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l SXY. C:t.OlJDS. DAY 

A low, heavy, winter sky. Dark, pregnant clouds too fat 
with snow to move. A white speck distinguishes itself !re= 
the dirty grey of the clouds as it falls to CA.Mr.U.. :t 
passes CAMERA .and we recognize it as a solitary SNOWFu,.;a:·. 
CAM£AA PANS the snowflake down to see the City of Chica;c 
thousands of feet below. DISSOLVE TO ••• 

CU. SNOWFLAXE. SIDE ANGLE 

·we FOLLOW 1:be snowflake down. DISSOLVE TO ••• 

C'D. SNOWF:t.Ala:. DOWN ANGLE 

Above the snowflake. Five thousand feet. A commercial 
airliner passes beneath. DISSOLVE TO ••• 

. C'D. SNOWFI.An. t1P ANGLE 

The snowflake has distanced itself from the clouds. 
DISSOLVE TO ••• 

C:U. SNOWFI.Ala:. SIDE ANGLE 

The winds gently redirect the snowflake. It begins to 
drift �RA LEFT. DISSOL\11: TO ••• 

CU SNOWFLAJI:!. DOWN ANGLE 

The new course the snowflake is on finds it travelling 
north. 2S00 feet. Over the North Side of the city. 
DISSOLVE TO ••• 

CtJ. SNOWFI.AD. SIDE ANGI.E 

C1.M%RA pulls with the snowflake to see the skyline of 
Chicago behind it. DISSOLVE TO ••• 

C'D. SNOWTUJa:. DOWN ANGLE 

1000 feet above the northern s�ur�s. The snowflake sails 
over the co=muter rail tracks as a train passes. D:sse�\"Z 
TO.•• 

C:U. SNOWFLAX:E. SIDE ANGLE 

Descending through the bare treetops. MOVING CAM!:AA U:�. 
DlSSOLVl: TO.,. 

CU. SNOWFl:.Ala:. DOW?' ANGLE 
The snowflake floats over a backyard. the slate roof of a 
solid upper-middle class home, across a front yard, eve: a 
cobblestone street. A car passes beneath. 



2. 

C:U SNOW!'LAJa:. FRONT ANGLE 

CAMERA MOVES W:CTH the snowflake as it drifts over another 
house, through bare tree branches and down to rest on the 
frozen lawn. The first snowflake of the first stonn o! �he 
season. Behind the snowflake we see a large two-story red 
brick house. LAST TITLE. END MUSIC, CUT ON THE JA.M:Z!IG 
BLEAT Of AN AUTOMOBILE. 

2 EXT. NEW YORI< CITY, 58TH AND MADISON, DAY 

The edge of winter. Late NoveaJ:ier, Thanksgiving week. 
TUesday. The sJcy is low and dark. Th• sidewallts are 
clogied with pedestrians bundled against the chill wind 
blowing down the avenue. Shoulder-to-shoulder stampede of 
independant, socially incompatable h'Wllan units returni�g to 
their domiciles after a day's work. Traf�ic is slow and 
tangled. Within the protective confines of their rolling 
pieces of  territory, the drivers are more expressive and 
bold than the foot soldiers on the sidewalks. 

3 EXT, STR!:ET CORND 

4 

A gangly, emaciated Middle-Eastern WOMAN dressed in a Santa 
Claus suit is chanting a miserable rendition of "DECK �E! 
HALLS" "in hopes of garnering a hand-out. 

EXT. ANOTHElt STREET CORND 

A young MAN of unspecified origin is hustling Jc.�it 
ski-masks. 

S EXT. ANOTHn CORNll 

A cop is frisking a young BOY against a store, barely 
noticed by the current passerbys. 

6 EXT, MII>-BI.OCX 

A SALVATION AllMY BAND is playing "COME AI.I. YE fAITHFi:�." 
The music is barely perceptal)le against the drone of the 
traffic. 

7 EXT. SIDEWAI.lt 

A WOMAN in a fur coat is walking shoulder-to-shoulder with 
a t)ERELICT, 

8 EXT, BUS STOP 

A PORTLY WOMAN and her two CHILDREN are waiting for the 
bus. She's holding a boxed fresh tom turkey, 

.... 
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9 

J. 

EXT. STORE FRONT 

A gaudy electronics store. Every •anner of consumer 
electronic gadget surrounding a ghastly plastic turkey. A 
large, colorful banner announces a THANKSGIVING DAY SALE. 

10 · EXT,'GM BUILDING 

The white •arble tower_dwarfing the thousands crossing it's 
plaza. 

ll CU PIAGET WATCH 

on a man's wrist. It reads 4:56. A shirt and jacket 
cuff slowly slide down over the watch, 

CU SHEET OF PAPER 

Folded in thirds. A man's hand discreetly opens the to� 
fold to reveal a travel itinerary. His index finger sca�s 
a line stopping on ••• DEPART NEW YORK 6:00 PM MID-C£NTRr.: 
105. 

cu. NEAL PAGE 

A handsome, urbane man, impeccably dressed, perfectly 
coiffed. A successful man deeply in control of his li!e. 
His eyes shift from the itinerary to the room. 

INT. CONTERENCE ROOM, OAY 

A cold, stark conference room. Marble tal:)le, harsh cove 
lighting, black leather, high-back chairs. Neal end a� 
older man, JOHN DOLE are on one side of the table. Acrcss 
from him are three middle-a�ed MEN. Dark suits, white 
shirts, dark ties. The chairnan is in the middle, 
distinguished from the others only by his position at t�e 
head of the table and the color in his tie. He's st:idi,!�i 
a series of ad layouts. 

