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FADE | N:

| NT. ELEVATOR - DAY

The HUM of machi nery.

A row of coat buttons, shiny, polished.

A white gloved hand straightens a bell-boy cap.

The sanme gl oved hand rubs at a red stain on a nanme-tag. It
reads: SHADWELL.

SHADWELL, | ate teens, a scratch of fuzz on his upper linp,
preens his el evator operator uniformwth pride.

Stuffed into a corner behind himis the SUT, 50s, his
terrified eyes dart between the scissor door and the
steadily falling floor indicator above.
DI NG
SHADWEL L
Lobby- -
| NT. GROUND FLOCOR - LOBBY/ ELEVATOR - DAY

Shadwel | opens the old fashioned scissor door --

SHADVEL L
Door openi ng.

The Suit can’t get out of there fast enough. He brushes
Shadwel | aside and bolts for the exit.

SHADWEL L
Sir.

The Suit skids to a halt, back-pedals to the el evator.
Shadwel | hol ds out a briefcase.
The Suit grabs the case --

Shadwel | doesn’t let go. A brief gane of tug ensues unti
spots Shadwel |’ s upturned pal m

Coi ns RATTLE across the floor as the Suit deposits | oose
change into Shadwel |’ s waiting hand.

Shadwel | relinquishes the suitcase.

he



The Suit turns and bunps into BARTRUM 50s, joyless,
sour -faced, knocking a file fromhis hand.

Bartrum scow s.
The exit door swi ngs shut -- the Suit al ready gone.
Bartrumcoll ects the file, adjusts his tie, annoyed.

SHADVEL L
Good norning, sir.

Bartrumgrunts a reply and steps inside the elevator.
Shadwel | draws the gate.
SHADWEL L

Door cl osi ng.

| NT. ELEVATOR - DAY

Bartrum stares at Shadwel |, waiting.
SHADWEL L
WIl we be going up, sir?
BARTRUM
There’s a down?
SHADWEL L
Just a basenent, sir.
BARTRUM
Do | look like I've got business in
a basenent ?
SHADWEL L
No, sir.
BARTRUM
Fourt een.
SHADWEL L

Fl oor fourteen?
Bartrunmi s stare hardens.

SHADWEL L
Fourteen it is.

Shadwel | throws the | ever. The notor HUVS.



Bartrumtaps his foot, inpatient. He watches the arrow rise
t hrough the fl oors.

Shadwel | renoves his cap and places it on a wall-hook. He
fl exes his knuckl es.

Fl oor thirteen..

A BANG on the elevator roof...foll owed by heavy FOOTSTEPS.
Bartrum frowns as Shadwel | ushers hi m asi de.

SHADWEL L
Excuse me, sir.
Shadwel | | eaps up and grips a handle fixed to a roof-hatch.
The el evator rocks. Shadwell is |lifted several inches --

it’s as if SOVEONE or SOVETHI NG were pulling at the hatch.

Bartrum wat ches in stone-faced sil ence as Shadwel |l is shaken
back and forth.

The floor indicator passes to fourteen.

The hatch CLUNKS back into place. Shadwell| drops, executes a
perfect |anding.

He resunes his station, bringing the elevator to a halt.

SHADWEL L
Fourteen, sir.

Bartrum eyes himtestily, still processing the nonent.
~ SHADVEL L
Door openi ng.
| NT. FLOOR FOURTEEN - CORRI DOR/ ELEVATOR - DAY
Shadwel | opens the scissor door.
Bartrumfires Shadwel | a parting glance and slinks away.
Shadwel | | ooks to his enpty palm stung.

TUCHMAN, 60s, portly, smles warnly as he steps inside the
el evator. He carries a newspaper.

TUCHVAN
Mor ni ng, Shadwel | .



SHADWEL L
Morni ng, M. Tuchman. Not taking
the stairs today, sir?

They share a knowing smle. Tuchman folds a dollar-bill into
Shadwel | ' s pocket .

SHADWEL L
Away we go, sir. Door closing!
| NT. ELEVATOR - DAY

The el evat or RUMBLES. Tuchman buries his nose in the
newspaper. Shadwel | springs, takes hold of the roof-hatch.

BANG CLOWI NG of feet from above...

Shadwel | jerks violently upward. He kicks at thin air
several feet fromthe fl oor

Tuchman turns a page, unfazed.

Shadwel | drops briefly into view, managing a furtive gl ance
at the floor indicator before he’'s yanked away.

Hi s foot hooks the cage door, using it as an anchor.
The arrow drops to floor 12 -- CLUNK
An out of breath Shadwell resunmes the controls.

TUCHVAN
A dammed business. | hear HR are
i nvol ved. Qught to speed things up.

SHADWEL L
Oh, it keeps ne busy, sir.

TUCHVAN
Every job has its ups and downs.

Shadwel | swi vels and snort-1laughs at the joke -- it’'s forced
and just plain creepy. He turns back to the |ever.

DI NG

SHADVEL L
Lobby. Door openi ng.



| NT. GROUND FLOOR - LOBBY/ ELEVATOR - DAY
Shadwel | opens the door.

MS. FROST, 40s, dressed for business, steps back as Tuchman
exits. They greet one another with a snle.

TUCHVAN
Good norning, Ms. Frost.
MB. FROST
Eric, how are you?
TUCHVAN

Just dandy.
Ms. Frost hops inside.

SHADWEL L
Morni ng, Ms. Frost. Back so soon?

MS. FROST
Flying visit. Proposals and general
what -nottery. Floor thirteen ny
darli ng.

