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		DIRKSON
			(mouth full of donut)
		Listen, Winthrop!  My investigation
has proven that all of those deaths
were completely unrelated and
totally explainable.

	DOUG
(angry)
Detective, the only thing that your
investigation has proven is that
your investigative skills match
your table manners!

Dirkson moves towards Doug as if to punch him.  Doug gets into his best Bruce Lee stance - wooden beads rattling.

				MAYOR
		Hold it, gentlemen!
			(standing and facing Doug)
		And just what kind of proof do you
have to back up this wild story of
yours?

				DOUG
		Well, I had a notebook that
contained his plans with every
detail! Including blue prints 
of the bomb!

				MAYOR
		HAD?

				DOUG
		Well, yeah.  Up until the mime
tried to kill me in the shower...
with a towel.

				DIRKSON
			(finishing donut)
		Tried to kill you in the shower
with a towel, eh?





				DOUG
		Yes!  I know it probably sounds a
little crazy, but I swear it’s all
true!  If you don’t cancel the 
celebration tomorrow, he’s going to
detonate this gas-bomb gizmo and
wipe out the entire town!

				MAYOR
			(sitting back down)
		Trust me, it doesn’t just sound
crazy.  Besides, the people of this
town look forward to the Annual
Mime Appreciation Day Festival even
more than they do Christmas!  If I
were to cancel the celebration, it
would be political suicide!

Doug rushes up to the desk.

				DOUG
		The people of Turnip Grove don’t
look forward to Mime Appreciation
Day!  They hate mimes!  Everyone
hates mimes!  There hasn’t been a
town that has been responsible for
producing a more unpopular product
since Chernobyl!

				MAYOR
			(getting irritated)
		This town has been through years of
economic hardships! The coal mine
shut down! Then the Pet Rock farm
closed, and then they bull-dozed the
toxic-waste factory and put up a
friggin’ senior center!  But the
Academe’ Du Mime has always been
there!  It never goes away! 

				DOUG
		Neither does herpes, but you don’t
see anyone having a celebration
about it!

Detective Dirkson gives a silent but knowing nod in response to Doug’s last statement.

	MAYOR
(turning his chair away from Doug)
The Academe’ Du Mime is not only
this town’s biggest industry, it
also happens to be a huge tourist
attraction!

	DOUG
I don’t think a couple dozen French
tourists every year constitutes a
“huge attraction!”  I think that
it’s more likely the academy just
happens to be one of your biggest
campaign contributors!

				MAYOR
			(spinning his chair back to face Doug)
		Forget it Winthrop!  I’ve heard
  		enough!  Now beat it or I’ll have
the nice detective here escort you
out!

				DOUG
		At least cancel the free barbecue 
chicken wings!  Everyone knows that
that’s the only reason anyone even
shows up for this freakin’ festival
anyway!

				MAYOR
			(standing up aghast)
		Cancel the free chicken wings?!
You can’t be serious!  Those
chicken wings are as much a
tradition of the Festival as
violence is at a hockey game!
	(He sits back down)
Detective, show this gentleman and
his beads the door.  

Detective Dirkson grabs Doug by his beads and begins to drag him out of the office.  Doug protests all the way.




				DOUG
		Mr. Mayor!  If you don’t cancel the
		celebration then the deaths of
hundreds of innocent people will be
on your hands!

Dirkson has now drug Doug from the office.  Doug can still be heard shouting through the closed door.

				MAYOR
			(to himself)
		The only thing I’m going to have on
my hands tomorrow is barbecue sauce.

EXT.  CITY HALL - SAME

Dirkson throws Doug out the door onto the sidewalk.  Doug skids across the pavement in his beads.  Dirkson goes back into the building.

Doug picks himself up and brushes himself off.  His car is parked in front.  He spots the same two girls from earlier.

				DOUG
			(to the girls)
		Hey!  Would you two mind giving me
a push?!

The two girls run off screaming.

				DOUG
			(perplexed)
		Hmm.

Doug begins pushing his car.


EXT.  PEACEFUL WOODED PARK – HOTDOG STAND – LATE AFTERNOON

Greg is paying the hotdog vendor for his dog.  It is heaped with every condiment imaginable as well as a few unimaginable ones.  He turns and begins walking down one of the park trails, happily munching on his greasy feast.

Just as Greg is finishing his meal, the Mime appears from out of nowhere!  Greg screams and almost chokes on his half-chewed dog.

				GREG
			(gasping for air)
		What the heck are you trying to do?!
		I nearly choked to death!

The Mime begins his familiar routine.

				GREG
		Geesh, man, I need a cigarette.

Greg lights up a cigarette while still chewing the remains of his hotdog.

The Mime is plying his trade with hyperactive energy.  Greg pays little attention.

				GREG
		Hey, pal, Mime Appreciation Day
isn’t until tomorrow.  So until
then, I don’t appreciate you
jumping out and scaring my dinner
out the back of my shorts.

The Mime begins pantomiming a rope-pulling routine.

				GREG
		Buddy, I’ve lived in this town all
		my life.  Dontcha’ think that I’ve
		seen enough mime antics to last me
		a lifetime?

The Mime now begins to use his imaginary rope as a lasso, whirling it above his head and throwing it.