CU AO 

It's a slick color comp of a lipstick print ad. 

CU NEAL 

He looks at his watch again. He's nervous about the t:�e. 

CU MA?l 

He's staring at the ad. Can't make up his mind. 

CU JOHN 

H• looks at Neal. 
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-
cu NU.I. 

He leeks at Jchn. Shakes his head in disljJUst. He taps his 
watch and 1110uths, "I GOTTA GO!" 

His eyes shift from the end to Neal and John. 

HIS POV 

Neal is silently 
silently stating 
of their hands. 

insisting that he has to leave. John is 
that he understands but the matter is out 
Two 111i111es in a hurry. 

Ct1 HAN 

He returns to the ad. 

lNT. CONFJ:R!:NC!: ROOM 

Neal looks at his watch and leans back in his chair. He's 
annoyed. The chainian sets the ad down. He looks across 
the table, opens his 111outh to speak. John and Neal lean 
forward in anticipation of a decision. A pause and the 
chairman shuts his 111outh and picks up the ad again. 

INT. LO:SBY. ELEVATOR :IIANX. ?IAY 
Luxury and style. Leather and stone. Neal's carrying a 
briefcase and a two suiter. He's wearing his overcoat. 
John is without luggage or his overcoat. 

Two solid hours of staring at the 
layouts to decide to reconvene 
after the holidays fer a fresh 
leek at the material? Thel're 
selling cosmetics, not curing 
c:ancerl 

He sets down his briefcase and presses the �OWN button en 
the elevator bank. 

JOHN 
Alot of their cosmetics 111ay well 
c:ause cancer. 

Neal unzips his trousers, reaches his hand in the fly and 
carefully straighten his shirt tails. 

NEAL 
You're net going tc the air.,ort? 
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JOHN 
w�at's the point of oreaking your 
balls rushing for a six o'clock 
plane? Why don't you go out with 
me on the eight fifteen? 

NEAL 
I promised Susan I'd be home by 
nine. 

JOHN 
What difference does a couple 
hours make? 

NEAL 
Under normal circumstances, none. 
But considering the state of 
affairs at my house these days, 
it makes all the difference. 

JOHN 
The six is a pain in the ass. 
Call and tell Susan it was 
delayed. 

NEAL 
I can't make that one work 
anymore. 

. ·. 
� .... 

. --
-�t , __ 

5. 

The elevator BELL SOUNDS. He picks up his briefcase. He 
realiies something. 

NEAL 
I left my gloves in Walt's office. 

He makes a move to return to the office. 

John nods. 

NEAL 
Forget it. If you can bring them 
back with you ••. 

NEAL 
I don't need gloves. I get in the 
elevator, go to the limosinc, 
go to the airport and I'm home. 

The elevator doors open. Neal steps in. 

JOHN 
Have a good holiday. 

SEAL 
Thar's a contrad1ct1on in tcrffls. 

Th.:, c!oc:rs close. 
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INT. ELEVATOR 

Neal's confident that he'll make his plane as he looks 
at his watch. He notices a tiny smudge on his briefcase. 
He licks the tip of his thumb and wipes away the smudge. 
He ,straightens up and prepares to exit the elevator. 

13 INT. E�EVATOR DOORS 

Neal's elevator doors open to reveal a large crowd. 
moving past. 

CU NEAL 

Thundering disappointment 

INT. LOBBY 

The elevator crowd moves into the lobby, Neal cranes his 
neck above the crowd. He curls his lip. 

HIS POV 

14 INT. LOBBY REVOLVING DOORS. DAY 

Through the crowd we catch a glimpse of an old stea:ner 
trunk jammed in the revolving doors. An unseen perso� is 
struggling with it. WE DON'T SEE HIS FACE. 

CU NEAL 

He curses under his breath, He looks at his'watch a;a��. 

15 EXT. GM BClLDING PLAZA. NEAL, DAY 

Neal squeezes out of a conventional door and h�rries acr�ss 
the plaza to a waiting limosine. The driver gets out a�= 
opens the hood. A plume of steam rises fro:n the over!':es:e:: 
engine. 

16 EXT, STREET CORNER, DAY 

A crowd of people wa1t1ng for buses and taxis. �eal 
through and takes a frantic look down the avenue. 

HIS POV 

A sea of occupied cabs. 

CU NEAL· 

He curses �he situ�tion and exits into th� st���t-

17 EXT. STREET DAY 
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18 EXT. 58TH STREET. DAY 

No�l hurries down the street, weaving through pedestrians, 
throwing an arm up and letting out a sharp whistle whenever 
he spots what he thinks is an available cab. 

CU CAB LIGHT 

It  goes on. 
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CU, NEAL 

He spots th e cab. He th rows h is ana up. 

HIS POV 

NEAL 
TAXI! 

The cab he's h ailing starts to �ove to the curb. 

19 CU. MAN ON THE STREET. DAY 

•· 

A BROKER in h is mid-20's spots the light. He wh istles. 

EXT. 58TH. NEAL 

Neal starts for th e cab. 

EXT. 58TH. BROKER 

He sees Neal moving for the cab. It's a race. 

HIS POV 

Neal dashes down the sidewalk, running for the cab. 

EXT. SBTH BROKER 

He breaks for th e cab. 

EXT. 58TH NEAL 

7. 

He ch arges down th e sidewalk and cuts betwee� parked ca=s. 
The cab is h is. As h e  makes the cut between the ca=s, �e 
tumbles OUT OF FRAME. 

