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FADE IN:

EXT.  SUNNY DAY IN A PARK - AFTERNOON - 25 YEARS AGO

People are playing with dogs, throwing FRISBEES, having picnics, feeding pigeons, etc.  These peaceful & serene images continue until the appearance of an eight year old boy…

He is walking while daydreaming, eating an ice cream cone, humming quietly to himself and enjoying the sunshine.  He is the picture of happy innocence  - WHAM!  - The peaceful moment is shattered as a street mime with an overly dramatic grin jumps out in front of him!

At first the child is startled, but quickly drops his guard as the mime goes into his routine.  The boy is obviously enjoying the performers solo show, when once again the mood is shattered. This time by a car screeching to a stop only a few yards away.  Classic 70’s rock music is blaring from the vehicle’s radio.

Four teenage punks exit the vehicle.  They are clad in 70’s attire - letter jackets, bell-bottom pants & bad haircuts.  The punks descend upon the mime.  They group around him like a pack of rabid hyenas as the young boy looks on in horror.

The punks taunt & jeer at the terrified mime – moving in closer.  The mime, silently, reacts in fear.  His facial expressions twist & contort from one horrified mask to another.

The punks begin poking him savagely with their fingers all the while cackling like amused vultures.  The mime’s arms flail about in useless defense.  The punk’s poking turns more violent – they begin shoving the mime back & forth – tossing him cruelly to each other as if he were some sort of animated playground equipment.

				PUNK #1
		What’s the matter there, buddy?
		Can’t you yell for help!?

				PUNK #2
		Yeah!  Cat got yer’ tongue!?

Their incessant cackling grows more ravenous.

The young boy stares with his mouth agape in surreal disbelief.  The ice cream cone, all but forgotten, clutched in his petrified hand. 

The punk’s cruel insults and fists light upon the hapless mime in a blinding fury.  The mime goes down as if he were made of wet tissue paper.  The cruel beating continues.

The young boy stares on in frozen silence.

				PUNK #1
		Maybe this will give you a little
		hint about what this town REALLY
		thinks about your type!

The punks disperse and run back to their vehicle.  The cruel laughter continues unabated.  Tires squeal as the car is slammed into reverse.  The punks speed off into the distance – the laughter fades.

As quickly as the punks arrived, they are gone.

The small boy still stands transfixed by the horror he witnessed.

The ice cream cone falls from his small white hand in dramatic slow motion.  It travels eerily towards its final resting place.  As it hits the ground with a dull echoing thud, droplets of melted ice cream splatter in every direction.

The young boy’s eyes continue their unmoving gaze, staring at the aftermath of the Punk’s cruelty.

The defenseless mime has been stuffed into a trash can.  (The kind with the dome-style lid and swinging door.)  The only thing visible of the mime is his unmoving legs sticking out of the can’s opening.  His hat is resting solemnly on top of the lid.

The young boy’s eyes slowly start to narrow.  The frozen look of horror changes to another primitive emotion.  One of anger & loathing…

FADE TO:


EXT.  QUIET CITY STREET CORNER - NIGHT - PRESENT DAY

A man in a business suit stumbles out of a seedy bar.  His tie is loosened and his shirt is hanging out.

Leaning against a wall, he retrieves a cigarette from his shirt pocket.  He places it in his mouth backwards and tries to light it.  After some difficulty, he succeeds.  He takes a long drag and coughs violently.  He stumbles on.

He fumbles in his pocket for his keys as he weaves down the deserted, dimly lit sidewalk.

He searches through the jumble of keys in his hands trying to search out the right one.  Just as he rounds a darkened alley corner – WHAM!  A mime jumps out in front of him!

It is obviously a different mime from the one in the opening scenes.  This one is far less friendly looking, slightly malicious.  His wide grin isn’t so much as a smile as a wild animal bearing its teeth.

The man reacts with a short scream and a jump – the keys fly from his hand.

				DRUNK MAN
		What the hell are you trying to
do!?! You about scared the crap
outa’ me!!!

The mime goes into his routine, totally oblivious to the man’s complaint.  He begins with some standard mime moves, i.e. pulling a rope, trapped in a box, etc.  The man is not impressed.

				DRUNK MAN
Hey, you’re one of those freakin’
mimes from that academy aren’t you!?
Isn’t it past your curfew!?
 
 The man picks up his keys.  The Mime continues his antics.

