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NOTES for “Talking In the Dark”
This is the story of VICTOR RIPPON, a lonely man in a small town. Ever since his wife left him he lives a quiet, bleak existence, with no friends to speak of except for JOLENE, a plump, good-natured waitress at the local diner. She’d like to be more than a friend to him, but VICTOR remains withdrawn and oblivious. How can she break through his shell?
 
His only real interest seems to be his favorite writer, REX CHRISTIAN. VICTOR is obsessed with REX’s horror stories, which somehow seem more real to him than his own boring life. Now, as Christmas draws near, a chance remark from JOLENE gives VICTOR a reckless idea. It’s a last-ditch attempt to reach out to the one person who might understand: REX CHRISTIAN himself.
 
“Talking in the Dark” is the sad, shocking tale of one man’s search for meaning in the chaos of a life gone wrong. The events may border on the comic but the underlying tone is one of sadness and loss, building to a powerful and tragic climax.
 
Casting of the three principals is critical.
 
VICTOR is the lost and vulnerable protagonist. He may not have the words to articulate what he feels. But he is by no means a clownlike simpleton.
 
JOLENE is warm, compassionate and touchingly human, a woman who sees to the needs of her customers all day long but whose own needs remain unfulfilled.
 
And REX is the unexpected wild card – a disarmingly flip con man with a dark agenda all his own. He is a small, tightly-wound charmer with an edge of barely-concealed cynicism. Why do his stories have such hypnotic power over his readers, until they believe that they are not only reading them but living them?
 
Where does such a writer really get his ideas?
 
Given the right tone, this one should be a classic.



CAST OF CHARACTERS
 
	ANOUNCER
	
	NARRATOR
	
	*VICTOR
	– a lonely, divorced man. 30s

	*REX
	– Victor’s favorite horror writer. 30-50

	*JOLENE
	– a waitress at the local diner, who may be Victor’s only friend. 30s

	JAMES
	– a married man who is a character in one of Rex’s stories. 30s

	LORI
	– James’s wife in Rex’s story. 30s

	TAD
	– Lori’s son in Rex’s stoy, age 5-8

	RAY
	– Lori’s other son in Rex’s story, age 5-8

	WALT
	– owner of the diner. 40s-50s

	MAN
	– a customer at the diner. 30s

	BOY
	– his son, age 10-12.

	HANK
	– a regular at the diner. 50s-60s






 
	SOUND
	SIGNATURE OPENING: A BEATING HEART. . . RAPID BREATHING. . . RUNNING FEET. . . A DOOR SLAMMING SHUT. THE DOOR LOCKS AND A CHAIN FUMBLES INTO PLACE. THE HEARTBEAT AND BREATHING SLOW. . . UNTIL A GRANDFATHER CLOCK CHIMES LOUDLY. A GASP. THE HEARTBEAT SPEEDS UP AGAIN, DROWNING OUT ALL OTHER SOUNDS.

	MUSIC
	THEME

	ANNOUNCER
	You can run but you can’t hide. It’s far too late for that. Welcome to the darkside, where the night never ends, as Fangoria presents. . . Dread Time Stories!

	MUSIC
	FADE DOWN.

	SOUND
	THRU TO:
INT. – HOUSE – NIGHT.
RAIN OUTSIDE (CONTINUING).
A KEY IN THE FRONT DOOR. THE DOOR OPENS AND JAMES ENTERS, THE STORM MOMENTARILY LOUDER. HE CLOSES THE DOOR BEHIND HIM.

	JAMES
	(calling) Lori?

	SOUND
	HE CROSSES THE ROOM AND DROPS HIS KEYS ON A TABLE.

	JAMES
	Honey, are you –?

	LORI
	(calmly, from within the room) James?

	SOND
	A FAINT PEAL OF THUNDER OUTSIDE.

	LAMES
	Why is it so dark in here?

	LORI
	Is it? I didn’t notice.

	SOUND
	HE CROSSES AND CLICKS A LAMP.

	JAMES
	Let me get the lamp. . . There. That’s better.
Sorry I’m late.

	LORI
	Another meeting?

	JAMES
	I warned you when we got married. It goes with the territory.

	LORI
	Well, you’re here now. That’s all that matters.

	JAMES
	Have you eaten yet?

	LORI
	I was waiting for you.

	JAMES
	I should have called. I grabbed a bite on the way. But we can order something, if you like.

	LORI
	I can manage.

	JAMES
	What about the boys? They must be hungry.

	LORI
	Don’t worry about them. I always make sure they’re fed.

	JAMES
	In bed already?

	LORI
	They’re having their bath.

	JAMES
	Those two. They take more baths than any

	JAMES (cont’d)
	kids I’ve ever seen.

	LORI
	At least they’re clean. You should be grateful.

	JAMES
	Oh, I am. Before you came along, this house was empty as a tomb. Sometimes I wonder. What did I do to deserve you three?

	LORI
	You’re the best thing that ever happened to us, James. I knew it the day we met. At the river, remember?

	JAMES
	Sure I do. I was so depressed I wanted to jump in. And then I saw you, like something out of a dream. . . 

	LORI
	I thought I was the one who was dreaming.

	SOUND
	(OFF) DISTANT GIGGLING AND SPLASHING FROM A BATHROOM DOWN THE HALL.

	JAMES
	I’d better see how they’re doing.

	LORI
	Don’t you want this first?

	SOUND
	SHE POURS HIM A DRINK, DROPS ICE CUBES INTO THE GLASS AND BRINGS IT TO HIM.

	JAMES
	You never forget.

	LORI
	Single malt. Your favorite.

	SOUND
	HE DRINKS AND SETS THE GLASS ON THE TABLE.

	JAMES
	(appreciative) That’s what I call service.

	LORI
	Would you like anything else, sir?

	JAMES
	Come here. (nuzzling her)

	LORI
	The boys. . .

	JAMES
	What about them?

	LORI
	They’ve been waiting, too.

	JAMES
	Have they?

	LORI
	Of course they have. You’re their father now.

	JAMES
	(reluctant) All right, I’ll tuck them in. You know, it’s been a long day. (teasing) We could turn in early ourselves. . .

	LORI
	(amused) Will you go?

	JAMES
	Yes, ma’am. Dryin’ ’em off over here, boss. . .

	SOUND
	WE FOLLOW JAMES AS HE WALKS OUT OF THE LIVING ROOM AND DOWN THE HALL. AS HE NEARS THE BATHROOM, THE SPLASHING AND GIGGLING SUBSIDE.

	TAD
	(off, loud whisper) That’s him!

	RAY
	(off) Shh! Quiet!

	SOUND
	JAMES TAPS LIGHTLY ON THE BATHROOM DOOR.

	JAMES
	Boys?

	SOUND
	NO ANSWER. ONLY REPRESSED GIGGLING FROM BEYOND THE DOOR.

	JAMES
	Ahoy in there.

	SOUND
	INT. – BATHROOM (SLIGHT REVERB).
AS JAMES OPENS THE DOOR AND ENTERS. WATER SLOSHING SLOWLY IN THE TUB.

	JAMES
	Hey, what the – Are you taking a bath in the dark?

	RAY
	We like it like this.