EXT. STREET. CAB 

The Broker jumps in the cab and slams the donr. 

EXT. STREF.T. NEAL 

Neal picks himself up, curses hi� soiled palms and checks 
his wardrobe for damage. A tiny patch cf grit en his kn��­
iie brushes it a"'ay and turns to see ,.-�at he tripped O\"er. 

.... 

• 
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21 

·r­
• • I 

HIS POV 

The stearii'er trunk that caused the delay in the revolving 
doors sits innocently at the curb betwec:n two parked 
cars. 

£XT. STR££T. N£AL 

He draws back and kicks the trunk. 

EXT, PARK AVENUE. BAY 

More traffic. People hailing cabs. Arms waving like 
palm trees in a typhoon. 

EXT. PARK AVENUE. LAWYER 

A middle-aged LAWYER in a dark suit and camel hair overc�at 
raises an arm to hail a cab. 

HIS POV 

An available cab begins to edge toward the curb. It's 
one lane of traffic away. 

EXT. 58TH STREET AND PARK. DAY 

Neal hurries along the sidewalk rubbing at the =�sty sc��� 
mark on his briefcase, muttering to himself. He re�e�es 
the corner and glances at his watch. 

CU WATCH 

It reads 5:11 

CU. NEAL 

He's furious and panicked. He scans the stree:. 

HIS POV 

The cab the lawyer hailed pulls up to the curt. 

• 
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CU. NEAL 

He sees the cab light. 

CU. LI GHT 

Glowing white and free. 

EXT. STREET 

9. 

-

The man who hailed the cab steps into the street and grabs 
the handle to enter the cab. Neal rushes up. 

NEAL 
I realize that this is your cab 
but I'm desperately late for an 
airplane. Could 1 appeal to your 
good nature and ask that you let 
me have it? 

MAN 

I don't have a good nature. 
Excuse me. 

The man opens the c:ab door. 

NEAL 
Could I offer you fifty for it? 

The man hesitates. The CABBIE blows his horn. 

22 INT. CAB. DAY 

An irritated young LUNX bellows out the "indow. 

CUBIE 
COME ON! 

22A EXT.STREET. DAY 

The man considers his offer. 

MAN 
Fifty bucks? 

CABBIE (OCl 

SHAKE IT OR LOSE I T! 

NEAL 
Fifty bucks. 

MAN 
SomC1one1 who'll pa1·: !1:tv bu:si; 
for a cab will ce�t�inl� ��� 
suve1nty five. 

Neal ql.s:-,is at the man. B11hir.d h1:·,, : :·1':ur-,;, 1�: ., :-:::·•:­
blue pol;·ester overcoat drags the n»,, ::.:11::1U:ir .. �.:-.:i:,,.:-:· 
t�unk, a br1e!case and suitcase p3St. 
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NEAL 
Fifty bucks. 

MAN 
Someone who'll pay fifty bucks 
for a cab will certainly pay 
seventy five. 

Neal g lares at the man. Behind him, a figure in a navy 
blue polyes ter overcoat drag s the now familar steamer 
trunk, a briefcase and suitcas e past. 

9A. 
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Not 

NEl>.L 
( firm) 

necessarily. 

The man shrugs and makes a move to get into the cab. 

NEAL 
Fine. Seventy five. 

MAN 
Let's make it an even hundred. 

Neal glar�s at him. 

MAN 
You're the one in the hurry. 

The man has a point. Neal looks at his watch. 

CU WATCH 

It: reads 5:15 

lO. 

23 EXT. STREET. DAY 

Neal reaches for his wallet. The man moves away from the 
cab to receive his money. 

230 EXT. STREET. DAY 

Neal counts out a hundred dollars in twenties. 

NEAL 
(to the man) 

You're a thief. 

MAN 
Close. I'm an attorney. 

The cab pulls away from the curb. Neal hands over the 
money. 

NEAL 
(sarcastic) 

Hap;:,y holidays. 

MAN 
(foldin9 the cash) 

This' l! hel;:,. 

Neal turns to find the c;ib gone. H.:- sn;ips his ho;id ::::-.. -:: 
the st::eet. 

HIS POV 

Thu cat: ha::; JJU} !\:lo! .. n,.·.,r :a:-:d 1::: ...... _,��!:1,: !·, .• •l: 1:�!. .. "' 
traff1c :low. 
EXT. STREET. :,;£;.,;_ 
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NEAL 
Son of a liitch! 

(watching the cab pull 
away) 

Force mejure, my friend. Force 
mejure. 

He pockets the cash and looks back down the avenue for 
another cab. Neal takes off after his cab 

24 EXT. STREET. CAB, DAY 

ll. 

It's stopped at a light, turning left. Neal runs betwee:-: 
the waiting cars to the cab. 

HIS POV 

A man in his middle thirties, DEL GRIFFITH, is opening a 
package of beef jerky. 

EXT. CAB 

DEL GRIFFITH 
(to the driver) 

Don't give me that "Triboroush Bridge is 
faster" baloney, I've been to this town 
quite a fe� times. There isn't a cabbie 
in the Big Apple who can beat me on 
a fare. 

Neal grabs the taxi door and whips it open. 

CU. DEL 

His head snaps around as the cab door flies open. He's 
startled. 

CU. NEAL 

He's livid. 

NEAL 
This is l!l:'. cab, you bastard! 