				DRUNK MAN
		Get outa’ my way!  I don’t have time
for your little interpretive dance!
You flippin’ nutcase!

The man tries to go around but the mime jumps in front of him again!  The mime, still ignoring the man’s insults, begins pantomiming as if he is chopping wood.

				DRUNK MAN
		What the heck are you suppose to
be doing there!? Pretending to beat
a rug?  Directing traffic?  Man, you
suck!

The mime pauses his wood chopping routine.  He raises his index finger and smiles as if to say “Ah, but wait.”  Then, almost as if by magic, he pulls from behind his back a nice shiny axe.

				DRUNK MAN
			(unimpressed)
		What’s that for?  I thought you
mimes were suppose to pantomime
everything… using props is cheating!
You really do suck!

Almost before he gets his last word out, the mime swings the axe.  The man’s head flies off like a cork out of a champagne bottle – cigarette still clenched in mouth!


INT.  BUSY SMALL TOWN NEWSPAPER OFFICE - MORNING

The elevator doors at the TURNIP GROVE GAZETTE open to reveal bookwormish staff-cartoonist, DOUG WINTHROP.  A twenty-something Clark Kent-type without the muscles.  His hair is ruffled and he carries a well-worn leather satchel.

He peers around the elevator opening towards the front desk.

There sits RHONDA, a middle-aged woman with cat-rimmed glasses and a face like a carp.  Her hair is pulled into a bun tighter than a gnats ass stretched over a rain-barrel.  She is typing on her computer.

Doug slinks out of the elevator trying to stay below Rhonda’s field of vision.  As he squat-walks past her counter, she spies the top of his head slip by.  She gives the clock a disapproving glance – 9:05am.


				RHONDA
		Morning, Mr. Winthrop.  Nice of you
		to join us.

Doug stops in mid squat and grimaces.

				DOUG
			(defeated)
		Morning.

Doug stands up and without looking back, sulks off to his desk – or more precisely stated, the piles of paper smothering what appears to be a desk.  Doug slumps down in his chair and turns on his desk light.

The walls around his workspace are festooned with dozens of sketches and cartoons.  He pulls a sketchbook from his satchel and begins immediately working on a panel already in progress.

GREG, a co-worker, walks over to Doug’s desk.  Greg is extremely overweight and slovenly.  His undersized clothes fit him like a sausage-skin.  He is eating from a bag of CHEEZE-PUFFS.  His lips & fingers are stained unnaturally orange.

				GREG
		Late again, eh, Doug?

				DOUG
		Yeah, Greg.  Thanks for noticing.
		How’s business?

				GREG
		You know how it is in the obituary
business, if it ain’t dead, it ain’t
good.  Ha!

				DOUG
		Yeah, I never get tired of hearing
		that one.

				GREG
		I hate to be the pallbearer of bad
news, Buddy, but Mr. Hardly was
looking for you a few minutes ago,
and he didn’t look pleased.


				DOUG
		Great.  That’s just what I need.  I
wonder what it is this time.  That
man is always looking for ways to
torment me.

	GREG
Yeah.  Imagine how much more he’d
torment you if you WEREN’T dating
his daughter.

	DOUG
I think that’s WHY he torments me.

Doug gets up from his desk and heads towards MR. HARDLY’s office.

				DOUG
		Wish me luck.

				GREG
			(calling after him)
		Don’t worry, I’ll pick a flattering
photo for your obit.  Ha!

INT.  OFFICE OF CHIEF EDITOR NELSON P. HARDLY - SAME

Mr. Hardly’s office is that of a typical newspaper editor’s.  Piled up with newspapers, magazines and years worth of various correspondence.  Cigar smoke fills the air.  Mr. Hardly himself is a crotchety, ever-cranky, curmudgeon.  Doug knocks.

				MR. HARDLY
			(not looking up from paperwork)
		Come in!

Doug enters nervously.

				DOUG
			(mild coughing)
Hello, Mr. Hardly, sir.  I heard you
were looking for… 





				MR. HARDLY
			(cutting off Doug before he can finish)
		Winthrop, I need you to go down to
3rd Avenue.  The police scanner has
been going non-stop.  Evidently
something big is happening and I
want you to get the story!

				DOUG
			(coughing a bit more)
		Me!?  I’m the staff cartoonist!
I’m not a reporter!  Why don’t you
have Peter do it?  He’s the staff
reporter!