				GREG
		What?  You’re fly-fishing.  Big
deal.  That’s probably like
“pantomime 101” back in that stupid
mime academy.

The Mime holds up his finger in that all-too-familiar gesture, smiling devilishly.

A rope fashioned into a noose drops in front of Greg’s face.


				GREG
			(startled)
		What the...?

The noose whips around Greg’s head and quickly pulls tight.  Greg’s cheeks instantly puff out as his cigarette is rocketed from his lips.

The Mime is seen holding the other end of the rope, smiling even more menacingly.  He gives it a sharp tug and Greg is levitated into the air, gurgling & gasping!

Greg hangs helplessly kicking.  His legs pedal in the air as if he’s riding an invisible bicycle.  His flailing gets weaker & weaker until it stops altogether. 

The Mime ties off his end of the rope to a nearby tree, then takes one last proud look at his handiwork.  Satisfied, he gallops off into the night with a horse-riding pantomime.

Greg still hangs, deathly still.  Then, without warning, unable to support the massive weight, the rope snaps and Greg hurtles to the ground with a resounding thud.  All we see is the empty space where Greg was hanging.

				GREG (VO)
			(raspy)
		Aw, dude, I dropped my cigarette.


EXT.  NEWSPAPER OFFICE – SAME

Doug, still wearing his seat cover, runs up to the buildings main entrance.  A large sign above the door reads:

		“TURNIP GROVE GAZETTE”

Just as Doug is about to open the door with his key, he notices a paper sign taped to the door.

INSERT – THE SIGN

		“We will be closed Saturday
		for the annual Mime Appreciation
		Day Festival.”

BACK TO SCENE

Doug looks at the sign in disgust.

				DOUG
			(to himself)
		Yep.  The whole town is gonna’
		be there.

Doug unlocks the door and goes in.
				
INT.  NEWSPAPER OFFICE – SAME

Doug slowly steps out of the elevator.  He looks from side to side to make sure that everyone has indeed gone home for the evening.

Satisfied he’s alone, he ventures all the way into the room.  He spots an overcoat hanging on the wall, retrieves it and puts it on over his beads.  He goes over to his desk.

As he seats himself, he turns on his computer monitor.  Once the screen warms up, he begins to type.

INSERT – COMPUTER SCREEN

		“METHOGYN GAS”

BACK TO SCENE

Doug waits for a few seconds as different links pertaining to Methagyn gas load up.  He clicks on one.

INSERT – COMPUTER SCREEN

				DOUG (VO)
METHOGYN GAS.  Deadly gas 
accidentally developed in the early
1900’s by a French chemist.
		What started out as a quest to
		invent a super potent clothing
		deodorizer, inadvertently
turned into the creation of one
of the most lethal chemicals known
		to man.  Methagyn, in its liquid
		form, turns immediately into a
		deadly vapor when exposed to air.

Doug scrolls down and continues to read.

				DOUG (VO)
		Affects from exposure:
		#1.)  Total paralysis of vocal chords.
		#2.)  Uncontrollable muscle spasms.
		#3.)  Hemorrhaging of vital organs.
		#4.)  Severe case of the sniffles.
		#5.)  Painful death.

Upon reading aloud the last line, Doug looks up in horror.

				DOUG
		Oh, my God!  I’ve got to do
		something!

Doug jumps up from his chair, spins around and immediately heads for the elevator.  Just as he’s running past Greg’s desk, he steps on the discarded sub-sandwich from two days earlier.  It rockets from under his foot like a bullet!

Doug somersaults in midair and lands with a resounding thud on his back.  He is unconscious.
   
INT.  HEATHER & DOUG’S HOUSE - BATHROOM – NIGHT

Concealed by the frosted glass, Heather is singing in the shower. Steam emanates heavily. The bathroom door is open.

A dark shape passes silently in the foreground.  Trouble is afoot.

Heather turns off the water and pulls a towel over the glass door.  She slides the door open and steps out wearing her towel.

She walks to the mirror and wipes the steam off.  As she does, in the reflection, we can see the Mime standing behind her!  She remains oblivious to the danger.  She opens the cabinet to retrieve her glasses, then closes the cabinet door.  This time the Mime has vanished!

INT.  HEATHER & DOUG’S HOUSE – LIVING ROOM – SAME

Heather walks in wearing a bath robe, glasses, and a towel on her head.

She walks over to some floor length drapes and draws them open with the string-pull.  The Mime is seen in the reflection of the glass door!  Heather remains oblivious to the danger.  She slides the door open and a cat strolls in.

				HEATHER
			(to the cat)
		There’s my big Puddy-Puddy.

She closes the sliding glass door.  The Mime has vanished!

INT.  HEATHER & DOUG’S HOUSE – KITCHEN – SAME

Heather enters the kitchen and picks up a chrome tea-pot beside the sink.

She places the tea-pot on the stove burner.  In its reflection we can see the Mime!  Heather remains oblivious to the danger.

She goes to the fridge to get some milk.

The tea-pot begins whistling.  Once again, the Mime has vanished!  In his place is the reflection of a different face!  Heather notices the reflection and screams!

She jumps back and looks in the direction from where it came!

There she sees that the offending image was simply the reflection of a photo hanging on the wall – a large photo of Doug with a used-car-salesman grin.  On it an inscription is written.