	JAMES
	You do, huh. Where’s the light switch. . .

	TAD
	(disappointed) Do you have to?

	SOUND
	THE CLICK OF THE SWITCH.

	JAMES
	There. Much better.

	TAD
	(innocently) No, it isn’t.

	RAY
	Mama said it was okay. . .

	JAMES
	Come on, out of the tub. Or you’ll get so wrinkly you’ll stay that way.

	RAY
	Aw, that’s not true.

	JAMES
	Sure it is. Didn’t you hear what happened?

	TAD
	What?

	JAMES
	Well, there was this old guy – lived around here. All the way down the ravine, by the river. He liked to go swimming every day. Several times a day. Until finally – he didn’t come back.

	RAY
	He didn’t?

	JAMES
	Nope. And you know why?

	RAY
	Why?

	JAMES
	When they found him, he’d turned into a frog!

	RAY
	No way.

	TAD
	Mama says people come out of the river. They don’t go back in.

	JAMES
	Oh she does, does she? Grab a towel.

	SOUND
	THE WATER SLOSHING GENTLY IN THE TUB.

	RAY
	Not yet, Daddy.

	TAD
	You have to feed us first.

	JAMES
	I thought she did that already.

	TAD
	(amused) Don’t you know anything?

	JAMES
	Let’s go. Stand up, Tad. You, too, Ray.

	SOUND
	THE BOYS STAND UP IN THE BATHTUB, DRIPPING WATER. AS LORI’S FOOTSTEPS APPROACH. SHE JOINS THEM IN THE BATHROOM.

	LORI
	And how are my three men?

	JAMES
	Slippery as eels. Hand me another towel, will you, honey? Let the water out of the tub, fellas.

	RAY
	We can’t.

	JAMES
	Why not?

	RAY
	It’s broken.

	JAMES
	What is?

	TAD
	The drain.

	JAMES
	Quit stalling.

	LORI
	Wait a minute. I think I see something.

	JAMES
	Where?

	RAY
	You have to lean down.

	TAD
	Go on.

	RAY
	A little more. . .

	LORI
	There.

	SOUND
	JAMES SLOSHES THE WATER WITH HIS HAND.

	JAMES
	Looks like it’s plugged up.

	LORI
	With what?

	JAMES
	I don’t know. . .

	LORI
	Take a closer look.

	JAMES
	The water’s pretty cloudy.

	LORI
	Lean all the way in. What’s wrong?

	JAMES
	I feel dizzy. . .

	LORI
	Let me help you.

	SOUND
	A SPLASH AS LORI DUNKS JAMES’S HEAD IN THE WATER. HE COMES UP SPUTTERING.

	RAY
	(giggling) Daddy’s going swimming!

	JAMES
	Let go of me! I can’t –

	LORI
	(calmly) Can’t what? Breathe underwater?

	RAY
	Poor Daddy.

	TAD
	He doesn’t know how.

	RAY
	But we do.

	SOUND
	JAMES THRASHING IN THE WATER.

	JAMES
	(trying a draw a breath) Get them off me!

	LORI
	Don’t fight it, James. I put something in your drink, to make it easier. Why don’t you relax? Go with the flow.

	JAMES
	(face in and out of water) No. . . no. . .!

	SOUND
	THE THRASHING SLOWS. ONLY A FEW BUBBLES.

	TAD
	Now, Mama?

	RAY
	Is it time?

	LORI
	Yes. (beat) Time to feed.

	TAD & RAY
	(giggle)

	SOUND
	THE SPLASHING INCREASES. . .
CUT OFF SUDDENLY BY THE LOUD RINGING OF A STANDARD DESK TELEPHONE.
INT. – A SMALL SHOP.
AS A HARDCOVER BOOK SLAPS CLOSED ON A TABLE. THE RINGING STOPS AS VICTOR LIFTS THE TELEPHONE RECEIVER FROM THE CRADLE.

	VICTOR
	(flat) Victor’s Fix-It.

	JOLENE
	(filtered) (upbeat) You’re still there!

	SOUND
	BEHIND HER (FILTERED): SILVERWARE, DISHES, A FEW VOICES. SHE IS CALLING FROM A DINER.

	VICTOR
	(preoccupied) Oh hi, Jolene.

	JOLENE
	I knew you were. I can see the light in the shop from here.

	VICTOR
	What time is it?

	JOLENE
	A little after seven.

	VICTOR
	I must have lost track.

	JOLENE
	Working late?

	VICTOR
	I was – reading a book.

	JOLENE
	You were? Which one?

	VICTOR
	The new Rex Christian. The library got it today.

	JOLENE
	Any good?

	VICTOR
	The best ever.

	JOLENE
	What’s this one called?

	VICTOR
	“Nightmare Territory”. I just finished the the first story.

	JOLENE
	I didn’t mean to bother you.

	VICTOR
	That’s all right.

	JOLENE
	I guess you haven’t even been home. When you didn’t stop by the diner. . . well, I figured you changed your mind.

	VICTOR
	About what?

	JOLENE
	The movie.

	VICTOR
	(remembering) Was that tonight?

	JOLENE
	It’s okay.

	VICTOR
	Jolene, I’m sorry – really. We can still make it. If I come right over. . .

	JOLENE
	No biggie. They’ll have a different one next week.

	VICTOR
	Be right there.

	SOUND
	VICTOR HANGS UP, SLIDES A CHAIR BACK ON A WOODEN FLOOR, STANDS, CROSSES THE SMALL ROOM AND LETS HIMSELF OUT, KEYING THE DOOR LOCKED BEHIND HIM.

	MUSIC
	BEGIN EPISODE SCORE (CONTINUING).

	NARRATOR
	His name is Victor Rippon – resident of a small town in the Pacific Northwest. He has his own business, and he lives alone, since the divorce. His life is simple now. He spends most of it at work – or reading stories by his favorite horror writer. They are his only friends, apart from a waitress at the diner across the street. Tonight he agreed to meet her for a movie – strictly platonic, of course, because he’s not quite ready to trust anyone again. But before the night is over, he’ll reach out to a new friend. . . the only one who might understand. It’s

	NARRATOR (cont’d)
	a risky step. But as the saying goes: a man with nothing has nothing to lose. Or does he?

	MUSIC
	EPISODE SCORE THRU TO: THEME. FADE DOWN.

	ANNOUNCER
	Dread Time Stories will continue in a moment.
COMMERCIAL BREAK

	MUSIC
	THEME.

	ANNOUNCER
	Now back to Dread Time Stories, and. . . “Talking In the Dark.”

	MUSIC
	EPISODE SCORE. THRU TO:

	SOUND
	INTERIOR – SMALL-TOWN DINER.
QUIETER NOW. ONLY A COUPLE OF CUSTOMERS LEFT.

	JOLENE
	More coffee, Hank?

	HANK
	Don’t mind if I do.

	SOUND
	SHE POURS, REFILLING HIS CUP.

	JOLENE
	I’ll get you some sugar.

	HANK
	Don’t need any.

	JOLENE
	But you like it sweet.

	HANK
	Give me your hand.

	JOLENE
	Why?

	HANK
	Stir it with your finger.

	JOLENE
	What for?