				MR. HARDLY
		I’ve got three reasons for you
Winthrop!  #1, Peter is in
Bakersville doing a story on the
wood-lice epidemic there.  B.) I’m
the boss and you’ll do what I say!
Fourthly, Your cartoons stink! And
C.) If you don’t, I’ll fire you!

				DOUG
			(coughing more)
		My cartoons stink?!

				MR. HARDLY
		YES!  I would have canned your butt
a long time ago if you weren’t
dating my daughter!  I don’t know
what it is she sees in you, anyway!

	DOUG
She says I make her laugh.

	MR. HARDLY
How dare you mention sex with my
Daughter in front of me!

	DOUG
Wha…!?




	MR. HARDLY
Winthrop, if you want to keep working
in this business, I suggest you get
your ass over to that police scene
right now!

	DOUG
(more coughing)
Yes, yes sir…!

	MR. HARDLY
Get the hell outa’ here!

				DOUG
			(hastily leaving, coughing heavily)
		Yes sir!  Thank you sir!

INT.  NEWSPAPER OFFICE - SAME

Doug exits from Mr. Hardly’s office.  He’s bent over stumbling & gagging as smoke tendrils follow him out.  He walks over to Greg at the obit desk.  Candy wrappers and junk food debris are strewn about like confetti.  Greg is halfway through a large sub-sandwich. 

				GREG
			(mouth full)
		I see you survived.

				DOUG
			(wheezing)
		He may not of killed me, but I
think I just got lung cancer.

Doug leans on Greg’s desk and makes a wet, throat-clearing, hacking noise.

Greg looks disgustedly at what’s left of his sandwich and throws it towards the garbage can at the end of his desk.

				GREG
		Yech, not enough mayo.

It bounces off the hundreds of other junk food wrappers already spilling out over the can and lands with various other food debris on the floor at Doug’s feet.

Doug looks down repulsed.

				DOUG
		Well, I’d better get going.  Mr.
Hardly has me on a new career path.

Doug straightens up and heads towards the elevator.  Greg is unwrapping some sort of snack cake.

				GREG
			(calling after him)
		Don’t forget you’re suppose to meet
me at the gym on Friday!

Greg takes a large mouthful of his pastry as Doug waves and enters the elevator.
 

EXT.  SAME STREET CORNER AS DRUNK MAN SCENE - MORNING

The scene is cordoned off with yellow police tape.  On the scene is DETECTIVE MATT DIRKSON, clad in a well-worn trench coat and a rumpled Fedora.  He is looking at a body while scratching some notes on a pad.

A uniformed officer is taping around the body, getting tape stuck to his hands.

Another uniformed officer is taking photos of everything in the area including flowers, bees, the other officers happily posing with the body, etc.

Doug drives up to the scene in his smoking AMC HORNET.  As he turns off the ignition, it gives a couple loud backfires.

Doug hops out and with notepad in hand, approaches the Detective. 

				DOUG
		Good morning, Detective.  What
seems to have occurred here...?
(notices headless corpse)
		GOOD GRIEF!  That person has no
head!!!



				DIRKSON
			(not looking up from his notes)
		Sure he does... it’s over there.
			(nonchalantly pointing over his
 shoulder with his pen.)

				DOUG
		Wha...? What happened?!  This is
terrible!

				DIRKSON
			(still at his notes)
		My guess would be random gang
violence.

				DOUG
		Gang Violence?  Here in Turnip
Grove?  The last time we had a gang
in this town, they were hung for
horse stealing!

				DIRKSON
		Listen, son, I don’t need some 
Jimmy Olson Wannabe telling me my
job!  Besides, what are you doing
here in the first place?  Shouldn’t
you be back at that rag of a paper
you work for, drawing cartoons with
a green crayon?

				DOUG
This is a small town with a small
newspaper, Detective.  One needs to
have the skills to wear multiple
hats.

				DIRKSON
		I guess that’s lucky for you,
because your cartoons sure stink.

				DOUG
		Wha...?

				UNIFORMED OFFICER #1
			(interrupting Doug)
		Sir, we’re ready to move the body.

				DIRKSON
		Good work, Phillips.  Get him outa’
here before every stray dog in town
shows up looking for a free meal.

Doug sports a disgusted look on his face

				UNIFORMED OFFICER #1
		Yes, sir.

				DOUG
		Detective, what kind of weapon do
you think was used?

While Dirkson is delivering the following line, in the background you can see the two uniformed officers putting the body on a stretcher and carrying it away.