INSERT – FRAMED PHOTO

		“To Heather, All my love, DOUG”

Heather places her hand over her heart and shakes her head.

				HEATHER
			(muttering to herself)
		Doug.

INT.  HEATHER & DOUG’S HOUSE – BEDROOM – SAME

Heather enters carrying her cup of tea.  The only light on is that of a bedside lamp.

She sets her cup of tea down on the nightstand and takes off her robe, revealing a silk nightie.  She sits on the edge of the bed and removes the towel from her head.

Shaking her hair out, she crawls under the covers, removes her glasses and takes a sip of her tea.

From within the nightstand drawer, she pulls out a sleeping mask.  Just as she’s putting it on, the cat jumps on the bed, giving her a start.

				HEATHER
			(to the cat)
		Hey, there Puddy-Puddy.  You scared
		Mumsy-Whumsy half to death.  Now go
		catch a mouse or something.

She tosses Puddy-Puddy to the floor, turns off the light and pulls her sleeping mask over her eyes.  Heather rolls onto her side and snuggles down into the blankets.

A few seconds pass then we see a white-gloved hand rise up from behind Heather and rest on her shoulder!

				HEATHER
			(from her half-sleep)
		Oh, Doug.  I didn’t even hear you
		come in.

A bowler-hat slowly becomes visible over Heather’s shoulder, then an entire face.  The Mime!

His evil smile spreads.

          CUT TO:


INT.  NEWSPAPER OFFICE – MORNING

Doug’s eyes slowly open.  He is lying amidst junk food wrappers and half eaten food.  He hasn’t moved an inch from the night before.

His hand goes to the back of his head and he winces in pain.  He slowly sits up disoriented and looks around.  He spots a clock on Greg’s desk and tries to focus on it.  The clock reads: “10:35 am”.

				DOUG
			(groggy)
		10:35… 10:35?  What the…?  Oh
		my God!  It’s Saturday morning!
		The Mime Festival!  The Methagyn
		Bomb!

Doug quickly gets up with the aid of Greg’s desk.  He stumbles to the elevator and frantically pushes the button.  When it finally opens, he rushes in.


EXT.  HEATHER & DOUG’S HOUSE – DRIVEWAY – EARLY THE NEXT MORNING

Doug’s car pulls up into the driveway, smoking & backfiring as usual.

Doug stops his HORNET and jumps out.  He is still wearing the car-seat and the overcoat.

Doug’s car begins to slowly roll back down the driveway.  Doug stops in his tracks, runs back, jumps in the car and slams on the brakes.

He jumps out again, this time with his wooden chocks, and slips them behind the back tires.  He then rushes back towards the house.
INT. – HEATHER & DOUG’S HOUSE – SAME

Doug’s keys can be heard unlocking the door.  The door swings open and Doug enters.  Doug goes to set his keys on a small table by the door while he’s calling to Heather.

				DOUG
			(quickly taking off overcoat)
		Heather!  I’m home!  I need to
grab some clothes and get down
to the Town Square before…!

Just as he sets his keys down, he notices something uncomfortably familiar lying on the table.  It’s a single white flower!

Doug looks at it in disbelief for a second.  Staring at the flower, he is visibly consumed with panic, but unable to move.

His legs finally get the message and he begins tearing around the house screaming out Heather’s name.

Doug frantically searches from room to room.  The horror welling up within him.

To his ultimate horror, Doug spies what he most dreads!  Lying on the floor, leading to the kitchen, is a leg sticking out from the doorway.  Doug screams!

				DOUG
		Oh my God!  Heather!!!

INT. – HEATHER & DOUG’S HOUSE – KITCHEN – SAME

Doug races around the corner to find that it’s only a prosthetic leg.  He pauses, then bends over and picks it up.  He’s staring at it confused when Heather hops around the corner.

				HEATHER
			(looking at leg)
		Oh there’s my prosthetic leg.  I
was wondering where I had left it.

She takes it from Doug and “snaps” it on.  Doug is still too stunned to say anything.  He slowly looks over at Heather.  She is in her robe, sleeping mask pulled up to the top of her head, and her hair is a complete rat’s nest.

She’s covered with white and black paint smudges that bear an amazing resemblance to that of mime makeup.  The only part of her untouched by the paint is around her eyes where her sleeping mask was.

Doug stares at her speechless.

				HEATHER
		You were incredible last night.
		You did things to me that I’ve
		never even seen on the Discovery
		Channel.

Heather putters around the kitchen making coffee as Doug still stands in a trance.

				HEATHER
		I’ve never felt so alive.  You
		may not be much of a cartoonist,
but when it comes to making a woman
feel like a woman, you deserve a
Pulitzer.

Doug still stares at her, motionless.

				HEATHER
		I loved how silent you were…
In the past, your screaming
just didn’t do it for me.

This last statement of Heather’s snaps Doug back to reality.  He runs from the room bellowing out an angry yell.

Heather displays a look of mild confusion then goes about making her coffee.

INT.  HEATHER & DOUG’S HOUSE – STAIRWAY – SAME

Doug bounds up the stairs emitting what sounds to be growling.  He gets to the top and stops.  He holds his hands up to the side of his head and closes his eyes tightly, trying to deal with his rage & shock.

He angrily shoves the bedroom door open and enters.

