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EXT. BEACH - ALIEN PLANET 

f^'- A sulfurous yellow •«• mashes against a black aand beach. 
The air is dense and haxy. There is a shrill, inhuman howl. 
A large, WORM-LIKE FORM moves along the beach with great 
speed. It is being pursued by a group of GROTESQUELY 
FEATURED CREATURES of a different species. They pounce on 
it and capture it. 

CLOSEUP - THE WORM ALIEN'S FACE 

It howls in agony as it is dragged away. 

CUT TO 

CLOSEUP - A WINO - NEW YORK CITY - GARMENT CENTER 

He's haranguing the lunch crowd MB they swarm the sweltering 
streets. He scoops up a broken shark toy from the gutter 
and waves it in their faces. 

WINO 
Save the porpoise! Save the 
porpoiseJ 

(to a MAN) 
Gimme some money or you'll end up 
in a pine box. 

-^tv. 

He scuttles to the doorway of a porn shop, where a BOUNCER 
scowls at him. 

WINO 
(growls at Bouncer) 

I'll dance on your grave, asshole! 

THE DOOR OF THE PORN SHOP 

opens. The Vino stares in disbelief as an elegant WOMAN 
ateps out. The words "Live Show" frame her face as the 
puts en a pair of sunglasses. He sneers at her. 

A NAN HAULING GARMENT RACXS 

passes by the Woman and checks her out. He pushes up against 
her, running his hand along her hip. She turns with a start. 



THE WOMAN AND THE MAN 

/**•» Her back is to the camera. Facing him, she removes her 
v sunglasses. His leer changes rapidly to fear BM he looks 

into her eyes. He backs off. 

MAN 
What the hell! 

He takes off terrified, pulling his raeks through the crowd 
and knocking over a pile of garbage, sending the sea of 
litter ell over the aidewalk. 

THE WINO 

has been watching the whole thing. 

WINO 
What's the world coming to? 

He tosses the shark toy back in the gutter and begins to 
hustle the crowd again. 

CUT TO 

EXT. A SLEEX OFFICE BUILDING - UPTOWN - LITTLE LATER 

c*^- The Woman gets out of a cab and enters the building. 

AN UPSTAIRS LOBBY - OFFICES OF SEAMAN AND SEAMAN, BUILDERS 

A SECURITY GUARD smiles and opens the door to a suite of 
offices for her. 

GUARD 
Did you have a good lunch, Ms. 
Ripley? 

WOMAN 
Excellent, thank you* Ed. 

She enters her office. 

HER SECRETARY 

MARTY looks up. Marty is vivacious and pretty. A perfect 
version of the Charlie Girl. Energetic, attractive, and 
efficient. 

CONTINUED 
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CONTINUED 
MARTY 

Everyone in Manhattan is calling 
you. 

GRACE 
Let me see the phone list. 

Grace takes her phone call Hat. 

THE LIST 

Her eye is caught by a name — FROGMAN. It is heavily starred. 

GRACE 
Who is this Frogman? 

MARTY 
A real weirdo. I atarred hie name 
because he was so strange. He 
called four times and wouldn't 
leave a number. 

(pause) 
He said he wants to make personal 
contact with you. 

GRACE 
Did he say about what? 

MARTY 
Oh no! Whatever he wants — he 
will only tell you. 

Grace is on her wey into her own offiee. 

MARTY 
James Crosby called. They've got 
all the legal stuff on the Viceroy 
deal finished. Bo's bringing it 
over tonight. 

She settles down at her desk. Her offiee is simply and 
unpretentiously furnished. The one unique item in it is 
a hunk of amber glass that et first looks like a piece of 
non-objective sculpture, but after closer examination* seems 
to be a piece of wreckage. Zt stands on a little table 
close to her desk. 

MARTY 
Do you want me to order some lunch 
for you — es usual? 

CONTINUED 
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CONTINUED 
GRACE 

Of course. 

CUT TO 

MARTY AT HER DESK - EARLY EVENING - SAME DAY 

She's typing with a fury when the outer door opens and 

SPIDER 0'TOOLE 

enters. Marty is intent on typing — she doesn't notice 
her. Spider sneaks up on her. 

SPIDER 
Excuse me. Miss. My name is 
Squeaky Fromme. 

Marty jumps. 

MARTY 
Oh! Hi, Spider. I'm nearly finished. 
I went to get these letters out 
tonight. 

Spider perches on Marty's desk. She's about Marty's age, 
but cuts a more bizarre figure. Her hair iu pelt blonde* 

.,— *"d •hout an inch long. She's a product of Fiorucci's 
funk, wearing a wide-shouldered blouse and skinny pants. 
She is blind in one eye where there is a aooky discoloration 
of the pupil. 

MARTY 

grabs a pile of letters. 

MARTY 
I'll take these in to her and we can 
go. 

GRACE 

looks up as Marty throws the door to her office open. 

GRACE 
Are you still here? 

MARTY 
I wanted to finish the letters. 

CONTINUED 



CONTINUED 

Grace sees Spider through the open door. 

GRACE 
Is she waiting for you? 

MARTY 
We're going to dinner. 

GRACE 
The dinner'a on Seaman and Seaman — 
Marty, what about Frogman? 

MARTY 
He never called back. 

GRACE - CLOSEUP 

GRACE 
(to herself) 

Frogman — 

MARTY AND SPIDER 

They're just about ready to leeve when e man, JAMES CROSBY, 
enters. Marty'a eyes sparkle when ahe aees him. 

MARTY 
Hi, Mr. Crosby. 

CROSBY 
Hello, Marty. 

Crosby is a young lawyer with sharp, conservative good looks. 
He's got a tennis player's body and wears a three-piece suit 
well. His confidence Is noticeable. He goes in to see Grace. 

MARTY 
He's sensational* buhl 

SPIDER 
I've seen more sensational 
cantaloupes. 

MARTY 
You have rotten taste in men* Spider. 

SPIDER 
And you're too ready to sell out for 
a co-op on Eaat 79th. 