				DIRKSON
		Well, from the looks of the wound,
I would venture to say that it
wasn’t a very blunt object.  Tire
iron, maybe, but definitely not a
baseball bat...

				DOUG
		Tire iron!?!  His head was cut
clean off!  Don’t you think it’s
slightly more probable that
something sharp was used?  Like
some sort of knife or sword?!

While Dirkson is delivering this next line, the two uniformed officers can be seen in the background again.  This time they are picking up the head and carrying it off on a tiny “head-sized” stretcher.

				DIRKSON
		Listen cartoon-boy!  You may
know your way around the news-
paper office, but you don’t know
squat about how a criminal
investigation works!  I suggest you
keep your uneducated theories to
yourself!


				DOUG
			(flustered)
		Thank you for your time, Detective.
I think I can fill in the gaps from
here.

Doug turns to leave.  As he does, he notices a small white flower lying on the sidewalk.  After glancing at it, he continues on.

He gets back in his car, hesitates, and then steps back out.

				DOUG
		Uh, Detective?  I don’t suppose
		you could give me a push, could ya’?

Detective Dirkson looks up annoyed.  He glances over at one of the uniformed officers, gives him the “go ahead” sign, then goes back to his notes.

The uniformed officer positions himself behind Doug’s car and pushes.  It limps off spitting and backfiring.

FADE TO:


EXT.  DOUG’S DRIVEWAY – EVENING

Doug pulls up into the driveway and shuts off the engine.  The HORNET backfires several times.  

Doug jumps out of the vehicle and stuffs a block of wood behind the rear tire to keep it from rolling back.  He then heads up the walk to the front door.

INT.  DOUG’S HOUSE – SAME

Doug’s house is nothing extraordinary.  Small, not overly neat, yet not too messy.

His girlfriend HEATHER HARDLY, daughter of Mr. Hardly, sits on the couch reading a fashion magazine.  She is wearing a designer T-shirt and a bit too much make-up.  Despite that, she is quite attractive.

Doug enters with drawing satchel and keys.

				DOUG
		Oh, hey, Hon. I didn’t see your car
out front so I didn’t think you
were here.

Doug drops his satchel & keys on the counter and walks over to the refrigerator.

				HEATHER
		Oh, Daddy gave me a ride here.  My
car is still in the shop.

	DOUG
You know, this is the third time
this year you’ve rear-ended
someone while putting on your
make-up.

	HEATHER
Oh now you’re starting to sound
just like Daddy.

Doug is digging through the fridge’ looking for something.  Meanwhile, Heather is absentmindedly flipping through her magazine.

				DOUG
			(sarcastically)
		Yeah, your dad.

Doug retrieves a diet soda from the fridge and then closes the door.

				HEATHER
		He mentioned that you two talked
some today.

				DOUG
Talked, eh?  More like he yelled
and I inhaled three packs of second-
hand smoke.

Doug cracks open the soda and it fizzes over onto his hand and onto the floor.  Heather continues with her magazine. 



				HEATHER
		You know my dad, he’s just like a
little dog, all bark and no bite.

Doug searches the kitchen for a towel to clean up with.

				DOUG
			(sotto)
		He’s one little dog I’d like to put
a muzzle on and have neutered.

				HEATHER
			(oblivious to Doug’s last statement)
		He’ll get to like you once he gets
to know you.  You just need to be
patient.

				DOUG
		He’s known me for five years and he
hates me more every year!

Heather picks up a hand-mirror laying next to her and begins primping.

				HEATHER
		Daddy said that you’re working
on a story about some sort of 
horrible incident that happened
downtown.

Doug flops down into a nearby chair.

				DOUG
		Horrible is an understatement.
Some poor guy had his head
completely lopped off.

Heather looks up from her mirror.  It is the first time she has made eye-contact with Doug since he walked in. 

				HEATHER
		Oh my... that’s disgusting... is he
dead?  Do they know who did it?




				DOUG
			(incredulous to her first question)
		Yes... very dead.  The cops seem
to think it was some sort of random
gang violence.

				HEATHER
			(worried)
		Gangs?  Here in Turnip Grove!?

				DOUG
		No, there aren’t any gangs in Turnip
Grove!  You have nothing to worry 
about...
			(sotto)
		...not gangs anyway.

FADE OUT:


INT.  BAKERY - EARLY MORNING

We see a portly, mustachioed man leaning over the bakery’s glass display case.  He’s working on a tray of cinnamon rolls, icing tube in hand.  The phone rings.

