiously at this point. He goes to light up a cigarette
and then a LI TTLE ASI AN ASSI STANT STAGE MANAGER says no-no- no.

MARTI NE
Fi ve-si x-seven- ei ght .

CHORUS
Li nnnnnn- daaaaaaaaaal!
Linda in ' 76

She’ Il show you how to get
your ki cks!

She certainly will get in
her 1icks!

Vote LINDA IN ' 76!

No nore Watergate and no nore
war !

No nore high prices when you
go to the store

She’ Il give you what this
great naaati on—

Was MADE for!

No nore dirty tricks!

Wth Linda in ' 76

LI NDA whi ps ar ound.

LI NDA
Hel |l o everybody! |’ m Linda Love-
lace! And |'mso glad you could
all COME toni ght—oops! | pro-
m ssed | wouldn’t say anything
dirty! Wll anyway! W got a
heck of a show for ya tonight!
W got —
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CHUCK
Hold it HOLD IT! Stop the nusic!
JUST CUT IT! | got sone’mta
say here, people.

Everybody, in fear, stops.

CHUCK
Now | emme tell you somethin’. |
been real patient up to now. Be-
cause this...this right here...

He waps a neaty arm around LI NDA

CHUCK
This is nmy discovery. This is ny
talent. This is nmy property. An’
| been lettin you fol ks nake a
horse’s ass outta nme for weeks
now. An’ | bit ny tongue an’
had ENOUGH. One. | want all the
future script changes to cone
through ME. Not Sunmers. Not you
fellas in the pinstripe suits.
Through CHUCK TRAYNOR, peri od.
O you ain't gettin' nothin —
nothin' at all—from M ss Linda
Lovel ace. Two. | want consul -
tation. On the direction. On
t he choreography. On the god-
dam spangly bl ue socks these
tutti-fruttis up here got on
their feet—

He grabs the ankle of one of the CHORUS MEMBERS, who clearly trenbles in
fright.

CHUCK
| mean, what the fuck is this
supposeta be? | thought this
show was supposeta appeal to
MEN. Men who want a see a girl
who sucks cock, greatest cock-
sucker in fifty states. Am|
right? This show ain’t neant
for sone old queers in Malibu
It's neant for MEN who want to
see a fine woman doin’ what..
a fine woman does to ‘em Be
it cocksuckin', anal, front ‘n’
back—

A VERY BRAVE STAGE MANAGER S ASSI STANT cones up to stop this party right
now but CHUCK gets IN H S FACE

CHUCK
DON' T you think you gonna stop
ne, Mster, if you want this job
You want that job you better sit
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your ass right down right quick.
ASSI STANT steps out of frane.

CHUCK
Now, fol ks, things is changin’
right now, isn't that right Linda.
| SAID ISN' T THAT RI GHT LI NDA.

LI NDA stares at her shoes. Then wal ks cl ean away from
CHUCK, all the way to the back of the room where, in
ti me-honored star fashion, she holds her head in anguish as
TWO TEENAGE PRODUCTI ON ASSI STANTS tend to her misery.

CHUCK
Look. Now ya got her all scared.
| tell you what. |’ m gonna take

ne five mnutes an’ cool off. An’
if I cone in here and things ain't
real different—you, yeah YQU,
Sumers—I ookit me! |’ mnot just
comin after you. I'"'mcomn’ after
your ni eces and nephews—

A gasp and words of horror ripple through the room

CHUCK
--1"mcomn’ after your nmom an’
dad, and you guys, M. Wall Street,
you think I won't do it ta you too?
"1l blow your fuckin' house to
ki ngdom conme you think | won't.

BACKER #3 pi pes up at |ast.

BACKER #3
Security! Get this fuckin guy outta
her e!

CHUCK

["11 fuck your mana that’'s what it
takes. YOQU JUST TRY ME, FELLAS.

TWD BLACK SECURI TY GUARDS ARE | N THE ROOM AND ON CHUCK' S SHOULDERS
before he’s finished his | ast sentence.

CHUCK
YOQU FUCKIN TRY Mg, FELLAS. LI NDA!
" LL EAT YOQU SONS A BI TCHES FOR
LUNCH. TH'S AIN T OVER—
EXT. BEVERLY BOULEVARD — DAY

CHUCK is hurled out on the street. He stands there for a second, getting
his Marl boro Man on agai n.