CONTINUED 
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CONTINUED 
SPIDER (Cont'd) 

(thinks) 
I'd probably sell out for a Three 
Musketeers ber. 

(pause) 
That reminds me -- you are treating 
me to dinner tonight, eren't you? 

MARTY 
(indicates Grace) 

She i s . 

Spider nods with approval. They ex i t . 

CUT TO 

INT. GRACE'S OFFICE 

Crosby enters. He puts down his briefcase and tries to 
hug her. She sidesteps him, completely avoiding his touch. 

CROSBY 
You look terrific today. 

GRACE 
Hello, James. 

He tries to kiss her. She moves around him deftly. 

(^ CROSBY 
I've brought the Viceroy papers. 

(pause) 
Everyone is talking about your 
cost estimates. They're so low. 

(pause) 
. They think you've found something — 
what they call e gleebsite. 

GRACE 
Gleebsite? 

CROSBY 
That's the arch i t ec t ' s nickname 
for some kind of magical substance — 
l ike a subst i tute for structural 
stee l . 

GRACE 
(remote) 

They're r ight . 

CONTINUED 
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CONTINUED 

He t r i e s again to touch her. She's s t i l l avoiding hi*>. 

GRACE 
Don't, James. Let ' s go to dinner. 

CROSBY 
What i s the mst ter with you? 
Why won't you l e t me touch you? 

GRACE 
I t ' s nothing personel . Le t ' s keep 
t h i s e businese re la t ionsh ip . 

CROSBY 
You know, Grace, t h i s c i t y i s f i l l e d 
with gay men that wouldn't g ive a 
damn about you. 

(pause) 
You're over t h i r t y , you know. 

She prefers to ignore h i s l a s t statement. 

GRACE 
Do you s t i l l want to go t o dinner? 

CROSBY 
I want t o know why you won't s l eep 
with me. 

GRACE 
I don't s l e e p with anybody. 

CROSBY 
Then there's something wrong 
with you! 

GRACE 
(at the door) 

Are you coming? 

He fo l l ows . 

CUT TO 

EXT. GRACE'S BUILDING - SAME 

Grace and Crosby e x i t the bui ld ing . They w a i t for a 
t a x i . 

ACROSS THE STREET - OUTSIDE ANOTHER BUILDING - SAME 

Standing in the shadows i s a man. I t I s CARL FROG HER. 
He's f o r t y i s h , t h i n and nervous. He's dressed too warmly 

{*** for the extreme h e a t . 
• CONTINUED 
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CONTINUED 

He watches Grace and Crosby. When they grab a cab, he 
follows in another. 

A RESTAURANT IN THE EAST FIFTIES - OFF FIFTH AVENUE 

Graee and Crosby enter. 

FROGNER 

gets out of his esb and walks into 

A NEARBY BOOKSTORE ON FIFTH AVENUE 

where he has a clear view of the restaurant door. 

FROGNER 

stst ions himself s t a window and atands r ig id ly facing 
the s t r se t . 

A SALESMAN 

approaches him. 

SALESMAN 
We're closing now, Sir. 

Frogner pays no attention. He keeps his eyes on 

THE STREET 

where a TEENAGE BOY tirades to no one. 

BOY 
I am Crown Heights I 
I am Crown Heights! 
Do you fear me? 
For I am Crown Heights! 

BEHIND FROGNER - THE SALESMAN 

pleads. 

CONTINUED 
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CONTINUED 
SALESMAN 

Please Sir, you must leave! 

Frogner looks blankly at him and doesn't move. The Salesman 
backs away. 

INT. THE RESTAURANT - GRACE AND CROSBY 

Grace eats hungrily. Crosby pokes at his food. 

DISSOLVE TO 

FROGNER - LATER 

The lights are being turned off in the store. The Salesman 
is about to lock Frogner inside when 

THE RESTAURANT DOOR 

Grace and Crosby exit. They take a cab. 

FROGNER 

fol lows them t o 

A MODERN APARTMENT BUILDING - NEAR THE UNITED NATIONS 

where huge windows expose a party being g iven in one 
apartment. 

INT. THE APARTMENT OF THE PARTY 

Grace and Crosby are c i r c u l a t i n g s e p a r a t e l y . The HOSTESS 
i s an I t a l i a n woman, a jewelry des igner named GIOVANNA. 

GIOVANKA 

showing Grace e group of giant tortoise shells that are 
being used for wall decorations. 

GIOVANNA 
I adore living In a space with 
natural objects. Z want plants 
around me — 

CONTINUED 
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CONTINUED 
GIOVANNA (Cont'd) 

(indicating the 
-^ tortoise shells) 
( And fabulous reel items. 

Grace regards the shells rather sadly. 

GIOVANNA 
I was assured that they all died 
natural deaths. 

CROSBY 

is sitting across the room with e group of gay MEN. 

CROSBY 
(to the Gays) 

You guys have the right idee. The 
hell with women — I'm with a 
woman now --

(gestures toward 
Grace) 

— and she won't even screw me. 

GRACE - WIDE SHOT 

She stands against a wall with her eyes closed. A MAN 
stsps up to her. He looks out of place at this gathering. 
He's big, muscular. His clothes are too flashy and his 
smile too sexy for this crowd. They've been avoiding him 
like the plague. His name is VIC MILLER. He joins her 
leaning against the wall. She opens her eyes. He smiles. 

VIC 
Nobody here will talk to me. 

GRACE 
I envy you. 

VIC 
I've been abandoned — 

{points to a Woman 
across the room) 

You see that elassy l i t t l e blonde? 
I came with her. She's an actress. 

(looks down at 
his clothes) 

I think she didn't like my suit . 

yfw&u^y 
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JAMES CROSBY 

watches them from across the room. 

CROSBY 
(to the Gays) 

Now she's picked up some g o r i l l a . 

GRACE AND VIC 

VIC 
Who are you? 

It takes her a long time to answer. 

GRACE 
A businesswoman. 

VIC 
Have you got a name? 