				BAKER
			(picking up phone & with French accent)
		Allo!?

Intelligible nagging woman’s voice heard on other end.

				BAKER
		I told you, I take care of it
when…

Woman’s voice still going full force with no sign of letting up.

				BAKER
		I said I take care of it
when…!

The voice drones on.



				BAKER
		Damn it, woman!  I’m trying to
frost my buns!

Baker slams the phone down and continues his task.  A short moment later we hear the jingle of the door bells.  The baker looks up, but sees no one.  He shrugs it off and gets back to his buns.

Suddenly the Mime smacks his whole body against the glass display case!

The baker jumps back with a look of terror as he squeezes the frosting tube with such force that it geysers into the air wildly.

				BAKER
			(in shock)
		What the...!?!

The Mime stands erect, facing the baker and begins his pantomime routine.

				BAKER
			(trying to regain his composure)
		We do not open for another hour!
At 6 am! No soliciting!  You’re
not going to get any spare change
from me, so go away!

The Mime continues his routine, still looking quite harmless.

				BAKER
		I said we do not open until 6 am.!
So beat it!  If you think that just
because I am French, I like mimes,
you are sadly mistaken!  I would
sooner watch my Great Aunt Sophie
wash her lingerie than to watch a
mime!

The Mime begins to pantomime the action of squeezing a frosting tube as if decorating a cake.

At first the baker has a confused look on his face.  Then, as the Mime continues his act, the baker looks at the frosting tube in his hand and then back at the Mime.
				BAKER
			(taken aback)
		Wha...?  Are you mocking me!?

Mime continues.

				BAKER
			(quite irate)
		You make fun?!  I do not need to
take this!  I did not spend 18
weeks in Cooking Correspondence 
College just to be mocked by some
mute clown!

At this point the Mime stops his frosting pantomime, smiles innocently and holds up his index finger as if to say “Ah, but wait.”  The Mime reaches behind his back and produces a full frosting tube about the size of a grown man’s leg.

The Baker’s face goes pasty white.

				BAKER
		Sacre’ bleau.

    SHOCK CUT TO:


INT.  DOUG’S HOUSE - BATHROOM - MORNING

Doug, dressed in a white tank-top & boxers, is looking into the mirror.  He is craning his neck as he attempts to tweeze a rogue nose hair.  The phone rings.  Doug jumps and impales himself with the tweezers.

He goes to answer the phone while holding a towel up to his bleeding nose.

INT.  DOUG’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - SAME

				DOUG
		Hello?

GO TO:  DUEL VIEW SPLIT SCREEN PHONE EFFECT

On second half of screen, Mr. Hardly is seen with his ever-present cigar clenched in his teeth.  He is seated at his desk in his very smoky office.

				MR. HARDLY
		Winthrop?!  Get your skinny butt
down to the OLDE WORLD BAKERY
right now!

				DOUG
		What’s going on?

				MR. HARDLY
		According to the police scanner
they’ve got another fresh corpse!

				DOUG
		Another corpse...?

				MR. HARDLY
		And Winthrop...!

				DOUG
		Yes sir?

				MR. HARDLY
		Pick me up a couple éclairs while
you’re there!

Mr. Hardly hangs up the phone.  The split screen goes back to just Doug.  Doug hangs up the phone with a concerned look on his face.

CUT TO:


INT.  OLDE WORLD BAKERY - MORNING

Doug enters the bakery - tissue stuck up his nose from his near-miss tweezers lobotomy.  The taped-off scene is throbbing with police activity.

Doug displays a shocked look as he sees the confectionery carnage before him.

Doug spots Detective Dirkson and a uniformed officer taking notes and standing by a table.




On the table is the lifeless body of the Baker in the “pig-with-apple-in-mouth” position.  However, instead of an apple, what appears to be a voluminous amount of frosting has spilled forth from his mouth as well as his nose & ears.

His sightless eyes are wide open.

There is a hint of his bare butt-cheeks pointing skyward.  Snuggly betwixt the cheeks, the back half of the Mime’s very large frosting tube can be seen also pointing skyward.

Doug approaches Detective Dirkson.

				DIRKSON
			(glancing up nonchalantly)
		Well, if it isn’t Geraldo Rivera
Lite.

				DOUG
			(surveying the scene in shock)
		Wha...? what happened here?

				DIRKSON
		Evidently this guy had more than
just a sweet tooth.