INT.  HEATHER & DOUG’S HOUSE – BEDROOM – SAME

Doug storms into the room, still holding his head with eyes tightly closed.  He opens his eyes.

Doug & Heather’s bed is a complete shamble.  The sheets & pillows are strewn everywhere.  There is white paint smudges with telltale black mime-eye-makeup all over the sheets, pillows, blankets, etc.

If that weren’t bad enough, the smudges continue right up the wall and onto the ceiling.

Doug lets out a primitive scream of horror & rage.

Everywhere Doug looks, there is evidence of the wild sexual frenzy that occurred the night before - paint smudges everywhere!

He looks on the floor and sees a pair of Heather’s panties – smudged!  The mirror – smudged!  The Lampshade – smudged!

Doug looks at the white flower he is still holding, crumples it up in an animalistic fit and throws it to the floor.  Doug looks down to see it land next to the cat – smudged!  The cat tears out of the room in a squealing blur.

The room spins wildly!

Doug raises his hands as if appealing to the Heavens for justice.  He roars out one last long anguished howl!

				DOUG
		MIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIME!!!!!

INT.  HEATHER & DOUG’S HOUSE – KITCHEN – SAME

Heather is quietly sipping her coffee while leafing through a fashion magazine.  Doug’s muffled howl can be heard in the background.  Heather notices nothing.

INT.  HEATHER & DOUG’S HOUSE – BEDROOM – SAME

Doug is just finishing his pained howl.  His arms drop to his sides and his chin drops to his chest in defeat.  He seats himself in a pitiful heap on the bed, face buried in his hands.

				DOUG
			(in his hands)
		He’s got to be stopped.  He’s got
		to be stopped.  He’s got to be
		stopped…

Doug lifts his head from his hands.  It is evident that he is slowly regaining his composure.  His voice grows stronger and more determined as he continues his chant.

				DOUG
		He’s got to be stopped… No… I’VE
		got to stop him!  I’VE GOT TO STOP
		HIM!



INT.  HEATHER & DOUG’S HOUSE – KITCHEN – SAME

Heather is still in the same position reading her magazine.  Loud noises and commotion can be heard from the upstairs bedroom as if someone is frantically going through a closet.

Heather reads on.

Doug comes bounding down the stairs carrying a long object wrapped in a blanket.  He is fully dressed.  Pausing at the bottom of the stairs, he looks over at Heather.

She is still reading her magazine.

Doug can feel his anger bubbling up again.  Without saying a word, he continues out the door.

Heather reads on.

Through the picture window, over Heather’s shoulder, Doug can be seen leaning the mysterious object against his car.  He opens the door and begins cleaning out his back seat.

Things come flying out of the vehicle at a rapid pace – a spare tire, a hubcap, books, an inflatable pool toy, boxing gloves, another spare tire, a stop sign, a fold-up chair, yet another spare tire, etc.

The entire process goes on for a ridiculously long time.  All the while, Heather is in the foreground, obliviously sipping her coffee.

When Doug is finally finished, he picks up the mystery object and places it in the back of the car.  He slams the door and storms back into the house.

Doug rushes over to Heather.

				DOUG
			(sternly)
		Come on, Heather.  Let’s go.

				HEATHER
			(perplexed)
		Go?  Where?


				DOUG
		We’re going to the Mime Appreciation
		Day Festival.  Get your coat.

				HEATHER
		Mime festival?  I thought you hated
		chicken wings.

				DOUG
			(becoming more impatient)
		Heather, get your coat and let’s go.

				HEATHER
		Okay.  Okay.  Let me go to the
bathroom and at least splash some
water on my face.  I don’t know
what’s gotten into you Doug Winthrop.
First, last night, and now this
forceful behavior… you’re really
turning me on…

				DOUG
			(heading out the door)
		I’ll meet you in the car.

EXT.  HEATHER & DOUG’S HOUSE – DRIVEWAY – SAME

Doug is in his car.  All the stuff that was in his backseat is strewn all over the lawn.  Heather comes out of the house.  She is wearing a coat & hat.  The mime makeup is no longer on her face.

As soon as Heather steps into the vehicle, Doug takes his foot of the brake and the car begins to roll backwards down the driveway.  After it rolls off-screen, we can hear it backfire to life.


EXT.  TOWN SQUARE – MIME FESTIVAL – NOON

The square is buzzing with activity.  People are milling about everywhere.  Everyone present has a plate with chicken wings piled high on it.  Amongst the activity are a couple dozen mimes working the crowd.



High above in the sky is a small airplane circling the Town Square.  It is dragging behind it a long banner that reads:

		“RE-ELECT MAYOR BLUMBERG!  ENJOY
		THE CHICKEN WINGS!”

The patrons are all enjoying their chicken wings.  However, smiles fade anytime a mime approaches.  People can be seen sneering at them, verbally abusing them, avoiding them or just ignoring them totally.  The mimes seem unfazed and continue working their craft.

A group of mimes are all standing in military fashion at extreme attention.  Head Master Dale is pacing back and forth in front of them barking out orders.

				H.M. DALE
		This is your day, mimes!  Remember,
		one day you’ll be able to pantomime
		to your grandchildren that you were
		here!  So stand tall!  Be proud!
		And above all else, look for the
		heavy tippers!