After a nonment, he wal ks to a pay phone.

I NT. GREEN ROOM — DAY
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PUSH | N FAST ON THE CQUCH where LINDA is crying. RONNY SUMVERS has his
arm around her. She’'s drinking a D xie cup of water.

RONNY
This is not gonna happen again.
| promi se.

L1 NDA
Real | y?

RONNY

Never, never again. W' re gonna
go to a whole different world.
You' re not gonna ever hafta | ook
at this or hear it again.

SLOW MOTI ON: ' RONNY SUMVERS VERY TENDERLY Kl SSES LI NDA ON THE FOREHEAD.
EXT. PAY PHONE - DAY
CHUCK rolling calls.

CHUCK
Yup. Yeah Christie? Hey guess
what it’s ol e Chuckie here. Hey
listen |I'mstuck out here on
Beverly just westa LaBrea an’
| tell ya what, | left nmy wall et
in ny other pants pocket. |
need a pick-up. [beat] From
YQU, Christie. [beat] Yeah, |'m
out here like a hobo, now git
it in gear, girl, | need ya out
here! [beat] Gttin' yer goddam
HAI R done? Well you can wait on
that, I'mout here freezin' Ilike
a Eskino! [beat] Wh. Hello. HELLO

CHUCK SMASHES SMASHES SMASHES THE RECEI VER | NTO THE PAY PHONE.

CHUCK
Cod- damm cocksucki n’ !

He puts in another handful of change.

CHUCK
[changi ng tack] Hello? Ms. Ludo-
vico? Hey, Charles Traynor here.
Good to neet you. | really enjoy-
ed that, yes. Hey real quick: is
your daughter around?

I NT. HOTEL ROOM — DAY

LINDA lies with her head in RONNY's lap. For a long while. W | ook at
her staring off.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
Friends: the day finally cane.
I"mnot sure how. |’mnot sure why.
But the day cane.
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LI NDA sits up. She ki sses RONNY on the forehead. He cl oses his eyes with
a smle. She wal ks out of his hotel room

EXT. HOTEL LOBBY - DAY
LI NDA wal ks t hrough the hotel | obby.
EXT. BEVERLY W LSH RE - DAY

LI NDA wal ks past the valet parkers and into the hydraulically controlled
front door.

I NT. BEVERLY W LSH RE LOBBY — DAY
LI NDA wal ks up to the front desk.
DESK CLERK

Good norning, Beverly Wlshire
Hotel, how can | help you?

LI NDA
I’d like to check in.
DESK CLERK
Your nane?
PUSH I N ON LI NDA' s f ace.
LI NDA

Maria Rodriguez.
I NT. HOTEL ROOM BATHROOM — DAY
LINDA is naked as a jaybird. But for the first time, not frightened, or
ashamed, just herself. She steps into the bathtub and the water zoons up
to her neck.

She takes a big giant purple glass swirly thing that |ooks like a
Faberge egg and pours it into the tub. Instant bubbl es!

Title card:
SI X DAYS LATER
| NT. HOTEL ROOM — NI GHT

LINDA is going over lines in her script. There is “calmnusic” (i.e.
Miuzak) on the hi-fi in her fancy suite. The phone rings.

L1 NDA
Hel | 0?

CHUCK
[on phone] Hey Linda it’s me—
hey don’t—hey don’t—don’t
hang up. ‘Kay?
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CHUCK
Awr i ght. Now dig.

I NT. MOTEL ROOM — NI GHT

CLOSE ON CHUCK in what |ooks like a very shabby, sub-Mtel 6, kind of
notel room

CHUCK
Digit. [breath] Brodsky is
gonna give us the noney to
finish the show Al of it.
But he knows that Linda Love-
| ace Enterprises is half nme
and hal f you. And he don't
trust you, Linda! He trusts ne.
| put the ole Chuck Traynor
on himand he trusts me. But
he knows this whole kettle a
fish is only novin' forward
if YOU and ME are together.
Li ke a couple. Like a team
If not, it’'s kaput! Contract
gets tore up! W got NOTH N
honey! And we only got |ike
twenty grand in the bank! And
fifteen a that is goin' ta
your boyfriend Sunmers to pay
his directing fee! So, here's
what |’ m sayi ng.