				DOUG
		How did this happen?!  Wha... who 
did it?!

				DIRKSON
		So far it appears to be an
unfortunate on-the-job related
accident.

				DOUG
		Accident?!  Accident?!  This guy
has a five gallon frosting tube
shoved up his yahoo and you’re
telling me it’s an on-the-job
mishap?!

				DIRKSON
			(scribbling notes)
		Yep.



				DOUG
		Are you freakin’ nuts?!  This is
       	obviously a homicide!  When was
the last time you saw someone die
from an accidental icing enema?!
	
				DIRKSON
		Listen, Winthrop!  You are about
a fly’s pecker away from being
hauled in for interfering with a
police investigation! 

	DOUG
Detective, I don’t mean to be
telling you your job, but it would
seem pretty obvious to anyone with
two brain cells to rub together that
this man’s been murdered!

	DIRKSON 
Hold it right there, Son!  That
sort of thing doesn’t happen here
in Turnip Grove!

	DOUG
Evidently it does!  And it has!
Twice in as many days!

	DIRKSON
Besides, I don’t have time for that
kind of paperwork.

				DOUG
		Call this what you will, Detective,
but whether you want to admit it or
not, something strange is going on
around here!

Doug turns to storm off, but as he does, he notices a lone white flower sitting on the Baker’s glass display case.  He looks from side to side and then picks it up as he exits the building.

Detective Dirkson is still taking notes. 



				UNIFORMED OFFICER
(pointing to frosting protruding from
 Baker’s head)
		Detective?  Uh, do you think that 
this frosting…
(then pointing to Baker’s rear-end)
…came all the way from this
tube back here?

Dirkson wipes his finger across frosting trail which exited Baker’s mouth and tastes it.

				DIRKSON
		Yep.

CUT TO:


EXT.  CITY STREET - NOON

Doug’s beat-up, baby blue AMC HORNET zips down the road.

INT.  DOUG’S HORNET - NOON

Doug’s cell phone rings (with old rotary-phone type ring).

Before Doug answers, he reaches into the passenger seat and pulls out what looks to be a mid-sized TV antennae.  He places the bulky mass on the roof.

While simultaneously trying to stay on the road, he reaches into the passenger seat again and picks up his “cell-phone.”

It’s a large unwieldy contraption.  Obviously one of the first cell phones to enter the marketplace.  A wire leads from it to the antennae on the roof as well as to the cigarette lighter.
 
				DOUG
			(speaking quite loud)
		Hello?  Hello?

GO TO:  DUEL VIEW SPLIT SCREEN PHONE EFFECT

Mr. Hardly is seen on the second half of the screen again, cigar still clenched in teeth.  This time he is barley visible through the thick cigar smoke.

				MR. HARDLY
		Winthrop?!  Is that you?!  Where
are you?!  I can barely hear you!

	DOUG
I’m on my cell phone!

	MR. HARDLY
Cell phone?!  How the hell can you
afford a cell phone on what I pay
you?!

	DOUG
It came with the company car that
you lent me, sir.

				MR. HARDLY
		Whatever, just get over to City
Hall.  The mayor is about to give a
press conference in regard to the
annual MIME APPRECIATION DAY
FESTIVAL this weekend.

				DOUG
		But, sir, I just left the bakery
and I need to write...

				MR. HARDLY
			(cutting off Doug in mid-sentence)
		Winthrop, if you can’t handle
being a reporter in the big league,
I suggest you start dating someone
else’s daughter!

Mr. Hardly slams the phone down and the split screen instantly goes back to just Doug.  As soon as you hear the click of Mr. Hardly’s phone slamming down, a large puff of cigar smoke blows out of Doug’s phone and hits him in the face.  Doug coughs.

				DOUG
		I don’t want to be a reporter, I’m
		a cartoonist…

EXT.  CITY STREET - SAME

Doug’s AMC HORNET makes a screeching U-turn and zips by in the opposite direction it was going - backfiring as it goes.


CUT TO:


EXT.  CITY STREET NEXT TO PARK - AFTERNOON

A girl about the age of 6 or 7 is standing on a street corner next to her father.  She is holding a small doll.  The father is busy conversing with another gentleman.

The girl is obviously very bored and looking about.  Out of the corner of her eye, she sees the Mime across the street.
He is standing at the edge of the park.

She grins.

The Mime is already into his pantomiming antics as he attempts to wave the girl over.