At one end of the Town Square are long tables with canopies over them.  The tables are heaped with tray after tray of chicken wings.  A banner over the tables reads:

		“BARBECUE CHICKEN WINGS GENEROUSLY
		SUPPLIED BY MAYOR BLUMBERG!”

Then, in smaller print at the bottom of the banner:

		“ONLY 453 DAYS TILL ELECTION DAY!”


INT.  DOUG’S HORNET – SAME

				HEATHER
		We’re never going to find a parking
		space anywhere near here.  The
entire town is here for the
festival.

				DOUG
		We’ll find one.

				HEATHER
		Not for a couple miles, at least.

				DOUG
		There’s one.

				HEATHER
		Where…?

EXT.  CITY STREET - SAME

Doug whips his HORNET, front-end first, into a tiny space between two cars that are parallel parked.  The HORNET’S front tires go up onto the sidewalk and over the top of a parking meter.  The meter snaps at its base and lay before the Hornet.

				HEATHER
		Oh.

Doug jumps out of the car and heads towards the Town Square.

Heather gets out and heads around the front of the car to follow.  She stops in mid-stride, looks back at the fallen parking meter and heads back to it.  She places a quarter in it and spins the dial.  Satisfied, she runs after Doug.


EXT.  TOWN SQUARE – MIME FESTIVAL – SAME

Doug arrives at the edge of the Town Square and surveys the scene.

				DOUG
			(to himself)
		I know that Mime and that bomb have
got to be here somewhere… but where?

Doug looks over the crowd.

Doug begins working his way through the crowd, looking for the mime that accosted him in the locker room.  However, everywhere he looks, he sees a mime.

Heather gets to the edge of the Town Square.  She looks for Doug, but he is nowhere to be seen.

After searching for a couple more minutes, Doug spots a mime facing away from him.  In the mimes hatband is an identical flower to the ones he has been finding at all the crime scenes.

The mime is performing in front of a couple of irritated young ladies.

Doug, sure that he’s found the homicidal Mime, grabs him by the shoulder and spins him around.  Doug raises up a can of mace and begins to hose down the hapless performer.

The pepper-spray mingles with the screaming mime’s make-up causing it to run down the front of him in orange & white rivulets.  The mime’s open-mouthed screams continue until Doug knocks him to the ground.

Doug is seated atop the mime, and beating the crap out of him with alternating, swinging fists.  The mime’s legs thrash wildly and we can hear his sporadic exhaled grunts following each fist-fall.

The crowd goes into wild cheers & applause as they all circle around the bizarre scene.

Heather rushes through the crowd and pulls Doug off the pulverized mime.  Doug is still caught up in his bloodlust, trying to get back to the mime.

When the beating is stopped the crowd lets out a collective sigh of disappointment and then goes back to their chicken wings.

A woman rushes to the mime’s side.  She is in tears as she lifts his head.  The mime’s face is completely smeared with white & black paint as well as pepper-spray.

				WOMAN
			(screaming at Doug with a French accent)
		What the Hell do you think you are
		doing?!  My brother flew all the
		way from France yesterday to perform
here today!  And look what you did!

She let’s go of her brother’s head and it thuds to the ground.  He let’s out another pained moan.

				WOMAN
		You are a sick animal!

Doug stands limp, no longer trying to get away from Heather.  The words of the young woman are slowly registering in his head. 
				DOUG
			(to himself)
		France… yesterday… he’s not the
		right one…

				HEATHER
		Come sit over here, Doug.

Heather leads Doug over to a bench.  He moves like a zombie in a trance.  Doug flops down on the bench, still muttering to himself.  He puts his head in his hands.  The back of his hands are covered with white & black paint smudges from pounding the mime.
 
				HEATHER
		What were you thinking?

A familiar voice breaks in.

				GREG
		Hey, what’s up guys?

Doug removes his face from his hands and looks up.  Greg is standing before him with a huge plate of chicken wings.  The lower half of his face is covered with barbecue sauce and he has a lit cigarette hanging out of his mouth.

The broken rope-noose is still hanging around his neck.

				DOUG
What the heck is that on your neck?

				GREG
		Oh, yeah, sorry, I forgot.  It
		must be a little barbecue sauce.

Greg pulls out a barbecue sauce-saturated napkin and gives his neck a half-hearted wipe.



				GREG
		You guys better go get yourselves
		some of these chicken-wings before
		they’re all gone.  It looks like
		everyone in town is hoarding around
		those tables.

A lightning-bolt of realization shoots through Doug.

				DOUG
		Oh my God!  The chicken-wings…!
		the bomb…!  That’s it!

Doug jumps off the bench almost knocking Greg over, and rushes in the direction of the chicken wing tables.

				GREG
		Whoa.  He must be hungry.

				HEATHER
			(calling after Doug)
		Doug…!

Doug fights his way through the crowd surrounding the tables.  Once he gets to the tables, he begins knocking trays of wings to the ground in a frantic search for the Methagyn bomb.

People begin picking up the chicken wings off the ground and putting them on their plates.

After a few seconds of fruitless searching, Doug notices that the tables all have table-skirts.  He begins to run around, looking under each one, until he gets to the one in the center.

As he lifts up the table-skirt, he find’s what he’s looking for!  The Methagyn bomb!