CLOSER ON CHUCK

CHUCK
You gotta get back together wth
ne. And | nean...purely for fi-
nanci al purposes. | nean, you
don’t wanna be husband and wi fe?
Hey, | AMyour husband. | never
been nothin’ but good to you and
hel d your hand all the way to
the top. But shit, you wanna
sl eep on the couch, you go for
it. Whatever. Just so long’ s when
Brodsky’s around, ya make it seemlike
you and ne's a coupla regul ar
Ozzie and Harriets. But otherw se,
shit, | don't care what you do.
But we have GOT to be together,
wi t hout us together there is NO
CONTRACT and there is NO MONEY.
Are you hearin’ ne? W got a
M LLI ON got-dam dollars this
thing plays in Vegas FOR SI X MONTHS.
Now you wanna piss that shit al
away ‘cause you're cranky at ne?
That’s a bunch a bullshit. You
know it and | know it.
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A pause in which we can hear CHUCK s nervous breat hi ng.
I NT. LINDA'S HOTEL ROOM — NI GHT
LINDA is seated, not crying, not hyperventilating, very calm

LI NDA
Okay. Now |’'ve heard what you
want. Let’s talk about what |
want .

I NT. MOTEL ROOM — NI GHT

CHUCK
VWHAT YOU WANT? Shit, what you
SHOULD want, sister, is to be
with the man that took you
pl aces! What you SHOULD want is
to be with the man that PROVI DES
for you, the one person outside
all this Hollywood bullshit that
actual |y KNOAS WHO YOU ARE.

‘Cause | do know who you are.
Do | not?

Si | ence.

CHUCK
You know that about ne. Don’t
you. That | know what you want.
| know what you SAY you want but
| know what you really want and
| amthere to give it to you.
I will always give it to you.

CHUCK s tone has changed. H s voi ce has dropped down | ow.

CHUCK
You know that will never change
bet ween us. You know what you
need. And what you crave. And
you know nobody can give it to
you like I can.

I NT. HOTEL ROOM — NI GHT

LI NDA
Chuck—1 gotta go—

I NT. MOTEL ROOM — NI GHT

CHUCK
YOU ARE NOT GONNA “GO, " YOU ARE
NOT “GO N " ANYWHERE TILL WE GOT
TH'S SH T STRAI GHTENED QUT. Now
| am your husband and you are ny
wife and that is howit's going
to be, forever and ever. PERI OD.
O until | say I'mdone with it.
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| NT. HOTEL ROOM — NI GHT
A |l ong pause. LINDA thinks.

L1 NDA
No.

| got to go now.
I NT. MOTEL ROOM — NI GHT
FARTHER OFF

We are several paces further back. CHUCK shrinks within the frane.
CHUCK

Dammi t - —+i nda—do not hang up on
ne! Awright? Now |isten! W do
NOT have to be husband and wifel
Okay? W don't even hafta be god-
dam friends! W can be fuckin’
bitterest enem es, but | need
you to cone in here, nmeet with
Brodsky, tell himthat we are
still together, which is gonna
trigger that noney so we can
finish the show so we can start
the show so we can becone fuc-
kin" mllionaires! You dig ne?
W need this, Linda!

STI LL FARTHER OFF

CHUCK shrinks further within the frame.

CHUCK
| need this. Ckay? | worked hard
for you. HARD. And |’'II be god-

damed if | piss it all away be-
cause you and ne got in a goddam
husband- and-w fe SPAT. That's
ridiculous. Now all |I'msaying is
ten minutes. Ten mnutes. Ckay?