The girl smiles and looks up at her father.  The father is obviously caught up in an important business-like conversation.  The girl looks back over at the Mime.

The Mime is performing his heart out.

The girl looks up at her distracted father one last time and then decides to bolt across the street to join in the fun with the Mime.

She does so, with her doll in tow.

				LITTLE GIRL
			(excitedly)
		Hi!

The Mime waves to her as he launches into a string of pantomiming.  He slowly leads her a little deeper into a wooded area of the park.

He continues his craft as the girl watches & follows in fascination.

				LITTLE GIRL
		Wow.  Cool!

Always grinning, the Mime eventually works his way into a “sledge-hammer” pantomime, leading up to what we know is going to climax into the little girl’s demise.  But then, the little girl speaks...

				LITTLE GIRL
		I know what you’re doing there.
You’re hammering railroad spikes
or something, aren’t you?


The Mime’s expression doesn’t change.  His sledge-hammer pantomiming continues.

				LITTLE GIRL
Gosh, you’re the best mime I’ve
ever seen!

The Mime stops his pantomime and his previous malicious grin starts to slip away.  He is obviously confused by the words of praise that he isn’t accustomed to hearing.  He moves his hands behind his back.

Behind his back, the Mime clutches a REAL sledge-hammer.  

				LITTLE GIRL
		When I grow up I want to be a mime
		just like you!

Hands still behind him, he slowly let’s go of the sledge-hammer.

He looks down with an appreciative smile at the girl and then makes an elegant bow.

The girl’s father is heard in the background calling for her.

				LITTLE GIRL
		I gotta’ go!  Thank you!

The Mime again bows his most elegant curtain-call.

The girl, waving, turns to run back across the street to her father.

The Mime picks up his sledge-hammer, flings it on his shoulder and begins to walk away, panto-whistling a merry tune.  All of a sudden, the sound of screeching tires, a short scream, bending metal and breaking glass dominates the senses!

The Mime cringe, but does not look behind him from hence the noise came.

The girl’s doll lands at the Mime’s feet.  He bends over to pick it up and holds it up to his face.  He looks at it sadly for a moment, and then pantomimes a crocodile tear.

The Mime then haphazardly tosses the toy over his shoulder and continues with his silent, merry tune and his jaunty step.


INT.  LARGE THEATRE - PRESS CONFERENCE - AFTERNOON

A podium sits on the stage.  It displays an entirely too dramatic “SEAL OF THE MAYOR” on its front.  The Mayor’s very serious looking assistant steps up to the podium microphone and speaks.

				ASSISTANT
		Ladies & Gentlemen, the honorable
mayor of Turnip Grove.

The mayor enters from off stage, notes in hand, and moves to the podium.  His assistant steps back and off to the mayor’s side.

				MAYOR
		Good afternoon Ladies & gentlemen
of the press corps.

Before the Mayor is a large auditorium, completely empty except for Doug sitting in the front row, notepad in hand, and a lone teen girl seated far to the rear.

				MAYOR
		It is an honor for me to be here
		to talk to you about our annual
		MIME APPRECIATION DAY FESTIVAL.
				(MORE)
				MAYOR (cont’d)
		We have some exciting events
planned that I just know you’ll
want to highlight prominently in
your respective periodicals.

The Mayor notices a question in the audience.

				MAYOR
		Yes, young lady.  What is your
		question?

				TEEN GIRL
		Yes, your Honor.  Tracy Blumberg
of the TURNIP GROVE HIGH SCHOOL
ENQUIRER.  Exactly what sort of
events do you have planned?

				MAYOR
		Well, I’m glad you asked me that.
		Of course we will be featuring our
annual TURNIP GROVE CHARADES 
CHAMPIONSHIP, as well as such
classics as PIN THE DERBY ON THE
MIME & my personal favorite, the
PANTOMIME HOG HOLLERIN’ CONTEST.

Doug raises his hand to ask a question.

				MAYOR
			(to the girl in the back)
		Yes, young lady, you have another
		question?

				TEEN GIRL
		Can you tell me if there will be
		free chicken wings again this year?

				MAYOR
		Absolutely.  Maynard Leng, the
		owner of MAYNARD’S WINGS & THINGS,
		has once again agreed to provide,
		at a substantial discount, over
one ton of his finest outdated
chicken wings.

Doug raises his hand again.  Very adamantly this time.

				MAYOR
		Young lady in the back, go ahead.

Doug is visibly frustrated.