It is a complex contraption made up of various objects covered with hoses and wires.  A digital timer serves as its base while a corked beaker of glowing green liquid is perched in its center – THE METHAGYN!

Suspended precariously over the beaker is a large hammer.  It is attached to a spring.  The timer has only 25 seconds left on the clock.

Doug cautiously lifts the entire device out and places it on top of the table.  Beads of sweat form on his brow. The clock ticks ever closer to releasing the spring holding back the hammer!

Doug goes from wire to wire, frantically trying to figure a way to disarm the bomb.  The clock ticks down to 10 seconds!

Almost in full-blown panic, Doug continues his search for a solution!

The clock shows only eight seconds left!

Doug fumbles with wires!
Five seconds left!

Doug’s sweaty face is panic stricken!

Three seconds!

Doug madly tries to find a solution!

One second!

Doug’s eyes are huge & wild!

The timer hits zero and everything goes into slow motion!

The spring releases and the hammer begins its descent towards the fragile glass beaker below!

Doug’s terrified face verges on insanity! 

At the last possible moment, Doug sticks his hand between the glass and the falling hammer!  It hits his palm with a mild thud.
				DOUG
		Ow.

Doug pulls the beaker free from the bomb and stands up.  He is covered with sweat and breathing heavily.

While trying to recover from his ordeal, Doug glances over to an alley across from the Town Square.  A lone silhouette stands at the alley entrance - THE MIME!

Doug freezes for a moment, clutching the beaker of Methagyn.

				DOUG
			(soto)
		The Mime.

EXT.  ALLEY ENTRANCE – SAME

The Mime’s features are completely shrouded in darkness with the exception of his eyes - they are illuminated by a sliver of light.  The Mime squints and then walks purposefully and angrily towards Doug!

EXT.  TOWN SQUARE – MIME FESTIVAL – SAME

Doug begins to run through the crowd trying not to drop the deadly contents of the beaker!

Heather and Greg are still at the bench.  They spot Doug as he runs by.

				HEATHER
			(calling after Doug)
		Doug!  Where are you going...?!

Heather jumps from the bench and begins to chase after Doug.

				GREG
			(calling after Doug & Heather)
		The chicken wings are the other way!

Doug tears through the crowd in a frantic effort to keep the Methogyn from falling back into the hands of the Mime.

Heather is in close pursuit.

EXT.  ANOTHER ALLEY ENTRANCE – SAME

Doug arrives at a different alley entrance and stops to look behind him.  Heather catches up.

				HEATHER
		Doug!  What are you doing?

				DOUG
			(looking around)
		The Mime!  He’s chasing me!  I can’t
let him get this Methogyn!

				HEATHER
		What are you talking about!?

				DOUG
The Mime!  He was right behind me a
few seconds ago!

				HEATHER
		Mime?!  What is it with you and
mimes?!  Wasn’t beating one up
enough for you?!  Now you think
they’re after you!?

Only a few dozen yards away, the Mime emerges from the crowd on the edge of Town Square.  Doug spots him instantly!

				DOUG
		There he is!  Run!

Doug grabs Heather by the arm and bolts down the alley.

The Mime walks menacingly towards them not unlike the “Mercury Man” from TERMINATOR II.

EXT.  ANOTHER ALLEY ENTRANCE – SAME

Doug & Heather run off down the darkened alley. 

				HEATHER
			(trying to stay on her feet)
		Doug!  It’s just a mime!  A lousy
		mime!  What is wrong with you!?


EXT.  ANOTHER ALLEY ENTRANCE – SAME

The alleys seems more like a maze than alleys.  Every time they take a turn, they are faced with a new alley.  After several more twists & turns, Doug & Heather turn around a corner to find a brick wall in front of them! 

EXT.  DEAD-END ALLEY – SAME

				DOUG
		Oh, crap.

				HEATHER
		What are we running from, Doug!?
		There’s nobody behind us!

				DOUG
		Look again.

Heather turns just in time to see the Mime slowly walking around the corner.

				HEATHER
		What the...?

The Mime, displaying his evil grin, takes a couple of steps closer to Doug & Heather.

Doug steps in front of Heather.

				DOUG
			(to Mime, trying to sound brave)
		You don’t look so tough without
		your towel.

				HEATHER
			(looking at Doug)
		Huh?

With lightning reflexes, the Mime goes into a pantomime routine. Doug & Heather both jump with fright. Doug looks around and spots a lead pipe lying on the ground - he picks it up.

				DOUG
		Let’s see how well you can
pantomime removing a lead-pipe
from your colon.

The Mime stops his routine and does his familiar finger gesture signifying “Ah, but wait.”  From behind his back he produces a large caliber handgun.

Doug & Heather’s eyes grow very large.

With his free hand, the Mime points to the beaker of Methagyn that Doug is holding.  


				DOUG
			(holding the beaker aloft)
		You want me to hand you this?!

The Mime nods his head in affirmation.

				DOUG
		Up yours, clown-boy!

Heather, having no clue of the lethal nature of the liquid in Doug’s hands, looks up at him as if he’s nuts.

				HEATHER
		Are you crazy?!  He’s got a gun!
		Give him what he wants!

				DOUG
		Heather, stay out of this.  You
 		don’t know what’s going on!