	HANK
	That’ll make it plenty sweet!

	JOLENE
	(laughing) Oh, you!

	SOUND
	A BELL ON THE DOOR JINGLES AS VICTOR ENTERS.

	VICTOR
	(a little out of breath) Sorry I’m late.

	JOLENE
	Go ahead and have a seat. Any table is fine. (calling) Walt?

	WALT
	(off) Yeah?

	JOLENE
	One more and I’m outta here.

	WALT
	Sure thing, Jolene. What’ll it be?

	JOLENE
	Hold on.

	SOUND
	SHE CROSSES TO THE TABLE AS VICTOR SITS.

	VICTOR
	It’s almost seven-thirty. . .

	JOLENE
	Will you relax? When’s the last time you ate?

	VICTOR
	I had something.

	JOLENE
	When?

	VICTOR
	I – don’t remember.

	JOLENE
	I swear, you’re gonna waste away. (calling) Make it a Blue Plate Special.

	WALT
	(off) Comin’ up.

	SOUND
	OFF: A SIZZLING FROM THE GRILL.
AS JOLENE PULLS BACK A CHAIR AND SITS.

	VICTOR
	You should go on without me.

	JOLENE
	Well now, that wouldn’t be any fun.

	VICTOR
	But you wanted to see this one.

	JOLENE
	It’ll be out on DVD. Then maybe we can – you know. Watch it together. I mean, if you want to.

	VICTOR
	I don’t even have a player.

	JOLENE
	You don’t?

	VICTOR
	Susan took everything.

	JOLENE
	Oh. (a beat) Victor, look at me. Are you all right?

	VICTOR
	I’m fine.

	JOLENE
	Are you?

	VICTOR
	I didn’t get much sleep, is all.

	JOLENE
	I can tell.

	VICTOR
	Don’t worry about me.

	JOLENE
	But I do.

	VICTOR
	Jolene. . .

	JOLENE
	Listen. You’re my friend – we’re friends. And friends tell each other things. Don’t they?

	VICTOR
	I guess.

	JOLENE
	Well, you never tell me anything.

	VICTOR
	Nothing to tell. I go to work, I go home. I read. Sometimes I have dreams. I get up. . .

	JOLENE
	What kind of dreams?

	VICTOR
	You don’t want to know.

	JOLENE
	That’s just it. I do. Know what I think? I think you read too much.

	VICTOR
	What’s wrong with reading?

	JOLENE
	Too much of that horror stuff, I mean.

	VICTOR
	Only the ones by Rex. I know every story by heart.

	JOLENE
	I’ll bet you do.

	VICTOR
	I wish he’d write more. I’d read them all.

	JOLENE
	Tell me one thing. What’s so special about him?

	MUSIC
	FADE IN EPISODE SCORE.

	VICTOR
	Well. . . he’s the only one who gets it right. I mean, there are lots of people who write horror. But they just do it for the money. Vampires, werewolves, the same old thing. Kids’ stuff. Who cares? Rex, though, he’s been there, I can tell. He knows.

	JOLENE
	Knows what?

	SOUND
	WALTER WALKS OVER TO THEIR TABLE AND SETS A PLATE DOWN.

	WALT
	One shrimp platter.

	JOLENE
	I coulda got it, Walt.

	WALT
	You’re off the clock, Jolie. Piece of pie with that?

	JOLENE
	(to Victor) What kind you want?

	VICTOR
	Oh, no thanks. I don’t have much of an appetite.

	JOLENE
	Just the Blue Plate, then. Take it out of my tip jar?

	VICTOR
	Wait. I can pay.

	WALT
	This one’s on the house.

	SOUND
	WALTER WALKS AWAY. JOLENE SLIDES THE PLATE ACROSS THE TABLE.

	JOLENE
	Enjoy. It’s the only thing you’ll let me do for you.

	VICTOR
	(sighing) That’s not true. . .

	SOUND
	RELUCTANTLY, VICTOR BEGINS TO EAT.

	JOLENE
	(low, urgently) Listen. Come over to my place – right now. I’ve got Blu-Ray. You can see anything you want. Do you hear what I’m saying? Anything.

	VICTOR
	Not tonight.

	JOLENE
	Then when?

	VICTOR
	Maybe next week.

	JOLENE
	Uh-huh. I get the messaage.

	VICTOR
	It’s not you. . .

	JOLENE
	Then what is it? Look, I’m not her – can you get that through your head?

	VICTOR
	I’m working on it.

	SOUND
	SHE GETS UP FROM THE TABLE.

	JOLENE
	(impatient) Well, when you do, drop me a postcard. In the meantime, why don’t you tell Rex Christian all about it? Maybe he’ll understand!

	MUSIC
	EPISODE SCORE.
SLOW BRIDGE THRU TO:

	SOUND
	EXT. – COUNTRYSIDE.
RURAL NIGHT ATMOSPHERE. DISTANT FLOWING WATER. FOOTSTEPS ON DIRT.

	NARRATOR
	He walked the two miles along the river with his fists in his pockets. He wanted to get home before the past, his past, settled over him like giant wings.

	SOUND
	HIS FOOTSTEPS ON GRAVEL, THEN STONE.
HE STOPS AND UNLOCKS A DOOR.
INT. – A LARGE OLD HOUSE.
VICTOR LETS HIMSELF IN. WE FOLLOW HIM AS HE CROSSES AND SITS DOWN, SETTING THE BOOK BEFORE HIM ON A DESKTOP.

	NARRATOR
	He felt as if the only connection he had

	NARRATOR (cont’d)
	with the world was this book of stories. He could hardly wait to read the next one.

	SOUND
	HE OPENS THE BOOK AND LEAFS THRU PAGES.

	NARRATOR
	Then, quite suddenly, it came to him. Something she had said. The idea grew until he could think of nothing else. Perhaps she was right. He didn’t know if it would work. But he had to try.

	SOUND
	A DRAWER OPENING. A PEN CLICKING AND SCRATCHING PAPER.

	VICTOR
	(slowly, as he writes) Dear sir. I do not have your home address. . . so I am sending this. . . in care of your publisher. If it does not reach you. . . let me know. I am not in the habit of writing to famous authors. This is the first time. So please bear with me. I have been reading your works for approximately six years. Mr. Christian, Rex if I may call you that, you are my favorite author and greatest fan. Some people say you are too depressing but I disagree. You do not write for chldren or women with weak hearts. I have all of your works. They are very excellent plots, to

	VICTOR (cont’d)
	tell the truth they scare the shit out of me if you know what I mean and I think you do, wink wink. I hope I haven’t missed any. If so please send a list of the titles. I am enclosing a self-addressed envelope for your convienience. My wife introduced me to your books, my ex-wife I should say and I guess I should thank her for that much. She left me two-and-one-half years ago, took the kids, I don’t know why, she didn’t say. Twice with my late parents’ help I found out where she was staying but too late. So that is the way she wants it. I miss my kids, though. . .

	NARRATOR
	He went on in that vein for three hand-written pages, until his fingers began to cramp. It was time to end the letter.