She pauses again, extremely cautious, but she likes him. 
She reaches into her bag and hands him a business card. 
He reads it. 

Vic 
You're an architect? 

GRACE 
A builder. 

CROSBY 

watches them with growing jealousy. He la on his way 
toward them with murder in his eye. He is almost upon 
them when 

FROGNER 

appears out of nowhere. He cuts Crosby off in mid-step 
and reaches Grace with an outstretched hand and an 
ingratiating smile. 

FROGNER 
Ms. Ripley — I'm Carl Frogner. 

GRACE 
Frogman — 

CONTINUED 



j { iPW\ 

12 ' 

CONTINUED 
FROGNER 

You don't know me. I'm a salesman 
for Creative Metals, inc. 

GRACE 
A salesman? How did you get in 
here? 

He is already opening a sample case. 

FROGNER 
(smiling, pleased 
with himself) 

I followed you. 
(very earnest) 

Seaman and Seaman is an important 
account to me. I used to deal with 
Dick Meyers, your predecessor. I 
wanted to make sure I didn't lose 
the account because you're new. 

He pulls out 

A BLACK LEATHER BINDER 

Inside it are laminated peges of photographs of all manner 
of metal trinkets and gadgets emblasoned with company 
logos. There are elso large-scale holiday decorations 
items. 

FROGNER 
The important thing now i s to order 
your Christmas decorations. 

GRACE 
This i s August. 

FROGNER 
Well — you have to think ahead. 
Most of our Items are made to order. 
If you wait* the best s tuff w i l l be 
gone. 

He shows her some photos. 

FROGNER 
You've got your f loor lobby and 
your building lobby. They'll a l l 
need something. 

CONTINUED 
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CONTINUED 

He is flipping pages for her when her look of surprise 
changes. It is almost as if she recognises him. 

GRACE 
How did you get in? 

FROGNER 
I always get in. It's eaay 

GRACE AND FROGNER - CLOSEUP 

They make eye contact. This is what ahe's been waiting 
for. He is uncomfortable. 

GRACE 
Do you know the Ethy Code? 

FROGNER 
The what? 

She grabs the binder. 

GRACE 
I'll buy triple what Meyers ordered — 

FROGNER 

takes off. Grace tries to stop him. 

GRACE 
Why did you come here? 

FROGNER 
It was a mistake, lady I I'm sorry. 

CROSBY 

grabs Graee. 

CROSBY 
Don't tell me this guy is your 
type. 

James' Interference gives Frognsr the chance to bolt. 

yrff^**. 
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GRACE 

takes off after Frogner. Crosby is about to follow when 
Vic Miller stops him. He's got one big hand on Crosby's 
shoulder, restraining him with ease. 

CROSBY 
I don't like you. 

VIC 
(friendly) 

I don't like you either. 

CROSBY 
I don't like anybody anymore. 

VIC 
Who does? 

GRACE'S ELEVATOR 

door opens in time for her to see Frogner jump into a cab 
outside the building. She follows and graba another cab 
and follows him. 

INSIDE THE CAB - FROGNER 

He turns around and sees Grace. They're stopped at a 
light. He bangs on the plastie shield. 

FROGNER 
You've got fifty bucks if you run 
this light! 

DRIVER 
What'cha sayin' Bud? I can't hear 
a fuckin' thing through this shield. 

Frogner holds up the bill and points to the red light. 
The OLD DRIVER slams his foot down on the accelerator. The 
cab barrels down Lexington Avenue through three more red 
lights* and creating havoc In the street. It scares hell 
out of some TOUGHS terrorising a GIRL. 

FROGNER*S CAB 

A weird batt le for space has begun between Frogner's cab 
and a Lexington Avenue bus. The BUS DRIVER stares murderously 
at the old man who's trying to force him off the road. 

CONTINUED 



CONTINUED 
FROGNER 

(doesn't care for this) 
Let's get off the main streetsl 

DRIVER 
Screw youl These buses have been 
drivin' me nuts for thirty-five 
years. 

(maniacal) 
I'm going to get this guy! 

FROGNER 
Then let me outl 

The cab brakes abruptly. Frogner jumps out end disappears 
into the darkness of the streets. The cab screeches off --
after the bus. 

CUT TO • 

INSIDE GRACE'S CAB 

She sees Frogner exit the cab. 

HIPPIE DRIVER 
Somebody really wants to get 
away from you, lady. 

She stuffs some money into the plastic pocket. 

GRACE 
I'll get out here. 

THE PITCH DARR STREET 

The area (the 30's around Lexington Avenue) is sinister and 
gloomy. Nothing is open but seedy hotels and cheap bars. 
The building facades are ell dark. Just e mass of foreboding 
shapea along the filthy street where the day's garbage is 
stacked like a wall along the gutter. 

GRACE 

moves elong the grim sidewalk with complete confidence. 

FROGNER 

is out of sight e few blocks away. He sees e restaurant 
is still open. He atepe on its 

y^**^ 
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DOORUAT 

which reads -- The Black Orchid. He enters. 

INT. BLACK ORCHID 

It's more pleasant Inside than you would expect from the 
neighborhood. Lota of old art deeo furniture and a long 
sleek, ancient bar. Frogner takes a seat at the bar and 
motions for the 

BARTENDER 

who is Spider 0'Toole. She tekes e Manhattan to Marty, 
at the far end of the bar, and returns to Frogner. 

FROGNER 
Gimme a Jack Daniels. 

He's checking her out. Sees the bed eye. 

FROGNER 
What's wrong with your eye? You 
blind? 

She slides the drink to him. 

SPIDER 
Yeah. 

FROGNER 
It could have been an affectation — 
a handicap. 

She xeachea behind the bar and Frogner jumps. She pulls 
out 

A BOWL OF PEANUTS 

SPIDER 
You like nuts? 

FROGNER 
(takes a handful) 

I never knew this place was here. 

SPIDER 
It won't be for long — we're bankrupt. 
This is our last week. 