				HEATHER
		I know enough to know when a gun
		is pointed at me!

				DOUG
			(calmly to Mime)
		I’ll make you a deal.  I’ll give
		you this beaker…
(screaming maniacally)
…AS SOON AS YOU REMOVE THIS PIPE
FROM YOUR SKULL!!!

Doug throws the pipe at the Mime.  It whizzes past him, missing by at least 10 feet.  The Mime doesn’t even flinch.

				DOUG
		Oops.  Gotta go.

Doug grabs Heather by the hand and bolts off around the Mime.  The Mime gives chase.

Once again, a maze of alley-ways are negotiated.  The chase goes on for an extended period.  Eventually, Doug & Heather reach the Hornet.

Doug & Heather both stand at the driver-side door while Doug frantically searches his pockets for his keys!

The Mime closes in, calmly walking, armed with a grin and his pistol!

Heather begins to shake Doug and shriek!

Doug finally locates his keys and spastically attempts to unlock the door.

				HEATHER
			(screaming)
		He’s right behind us!  Hurry up!

				DOUG
			(panicked)
		I’m trying!  I’m trying!

Doug finally succeeds in opening the door and they both pile into the HORNET, Heather first.  Once inside, they quickly lock the door and see that the Mime is now standing right outside – grinning.  Heather and Doug both scream!

INT.  DOUG’S HORNET - SAME

				HEATHER
			(shaking Doug)
		Start the car!  Start the car!

DOUG
		Unless you’re going to get out and
		push start this thing, we’re not
		going anywhere!  Besides, I don’t
		have the keys!

				HEATHER
		What?!  Where are they...?!

				DOUG
			(nervous laughter)
		I left them in the door...

The Mime, still standing outside the driver’s side door, lifts the keys up to the window and shakes them – his grin widens.

Heather & Doug both let out a scream.  Doug reaches into his pocket and pulls out his can of mace.  He points it at the Mime and begins spraying.

Unfortunately for Doug, the window is up.  The pepper-spray splatters everywhere, including in Doug’s eyes.  He let’s out another scream and wildly thrashes about, continuing to blindly spray the mace.

In the process, Heather gets completely hosed down as well.

EXT.  OUTSIDE OF DOUG’S HORNET – SAME

The interior of Doug’s car is completely clouded with pepper-spray.  Doug & Heather’s choking screams can be heard as the car rocks wildly.  The Mime stands next to the vehicle, obviously enjoying the show.

The passenger’s side door bursts open and Heather & Doug tumble out followed by a cloud of orange fog.

They crawl a few feet away.  Doug hands the beaker to Heather.

				DOUG
			(coughing)
		Whatever you do, don’t drop this!

Doug heads back to the car.

				HEATHER
			(wiping her eyes)
		Where are you going?!  We have
		to get out of here!

Doug reaches into the back seat and pulls out the mysterious blanketed object.  By this time, the Mime has slowly walked around the car, gun still in hand and only a few feet away from Doug!  Doug notices at the last second and lets out another scream.

As he turns to run, he inadvertently knocks the Mime over with the blanketed object.  Doug grabs Heather by the arm and they both begin running.

The Mime picks himself up and is visibly angry.  He begins quickly walking after Doug & Heather.




With all the townsfolk being at the festival, the sidewalks are almost completely deserted.  Doug & Heather continue their hasty exodus through the city with the Mime always closely behind.

The chase continues as Doug struggles to pull the blanket off the object, revealing - A ROCKET-LAUNCHER!

				HEATHER
		Where the hell did you get that?!

				DOUG
			(matter of factly)
		eBay.

				HEATHER
		Oh.

Their running continues while Doug pulls off a piece of paper attached to the rocket-launcher.  He hands it to Heather.

				HEATHER
		What’s this?!

				DOUG
		It’s the instructions!  Read them!

				HEATHER
		You mean you don’t know how to
		operate that thing?!

				DOUG
		I was going to make an umbrella-
stand out of it... I didn’t think
I’d ever need to use it!

Heather struggles to try and read it while running.  

The Mime is always close behind.

				HEATHER
		These instructions are in Russian!

				DOUG
		Crap!  I knew high school French was
		a waste of time!

EXT.  PARKING LOT - SAME

The chase has lead to a very large, empty store parking lot.  Doug is running out of steam and Heather quickly overtakes him.  The Mime gets closer!

				HEATHER
		Doug!  Keep running!  He’s right
		behind us!

				DOUG
			(panting)
		I can’t.  I don’t have the energy...

				HEATHER
		Doug!  In case you haven’t noticed,
		he has a gun!

				DOUG
		Yes, I know…
			(looking down at his weapon)
		But I’ve got a rocket-launcher!

With this realization, Doug stops abruptly, and, with newfound confidence, turns to face his aggressor.  Heather also stops, about 30 feet ahead of Doug.

				HEATHER
		But you don’t even know how to work
		that thing!

Doug shoulders the bulky weapon.

				DOUG
		It can’t be that difficult.  It’s
		probably just a matter of pointing
		and pulling the trigger!

The Mime approaches to within about 50 feet from Doug and then stops.  He is grinning and holding the gun at his side.

				DOUG
			(to Mime)
		Ha Ha!  It looks as though you’re
		slightly outgunned, eh, clown-boy?!