	VICTOR
	. . . If you ever find yourself in my neck of the woods, please feel free to drop by. We could have some beers and talk about the many things we have in common. I have a very important question to ask you, I hope you don’t mind. It’s a simple thing (to you) and I’m sure you could answer it. I don’t know anybody else who can help. I live in my parents’ old house now. My number is 474-2841. If I’m not here I’ll be at Victor’s Fix-It Shop, or at the Blue and White Diner on Main Street. You can’t miss it. Please stop by on your next visit to the West Coast. We horror fans have to stick together. As you said in your introduction to “Nightmare Territory”. . . it may be a long time till morning, but there’s no law against talking in the dark. Sincerely yours, Victor Rippon.

	SOUND
	HE PUTS THE PEN DOWN ON THE DESK, SITS BACK IN THE CREAKING CHAIR, AND SIGHS.

	NARRATOR
	He would mail the letter first thing tomorrow. For now. . . there was nothing to do but wait.

	MUSIC
	EPISODE SCORE.
SLOW BRIDGE THRU TO:

	SOUND
	INT. – DINER.
IN THE B.G., FROM A SMALL RADIO: CHRISTMAS MUSIC WITH JINGLING SLEIGHBELLS. AS A CASH REGISTER DRAWER SLIDES OPEN.

	JOLENE
	That’ll be fourteen thirty-seven, with tax.

	MAN
	Sure does add up.

	JOLENE
	Let’s see. Two burger combos with fries, two Cokes – and something for the Governor.
Here’s your change.

	SOUND
	SHE MAKES CHANGE AND CLOSES THE DRAWER.

	BOY
	Can I have an ice cream?

	MAN
	I don’t know. . .

	BOY
	Please, Dad?

	MAN
	We need to get gas. . .

	SOUND
	COUNTING OUT COINS ON THE COUNTER.

	JOLENE
	Put your money away. It’s the happiest time of the year. What’s your favorite?

	BOY
	Chocolate Caribou!

	JOLENE
	One Chocolate Caribou Bar, coming up. Here you go, young man. Enjoy.

	SOUND
	SHE TAKES A WRAPPED ICE CREAM BAR OUT OF THE COLD CASE AND SETS IT ON THE COUNTER.

	MAN
	Why, thank you very kindly, ma’am.

	JOLENE
	We aim to please. Oh and – it’s Miss.

	MAN
	I mean. . . Miss. What do you say to the lady?

	BOY
	Thanks!

	MAN
	(moving off) Merry Christmas. . .!

	SOUND
	THE DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES WITH A JINGLE AS

	SOUND (cont’d)
	THE MAN AND THE BOY LEAVE. WALT WALKS OVER.

	WALT
	(low) You got a customer waiting.

	JOLENE
	Do tell.

	WALT
	Table three, Jolie.

	JOLENE
	Him? He’s no customer of mine.

	WALT
	I thought you two were friends.

	JOLENE
	We used to be.

	WALT
	Do me a favor? Take his order. Business is slow enough.

	SOUND
	JOLENE WALKS OVER TO THE TABLE.

	JOLENE
	(begrudingly) Happy holidays. Stranger.

	VICTOR
	Oh hi, Jolene.

	JOLENE
	(flat) What’ll it be.

	VICTOR
	Just coffee.

	JOLENE
	That all? ’Cause we have a minimum.

	VICTOR
	I only came in so I could talk to you.

	JOLENE
	Something wrong with your telephone?

	VICTOR
	That wasn’t it.

	JOLENE
	Then – what?

	VICTOR
	I – had to think things through.

	JOLENE
	You sure took your time.

	VICTOR
	I’ve had a lot on my mind. . .

	JOLENE
	Let me guess. Waiting for the next book by what’s-his-name.

	VICTOR
	Rex Christian. It’s not that.

	JOLENE
	I do something to offend you?

	VICTOR
	Jolene. . . I know I’m not much of a friend. It’s like I forgot how. So – I made a decision. You deserve better than me.

	JOLENE
	I’l be the judge of that.

	VICTOR
	Somebody who’s there for you. . .

	JOLENE
	(softening) Well, you’re here now. I thought something happened to you. Where have you been eating?

	VICTOR
	At home.

	JOLENE
	Since when do you know how to cook?

	VICTOR
	I’m learning. My mother left all kinds of pots and pans. . .

	JOLENE
	(with some interest) Did she?

	VICTOR
	And her old recipes. I’ll get them right one of these days.

	SOUND
	JOLENE PULLS UP A CHAIR AND SITS.

	JOLENE
	(low, sincere) Victor – when I think of you alone out there in that big house, I worry. I can’t help it.

	VICTOR
	Don’t waste your time.

	JOLENE
	Okay – how’s this. They’ve got a special show at the Alcazar. A horror movie. Your

	JOLENE (cont’d)
	favorite kind.

	VICTOR
	Not any more.

	JOLENE
	Why not?

	VICTOR
	They’re all the same now.

	JOLENE
	This one’s supposed to be good.

	VICTOR
	What’s the name of it?

	JOLENE
	“Christmas, Bloody Christmas”. Have you seen it?

	VICTOR
	I hear it’s pretty violent.

	JOLENE
	So? It’s only fake blood.

	VICTOR
	I know. That’s the trouble. They just don’t get it.

	JOLENE
	So – you want to go?

	VICTOR
	(without enthusiasm) I don’t know. . .

	JOLENE
	This is the uncut version.

	VICTOR
	You wouldn’t like it.

	JOLENE
	I’m a big girl. I think I can take it.

	VICTOR
	It might give you – dreams.

	JOLENE
	Well, I wouldn’t exactly want to see it alone, but – hey, I have an idea. What if I drive you home after work? We could pick up some food on the way. I’m a heck of a cook, you know that? And afterwards, we can come back to town for the show!

	VICTOR
	Sounds like a lot of trouble.

	JOLENE
	I need to eat too, don’t I? You wouldn’t have to wash dishes, I promise.

	VICTOR
	You don’t want to be out that late.

	JOLENE
	I can go all night long. If you can.

	SOUND
	VICTOR STANDS.

	VICTOR
	I’ll call you.

	JOLENE
	(trying hard not to be offended) Okay, be that way. You still have my number?

	VICTOR
	Yeah.

	JOLENE
	Well, don’t forget.

	VICTOR
	I won’t.

	SOUND
	HE CROSSES TO THE DOOR.

	JOLENE
	(calling after him) Victor?

	VICTOR
	Yes?

	JOLENE
	Do me a favor? Zip your jacket up. It’s cold out there.

	SOUND
	THE DOOR OPENS WITH A JINGLE AS VICTOR LEAVES.

	JOLENE
	(low, flat) Happy Christmas Eve to you, too.

	SOUND
	WALT WALKS OVER TO HER.

	WALT
	You can lead a horse to water, but. . .

	JOLENE
	What in the world is wrong with that man?

	WALT
	Sometimes you have to take the bull by the horns.

	JOLENE
	Horses don’t have horns, Walt.

	WALT
	You’re too much woman for him is all.

	JOLENE
	Oh, you. . .

	SOUND
	THE DINER’S PHONE RINGS.
WALT CROSSES TO ANSWER IT.

	WALT
	(off) Blue and White. Nope. Hold on.
(calling to Jolene) He comin’ back?