Shadwel | wi nces.

M5. FROST
Ch, vyes..

SHADWEL L
|’mafraid so, Ma’am No stopping
on floor thirteen.

M5. FROST
Still..?

Shadwel I throws up his hands 'what you gonna do?
M5. FROST
Perhaps | should take the stairs,
for safety?
Shadwel | stiffens, offended. He thunbs the |l ever in silence.

SHADWEL L
Stairs, Ma’am.?

MS. FROST
Onh, Shadwel |, that was sinply
t hought| ess of ne.



SHADWEL L
No, Ma’am It’s not ny place--
She pats a dollar-bill into his pocket.
M5. FROST

| NT. FLOOR FOURTEEN - CORRI DOR/ ELEVATOR - DAY

DI NG

Make it fourteen.

SHADWEL L
Door cl osi ng!

A flush | ooki ng Shadwel | opens the door. He snugs his cap
back into place as Ms. Frost nmakes to exit.

MS. FROST
About before, it was rash of ne.
You know | ' d never take--

He | ooks away, not wanting to hear the word.

SHADWEL L
Please. It’s ny job

M5. FROST
And you serve the uniform proud.
Travel safe ny sweet.

SHADVEL L
Ma’ am

And with that she sweeps away.

Shadwel |

prinps his uniformand noves to draw the door -- it

jams. He | ooks down to see papers spilling froma file..

He | ooks up to see Bartrum wedged in the gap,

si mreri ng beneath the surface.

SHADWEL L
Sorry sir. | was--

BARTRUM
Wbol gathering. 1'll say it, that
way you' |l be sure to hear it.

Bunch of Goddamm wool gat heri ng. .
(addresses the | obby)

... candy-nosed asshol es! You can

stick your offer, it’s beneath ne!

j aw set,

rage



Shadwel | bends to collect the paperwork -- Bartrum scatters
it along the hallway with a kick.

BARTRUM
Choke on it. Lobby, doors closing,
now, and hol d the sass you suit
weari ng drum nonkey.

SHADWEL L
Ri ght away, sir.

| NT. ELEVATOR - DAY

Shadwel | throws the | ever. The el evator runbl es away.

BARTRUM

So what’re you s’ posed to be,

Chi nese?
SHADWEL L

No, sir. | don't think so.
BARTRUM

Sure? | can’'t tell under that hat.
SHADWEL L

My Grandfather was a little

Fi nni sh- -
BOOM Bartrum t hunps the wall.

BARTRUM
That’s what |1’ mtal ki ng about!

Shadwel | swal | ows, nervous.

SHADWEL L
Pl ease don’'t do that sir, you'll--

BOOM Bartrum punctuates his words with wall thunps:

BARTRUM
| do as | damm wel |l please! To hel
wth this, to hell with you, |eme
outta this danm cage!

Shadwell throws a |look to the indicator: floor 13.

SHADWEL L
| really can’'t stop here, sir--

Bartrum grabs the lever and halts the lift. He shoves his
sweaty face in close to Shadwel|’s.



BARTRUM
Son, I'mtakin’ the stairs.
SHADWEL L
Stairs..?
A strange cal mwashes over Shadwell. He sinply steps aside.
SHADWEL L
Very well, sir.

BANG

Bartrumtracks the footsteps as they CLOW across the roof.

BARTRUM
What the hell is that?
TUNK.
Shadwel | shuffles sideways -- distancing hinself.

Bartrum | ooks up at the open hatchway. He squints at the
smal | bl ack void. .

SQUEAK. . . SQUEAK. . .

A ping-pong ball is |owered through the hatch on a line. A
sm|ey-face drawn on it. "Arns’ nade from springs sprout
fromeither side. Little paper hands give a thunbs-up

The line jiggles, the spring arns waggle...
Bartrum stares at it unanused. He gives it a tap.
BARTRUM

Pi ng- pong... Know who |ikes

pi ng- pong Chi -chi ? God-damm Chi - -
WHAM A neat hook punches out through his chest in a nmashing
of blood. Hi's hands grope furtively, legs thrashing at the
walls as he's lifted fromthe floor.

Bl ood spatters Shadwel|l’s face. He stares calnmy ahead as
Bartrum GAGS O S.

Bartrumis |l egs give one final spasmand fall |inp before
rising fully fromview.

SQUEAK. .. SQUEAK. .. The 'jiggle toy’ retreats fromview The
panel CLUNKS back into place.

Shadwel | throws the |ever...



He sighs at the blood on his |apel. Sonething on the fl oor
catches his attention. He shakes his head and crouches.

DI NG

| NT. GROUND FLOOR - LOBBY/ ELEVATOR - DAY
Shadwel | opens the door.

BALDI NG EXECUTI VE, 50s, takes in Shadwell’s bl oodi ed
appearance -- notes the severed tongue in his hand.

BALDI NG EXECUTI VE
Mor ni ng, Shadwel | .

SHADWEL L
Morni ng, sir.

Shadwel | quickly tucks the tongue into his pocket.

BALDI NG EXECUTI VE
What a dammed nui sance.

Bal di ng Executive boards, careful to avoid the bl ood.

He pops a dollar-bill into Shadwell’s pocket -- cramming it
i n al ongsi de the tongue.

SHADWEL L
No stairs today, sir?

BALDI NG EXECUTI VE
Over ny dead body.

Shadwel | hooks his cap on the peg and rolls out his neck.

SHADWEL L
Door cl osi ng!

FADE OUT