We go over to Brodsky's office, |
tell him “Ckay, we're gettin the
noney on Monday,” and you cone in,
al | kissy-kissy, we do our thing,
you wal k outta there, YOU NEVER
HAVE TO FUCKIN SEE ME AGAIN. How s
that? Once the noney drops | swear
to fuckin' Christ | will stay FIVE
HUNDRED FEET away from wherever

the fuck you are. Just don't let that
noney go away, girl. PLEASE. |'m
beggi n’ you here. You wanna hear
that ? You wanna hear ne beg? |I'm
beggin’ you. Please. We're TH' S
CLOSE. Don't fuck it up. Don't do
it. Please don’t fuckin' weck it
like this, PLEASE. It’d be a fuckin’
travesty. Now HONESTLY.
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VWhaddaya say?
| NT. HOTEL ROOM — NI GHT
An extrenely long pause, then

LI NDA
You take care a yoursel f, Chuck

Quietly, thoughtfully...LI NDA hangs up the phone.
EXTREME W DE - CHUCK' S MOTEL ROOM
CHUCK is al one, holding a phone with no one on the other end. Suddenly
he | ooks small, and pale, and weak, and, strangely, quite old.
LI NDA' S HOTEL ROOM — A SHORT TI ME LATER
LINDA is crying her eyes out. It's as if the whole previous story of her
life were pouring out of her. RONNY SUMMERS is hol ding her head, | ooking
at her tenderly.
Finally, she breaks out of her sobbing to speak to RONNY
LI NDA
Do you...could you just...

could you | ove nme? [sobbing]
Just for a little while?

| just...l know, it’s not
your way but...could you..
just, like, pretend? To |ove

ne? For a little while?
RONNY SUMVERS is overcone with enotion
He pulls LINDA's nouth into his—and ki sses her. As if devouring her
EXT. CHEZ BEBERT - DAY

Qutside this beautiful restaurant, right around the corner from Gertrude
Stein's home in Paris, LINDA and RONNY and MANY OTHER GLOSSY BROADWAY
PECPLE sit with gl asses of red wi ne, |aughing about an old story.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
It was...like a dream The noney
canme back, for a different show,
with no Chuck Traynor attached.

I NT. HOTEL — NI GHT

SUMVERS pul I s the sheet off the bed. Inside is a blushing, naked LI NDA
A fully clothed SUMERS attacks a giggling LINDA, mashing his nouth into
hers.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
And Ronny and |...we had the nost
beautiful summer. It was al nost |ike
it had nade up for everything that
happened.
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EXT. CAFE — NI GHT

RONNY PRESSES HS MOUTH | NTO LI NDA's. You can see a softness in her
face, a giving-in, that is new

LI NDA VO CEOVER
And | know Ron was old and all,

but he was passionate! | never
had anybody | ove ne |ike that.
Never. It was...it just was |ike

| was dream ng.

She pulls out of the kiss, looks into RONNY's eyes. He touches her face,
very delicately—reverently.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
| had never felt love like that.
Soneone who | oved everythi ng about
ne. | just felt so warmand at peace.
I was in so nmuch joy right then.

I NT. APARTMENT — NI GHT

RONNY and LINDA's apartnent |ooks out on the Strip in Las Vegas. RONNY
is getting done up in a tux while LINDA sips a chic, Linda Ronstadt-Ilike
rose and reads Cosno.

LI NDA
Hon. Can we go to that new steak
pl ace next to the Sands? ‘S called
--sonmething like...Brazilian?

RONNY
It's called Hajijian. And no.
O yes. | dunno. Let’'s get this
show on first.

LI NDA
Hey, sweet. You think my Aunt Dar-
| ene could cone see this? She |ives
in Mssouri. It would nean so nuch
to her to show her all the nice
pl aces we go to in Vegas.

RONNY
[ brushing hair] Swell. Now we got
old Aunt Darlene conmn’ in, gotta
take her to the steakhouse too.

LI NDA
Aw, it’'d be nice. On, | forgot to
tell you. | need a couple bucks—
alittle “advance” on next tinme's

paycheck.
RONNY is in the bathroom sneaking a teeny little |line of blow
RONNY

Ch, for the love of Pete. What is it
this tinme?
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RONNY rubs a touch nore

LI NDA
Ch, it’s just ny fur...l spilled
ink onit...Charlie had sone
really fancy ink for the score,
and he was—

on his gums.

RONNY
I KNEWIT. | knew l'd get into
this and | said you d be diffe-
rent and here it is—the sane,
sane, SAME goddam white-trash
BULLSH T | knew | was gettin’
nyself into

L1 NDA
What ... ?