	JOLENE
	Why?

	WALT
	Phone call for Victor Rippon. That his name?

	JOLENE
	Who is it?

	WALT
	(into phone) Who’s – hello? You still there?

	SOUND
	THE FAINT HUM OF A DIAL TONE.

	WALT
	Must notta been important. They hung up.

	MUSIC
	CHRISTMAS MUSIC.
THRU TO:
EPISODE SCORE.
FADE DOWN.

	SOUND
	INT. – JAMES’S AND LORI’S HOUSE.
[NOTE: WHAT FOLLOWS IS AN ALTERNATE VERSION OF THE FIRST SCENE IN THIS SCRIPT. THE SAME SETTING AND ACTORS AS BEFORE – BUT THIS TIME THE TONE IS MUCH DARKER AND MORE OMINOUS.] RAIN OUTSIDE + THUNDER (CONTINUING).

	SOUND (cont’d)
	A KEY IN THE FRONT DOOR. THE DOOR OPENS AND JAMES ENTERS, THE STORM MOMENTARILY LOUDER. HE ALMOST SLAMS THE DOOR SHUT BEHIND HIM.

	JAMES
	(calling, irritated) Lori?

	SOUND
	HE CROSSES AND FLINGS HIS KEYS ONTO A TABLE.

	JAMES
	Where the hell are you?

	LORI
	James?

	SOUND
	A PEAL OF THUNDER OUTSIDE.

	JAMES
	Why’s it so dark in here?

	LORI
	Is it? I didn’t notice.

	JAMES
	You don’t notice much, do you? Turn on the lamp. (impatient) Oh, for – I’ll get it.

	JAMES
	HE CROSSES AND CLICKS A LAMP.

	LORI
	Did you have another meeting?

	JAMES
	Don’t give me the third degree. I warned you when we got married. It goes with the territory.

	LORI
	Well, you’re here now. That’s all that matters. Have you eaten yet?

	JAMES
	I grabbed some crap on the way.

	LORI
	You should have called, so I could make dinner. I can whip something up, if you like.

	SOUND
	(OFF) FROM DOWN THE HALL: THE TWO BOYS IN THE BATHROOM, GIGGLING AND SPLASHING.

	JAMES
	What are those brats doing now?

	LORI
	Taking their bath.

	JAMES
	They take more baths than anybody I’ve ever seen. It’s not natural.

	LORI
	At least they’re clean. You should be grateful.

	JAMES
	(dripping sarcasm) Oh, I am. You wouldn’t believe how grateful. Before you came along, I had all the peace and quiet I wanted. Sometimes I wonder. What I did I do to deserve you three?

	LORI
	You’re the best thing that ever happened to us, James. I knew it the day we met. By the river, remember?

	JAMES
	You bet I do. I should have drowned the three of you right then and there. I’d be better off.

	LORI
	(about to cry) Oh, James. . .

	SOUND
	SHE STARTS TO WALK AWAY.

	JAMES
	Aren’t you forgetting something?

	LORI
	I have to see to the boys.

	JAMES
	Single malt, on the rocks.

	LORI
	(sighing) Yes, sir.

	SOUND
	LORI STOPS TO POUR HIM A DRINK, ADDS ICE CUBES AND BRINGS IT TO HIM.

	JAMES
	(drinking) That’s more like it.

	LORI
	(with self-control) Anything else?

	JAMES
	Yeah. A new life.

	LORI
	(trying) You’ve had a hard day. Why don’t you turn in? I’ll put the boys to bed.

	SOUND
	SHE STARTS OUT OF THE ROOM AGAIN.

	JAMES
	Little bastards.

	LORI
	James, please. You’ve been under a lot of pressure. I understand that. . .

	JAMES
	Do you?

	LORI
	I have an idea. Why don’t we – take a vacation? Just the two of us. We could leave the boys at my sister’s. . .

	SOUND
	THUNDER OUTSIDE.
GIGGLING AND SPLASHING FROM THE BATHROOM.

	TAD
	(off, sing-song) Ma-ma. . . we’re read-y. . .

	RAY
	(off) We need you!

	JAMES
	I have a better idea.

	SOUND
	JAMES STARTS OUT OF THE ROOM.

	LORI
	Where are you going?

	JAMES
	Should have been done long ago.

	SOUND
	HE MOVES OFF, WALKING AWAY DOWN THE HALL. WE HEAR THE BATHROOM DOOR OPENING.

	JAMES
	(off) What’s going on in here?

	RAY
	(off, innocently) Nothing. . .

	TAD
	(off) We were just playing.

	JAMES
	(off) Oh, you were, were you?

	SOUND
	(OFF) THE BATHROOM DOOR CLOSES FIRMLY.

	LORI
	(calling, close to mic) James?

	SOUND
	(off) WATER SPLASHING IN THE TUB.

	TAD
	(off, fearful) Daddy. . .?

	RAY
	(off, fearful) Daddy, stop!

	JAMES
	(off) You’re no sons of mine.

	SOUND
	THE SPLASHING INCREASES.

	TAD & RAY
	(beginning to scream) No. . . no. . .!

	LORI
	James!

	SOUND
	WE FOLLOW HER AS SHE RUNS DOWN THE HALL.
THE SPLASHING AND SCREAMING LOUDER – THEN WEAKER AS SHE OPENS THE BATHROOM DOOR.
INT. – BATHROOM.
LORI BURSTS IN. THE SPLASHES GROW WEAK. THE SCREAMS NOW ONLY GURGLES.

	LORI
	(horrified) What are you doing?

	JAMES
	Playing a little game.

	LORI
	Let go of them!

	JAMES
	I wanna see how long they can hold their breath.

	LORI
	You monster! You’re killing them!

	SOUND
	SHE STRUGGLES WITH HIM. BLOWS. GLASS BREAKS.

	JAMES
	Go on, take your best shot. Won’t do any good now.

	LORI
	I’m calling the police!

	JAMES
	Too late for that. It’s over.

	LORI
	(as he chokes her) Let go. . .!

	JAMES
	Don’t you get it? I’m onto you!

	LORI
	You’re choking me. . .!

	JAMES
	(straining as he strangles her) Stop faking. You’re not human. You’re straight from Hell!

	LORI
	You’re insane. . .!

	JAMES
	You were going to leave me. . . and take it all! Weren’t you! I don’t have a choice!

	SOUND
	HER CRIES CHOKED OFF AS SHE PASSES OUT. THEN A LARGER SPLASH AS HE DROPS HER IN THE TUB.

	JAMES
	There. Now. . . I’ll drag the three of you down to the river. An accident. That’s what they’ll say. Or maybe – you drowned them. And yourself. Sure. You were depressed. The house was empty when I got here. Perfect!

	SOUND
	THUNDER CLAPS.
CUT OFF SUDDENLY BY:
THE LOUD RINGING OF A TELEPHONE CLOSE TO MIC.

	SOUND (cont’d)
	INT. – VICTOR’S HOUSE.
HE FUMBLES THE RECEIVER OUT OF THE CRADLE.

	VICTOR
	(groggy) Hello?

	REX
	(filtered) Victor?

	VICTOR
	Yeah. . .