CONTINUED 
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CONTINUED 
FROGNER 

>*K There's no sign outside. You can't 
»f run a business with no sign. 

SPIDER 
Tell the owner 1 She was more 
worried about spending two hundred 
bucks for a aign than loaing the 
joint — 

(wide gesture) 
So ehe loaes the joint! And I lose 
another job. 

FROGNER 
You're okay — How would you like 
to go out with me sometime? 

SPIDER 
Nol 

Spider looks out the front window, she sees Grace go by. 
Frogner sees her too. He's very nervous now. 

SPIDER 
Hey Marty! There'a your boss — 
outside. 

MARTY 
(to Spider, on her 
way out) 

I'm going to get her. 

Frogner throws some money on the bar. 

FROGNER 
la there another way out of here? 

SPIDER 
Downstairs. Through the cold cellar. 

He takes off toward 

THE REAR OF THE BLACK ORCHID 

where he pushes open the door to the kitchen, nearly 
knocking a trayful of ordera from a WAITRESS' hand. In 
the kitchen, a Jamaican COOK is startled by him. 

CONTINUED 
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CONTINUED 
FROGNER 

Where's the cold cellar? 

COOK 
Down those stairs, man! 

He points to a deadly stsep set of stairs. Frogner leaps 
down them into 

THE COLD CELLAR 

where the PROPRIETRESS is firing the Chinese COOK. 

PROPRIETRESS 
Look Chan — me no need cook no 
more. Me bankrupt — got no 
money for pay. 

FROGNER 
They said there was another door 
down here. 

Unconcerned about his presence, she points to e metal stairway 
and doors. 

PROPRIETRESS 
Over there. The loading doors. 

He runs by her. 

PROPRIETRESS 
You got it Chan? No more workee? 

CUT TO 

MARTY AND GRACE 

enter The Black Orchid. Marty leads her to the bar. 

MARTY 
Grace — this is ay friend Spider 
0*Toole. She works here. 

GRACE 
(to Spider* very 
preoccupied) 

Did a man come in here? Tall with 
big eyes. 

CONTINUED 
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CONTINUED 
SPIDER 

Yep. He left a minute ago — in 
a big hurry through another door. 

Grace is out the door in a flash. Marty is completely 
befuddled. 

MARTY 
What was that all about? 

SPIDER 
(muttering to herself) 

New York may be a cesspool — but 
it's a very email cesspool. 

CUT TO 

EXT. LEXINGTON AVENUE 

Grace is tearing up the street after Frogner. He's almost 
a block away — and it looks as though she can't catch 
him. Suddenly she just stops and focuses on 

A PILE OF NEWSPAPERS 

in the gutter up ahead where Frogner is running. 

THE NEWSPAPERS 

begin to stir. There is no wind* but they fly up from 
the gutter and blow through the air — straight to Frogner. 
They wrap around his head. He can't see. They tighten and 
the filth gags him. He etops running* trying in vain to 
pull them off. Grace catches up with him. The papers 
fall away from his fees. He sees her. 

FROGNER 
I ought to kill you. 

You'll have constant orders from 
my company — ell the buainess 
you want. 

It's an offer he can't refuse. 

CUT TO 
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TIMES SQUARE - LATER 

INT. THE XMAS BAR 

It is a grimy little hole-in-the-wall that looks like 
someone's nightmare of Christmas. Carols play on the 
jukebox. A plastic Xmas tree sits on the bar next to 
a sweeting PATRON. Various dusty Xmas paraphernalia is 
strewn about the walls and ths tables. 

AN ELDERLY WAITRESS 

with an Xmas wreath pinned to her collar approaches the 
booth where Grace and Frogner are eitting. She brings 
Frogner a drink and leaves. 

GRACE 
I want to know if there are any 
others here. 

FROGNER 
Yeah. Sure. Lots of them. 

She's exasperated with him. She picks up e coektsil napkin 
and places her hand over the wreath design. She lifts 

HER HAND 

and the design has been transferred to her skin. She repeats 
the motion and the design is rsturned to the napkin. 

FROGNER 
Now why don't you go back to the 
circus and leave me alone? 

GRACE 
How long have you been here? 

FROGNER 
Same as you — about fifteen minutes. 

GRACE 
I want to find a way back. Can 
you help me? 

FROGNER 
Try the subway. 

She reaches across the table and touches 
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HIS HAND 

that is holding the whiskey glass. He winces. 

THE GLASS 

begins cracking, sending sharp shards into his skin. Blood 
drips from his hand. 

GRACE 
So you're just a regular New Yorker? 

Re grits his teeth. Angrily, he focuses on 

THE GLASS 

and it turns to sand. He wraps e napkin around his fist 
and gets up. 

FROGNER 
I've never done that to anybody! 

He takes off — out of the bar. She thinks about following 
him, but doesn't. 

GRACE 
I'll find you again. 

CUT TO 

UPTOWN - EAST SIDE NEAR GRACIE MANSION - LITTLE LATER 

Frogner welks elong a pretty, tree-lined atreet. It is 
quiet with a lot of well-kept older brownstones. Be enters 

HIS APARTMENT 

It is a tiny old tenement stuffed with expensive decorator 
furniture. The furniture is way too large for the rooms* 
giving the impression thet It might explode through the 
walls at any moment. 

FROGNER 

walks into the pullman-sised bedroom and a i t s down on 
the bed. He stares mournfully at b is wounded hand and 
then looks up at 
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A DIGITAL CLOCK 

The red numbers blink in the darkness — 2:15. He stares 
at the numbers. They begin to run backwards: 2:14. 2:13. 
2:12. The telephone rings loudly. He picks it up. 

FROGNER 
(using an old 
woman'a voice) 

Good evening. 

VOICE 
I'm trying to reach Carl Frogner 

FROGNER 
This is his mother. You can speak 
freely to me. 

VOICE 
Frogner? You don't have a mother. 

FROGNER 
(in his own voice) 

Hello, Sloane. 
(listens) 

I gotta see you about something 
that happened tonight. 