RONNY
Everybody told ne, but | said,
Noooooooo, this one’'s gonna be
di fferent sonmehow This one’s
gonna be a REAL PERSON!

LI NDA
What . .. what are you TALKI NG
about ?

RONNY

What the FUCK do you think I’'m
doi ng here, M ssy? Wat the fuck
do you think you are to nme? A
fuckin’ MONEY OPPORTUNI TY. And
what are ya doin’? Spending al

ny goddam noney! | oughta have

ny fuckin head exami ned! Plus I
figured | was gettin’ a hot piece

a ass into the bargain, an’ | gotta
tell ya, | ain't so inpressed in
t hat departnent either!
LI NDA
Wiy are you talking to nme like
t his?
RONNY

| SEE HOW YQU LOOK AT ME. You see
ne, you see an ooooooold man, old
man, right? Well, how ‘bout this?
"1l show ya how fuckin’ old | am

RONNY SMACKS LI NDA OFF THE SOFA ONTO THE FLOOR.

LI NDA starts backi ng up.

her left nostril.

RONNY
GET uPl COVE ONI |’ LL SHOW YQU
HOW OLD YOUR FUCKIN OLD MAN | S!

She has a little stream of bl ood com ng out

of
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RONNY
Thi ngs are changi n” around here
fromNOWON. |'ve had it with
this bullshit! It’s gonna be
“Yes sir, M. Summers” and “No,
M. Summers” and things are gonna
be THE WAY | WANT ‘ EM TO BE!

RONNY pi cks up an expensive bibelot off the coffee table and ainms it
i ke a baseball.

RONNY
Starting right now Things are
gonna be JUST like |I like it.
Take that fuckin' dress off.
LI NDA
Wh. .. ?
RONNY

TAKE I T OFF! Take that fuckin’
dress off and CRAW. over here,
on your FUCKI NG KNEES!

Suddenl y, LI NDA goes berserk.
SHE PUSHES RONNY OVER THE COFFEE TABLE, whi ch SHATTERS, onto the fl oor.
She gets over himand starts wailing and POUNDI NG ON H M

LI NDA
WHO THE FUCK DO YQU THI NK |
AM? HUH? YOU TELL ME. YQU TELL
ME THAT. WHO THE FUCK DO YQU
TH NK THAT YOU ARE TO TALK TO
ME LI KE THAT? WHO ARE YQU?
YOU RE NOTH NG YOU RE NOBQODY.
LOOK ME I N THE FACE! WHO THE
FUCK DO YOU THI NK | AM?

RONNY is stunned, bloody, helpless, looks like a senile old nan or a
frightened baby. LINDA picks the receiver up fromthe phone.

L1 NDA
ANSWER ME WHEN | TALK TO YQU!
WHO THE FUCK DO YOQU THI NK | AWP

RONNY
| -An—AN—A0—A0—- -

LI NDA IS POUNDI NG RONNY’ S FACE W TH THE RECElI VER—
L1 NDA
ANSVWER ME!' WHO AM |1 WHO THE

FUCK DO YOU THHNK | AM  VWHO
THE FUCKI DO YOQU THI NK! | AM
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Wth a deafeningly | oud bzzzzzzz, LINDA | eaves the receiver on the
floor. SUMMERS is battered and near unconscious. She stands up

She starts hyperventilating.

LI NDA
Huhhhhhh...oh nmy God...oh ny
God. . .
SHE RACES TOMRD THE FRONT DOOR.
LI NDA

Ohhhhhhh. . . what' s happeni ng?
What ' s happening to ne?

I NT. HALLWAY — NI GHT

FAST FAST FAST PUSH DOMN THE HALLWAY as LI NDA RUNS TOMRD US
hyperventilating, crying, pani cky—

She stops at one of the doors and POUNDS AND POUNDS AND POUNDS ON I T.

LI NDA
Excuse ne—excuse ne—ean you
hel p me—

It is atiny, terrified MEXICAN MAID. She slans the door shut.

L1 NDA
PLEASE CAN YOU HELP ME.

LI NDA runs further down the hallway. Pounds on anot her door

L1 NDA
HELP! HELP ME!

The door opens. LINDA is bloody, wild-eyed, hyperventilating.