	REX
	Something wrong?

	VICTOR
	Uh, I was just – I must have fallen asleep. I was reading.

	REX
	You were, huh? Anything good?

	VICTOR
	Or. . . no, wait. I was having a dream. First it was the story. But it changed. . .

	REX
	Well, you’re not dreaming now.

	VICTOR
	No. At least I don’t think so. . .

	REX
	Great to get ahold of you, Vic. Finally!

	VICTOR
	Who is this?

	REX
	Well just who do you think? It’s Rex! Rex Christian!

	MUSIC
	EPISODE SCORE.
FADE DOWN.

	ANNOUNCER
	We’ll return to Dread Time Stories. . . after this.
COMMERCIAL BREAK

	MUSIC
	THEME.

	ANNOUNCER
	And now back to our story. . . “Talking in

	MUSIC
	THEME.
FADE THRU TO:

	SOUND
	INT. – VICTOR’S HOUSE – AS BEFORE.

	VICTOR
	Who?

	REX
	(filtered) I told you! I got your letter.

	VICTOR
	You did?

	REX
	I was passing through, and I thought I’d take you up on your invite. Hope you don’t mind the short notice.

	VICTOR
	If this is some kind of joke. . .

	REX
	It’s no joke, believe me. Listen – I’ll hit your town in about, oh, say an hour? I was wondering. Are you free tonight, by any chance?

	VICTOR
	Uh, I guess so. I mean –

	REX
	You live alone, right?

	VICTOR
	Right.

	REX
	Anybody coming over? For the holidays and all?

	VICTOR
	Nobody ever comes here.

	REX
	Perfect. Oh and do one thing for me?

	VICTOR
	Sure – Rex. Anything.

	REX
	Don’t mention this to a soul. ’Cause
I’m traveling incognito. You don’t know

	REX (cont’d)
	how it is when the word gets around.
People gather like flies.

	VICTOR
	They do? I mean – I bet they do.

	REX
	Thanks, Vic. I knew you’d understand.
See you in sixty!

	MUSIC
	EPISODE SCORE.
THRU TO:

	SOUND
	VICTOR’S BUSY FOOTSTEPS IN THE HOUSE.
BOXES AND FURNITURE SLIDING. POTS AND PANS. A FAUCET HISSING WATER.

	NARRATOR
	He spent the next hour straightening up. By the time he heard the car outside, he was in a panic. This couldn’t be happening. Could it?

	SOUND
	(FROM OUTSIDE) A CAR DRIVING OVER CRUNCHNG DIRT, PASSING, AND STOPPING AT A DISTANCE.
THE ENGINE SHUTS OFF.

	VICTOR
	(to himself) That’s him! What do I do?
What do I say?

	SOUND
	(FROM OUTSIDE) FOOTSTEPS APPROACHING. THEN A METAL DOOR KNOCKER ON THE WOODEN DOOR (SLIGHT REVERB). VICTOR HURRIES TO OPEN IT.

	REX
	(cheerful) Vic?

	VICTOR
	Yes. . .?

	REX
	Well, put ’er there, pal! How’s it hangin’?

	MUSIC
	EPISODE SCORE.
FADE THRU TO:

	SOUND
	A CRACKLING FIREPLACE.

	NARRATOR
	They sat by the fireplace. Rex was shorter than he expected, a small man, dwarfed by a long overcoat. Victor hardly knew what to say. But that was all right. Rex seemed to be in charge of the dialog.

	VICTOR
	Do you want to take your coat off?

	REX
	Don’t worry about me, Vic.

	VICTOR
	Sorry about the mess.

	REX
	Are you kidding? This is perfect.

	VICTOR
	It is?

	REX
	The furniture – all of it.

	VICTOR
	My folks saved everything. I should put it in storage.

	REX
	Why? It’s great! Look at that wall. Souvenirs, medals. . . That your dad’s picture?

	VICTOR
	Yeah. He was in the Infantry.

	REX
	The rifle’s a classic.

	VICTOR
	Prob’ly doesn’t even work anymore.

	REX
	And the sword. . .

	VICTOR
	My grand-dad’s. From World War Two. He brought it back from Okinawa. I can’t just throw it away.

	REX
	Why should you? Nobody could think up details like that.

	VICTOR
	You could.

	REX
	Not on your life. I only write what I know.

	SOUND
	EMPTY BEER BOTTLES SET DOWN ON A TABLE.

	VICTOR
	I’ll get a couple more beers.

	REX
	Not for me.

	VICTOR
	You sure?

	REX
	One’s plenty. I like to keep a clear head. So I can remember it all.

	VICTOR
	I guess you have to. So you can – describe things. When you write.

	REX
	Bingo. And not just things. People. The way they look, how they talk – that’s my bread and butter. So. . . this is where my biggest fan lives!

	VICTOR
	Pretty far out of the way for you.

	REX
	Not a problem. It’s worth it.

	VICTOR
	It is?

	REX
	More than you know.

	VICTOR
	Did you. . . have any trouble finding the place? Not much of a road.

	REX
	No, no. I planned it out in advance. On the map.

	VICTOR
	You did?

	REX
	All part of the trip.

	VICTOR
	Are you on vacation?

	REX
	Not me. I don’t take time off.

	VICTOR
	How come?

	REX
	A writer’s work is never done.

	VICTOR
	Oh, I get it. You’re on your way to sign books. At bookstores. We don’t have any good ones around here. You have to go to the city for that. Where you headed? Portland? Seattle? If I’da known, I’da closed the shop so I could be there.

	REX
	Would you really.

	VICTOR
	Heck, yeah.

	REX
	Well, you can relax. I don’t do bookstores.

	VICTOR
	You don’t?

	REX
	Too many people.

	VICTOR
	(trying to understand) Really?

	REX
	The wrong kind of people. The ones who show up out of curiosity. To kill time.

	VICTOR
	Then your trip’s not for – publicity?

	REX
	No way.

	VICTOR
	So then why –?

	REX
	You might say this is part of my. . . research.

	VICTOR
	You must do a lot of that.

	REX
	Whatever it takes to get what I need. I go on a trip like this every year. Rent a car, visit people around the country. I like to surprise them. My real fans.

	VICTOR
	Bet you have plenty.

	REX
	A few. It’s my way of paying them back.

	VICTOR
	You have a secretary?

	REX
	What for?

	VICTOR
	All the letters. You prob’ly get a ton.

	REX
	I open every one myself.

	VICTOR
	You do?

	REX
	You never know. Take yours, for example.

	VICTOR
	You read it – personally?

	REX
	Duh. And guess what? It was the best.

	VICTOR
	(disbelieving) Sure.

	REX
	You think I’m lying? That’s one thing I never do. And neither do you. I could tell. Yours was the real deal. Straight

	REX (cont’d)
	from the heart. That’s why I put it at the top of the list.

	VICTOR
	The – list?

	REX
	For my research. They don’t get any better than that.

	VICTOR
	You didn’t have to come all this way.

	REX
	Of course I did. I had to see for myself.

	VICTOR
	See?

	REX
	What it’s like. Nothing beats the old one-on-one.

	VICTOR
	Afraid I’m pretty boring.