CU, TRAFFIC LIGHT 

Turns from red to green, 

CU. CAB FOOT PEDALS 

A greasy sneaker lifts off the brake pedal and sla:::s ::-·.::-: 
on the gas pedal. 
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cu. Nu.I. 

Be disappears as the cab pulls away. 

EXT. snu:rr 

12. 

The cab lurches ahead. Neal jW11ps back, the briefcase gees 
flying again. 

CtJ. PAVE:MENT 

The case hits the deck and is nailed by a bus tire. 

EXT. snu:n. NE.U. 

He's standing in the middle of the aoving traffic. De!eat, 

25 EXT. LAGOAltDIA AIRPORT. WIDE. F'OU. SHOT. NIGHT 

A horrible ja• of cars and buses. 

26 EXT. Al!RIVAL ZONE. BOS. NIGHT 

A huge, dirty airport bus is parked at curbside. The cccr 
opens with a gasp, releasing a parade of tourists, 
families, seniors, foreigners, bottom-end business ty;ies 
and finally, Neal Page. He's holding his briefcase by the 
handle which is hanging froa the case by a single fastener. 
He's perfectly annoyed. He silently urges t.�e people 
along. 

27 INT. AIRPORT LOBBY. TlC:UT COONT:ER. NIGHT 

A long line. Neal looks out from the end of t.�e line. 

BIS POV 

Solid people. 

INT. LOBBY. TICla:T COUNTER 

A harried FEMAI.!; TICKET AGENT is tapping on her computer. 

AGENT 
Smoking or non-smoking? 

CU. DEL GRIFFITH 

He's considering the q1iestion. 



ll. 
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\ DEL 

���king or non? Good question, 
I'm trying to quit so I like 
non-smoking because it forces me 
to lay off 1:.he butts but then if 
we hit some turbulence and I get 
shakey, I like to smoke. 

AGENT 

I 
She sighs. • 

AGENT 
Smoking or non-smoking? 

I 
DEL 

He thinks, clicks his tonque. 

DEL 
can I get an aisle seat in the 
last row of the non-smoking 
section so that if I change my 
mind I can ask someone to switch? 
If you don't have an aisle, I'll 
take window but if all you have 

-., are middle seats, I'll go 
non-smoking because if I don't 

-�C-
have enough elbow room I cheese 
everybody off reaching for my 
smokes. Before you answer let 
me say that I noticed you're 
wearing a wedding ring and I just 
want to say that your husband is 
a very lucky un and your pe:-fwne 
is heavenly. 

He smiles warmly. 

DEL 
And if you wouldn't mind 
double-cheeking to see if this 
is a frequent flyer bonus flight 
and if 110 could you make su:-e I'm 
credited? I'm saving for a little 
weekender in Vagas. I'm a nut 
for the Oakridge Boys. They're 
at the Stardust in July. 

c:u. NEAL'S WATCH 

It reads 5:49 

r 
) 



INT. AIRPORT. LOBBY CO'UN'I'n -

The person ahead of Neal finishes, picks up his briefcase 
and exits. Neal steps up to the counter. His face drc:s . 

. HIS POV 

The AGENT puts a sign up on the counter. It reads. 
POSITION CLOSED. 

2S INT. C:ORJUOOR. NIGHT 

Neal's runnin9 full-out down the conidor. He rounds a 
corner end comes to a stop. 

29 INT. C:OllIOOR. SECCRITY CHECK POINT. NIGHT 

'l'here•s a huge crowd, another long line. 

INT, C:OllIOOR. SECCRITY CHECl. POINT 

Again, Del Griffith is the cause of the delay. He's 
emptying his pockets of anything metal. A SEC'w�ITY G�;.J>.� 
is scanning him with a hand-held metal detector. 

DEL 
You have no idea how often this 
happens to me, 

The guard isn't interested in conversa�ion. 

DEL 
It doesn't bother me. You're 
doin9 your job and I appreciate 
it, I'm the last person who'll 
9ive you flack, believe••• I 
have a buddy in Houston who has 
a metal plate in his head. If 
he doesn't have a time with you 
fellas. Holy Toledo! 

The guard is getting a loud reading at Del's feet. 

C:U, DEL I S FOOT 

The i'lard lifts Del's pant leg to reveal, stuck in the bac� 
of h�s cushion sole loafer, a shoe horn. He pulls it c�t. 

GOUD AND DEL 

He shows Del the shoe hem. 

DEL 
Son of a gun! I wondered why my 
damn foot hurt all day, 

(more) 

• •• 
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DEt. (Cont'd) 
Isn't that something? I must have 
walked eight miles with that in 
my shoe. 

1s. 

The guard dismisses him. Del takes his sample case anc t�s 
briefcase and waddles off down the corridor, 

JO INT. AIRPORT. DEPAR'l'OJU: GATE. NIGHT 

A crowd of  business flyers have besieged the gate cour.�e�. 

31 INT, AIRPORT, SEctlRITY POINT. NIGHT 

32 

Neal rushes through the security scan and waits for his 
briefcase to come through X-ray. 

C:O. X-RAY CO�YOR. !IEt.T 

The contents of a briefcase followed by Neal's open 
briefcase. 

INT, SEc:tllUTY POINT 

Neal scra�les to retrieve the debris from the moving �e:�. 

INT, AIR.PORT, DEPARTCU GATE, NIGHT 

Neal arrives at the gate, his smashed briefcase clenc�ec 
under his ar:, ticket in hand. 

C:O, DEt. 

Yet again, Del is the cause of the delay. 

C:O. AGENT 

DEt. 
I ordered a special meal. Any 
way to let me :know if it's 
confirmed? 