				TEEN GIRL
		Thank you, your Honor.  Is it
		true that you plan to run for a
		second term as mayor of Turnip
		Grove in your continued quest of
		promoting peace & prosperity
		throughout the land?

				MAYOR
		Well, as you know, I’m not one
		to speculate that far in the
		future.  But, since you ask, the
answer is, yes, I do plan to
continue to serve this fine
community & its beautiful
citizens in the same selfless,
manner I always have.

The Mayor’s assistant leans into the microphone.

				ASSISTANT
		We have time for one more question.

Doug jumps up out of his seat.

				DOUG
			(desperately)
		Mr. Mayor!  Mr. Mayor!  What do you
		have to say about the bizarre
killing at the bakery as well as...!

				MAYOR
			(interrupting)
		I’m sorry sir, but I believe the
young lady in the back had a
question.





				TEEN GIRL
		Yes, your honor.  Is it true that
the chicken wings provided at the
MIME APPRECIATION DAY FESTIVAL are
		generously paid for from your own
		pocket?

Doug looks up at the girl in exasperated disbelief.


				MAYOR
		Yes.

The mayor picks up his notes and heads off the stage.

				TEEN GIRL
		Thanks, Daddy!

				DOUG
		But I didn’t get a chance...!

The Mayor’s assistant move’s to the microphone.

				ASSISTANT
		I’m sorry.  No more questions
		at this time.

				DOUG
		But I didn’t... get... to even...

Doug is talking to an empty room.  The Mayor, his assistant and even the girl are gone.

FADE TO:


INT.  BUTCHER SHOP - FREEZER - EVENING

In the dim light, a man in a white butcher’s overcoat and white paper hat is seen inspecting sides of beef.  The man, with clipboard in hand, sports a nametag on his jacket that reads “CHUCK”.

As CHUCK goes about his task, he is startled by a shadow that fleetingly washes across him.


				CHUCK
		Hello?  Someone there?

No answer.

Chuck goes back to his work with some trepidation.  All is normal for a moment until a slow creak is heard.  Chuck looks up from his clipboard and walks cautiously toward the freezer door.

				CHUCK
		Hello?!  Anyone there?

Again, no answer.

Chuck reaches the door and begins to push it open.  And, as in almost every horror movie ever made -
 
A CAT BLASTS THROUGH THE OPEN DOOR AND HITS HIM IN THE CHEST!

The cat hits the floor and scurries off.

Chuck is momentarily dazed.  Trying to regain his breath, he continues out the door into the back room of the butcher shop.

It is darker than it should be and some of Chuck’s previous trepidation returns.

Another shadow rolls by.

Chuck’s senses are heightened.  He approaches a cupboard and slowly turns the handle to open it -

WHAM!  ANOTHER CAT JUMPS OUT, RICOCHETS OFF HIM AND SKITTERS OFF MEOWING! 

Chuck is about two blood-pressure points away from a heart attack.  He breathes rhythmically to settle himself, and then begins to chuckle at the absurdity of the situation.

Chuck retrieves a mug from the cupboard, still chuckling.

To calm his nerves, Chuck pours himself a cup of coffee.  He tastes the coffee, decides it’s too cold and goes to put it in the microwave.

He pushes the button to open the door -

POW!  A CAT SHOOTS OUT OF THE MICROWAVE!

Chuck jumps back dropping his coffee cup!

It shatters on the floor.

Chuck recovers a little quicker this time, and giggles a little more uncontrollably.  He looks down at the mess on the floor and then heads over to the broom closet to retrieve a mop.

Still snickering, he opens the door and -

KABLAM! - A CAT EXPLODES OUT OF THE CLOSET HITTING HIM IN THE FACE!

Chuck, shaken, straightens himself up.  Giggling a bit more maniacally now.  Giddy with shock, he turns to look in the direction the cat bolted.  Chuck’s release lasts a couple seconds longer, when -

THE MIME JUMPS OUT FROM THE SAME CLOSET!

Chuck lets rip an all-out girly squeal of terror!

The Mime remains stationary for a moment and then glides into his routine.  Chuck leans against a table, hand on chest, and stares in disbelief at the spectacle before him.

				CHUCK
			(nervous giggle)
		Who...?  Who are you...?  And...
what are you doing here?

The Mime continues.

				CHUCK
			(starting to come back to reality)
		How did you get in here?  The door
		was locked.  What are you doing?

The Mime continues.