	REX
	Yeah, right. I know how to read between the lines. You laid it out right here in your letter.

	SOUND
	REX TAKES THE LETTER OUT OF HIS COAT POCKET AND UNFOLDS THE PAGES.

	VICTOR
	You carried it with you?

	REX
	Sure did.

	VICTOR
	I figured you’d just toss it.

	REX
	How could I? It’s part of my job.

	VICTOR
	I thought you’d be – a very private person. Being a celebrity and all.

	REX
	Oh, I am. Except when it comes to my fans. They’re the raw material. I like

	REX (cont’d)
	to go to the source of the Nile, if you know what I mean.

	VICTOR
	Even someplace like this?

	REX
	Especially someplace like this.

	VICTOR
	But it’s so far out of the way. . .

	REX
	It’s perfect.

	VICTOR
	(reasoning it out) So. . . you really do care. About the people who read your books.

	REX
	You don’t know the half of it.

	VICTOR
	That’s the reason you have so many fans. ’Cause you care. And because you always tell the truth.

	REX
	I do my best.

	VICTOR
	(enthusiasm growing) The real truth. What it’s like – at least the way it should be.

	REX
	Should?

	VICTOR
	I mean – in your stories, people get what they deserve. No matter what.

	REX
	You better believe it.

	VICTOR
	I do!

	REX
	Good, that’s good.

	VICTOR
	It’s what gives me hope. That there’s

	VICTOR (cont’d)
	gonna be justice, sooner or later. For the ones who have it coming.

	REX
	I couldn’t put it better myself. And what do you deserve, Vic?

	VICTOR
	Me?

	REX
	Who else are we talking about?

	VICTOR
	Hm. That’s a hard question.

	REX
	Why?

	VICTOR
	I don’t have much of a life now. In case you couldn’t tell.

	REX
	Don’t sell yourself short.

	VICTOR
	I didn’t used to be this way. I was a people-person. But that didn’t work out.

	REX
	Gotcha.

	VICTOR
	I’m gonna be more of a project-type person from now on.

	REX
	I think that’s great.

	VICTOR
	You do?

	REX
	Because it just so happens. . . there’s a little project you could help me with. That is, if you’re interested.

	VICTOR
	What is it? A new book?

	REX
	Bingo.

	VICTOR
	Oh, man, would I like to hear about that.

	VICTOR (cont’d)
	If you can talk about it, I mean.

	REX
	Of course I can – with you. In fact, I can’t think of anybody I’d rather work with.

	VICTOR
	What’s the plot?

	REX
	An epidemic. I’m still roughing it out, but I can see where it’s going.

	VICTOR
	What kind of epidemic?

	REX
	That’s where the research comes in.

	VICTOR
	(quickly) I’m good at research. Just tell me what you need. There’s a library in town. I can look things up, make copies –

	REX
	No good.

	VICTOR
	They even have a computer. I could go on the Internet –

	REX
	Too much trouble.

	VICTOR
	I’m a quick learner.

	REX
	I’m sure you are. But that’s the long way around.

	VICTOR
	You wouldn’t have to pay me or anything. It would be an honor.

	REX
	I want to make this as easy as possible for you, Vic.

	VICTOR
	Tell me what to do, and I’ll start tomorrow morning.

	REX
	I’m afraid that’s too late.

	VICTOR
	This is a holiday. Everything closed early. If you want to start right away. . .

	REX
	We’ve already started.

	VICTOR
	We have?

	REX
	You better believe it.

	VICTOR
	Well, then. . . what do you need?

	REX
	Your feelings.

	VICTOR
	My feelings?

	REX
	In your own words.

	VICTOR
	Who’d care about that?

	REX
	You’d be surprised. Here we go. Ready, set –

	VICTOR
	I don’t know how.

	REX
	Come on. You can do it.

	VICTOR
	What do you want me to say?

	REX
	The truth. That’s all.

	VICTOR
	I don’t even know what that is anymore.

	REX
	Sure, you do. I believe in you. And you can take that to the bank. Now go.

	MUSIC
	FADE IN EPISODE SCORE.

	VICTOR
	The truth? The real, honest-to-God truth?

	VICTOR (cont’d)
	Well, the truth. . . the truth is. . .

	REX
	Yes?

	VICTOR
	I’ve been kind of. . . mixed up lately.

	SOUND
	REX LEAFS THRU THE PAGES OF THE LETTER.

	REX
	Nothing to be ashamed of. You wrote about it in your letter. Let me see. Oh, yes. Here’s the page. (reading) “What I know isn’t enough. I thought it would be but it isn’t. Because all the things we learned, the really important things, when it came time to live them, they didn’t work. The system couldn’t help us. And we’re dying. But don’t worry, I’m a fighter. I know one thing that is true: never give up.” (putting the letter aside) Tell me something, Vic. Did you mean that?

	VICTOR
	Yeah, but. . . it’s hard.

	REX
	(compassionate) I know.

	VICTOR
	(emotions building) I try. I do. I get out of bed. But sometimes. . . I can’t. I just can’t.

	REX
	(gently) Because of the past?

	VICTOR
	(softly) Yes.
Well, that’s your mistake.

	VICTOR
	It is?

	REX
	None of that matters now.

	VICTOR
	But I can’t get it out of my head. . .

	REX
	Forget it.

	VICTOR
	I wish I could. . .

	REX
	Listen to me, Vic. Let go.

	VICTOR
	I can’t just –

	REX
	Yes, you can. What’s holding you back?

	VICTOR
	I don’t know, I swear! I told you everything. . .

	SOUND
	REX UNFOLDS THE LETTER AGAIN.

	REX
	(sighing). . . in the letter. Let’s see. Yes. You said there’s something you want to ask me. Something very, very important. So – this is your chance.

	VICTOR
	You’ll think it’s stupid.

	REX
	No, I won’t. I give you my word.

	VICTOR
	Well. . .

	REX
	(calmly) I’m listening.

	VICTOR
	It’s just –

	REX
	Go on.

	VICTOR
	(with difficulty) Well. . . I decided I want to be – a writer.

	REX
	Did you.

	VICTOR
	I know I have a lot to learn before I’m ready. But the trouble is. . .

	REX
	Say it.

	VICTOR
	I – don’t know what to write about.

	REX
	Then why do you want to do it?

	VICTOR
	Because there’s nobody to talk to. Nobody who’d understand.

	REX
	Don’t be so sure about that. What would you tell them, if you could?

	VICTOR
	I don’t know.

	REX
	Tell me, Vic. I’ll put it down exactly the way you say it.

	VICTOR
	I’m afraid.

	REX
	Go ahead. Let it out. Do that and you’ll never be afraid, ever again.

	VICTOR
	I want to. . .

	REX
	Nobody’s listening, are they? We’re completely alone. How pefect is that? Like this house. A great setting. I could tell you were exactly what I need. Your kind always are. The ones who live in out-of-the-way places, the quiet ones, with no ties. That’s the way it has to be. Otherwise I couldn’t use you.

	VICTOR
	For what?

	REX
	I told you. Research.

	VICTOR
	But – why do you care what I feel?

	REX
	It makes my work different. Tell me what’s inside you – right now, this minute, this second. I don’t care what happened before.