He hands Del his ticket. 

C:O, DEL 

He s111iles. 

AGENT 
They'll let you cov on beard. 

DEL 
You're doing your jcb and I 
appredciate it. Thanks. I like 
you, I like your airl;ne, 
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He gives the quy a wink and turns to face NeaL 

co. NE.Al. 

He recognizes Del as the person who jWDped his cab. 

m:AL AND DEL 

Del recognizes Neal. 

DEL 
I know you. I'm very good with 
noes but darn if I haven't 
forgotten yours. 

Nl:AL 
You stole 11y cal), 

16, 

Neal steps around Del to the counter. Del's puzzled, He 
·doesn't know what Neal's saying. 

DEL 
I stole a cab? 

He taps Neal on the shoulder, Neal turns. 

DEL 
I never stole anything in 11y life. 

I hailed a call at 58th and Park 
this afternoon, Before I could 
get in it, you took it. 

It hits Del where he's seen Neal, He snaps his fingers, 

.DEL 
You're the flUY who tried to jWDp 
in 11y call, You scared the 
bejeezuz out of 11e. 

Neal turns back to the coWlter. Del thinks tor a bea�. He 
taps Neal. Neal turns. 

DEL 
The cab was just sitting there. 
I jumped in. come to think of 
it, it was awfully easy to come 
by at rush hour, 

HV.L 
Forget about it. 

• 
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33 

· t>EL 
I can't forget about something 
like that. How about if I buy 
you a frankfurter and a beer and 
we call it even? 

NEAL 
No thanks. I just want to check 
in and get on board. 

DEL 
It you're on 909 to Chicago, you 
have plenty of time. 

NEAL 
Huh? 

17. 

Del points past Neal to the ticket counter. Neal t�rns. 

HIS POV 

The ticket agent has removed the departure time and is 
replacing it with one that reads, DEI..AYED. 

CtT NEAL 

He stares at the sign. The rush was for nothing. 

EXT. HOCSE. EVENING 

The house we saw in the title sequence. Neal's hc�se. 
It's snowing like crazy. A PHONE RINGS OVER. 

34 INT. XITCHEN. EVENING 

Bright and warm. A two-year old bey, SETH, is in a 
highchair. At the kitchen tble are a four year-old bcr, 
LITTLE NEAL, a seven year old girl, MARTI and ?:eal 's 1.·::.!e 
SUSAN. She's in her mid-thirties, attractive and s:rc��. 
She gets up to answer the phone. 

SOE 
(to Seth) 

Keep your fingers out of Marti's 
food. 

(Marti) 
You keep your tongue in �•ci:r 
111outh. 

LITTLE NEAL 
I didn't do anything, did I? 

SUE 
No. You're waiting until I get 
on the phone. 

(more) 
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SUE (Cont'd) 
(picks up the phone) 

Hello? 

Her eheery demeanor evaporates. 

MARTI 
Whom is it? 

SUE 
Where are you? 

MARTI 
Whom is it? 

SUE 
(to Marti) 

Shh! It's Daddy. 

18. 

Marti knows immediately what the conversation is about. 
She infonis her siblings. 

MARTI 
Flight delay. 

3 5 INT. AIRPORT. NIGHT 

36  

Neal's on the pay phone. A couple other men are �aki�g tte 
same call. 

NEAL 
You're not going to believe what 
happened ••• 

INT. XITCHEN. SUE, EVENING 

She knows exactly what happened, 

SUE 

CU. NEAL 

(fast, certain and 
sarcastic) 

You raced to the airport, nearly 
killed yourself and when you got 
to the gate the flight was 
delayed. 

His mouth is frozen open. She's stolen his words. 

CU. SUE 

She rele:'lts. 
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37 

37A 

SUE 
I know you can't prevent flight 
delays. You £!!1 prevent 
travelling immediately before a 
holiday. I asked you not to but 
you had your priorities. 

INT. AIRPORT. NEAL. NIGHT 

Neal rolls his eyes . 

CU. SUE • 

She knows exactly what Neal's going to do. 

SUE 
And don 't roll your eyes. 

INT. AIRPORT, NEAL 

He's getting nowhere. 

CU ,  STJE 

NEAL 
Honey? I don't run the airline. 

She doesn't like his attitude , 

SUE 
I'm not arguing on the phone. 
I ' ll see you when you get -home. 

She hangs up the phone. 

38 INT , FLIGHT LOUNGE, LATER 

Neal ' s  sitting in the row seats reading 
lowers his paper and looks at his shoe. 
the toe of expensive Italian slip-ons. 
away. Something catches his eyes. 

HIS POV 

a newspaper. He 
A little dirt 0� 

He brushes the dirt 

Del's directly across from him in the facing seats. He �as 
a cigarette in his mouth, a cardboard food box with a �a!= 
of jumbo hot dogs in it. He's applying mustard from 
indiviual packets. He takes a final drag on the s�oke , 
snuffs it out in the smoker, takes a prodigious bite e! t�e 
hot dog and lets the cigarette smoke trail out of his r.cse. 

NEAL 

He 's  revolted. 
from the sight. 

He lifts his newspaper to shield. hi�se:! 

cu. WALL Cl.OC:K 

It reads seven o'clock. 
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38A  INT. FLIGH'l' LOUNGE -

Neal's doing a crossword puzzle .  He's in shirtsleeves . He 
lowers the magazine and sniffs. Some horrible odor i s  
disturbing his reading. He looks down. 
HIS· POV 

Stocking feet. One foot scratches the other. WE MOVE CP 
FROM 'l'HE FEE'l' 'l'O DEL. He's chomping on a tooth pick, 
reading a pornographic novel. He raises his free hand 
his ear, inserts his baby finger, twists it tight into 
ear canal and rubs violently. 

to 
the 

NEAL 

He goes back to his magazine, 

CU. WALL CLOCK 

It reads 8 : 00 .  