The Mime’s grin spreads.  He calmly lifts his revolver and pulls the trigger.

The bullet strikes Doug in the leg and he crumples to the ground in a shrieking heap!  As he falls, the back of the rocket-launcher hits the pavement causing it to fire off its payload straight into the air!

Heather runs towards Doug as the Mime slowly begins to move closer.

				HEATHER
			(screaming)
		Doug!

Heather rushes to Doug and kneels down beside him.

The Mime is shown slowly closing in on his prey, gun raised and sporting his maniacal grin.

EXT.  HIGH ABOVE IN THE SKY – SAME

The rocket from the launcher continues on its path straight into the sky.

EXT.  HIGHER ABOVE IN THE SKY – SAME

The same plane seen earlier dragging the banner above the town square is peacefully flying along.

INT.  MAYOR BLUMBERG’S AIRPLANE – SAME

The Mayor is at the controls while Detective Dirkson is seated in the passenger seat, eating a pastry.  They are each holding a can of beer.

MAYOR
			(making a toast)
		Well, Dirkson, here’s to another
		successful day of ensuring my
		political future!  Ha Ha!

				DIRKSON
		Yes sir!  Ha Ha!



EXT.  APPROACHING THE AIRPLANE FROM BELOW – SAME

The rocket from the launcher continues on its path straight into the sky.

EXT.  PARKING LOT – SAME

The Mime is approaching closer to Doug & Heather!

Doug & Heather wimper!

INT.  MAYOR BLUMBERG’S AIRPLANE – SAME

The Mayor & Dirkson begin singing a raunchy drinking song.

EXT.  APPROACHING THE AIRPLANE FROM BELOW – SAME

The projectile approaches ever closer.

EXT.  PARKING LOT – SAME

The Mime’s trademark grin has never been so hideous!

Doug & Heather cringe together in terror!

INT.  MAYOR BLUMBERG’S AIRPLANE – SAME

The Mayor & Dirkson continue their song.

EXT.  MAYOR BLUMBERG’S AIRPLANE – TAIL SECTION – SAME

Doug’s rocket rips through the back of the Mayor’s plane, completely severing the tail section!

INT.  MAYOR BLUMBERG’S AIRPLANE – SAME

The airplane goes into a steep nosedive.  Dirkson & the Mayor break into simultaneous screams of terror.
EXT.  PARKING LOT – SAME

Back on the ground, the Mime is moving ever closer to Doug & Heather.  He’s soaking up every second of their fear with cruel glee.

				DOUG
		Heather!  Forget about me!  You’ve
		got to get out of here!

				HEATHER
		Doug!  I can’t leave!

				DOUG
		This is no time for heroics,
   		Heather!  He’s going to kill us
both!

				HEATHER
		No, I mean I can’t leave because my
		$200 Cashmere sweater is snagged on
your belt!

The Mime slinks closer!

EXT:  ABOVE IN THE SKY - SAME

The Mayor’s plane is barreling straight down to the ground.  The occupants are screaming the entire way.

EXT:  PARKING LOT – SAME

The Mime stops about 25 feet away from Doug & Heather and pulls the hammer back on the pistol!

Heather & Doug huddle closer together, waiting to die!

EXT. – ABOVE IN THE SKY – SAME

The front of the airplane is seen as it hurtles towards the ground.  Dirkson & the Mayor are pressed against the windshield, screaming in insane terror!

The scenes jockey back and forth, faster & faster from the plummeting airplane, to the sadistic Mime, to Doug & Heather - all the while the plane’s droning engine can be heard drawing quickly closer!

The Mimes finger slowly pulls on the trigger!

Heather & Doug are huddled in fear!

Dirkson & the Mayor are pressed against the windshield!



EXT.  PARKING LOT – SAME

At the last possible second, the Mime looks up in horror to see the airplane and it’s screaming occupants only a fraction of a second from obliterating him!

				MIME
		OH SHI...!

The plane meets the Mime & the ground with an explosive impact!  A huge fireball rises above the parking lot!
Debris rains down on Doug & Heather as they cover their heads.

The debris storm lasts for at least a solid 30 to 45 seconds.

Heather & Doug slowly lift their heads up.

Their hair is blown back and they are completely covered with black soot.  They survey the carnage before them.
 
The parking lot is littered with hundreds of pieces of burning chunks of airplane & Mime.

They stare at the smoking wreckage for a moment in complete shock.  Then Heather breaks the silence between them.

				HEATHER
		I... I... don’t understand.  Why
did all this happen?  Why... why
was there a mime trying to kill
us...?

Doug looks up at Heather, then back at the burning debris field.

				DOUG
		Is there ever a good reason for a
		mime?

Heather slowly stands up.  She helps Doug up off the ground.  Doug leans on Heather and with a pained look on his face pulls himself up.

Supporting each other, Doug and Heather slowly hobble away from the crash & back towards town.  Slowly the focus shifts from them to the burning & smoking debris in the foreground.

Doug & Heather can still be seen traversing in the distance, but a dark shape is becoming more prominent in the foreground.  It soon becomes obvious what it is - it is the Mime’s dented & smoking hat, with a single white flower in the hatband.



   FADE OUT.




					THE END




   



  

   
			  



			






 
			
			 