	VICTOR
	If I wrote that, I couldn’t sell it to my grandmother – for a nickel.

	REX
	Maybe you couldn’t.

	VICTOR
	But the people you write about – they’re so real. . .

	REX
	I’ll let you in on a little secret. Books aren’t real. They’re make-believe – at least for other writers. But mine are different. That’s what turns my readers on. They’re looking for that extra edge. It gets inside their brains, till they think it’s happening to them. And in a sense it is. Because they’re experiencing it – creating it – right along with me.

	VICTOR
	But. . . where does it come from? How do you figure out what to say? I try, but what I know isn’t –

	REX
	(supressing a laugh) Wait a minute. You want to know where I get my ideas? (beat) Is that your big question?

	VICTOR
	Well, as a matter of fact. . .

	SOUND
	REX STANDS AND WALKS A FEW PACES.

	REX
	Open your eyes. It’s right in front of you.

	VICTOR
	What is?

	REX
	This rifle on the wall, for example. Or the Japanese sword next to it.

	SOUND
	A SLIGHT RATTLING AS REX TOUCHES THW SWORD.

	VICTOR
	I still don’t understand.

	REX
	Don’t you? Everybody – and every thing – has a story, waiting to come out. Sometimes it takes a little coaxing, that’s all. It’s my mission. You and I are two of a kind. We both have the same goal. To find the story that’s inside you.

	VICTOR
	What if there’s nothing there?

	REX
	Oh, there is, I promise. And you have the same right to share it with the world as anybody else. It’s your birthright. What you were put here for.

	VICTOR
	(with emotion) I – I want to believe that. . .

	REX
	You’re perfect, Vic. I can’t get that

	SOUND
	REX DRAWS THE SWORD OUT OF ITS SCABBARD.

	VICTOR
	Wait. What –?

	REX
	You want to know where I get my ideas? Well just where do you think? From this cesspool called life! And I’ll never run out, as long as I go directly to the source – because I’ll never, ever finish paying you all back!

	VICTOR
	No! My God, no! You’re wrong! It’s a lie! You’re –

	REX
	I want to know what you feel right now! Open up to me, Vic – all the way! It won’t hurt! I promise!

	VICTOR
	Get off me! Stop. . .!

	SOUND
	REX STABS VICTOR WITH THE SWORD. LIKE A KNIFE STRIKING A MELON.

	REX
	How does this feel, Vic? I have to know! Tell my readers! What about this? And this. . .?

	VICTOR
	MORE STABS AS THEY STRUGGLE.

	VICTOR
	(screaming) No. . .! No. . .!

	REX
	(all but shrieking) Tell me! I must find the pefect method! Tell me. . .!

	SOUND
	FADE DOWN.

	SOUND
	FADE DOWN.
AFTER A PAUSE, SLOW FADE IN TO:
EXT. – NIGHT – OUTSIDE VICTOR’S HOUSE. AS ANOTHER CAR APPROACHES OVER DIRT. THE CAR STOPS AND A BRAKE RATCHETS UP. THE DOOR OPENS AND CLOSES AS JOLENE CLIMBS OUT. WE FOLLOW HER FOOTSTEPS ACROSS THE DIRT TO THE STONE WALKWAY AND THEN TO VICTOR’S DOOR. SHE USES THE METAL DOOR KNOCKER.

	JOLENE
	(calling) Victor? Victor, it’s me!
(to herself) Where is he. . .?

	SOUND
	(OFF) REX’S FOOTSTEPS APPROACHING OVER DIRT AND LEAVES.

	REX
	Can I help you?

	JOLENE
	Oh! I didn’t see you there.

	REX
	Sorry if I gave you a scare.

	JOLENE
	Is Victor home, do you know?

	REX
	Vic? I don’t think so.

	JOLENE
	Are you a friend of his?

	REX
	Just passing through. I was about ready to move on.

	JOLENE
	Well, have a good evening. And – happy holidays!

	REX
	(lingering) Thought I was lost. Then I saw the light. In the window. He was – very helpful.

	JOLENE
	He’s like that. Always thinking of others. . . Where could he be?

	SOUND
	SHE KNOCKS AGAIN.

	REX
	Is he expecting you?

	JOLENE
	Well, not exactly. I brought Christmas dinner. The whole works.

	REX
	Did you really.

	JOLENE
	He deserves it. All alone in this big old house. Maybe I there’s a door that’s open. . .

	REX
	I wouldn’t bother.

	JOLENE
	Why not?

	REX
	The last I saw of him, he was – down by the river.

	JOLENE
	What was he doing there?

	REX
	He wanted to show me everything. Very hospitable.

	JOLENE
	(warmly) That sounds like Victor.

	REX
	Would you like to join him?

	JOLENE
	Oh, no. I’ll wait. (reconsidering) ’Course the food’s getting cold. . .

	REX
	I can show you the way.

	JOLENE
	Well. . .

	REX
	It’s not far.

	JOLENE
	I hope he’s ready for a surprise.

	REX
	Oh, he is. I’m sure of it.

	SOUND
	THEY WALK OFF TOGETHER, FOOTSTEPS GROWING FAINT AS THEY STEP THROUGH LEAVES AND TWIGS.

	JOLENE
	(moving off) I even brought a pretty good wine. If you’d care to join us. For a taste, I mean. One for the road.

	REX
	(moving off) No, thanks. I have a few more stops to make.

	JOLENE
	(off) On Christmas Eve?

	REX
	(off) My work’s never done.

	JOLENE
	(off) That’s too bad. . .

	REX
	(off) No, it’s good. It’s been a great year. And it’s almost finished. Watch your step. . . Have you known him long?

	JOLENE
	(off) Victor? Let me see. . .

	REX
	(off) Go on. You can tell me. . .

	JOLENE
	(off) Not much to tell. . .

	REX
	(off) I want to know everything. . .

	SOUND
	THEY WALK OFF THRU BUSHES. FOR A FEW SECONDS ONLY AMBIENT NIGHT SOUNDS. THEN:

	JOLENE
	(off) Wait. What’s that under your coat? What are you –? Wait! Wait!

	SOUND
	(OFF) THE FAINT METALLIC SCRAPE AND CLANK OF THE SWORD AS IT IS DRAWN FROM ITS SHEATH.

	JOLENE
	(off) No! No, please. . .! (a single scream, cut short)

	SOUND
	THEN SILENCE, EXCEPT FOR A HOOTING OWL. . . THE RUSHING OF THE RIVER BELOW. . .AND A FAINT SPLASH IN THE DISTANCE. AFTER THAT ONLY THE TREES RUSTLING IN A SUDDEN BREEZE.
FADE DOWN. . . TO SILENCE.

	MUSIC
	EPISODE SCORE.

	NARRATOR
	So now you know the secret – where some writers get their ideas. A word of warning, though. It may be a long time till morning, and there’s no law against talking in the dark. . . but watch what you say. Or your nightmares might end up trapped between. . . the covers of a book!

	MUSIC
	SERIES THEME.

	ANNOUNCER
	“Talking in the Dark” was written for Dread Time Stories by Dennis Etchison, based upon his short story.
(additional closing credits)

		end.
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