JBB  INT. FLIGH'l' LOUNGE. NEAL 

He ' s  fallen asleep in the chair. He stirs and lifts his 
head. He yawns and blinks his eyes. He looks across the 
lounge. 

HIS POV 

Del's seat is empty. 'l'he luggage is gone. All that 
remains is rubbish -- cigarette ashes, drink clips, a wor:-1 
pair of Dr. Scholl ' &  footpads, newspapers, magazines, 
napkins, candy wrappers and condiment packets. 

CU. NEAL 

He looks around for Del. Left and Right. 

HIS POV 

Departure area. No sign of Del. 

HIS POV 

Corridor. No Del. 

39 INT. AIRPORT. DEPARTURE AlU:A. NIGHT 

Neal gets up and heads down the corridor. 

� o  INT. MEN'S ROOM. NIGHT 

Neal walks in. We HEAR LOUD WHISTLING. Neal stops an: 
looks. 

-·• 
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HIS POV 

21. 

Del's in his undershirt , 
kit opened on the sink. 
smiles. 

face lathered, razor in hand, dop 
He looks around and sees Neal. He 

DEL 
Howdy, traveller ! 

NEAL 

Returns a lame smile end crosses to the urinal. 

DEL 

He continues shaving , 

DEL 
on the road quite a bit? I em. 
I know these airlines like the 
beck of my hand. An hour delay 
means an hour end a half. Your 
nickel against my nuts it's 
snowing in Chi-town. It ' s  the 
damn lake. All thet • • •  moisture . 
Chicago goes end the whole 
national air transportation system 
takes a dUlllp. If you told me it 
was raining rabbit pellets in 
Chicago , I'd believe you. Bad 
weather town. Great pizza, the 
best hot dogs in the world, great 
parks, Damn nice zoo. Good 
aquarium, excellent art museum, 
although I've never been there 
personally. JCnowledgable cab 
drivers. Good newspapers. Nice 
hotels. A bit high priced but 
comfortable. You enjoy blues 
music? Blues? You like the 
blues? 

He turns. 

HIS POV 

Neal's gone. 

DEL 

He 's  surprised that Neel ' s  left. A little disappoir.te: . 

INT. BATHROOM • 

Another passenger walks in. Oel smiles a t  him. 

DEL 
You see that guy that just 
walked out ? Hell of a nice 9ur , 
Salt of the earth.  

• 

• 
• 
• 
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41 CU CEPAR'l:UlU: GATE SIGN 

'l'he "CE:t.AYEC" sign has been rer,'!.see1. �,-1 '!� 
reads, "NOW BOAR1'ING". 

42  INT. AIRPLANE. NIGHT 

....... � .... -- ·�-· -··-- -··- ----

22. 

Neal's at the duor of. the plane arguing with a STEWARPESS. 
As he argues tte first class cabin behind him fills with 
pilots, stewardesses and c:hildren. 

ST!WARPESS 
This is something you should have 
discussed with the ticket agent. 

NEAL 
I couldn ' t  discuss it with the 
ticket agent because I didn't know 
he put me in coach. 

STEWARPESS 
I'm sorry, I can ' t  help you • 
first class is full. 

NEAL 
(waves his ticket) 

I have a first class ticket, 

STEWllOESS 
You have a coach seat assignment. 

A dead-heading Pil,OT slips around Neal into a first class 
seat. 

Hi, 

STEWllOESS 
(big smile) 

Larry. 

The pilot tips his hat to her. 

STEWARDESS 
(drops the smile, to 
Neal) 

Save your boarding pass and you'll 
get a refund on the difference . 

NEAL 
I don't want a refund, I want a 
seat. In firs� class. 

(more) 

• 
• • 
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CU, GIRL 

NEAL (Cont ' d) 
Where I bdlong. Where I was 
booked and ticketed. 

STEWARDESS 
I have to ask you to take your 
seat. 

NEAL 
You delay me, you bump me. What ' s  
next? 

A beautiful , young college girl on her way home from 
school . She l ooks up and smiles from her aisle seat. 

INT, PLANE , COACH SECTION. NIGHT 

Neal sl ips into the middle seat. He steps over the 
girl's legs, and sits down . Big smile. Coach doesn't 
look to be as bad as he feared. A protly, middle-aged 
WOMAN with a breathing disorder is in the window seat . 
She's eating Doritos, lost in thought. Neal pays her 
little mind. 

GIRL 
I ' m  Ta:nara. 

NEAL 
Neal Page. 

GIRL 
Do you fly alot? 

NEAL 
Quite a bit , yes. 

He bends over to stow his briefcase under the seat.  
Stewardess leans over the girl and whispers to her. 

:;:::AL 
!'m usuallr up in First but I 
got bU�?ed. So , I'm . • •  

2 3 . 

The girl shows her ticket to the Stewardess. She ?=��ts 
down the aisle.  The girl gets up fro:n her seat. 

CU. llt;.L 

Neal turns to what he thinks is the g irl . His =i;;est 
smile. It quickl y dissolves. 
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CU DEL GRIFFITH 

He ' s sct tlin� into the g irl's seat. 
B i g, surpri sed g rin. 