LI NDA
Pl ease pl ease pl ease pl ease
can you help nme can you help
me?
The M DWESTERN COUPLE inside start crying and shut the door FAST
LI NDA runs down the hal | way. ..

LI NDA
Hel p nme...please help ne...

I NT. LOBBY — NI GHT

LI NDA wanders through the | obby of the Beverly WIlshire, bloody-faced
hyperventilating, “hysterical”..

LI NDA
Hel p nme...can you hel p ne
pl ease. ..

EXT. WLSH RE BOULEVARD — NI GHT
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...and onto the street,

Suddenly a shri ek:

A CAR SCREECHES AS I T AL

where she goes stunbling..
LI NDA

He'p ne...he’p ne...please
help ne...

L1 NDA
PLEASE HELP ME

MOST RUNS HER OVER. Arns out,

the hood. It stops and SMASH CUT TO -

TI TLE CARD:

I NT. CONVENTI ON CENTER -

Behind LINDA is a series
Story.” Pictures of an a

At the podium LINDA has
| ooks nmuch ol der than fo

Who' s that guy | aughing

A scattering of appl ause

DECEMBER 15, 1980
9:43 pm

DAY

of posters reading “Inferno:
ngui shed, soul ful LI NDA

LI NDA goes up onto

The Li nda Lovel ace

gl asses, is dressed in a frunpy manner, and

ur years later.

LI NDA
And so | nust say that | get
up in the norning and | say
Thank God that we have a Pre-
si dent Reagan gettin’ sworn
into office. Because |’ve net
with his people and | know
t hat they know pornography is
as evil and hurtful as | know
it is. W need to put a stop
to this industry at the begin-
ning of the eighties...so by
the time this m |l ennium ends,
por nography will be like a bad
dream we barely renenber.

| escaped ny inferno for one
reason and one reason only—
because of ny |ove of Jesus
Christ My Lord and Persona
Savi our .

in one of the back rows?

LI NDA
He is nmy best friend...nmybe
the only true friend | ever
had. | hope He can be your
best friend too. Thank you.

. Sone hands are raised.
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L1 NDA
Yes, you.

COLLEGE FEM NI ST
Linda, | read your book. And
just wonder: do you realize that
intelling the story in the way
you do, you're going to do no-
thing but excite the Chuck Tray-
nors of the world? Do you under-
stand that they view your story
as por nogr aphy?

A scattering of “Yeah!” and “That’'s right!”

SEXY DECONSTRUCTI ONI ST
| have to just add one thing too:
don’t you view yourself—as a
character in the book “Inferno”—
as always al ready co-signing and
enabl i ng everything Chuck ever
did to you? | nean, are you so
naive as to think that there's
such a think as genui ne i nnocence?

RADI CAL SEPARATI ST
That’s very true. | also have to
ask you: do you think Chuck Tray-
nor—or Ronny Sunmers, or whoever
el se hurt you and victim zed you—
do you think they're really so
different fromany other nmen?
Don’t you think your story, rather
t han bei ng scary and bi zarre, is
really the story of how nen are?

LI NDA is trapped.

L1 NDA
...

You know, people conme up to nme sone
tinmes at these things and they use
big words that | don't know. And
don’t know how to answer their
questions. And |I'msorry for that,

| am | shoul d’ve | earned and
shoul d’ ve studied and that’s ny
fault. But all | can say is this.

My grammaw tol d ne one basic thing
when | was a girl and that’s never
lie. And | prom se you, | prom se
all the people in Anerica, | have
never lied to you. And | never
would tell a lie.

And everything |’'ve told you is true.

And. ..
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And | don't know what el se to say
about that.

LI NDA and her PUBLI SHER | ook out at the crowd. They re not buying it.
O, maybe, not getting it.

Ankwardly, with a squeak of the microphone, LINDA gets down fromthe
podi um And | eaves.