CUT TO 

CLOSEUP - SIGN PAINTED ON A SET OF GLASS DOORS - "MANHATTAN 
GRIEF CLINIC, A PSYCHIATRIC SERVICE" 

Frogner opens the doors, goes through a little waiting room. 
He barges into a conference where half a dozen somber PEOPLE 
sit around a table. 

WOMAN 
I know death can be a happy thing 
if it's needed 

At the head of the table la 

BARRY SLOANE 

Be is small and wiry* dressed like a college professor. 
His features are plain nearly to the point of homeliness, 
but his eyes are fierce and quick. 

SLOANE 
I told you never to come here. 

CONTINUED 
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CONTINUED 
FROGNER 

You always call me when you need 
i/^ something — now I •» asking for 
' help. 

SLOANE 
Then go downtown. That's what 
it's for. 

Frogner is desperate. Sloane leads him into another room. 

FROGNER 
I don't want to. I'm not going 
to end up just another freak living 
in the corridor. 

SLOANE 
(impatient) 

Have you found Taiga? 

Frogner leans against a wall. Be seems exhausted. 

FROGNER 
I've tried everything — you don't 
have enough Information. I've 
been looking for months. 

SLOANE 
If you want my help* come back 
when you've got something to offer. 
Now get out of here. 

He walks away from Frogner, who la sweeting profusely. 
Frogner follows after him. 

FROGNER 
I've got another problem. There's 
someone new here — a female. She's 
chasing me a l l over the plaee. Asking 
me questions. 

(distraught) 
She works for e company that Is a 
big account for me. Z need her 
business* but she spotted me. She 
knows what Z aa. 

(confounded) 
X can't have that . 

SLOANE 
She's new — and she spotted you? 

CONTINUED 



; j^a^\ 

CONTINUED 
FROGNER 

Damn near i n s t an t ly . 

SLOANE 
What's she l ike? 

FROGNER 
Good looking. Smart. 

SLOANE 
Maybe she can find Taiga. 

FROGNER 
(groans) 

Taiga again. He's probably dead. 

SLOANE 
I want you to bring her in. Don't 
make it obvious. 

FROGNER 
(nervous) 

You're screwing around with my 
income. You know that, Sloane? 

SLOANE 
What is this help you need from 
me? 

FROGNER 
(starts to whimper) 

I d o n ' t went to d i e . 

SLOANE 
What do you t h i n k i s happening 
to you? 

FROGNER 
Deterioration of the reproductive 
system. 

(pause) 
I'm a dual. 

CUT TO 

INT. PORN JOINT - A MAN AMD WOMAN 

perform nude onstage under e dim spotlight. 
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THE AUDIENCE 

is all MEN, except for 

GRACE 

She sits very still. Sweat pours down her face. Her 
breathing is heavy and attracting a MAN who aits a seat 
over from her. He reaches across the empty seat between 
them, unseen in the darkness. 

HIS BAND 

rubs her thigh. Never taking her eyes off the performance, 
she slides her hand around his wrist and deftly snaps his 
wrist. He runs out howling in pain. It breaks the 
performance up. 

A MAN 

walks out from the stsge area, and approaches Grace. He's 
very well-dressed. He hands her a card. 

MAN 
You've got too much class for 
these monsters. 

GRACE 
What makes you so sure of that? 

MAN 
If you call me at thla number* 
I'll tell you about a place that's 
very Interesting. Very select 
clientele. 

She looks at the card. 

MAN 
Any and every evening. 

CUT TO 

INT. GRACE'S OFFICE - SAME DAY - TWILIGHT 

MARTY 
(slightly egltated) 

There's a man here to see you — 
(hesitates) 

His name is Vic Miller. 
CONTINUED 
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GRACE 

Miller? 

MARTY 
He says he met you at Giovanna's 
party. 

GRACE 
Send him in. 

VIC MILLER 

The moment they see each other there is an immediate 
attraction. They are happy to see each other again. 

GRACE 
How did you find me? 

VIC 
Giovanna. But I would have found 
you some other way if I had to. 
I'm very good at finding people. 

She'd like to remain aloof, uninterested, but it doesn't 
work — she's too comfortable with him. 

GRACE 
rf®>\ Sit down. 
i 

VIC 
Did you catch that guy you went 
after? The guy with the catalogues. 

Yes* actually — Z did. 

He looks et her a moment. She wonders if he's going to 
question her more shout Frogner. Zt crosses his mind. 
Be smiles as if to say* •I'm not going to ask — but 
I know something's up." 

VIC 
(looking around the 
offiee) 

Would you like to have dinner 
with me? 

GRACE 
I can't. 

CONTINUED 
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They »r0 both seated on a sofa. He inadvertently moves 
slightly closer to her — for no reason other than to 

, ( get more comfortable. She's about to move further away 
from him — and then she doesn't. 

VIC 

He looks at her, smiles, breathes deeply, and gets up. 

VIC 
If you reconsider, you can find me 
every night at the Booth Theatre. 

GRACE 
Are you an actor? 

VIC 
A stagehand. 

He leaves. 

GRACE AND VIC 

She watches him disappeer through the door. Bis body 
seems to slip in long slices away from her* until the 

,—. door is finally shut behind him. She stares et the closed 
( door. 

GRACE 

Suddenly she goes toward the door. She opens it and looks 
into the outer office. It is empty. Vie has gone and 
Marty has left for the day. She welks through the empty 
office. 

HER HAND 

alipa into her pocket. She removes the card that was 
given to her at the porn joint. 

CUT TO 

CLOSEUP - A HALL COVERED IN DELICATE FLOWERED WALLPAPER 

It i s the kind of floral pattern you would see in en 
old country inn. We bear heavy footsteps and a 

CONTINUED 
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MALE VOICE (O.S.) 

You'll have to leave. 

GRACE (O.S.) 
I don't have a car. 

THE MAN 

who gave Grace the card at the porn joint steps into frame. 

f MAN 
• That is your problem. 