CU. NEAL 

DE L 
Well, what do you know!  I s  this a 
coincidence or wha t? 

He looks a way a nd closes h is eyes .  He ca n't bel ieve what's 
happe nin g  to h im, 

DEL 

He a ttaches h is seat �elt exte nde r and secures h imself.  He 
adj usts h is g roin, puffs on h is ciga re tte . 

DEL AND NEAL 

De l introduces h imse lf, 

DEL 
I neve r in troduced myse lf, De l 
G riffith . 

N EAL 
Nea l Page . 

DEL 
Nice to know you. 

Nea l looks a t  Del ' s  paw. Re lucta ntly takes it. Del F��FS . 
his arm. 

DEL 
I'm with Ame rican Light a nd 
Fix tu re , Director of Sa les, showe r 
cu rta in ring div ision. I se l l  
curta in rings. The best in the 
world. 

De l rea ches in to his 
fla t, plastic case . 
Nea l . 

vest pocke t a nd wi-:hc! ra..,s a : " >:3"  
He opens it a nd shews the cc�te�ts 

CU. CASE 

It' s a display case for a line of shower e urtai� r��; s .  

DEL ANO NIAL 

Del sna ps the ease sh ut and re tu:-ns i t  -:o his pccJ.:et . 
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DEL 
What's your business, Neal Page? 

NEAL 
Marketing. 

DEL 
Marketing? Super ! I love 
marketing. I do a little of that 
qame myself, 

2S. 

He reaches under the seat, pops his briefcase open and 
pulls out a calendar. He filps it cpen and shows it to 
Neal. 

C:U,  CALENDAR 

A busty, naked girl in a shcwer holding curtain rings. 

DEL ANO NEAL 

Neal winces at the unpleasant phctc. Del flips the 
calendar closed and cffers it tc Neal. 

DEL 
This was my idea. �eep it 

NEAL 
Ne, thanks. 

DEL 
Go ahead. I have plenty. 

Neal shakes his head . 

DEL 
Take it for Pete's sake. 

Neal takes the calendar. 

DEL 
If you've got a shower curtain 
in your home, there's a 
fifty/fifty chance that the rings 
holding it up were sold to your 
supplier by me. I like tc kid 
people that if it weren't for 
shower curtains rings, Janet Leigh 
probably wouldn't have caught her 
lunch in "Psycho". You see that 
flick? 

Neal nods yes. 
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DEL 
I like to joke but that one was 
no joke. I was new to the 
business when that baby hit the 
silver screen and that shower 
murder left a crap stain on the 
reputation of shower curtains th� 
size of Texas. Pebble glass 
shower doors took a biq bite out 
of our sales for several years. 
We ' re back on our feet now. We're 
doing good. The young people 
going into . their first homes don't 
have the same phobia about showers 
that their parents had. That 
Alfred Hitchcock, You Jcnow what 
that •Birds• film did to parakeet 
slaes? El Dwlpo , Jack. Sewer 
City . Good friend of mine lost 
his shirt. You use Cl.lrtains or 
do9rs in your home? 

Neal stares at him. 

DEL 
Doors? Hell, it's no sweat off 
my back. I'm just happy to have 
someone to talk to. I finished 
my book about an hour ago . Filt.�y 
qoddarn thing. When you travel 
as much as I do, you run out of 
reading material, If it ' s  been 
pul)lished, I've read it, Fiction, 
non-fiction, the classics -­
Robbins, xrantz, Iacocca. You 
name it, I ' ve read it, I ;ot so 
hard-up last week on a layover 
in Atlanta, I read a biography 
of Prince. That ' s  not his real 
name, by the way. 1t's Rogers 
Nelson. 

Neal smiles politely. 

JfEAL 
I don 't  want to be rude but I 
really have alot of work to do. 

DEI, 
Don't let me stand in your way. 
The last thing I want to be 
remembered as is an annoying 
blabbe:r:inouth. 

(more) 

2 6 .  

-

. .... 
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DEL (Cont'd) 
Nothing grinds my gears wcrse than · 
r.,,'!I., chnwde,:-head whc doesn't Jcncw 
when to keep his big trap shut. 
They ' ve got •no noking" signs r 
they oughta have •no talking" 
signs. Ther •ve been plenty of 
times when I would have switched 
that sucker on, believe you me. 
If you catch me runninq off at 
the mouth, give me a qood poke 
in the nose. 

27. 

Del reaches into the seat pocket in front of him and 
removes the airline magazine. Neal bends over and opens 
his crushed briefcase. Be takes out a bound report. Oe� 
qlances down at the briefcase. 

DEL 
What the heck happened to your 
briefcase? I,ooks like a vehicle 
ran over it, 

� 

DEL 
What a shame ! What ' d  you pay for 
it? 

Neal is reluctant to answer. It ' s  none of Del's b�siness . 

DEL 
Gift? Mine, too. Gift frcm the 
company for qetting the shower 
rinq contract for the u.s. ·  Navy. 
You lcnow how many ri�gs that baby 
was worth? 

Ni:AL 
I have no idea. 

DEL 
Try 37 million, 

Neal smiles and opens his report. 
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DEL 
I figure that over the next years 
several millions of sailors are 
going to use those showers with 
our rings and it they take the 
time to inquire about the rings 
and they feel they're good rings, 
when the� get out of the service 
and cons�der shower rings, they'll 
select ours. 

NEAL 
Can you excuse me? 

DEL 
Sorry. I'm being a blabber111outh , 
aren't I? 