Suddenly the speakers of the theatre are filled with the tender sound of
ERI K SATIE' S “GYMNOPEDI E #2.” An end-of-life music, a song of rest and
peace and accounts settled and grudges let go. And an inner fulfillnent.
MONTAGE — LI NDA 1980

EXT. SUPERMVARKET - DAY

A heavier, still curly-haired, glasses-wearing LI NDA pushes a cart.
There are small children init. It doesn’t |ook |like a nice supernarket.
LI NDA bl ends into the masses of noms with carts.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
| left the business and | didn’t

| ook back. | didn't have a pot to
piss inand | still don't. But I'1ll
tell you, | feel a lot of peace.

I NT. OFFI CE BU LDI NG — DAY

Track al ong hallway down to an open office door. Inside, LINDA pours a
garbage can into a bi gger garbage can on wheels.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
|"ve had to do a lot of things I
didn’t like to do. And it’s hard
sonetines to renmenber the good
times and the noney and the people
| met. But |'mproud to be where
am

EXT. HOUSE — N GHT

LI NDA stands outsi de her house, |ooking at HER KI DS and t he NEI GHBOR
KIDS running on the yard. In a nonent, her husband, ED, cones out and
puts an armaround her. He's a doughy fellow with a handl ebar noustache
and coke-bottle glasses. It's clear he |oves her very nuch.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
| met nmy nman Edward at a | ocal bar
and we becane good friends. That's
how | think of us, good friends.
And he takes care of nme now.

I NT. BED — NI GHT

LI NDA turns out the light. EDis already asleep. W are very close to
her face. She is still awake.

LI NDA VA CEOVER
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Ch, and | forgot one thing: | did
see Chuck, just one nore tine,
right before I got out of the bu-
si ness.

| NT. RESTAURANT — NI GHT

LINDA is entering a posh Vegas restaurant with SOLOMON, a rich banker
dude with gray hair, though a youngish face. They are noving toward
their table.

CHUCK
...Linda?

LI NDA stops. She puts a hand on SOLOMON' s arm

LI NDA
Chuck.
CHUCK
Hey! How ya doin’ girl!
LI NDA
Al right. This is M. Sol o-
non.
SOLOVON
Hel | o.
CHUCK

Hey! 1'd like you to neet ny
good friend...Mrilyn Chanbers!

MARI LYN, a sunny, nurse-like blonde, smles, puts down her chanpagne
flute.

MARI LYN
Hel | o!

CHUCK
You may’ ve seen Marilyn in that
novi e “Beyond the G een Door,”
she was dynamite! We're in town
‘cause we got sone deals takin’
of f. So how you doin’ ? You | ook
all right!

LI NDA
I’ mgood. We're just...gonna
have sone supper—

CHUCK
Well, don't let ne bother yal
none, you enjoy your dinner
the shrinp scanpi is terrificl
Geat to neet ya, sir, and Linda
take care

CHUCK and LI NDA have one | ast | ook at each other. If these
two other people weren't here, they mght say nore.
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LI NDA
Ckay. B’ bye.

LI NDA and SOLOVON wal k away.

As they wal k, LINDA notices CHUCK unconsciously putting his hand around
MARI LYN' s neck—in the same possessive gesture he al ways used with her

I NT. BED — NI GHT

LI NDA, awake, | ooking out.

She does.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
But that’'s all behind me now
| just feel glad that ny
friendship with Christ is so
strong, | know he is what got
ne out of nmy bondage. And
have troubl e sl eepi ng sone
ni ghts, but then | close ny
eyes. ..

LI NDA VO CEOVER
...and | think about ny beauti -
ful children, and | think of
t hem pl ayi ng. .. and | aughi ng. .
and | feel ny husband’ s hands
all curled around ne...and ma-
king me feel all warmand safe
...and | ook outside my w ndow
...and the stars are shinin’
bright...

We pan up to a supernally bright, starry night sky.

LI NDA VO CEOVER
...and | think I"'msafe now, |I’'m
safe at last, an’ nothin’ is bad,
an’ everythin is good as far as
I can | ook.

Printed on the stars are title cards:

The sound of Satie’'s “Gymopedi e #2" takes us into the end credits.

Chuck Traynor went on to becone
a smal | busi nessman until his
death of a heart attack in 2001

Li nda worked odd jobs in Denver,
Col orado. She got into an

accident in her sport utility ve-
hicle on April 3, 2002, sustaining
severe injuries.

Her husband took her off life
support on April 22, 2002.
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