GRACE'S SHADOW 

on the wall. 

MAN 
He won't say what you did, but 
you terrified him. 

' GRACE 
He wasn't harmed. 

MAN 
" I'd love to know what you did. 

The man's a pro. I've never aeen 
enything shake him before. 

CUT TO 

MARTY'S APARTMENT 

She'a curled up on her bed watching The Johnny Carson Show. 
The phone rings. 

MARTY 
Grace? 

(listens) 
I'd be glad to* but I can't drive. 

(thinks) 
Wait a minute. Z might be able to 
get my friend Spider. She drives 
— where are you? 

She writes. 

CUT TO 



EXT. FROGNER - CREATIVE METALS, INC. - NIGHT 

He's locking the doors behind him. He turns quickly as 
something moves near him in the s t r e e t s . 

VOICE 
Come here. 

His f i r s t react ion i s to sni f f the e i r . What he smells 
alarms him. 

FROGNER 
No) Don't! Pleaae 

THE OUTLINE OF A YOUNG WOMAN 

comes toward him. She stands in a doorway. She i s Chinese 
and b e a u t i f u l . Her most s tr ik ing feature l a her height. 
She i s near ly s i x f e e t t a l l . Her c l o t h e s are shabby and 
covered with o ld sequins. 

HER EYES 

f lash c r e z i l y as she approaches Frogner, r e i s l n g her ragged 
s k i r t over her w e i s t . 

GIRL 
Want t o see i t ? Went t o eee i t ? 

The e x h i b i t i o n i s t becks Frogner againat the wall of the 
tunnel . She 'a nude from the waiat down. 

FROGNER 
Stop! Oh please s top! 

CUT TO 

EXT. KNICKERBOCKER TOWERS - A HUGE APARTMENT COMPLEX -
ON THE EAST SZDE - ALMOST IN SPANISH HARLEM - SAME NIGHT 

UPSTAIRS - MARTY 

She walks slong one of the empty corridors that seem to 
stretch to infinity. There isn't a soul around when she 
rings the bell. 

SPIDER 

dressed in e short Chinese robe, ensvers the door. In her 

CONTINUED 
y£^V 



*p-

•> V 

CONTINUED 

hand is a paperback book on reincarnation. 

MARTY 
Your phone is disconnected. 

SPIDER 
True. But I have bigger problems 
right now. 

(she holds up 
the book) 

I'm afraid I'll come beck as a 
Littleneck Clam. 

Marty enters the apartment. The only furniture la made 
out of appliance cartone etuffed with pillows. The words 
SONY, TOSHIBA, and HITACHI dominate the room. A plastic 
lamp with a big Coca-Cola can for a shade is the only 
light. 

SPIDER 
Look at this. 

She hands a folder of paper to Marty. 

MARTY 
An eviction notice? 

SPIDER 
Yep. I've got to get a new job 
fast. 

MARTY 
I hate asking* but ean you do me 
a favor? 

SPIDER 
Tonight? 

MARTY 
It's Grace. She needs someone 
to pick her up. 

(pause) 
She's upatate. You know Z don't 
drive. 

SPIDER 
Sure. I'll do it. 

Spider gets dressed. Marty paces. 

CONTINUED 

J$V&\, 



jf^V^l, 

. ystw4 

CONTINUED 
MARTY 

She sounded very calm on the phone. 
Too calm for a middle of the night 
call. 

SPIDER 
Ah -- a mystery! I'm up for one 
right about now. 

MARTY 
She goes out to lunch every day, 
but she never eets. Z always order 
lunch for her when she gets beck. 

SPIDER 
(teasing) 

Well then, just stop ordering lunch 
and flush her out in the open. 

Spider's all ready. 

SPIDER 
I'll need your eredit card to rent 
a ear. 

CUT TO 

THE HEADLIGHTS OF A CAR - LATER 

The car is not moving. Twigs crackle and someone stsps 
into the glare of the lights. It is 

GRACE 

She weara a silk evening dress. The lights expose a tear 
at the bosom and another at the hip. There is a powdery 
white dust all over her bare skin. 

Spider beeps lightly. Grace gets into the car. 

SPIDER 
Ms. Ripley* Z'm Martha's friend. 
From the bar. Are you ell right? 

GRACE 
(nods) 

Thank you for coming. 

SPIDER 
Oh, I'm glad to do it. Z like to 
get out of the city — even for 
five minutes. 

CONTINUED 
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Spider pulls out. Grace takes a close look at the girl. 
r Spider is wearing a tigerskin print jumpsuit with wide 

shoulders. On her feet are clear plastic high-heeled 
sandals with rhinestones in the heels. Spider ate» Grace 
looking at the outfit. 

SPIDER 
I dress a little weird. I hope 

| it doesn't turn you off. 
t 

GRACE 
Not et all. It's intereeting. 

I SPIDER - CLOSEUP 

. As she drives she points a finger at her platinum crew-cut. 

SPIDER 
The hair was e mistake. Originally 
it was the color of a '52 Bulck. 
You remember those? 

! No. 
GRACE 

SPIDER 
It's sorts marooniah red. 

(turna to Grace) 
You don't remember them* huh? 
There's e lot of them still around — 
fixed up and all. 

GRACE 
I don't remember. 

They glance at each other furtively* both curious, but 
friendly. 

SPIDER 
Z don't know how anyone could 
forget those ugly* old red Buickel 

GRACE 
(wants to change 
the subject) 

What happened to your eye? 

SPZDER 
A sort of childhood accident — You 
know that guy you were following 
the other night — be was really 
Interested In my bad eye. 

CONTINUED 
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CONTINUED 
GRACE 

It's very distinctive. 

SPIDER 
It's a real aphrodisiac to men 
like him. The minute they see it 
they want to sleep with me. 

GRACE 
Because it's unique. Something 
unique would appeal to Frogner. 

SPIDER 
The way I look et it — I lost an 
eye and gained aex appeal. 

(pause) 
Everything's a trade off. Y'know. 

GRACE'S BUILDING - LATER 

Spider pulls up in front. Grece gets out. 

SPIDER 
You sure you don't want me to 
wait for you? 

GRACE 
No. I have some things to do here. 

Grace is about to walk away when Spider leans across the 
seat to call to her. 

6PZDER 
Are you still looking for that 
guy* Frogner? 

GRACE 
Why? 

SPZDER 
He's been calling me at the bar. 
He wants a date — 

GRACE 
Really? 

SPZDER 
There's a place he goes in Chinatown — 
seme kind of club* I think. He 
wanted me to meet him outside there. 

CONTINUED 
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Grace gets back in the car. 

GRACE 
Can you drive me there now? You 
know the address? 

SPIDER 
I think I can find it. 

CUT TO 

EXT. CANAL STREET 

The car turns off Canal down into the back streets of 
Chinatown. 

SPIDER 
It's down here off Bayard Street. 
Should be somewhere in back of 
the Tocibs. 

The car turns on to Bayard, which is only a block long. 

SPIDER 
It's No. 68 

GRACE 
Let me out here. Z want to walk 
the rest of the way. 

SPZDER 
Do you want me to wait? 

- No thanka. Z may be ewhlle. 

She gets out of the car. Zt Is e narrow, old winding 
street that could be hiding ell manner of Hew York's 
finest criminals. She seems totally unafraid. She passes 
some Italian restaurants end Chinese markets until she sees 
e light on in a building at the end of the street. Zt is 

A FUNERAL PARLOR 

There are two big plate glass windows on either side of 
the doors. One side has a slgm La Marca Bros. Funerals. 
The other side says: Sun Tee King Funerals. They share 
the same building. A tiny light is on in the vestibule. 

y*s>» 



GRACE 

enters. She tries the inside doors. They are all locked. 
^ She is twisting the doorknobs when she hears a noise. 

A GIRL 

behind her. The Girl is ell dressed in black. Black 
t-ahlrt, black jeans. High black aandals and a black cowboy 
hat. She is small and very sexy with long curly hair and 
a sassy smile. 

COWGIRL 
I'm looking for Baroebus. 

GRACE 
I don't know him. 

COWGIRL 
Barnabus is a disco. Supposed to 
be around here in some funky place. 

GRACE 
This is s funeral home. 

COWGIRL 
Are you going to e funeral? 

f I'm meeting someone. 

The Cowgirl smiles and tips her hat. 

COWGIRL 
Z gotta run. Zt feels like it's 
gonna be a big night. 

GRACE 

waits until she's gone and then begins moving her fingers 
along the separation In the doors* applying pressure. 
They don't open. 

BIGH ANGLE - THE VESTIBULE 

She paees nervously* and then stops and focuses on 



THE DOORS 

In the quiet of the vestibule, we begin to hear her 
4/

s&! heartbeat. It gets louder and louder and the beats begin 
> V to change their rhythm, altering to a more complex pattern 

until — the doors begin to vibrate with the heartbeats, 
and soon ths lock clicks and the doors open. 

GRACE 

enters and c l o s e s them behind her. She i s a t the bottom of a 

FLIGHT OF STAIRS 

Standing in front of her i e the Cowgirl. She bows and smiles. 

COWGIRL 
I'm Vargas — the doormen. 

She c i r c l e s around Grace. 

GRACE 
I couldn't tell you were 

VARGAS 
If you could, I'd be e lousy doorman. 
Who is your contact? 

Grace hesitstes. 
i 

GRACE 
Carl Frogner. 

VARGAS 
Frogner? He never brings anyone 
in. 

(wary) 
Where are you from? 

GRACE 
The doorman doesn't normally ask 
that question. 

VARGAS 
I'm not a normal doorman. 

GRACE 
I need to get in. 

:jp\ 

VARGAS 
Go aheed. I wes just asking. I'm 
only here to keep out humane. 

CONTINUED 
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Vargas points to s stairway. 

VARGAS 
Just go up those stairs and follow 
the lights. 

(pause) 
Are you going to elter? 

GRACE 
I'll stay as I am. It took me 
months to elter the first time. 

VARGAS 
Second's always easier, but suit 
yourself. 

VARGAS 

disappeers suddenly into the darknees of another doorway. 

GRACE 

stands alone. She heers nothing. She starts up the old 
wooden steirs. 

MARBLE-SIZED LIGHTS 

are set into the well like etuds. At 

THE TOP OF THE STAIRS 

is a set of big old sliding doors. There is a pale streak 
of light showing underneath them. 

GRACE 

tries the doors. They open very slowly on 

A LARGE ROOM 

that has been divided into an odd network of booths. The 
room has been constructed so that the occupants of the booths 
could not see or be seen directly by others. This room is 
quite dark except for the seme small atud lights. 

J$S£\^ 
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PORTIONS OF ALIEN AND HUMAN ANATOMY 

are visible as Grace walks through the area looking for 
an available booth. 

GRACE - FROM AN UNSEEN ALIEN'S POV 

GRACE 
(to the ALIEN) 

May I join you? 

The Allen (never seen) makes no reply. She moves on to 

ANOTHER BOOTH 

where she sees 

SOMETHING THAT LOOKS LIKE A HUGE HEAP OF DISCARDED WRAPPING 
PAPER 

It is entirely wrapped in geuxy material, and vaguely suggests 
a top-like body and a small head. 

GRACE 
(to the Allen) 

My earth name is Grace Ripley. 

It makes no reply, but it doesn't seem threatening. 

A TABLE 

sits in the center of the booth. There are three light 
studs; s red, a green* and a white* set in the table top. 

GRACE 
(to the Allen) 

I'm trying to find a way to get 
back — 

UNDER THE TABLE 

As she speaks* a clay red* snake-like tentacle begins to 
emerge from under the pile of material. She cannot see it 
as it wiggles along the floor. 

/^*fiK 
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BETWEEN HER LEGS 

It moves upwsrd between her eslves, probing the space and 
stiffly ascending. 

GRACE 
(to the Allen) 

I have a position where I make a 
great deal of money. Whatever it 
costs, I'm willing to pay. 

THE PROBING TENTACLE 

has now advanced all the way underneath her dress — and 
reaehed its objective. 

GRACE 

feels it suddenly. An intense weve of pein seises her — 
then she begins to swoon sexually as 

THE PROBE 

continues to pump away between her legs. 

THE PILE OF MATERIAL 

it came from now pulsates, changing ahape. 

GRACE 

is seised by horrible pain* but she can not move. We hear 
footsteps* and then 

A WOMAN'S FOOT ZN A STILETTO HEEL 

moves into frame and steps down on the marauding tentecle. 
It grinds away at the clay-like fleah until 

THE TENTACLE 

releases itself from Grace. 

THE OWNER OF THE FOOT 

is a tall, big-boned* strong-featured WOMAN. She removes 



AN ODD-LOOKING KNIFE 

from her belt, and severs the tentacle. 

THE PILE OF MATERIAL 

begins to move. She plunges the knife into the "head" portion 
seversl times. The thing collapses in e heap on the floor. 

GRACE 

is slowly reviving. 

GRACE 
Why did it do that? 

The Woman removes the knife from the Alien and wipes it 
on her skirt. 

WOMAN 
This is not the intergalaetic creme 
de la creme. Most of them haven't 
learned their manners. 

She presses the 

WHITE LIGHT IN THE CENTER OF TBE TABLE 

WOMAN 
I'm Jane. Someone will come now 
to clean him up. 

GRACE 
This isn't what Z expected. 

TWO HUMANOZD ALIENS 

appear and stuff the 

ALIEN CORPSE 

into e plastic garbage bag. Grace is horrified. 

JANE 
What do you want? A twelve-gun 
salute? 

CONTINUED 
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GRACE 

It came e long way to end up in 
a garbage bag. 

JANE 
Look — it'e best if you don't get 
eentimentel about our position here. 

GRACE 
Just what is — our position here? 

JANE 
The earth is a dumping ground for 
the unwanted of several galaxies. 

GRACE 
What are the channels for getting 
off this planet? 

JANE 
Channels! 

(amused) 
When you end up on this primitive 
little dirtball, you're finished. 

GRACE 
I don't believe that. 

JANE 
Then you ehould talk to Barry Sloane. 

GRACE 
Harry Sloane? 

JANE 
Be runs things for us. 

GRACE 
Is he here? 

JANE 
Let me find out. 

There are odd noises and strange movements in various booths 
of the room now. 

GRACE 
(toward Aliens) 

What do they want? 

CONTINUED 
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JANE 
They don't know what they want. 

(pause) 
Who knows where they're from. If 
your home was some damn gas ball, 
what would you want? 

GRACE 
I'd want to leave here. 

Jane shrugs and leaves. 

HARRY SLOANE 

CUT TO 

watches Grace on a video monitor. She's been photographed 
by one of the stud lights. He's elso able to hear the 
conversation. He is in 

J^5WN, 

THE OLD EMBALMING ROOM 

of the funeral home. There's a knock on the door. 

SLOANE 
Who is it? 

It's Frogner. 

Come in. 

FROGNER 

SLOANE 

JANE 

enters. She speaks with Frogner*s voice. 

FROGNER/JANE 
Grece Ripley ia here. She's waiting 
for you in the aquarium. 

SLOANE 
Bow did she get in? 

FROGNER/JANE 
She tripped the lock with sound 
vibrations. 

/ J f f \ \ 
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SLOANE 

Nothing stops h e r . That's good. 
I l i k e t h a t . 

SLOANE - WIDE SHOT - FROGNER/JANE 

Sloane looks d i s d a i n f u l l y at the e x i t i n g F rogne r . 

SLOANE 
How long are you going t o e tay 
like that? 

FROGNER/JANE 
Until I eleep with a man. 

(ruefully) 
I'm in heat. 

SLOANE 
Heat? What are you? Some kind of 
German Shepherd from Outer Space? 

FROGNER/JANE 
Don't talk to me that way, Sloane. 
It's a very complicated biology. 

CUT TO 

AQUARIUM ROOM 

Huge tanks are filled with a bright, red liquid. In the 
tanks are several aquatic. Aliens and one ALIEN CORPSE. 
Sloane is standing with a BUMANOID ALIEN aurveying the corpse. 

SLOANE 
Turn the lights down in the tank 
and remove the body quickly. 

The Allen exits. As he opens the door, Frogner/Jane brings 
Grace and leaves. 

SLOANE 
This life suits you. You're very 
beautiful. 

GRACE 
It doeen't eult me at all. And I'm 
sure you know that. From what I've 
seen here, it doeen't suit any of us. 

CONTINUED 
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SLOANE 

Yeah, well — it's not eesy here. 
It wouldn't be e very good exile 
planet if it wae. And baby, this 
is one hell of en exile planet. 

GRACE 
Is there any chance of leaving? 

SLOANE 
Very small. There was someone here 
e few years ago who was unusual and 
very smart. Be convinced some of us 
that he wae going to make It off 
eventually. 

GRACE 
Where is he? I want to talk to him. 

He gives her e sexy smile. 

SLOANE 
I'm willing to help you out. That'a 
my function here. Anybody has a 
problem, they come to me. 

He leads her out of the aquarium room, across the Corridor 
to a room that is outfitted like a mobile home — complete 
with kitchen, bathroom, etc. Zt has all been installed in 
a relatively small space and feels rather cramped to Grace. 
He takes e business card out of a drawer and writes a name 
on the back, with an address. The name is JOHN TAIGA. 

SLOANE 
This is all Z have. 

Sloane goes to e desk. Be takes out a manlla folder that 
is filled with 

POLAROID SNAPSHOTS 

They are shots of alien spaceships in many different stages 
of construction. They represent a vide range of designs. 
Some look like highly unlikely candidates for space travel. 

SLOANE 

shows them to Grace. 
CONTINUED 