Neal sighs. Del ' s  driving him mad, 

NEAL 
I really have to finish • • • 

2 8 . 

Del holds up his hand, cutting Neal off. He leans back i� 
his seat and opens .the magazine. Neal opens his report . 
They both read for a few moments. Del lowers his ma;az ��e . 

DEL 
You know why we're not taking off? 
Bet you three bucks and my left nut 
Chicago's socked in. 

,,  EXT. CHICAGO . O'HARE AIRPORT. NIGHT 

, s  EXT. THE LOOP, NIGHT 

snow is piling up. 

,6 EXT. NEAL'S HOUSE. NIGHT 

Snowing. 

,, INT. NEAL'S HOUSE. MAATI'S ROOM. NIGHT 

Susan is tucking Marti in . 

l'.ARTI 
When will Daddy be home? 

SUSA.tl 
Soon. 
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MAATI 
Will I see- Grandma and Grandpa 
first or will I see Dad�i ;�. ��, 

SUSAN 
Grandma and Grandpa aren't coming 
until tomorrow afternoon. 
Daddy'll be here when you wake 
up. 

MARTI 
Will he come to school to see me 
read my poea? 

StJSAN 
Of course. 

J. "  • 

She kisses Marti, crosses to the door and turns off the 
light, She glances back into the room. 

H:ER POV 

Marti's window. A c:urtain of snow is falling outside the 
window. 

48 INT • .1.IRPI.ANE, COACH SECTION , WIDE, LATER 

The airplane is aloft. DiMer is being se::"Ved. 

DEL AND m:AL 

They've been se::"Ved. Del is al>out to sail into the sea!:c; 
salad be ordered in advance. Neal is staring at a 
;rotes�• • thrice-cooked square of lasagna. He taps it 
With hl.S fork. 

DEL 
I always order a special meal. 
On this airline, I go with t.�• 
seafood sala�, on ADeriean I go 
for the kosher plate, Vnited I 
say I'• a youngster and I get the 
kiddie plate. Hot dog , potato 
chips, a gherkin and a little 
package of Oreos. 

(motions to his dinner) 
What's this? 

Del looks at his meal. 

DEL 
About seven hours ago it was 
lasagna. Nov there's no telling. 

(more) 

-
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DEL (Cont'd) 
When a flight's delayed that crap 
gets heated and reheated and 
reheated again so that by the time 
it 's  served it's • • •  like that. 
I knew a gal once who worked for 
one of the airline food 
contractors. She lost the tip 
of her finger slicing carrots. 
The son of a gun went right in 
the pot. She never did find it. 
She thinks it was served on the 
Singapore run. Isn't that 
something? 

Neal looks at the lasagna with revulsion. 

DEL 
If you elect not to procede with 
the meal, I'll take it off your 
hands. 

30 .  

Neal gestures to Del that he's free to sail in . Del spears 
the sad little cube with his fork and gladly moves it to 
his plate . Neal senses that he's being watched. He 
glances to the window. 

HIS POV 

The Woman in the seat next to him is smiling at hi�. s�e 
looks down at his tray, 

CU. TRAY 

A wilted salad, a roll and a sealed cup of salad dressi�; 
is all that remains. 

INT. PLANE. NEAL ANO TH!: WOMAN 

He offers the woman the salad. She gladly takes it . S�e 
points to the cup of salad dressing. Neal gives it �c �er .  
She points to the roll, He allows her to take it for 
herself. She points to his watch and smiles. He pc: :::e::,· 
shakes his head no. 

4 8A EXT . O ' H�RE AIRPORT . N IGHT 

Planes park�d, covered with $now. 

In quick  s�ccos s 1 cn ,  f l ights 3re csn��l l�d . Ono � ! : � r  : ::� 
oth,� r ,  1.:;. and down t.h� screo:,s a 
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48D INT . PLANE , FIRST CLASS CABIN 

Larry, the pil ot, is glancing through a magazine in 
his spacious window seat. He' s  sipping an after dinner 
drink. The• aisle seat is empty. The Stewardess we 
saw earl ier is sitting on the arm of the aisle seat. 

STEWARDESS 
You' re sure I can't get you 
anything else? Cheese? Fruit? 

LARRY 
No, than�s. Liz. Why don ' t  
you sit down? The seat ' s  empty. 

The Stewardess slips into the empty s�at. 

iOA.  
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The lights are out exc�pt for the oc�asional reading lamp. 
-

INT. PLAN£. NEAL 

Neal's sipping coffee, going over his water-stained pa�ers. 
He sets down the report and l ooks at his watch. He g lances  
at Del. 

so 

51  

52  

HIS POV 

Del ' s  facing him, just inches away, eyes closed , mouth 
open,  toothpick dangling from his lip, snoring like a sow. 
His calculator watch alarm is BEEPING. 

CU. NEAL 

Staring at Del. 

HIS POV 

Del opens his eyes. 

Del 
Six bucks and my right nut we're 
not landing in Chicago. 

He shuts off his watch alarm and goes tack to s l eep. 

OMIT 

OMIT 

EXT . NEAL'S HOUSE. NIGHT 

The snow is piling up. A TELE?HOSE ;u::c;s v\"£:L 

53 INT. HOUSE. FOYER. NIGHT 

I t ' s  dark. We HEAR THE PHONE RINGING. 

54 INT. BEDROOM. NIGHT 

SUSAN 
1-ihere are }"ou? 

SS  INT. �:l ,Ci!lTA A I RPORT . CORRIDOR . S J �::":' 

Noa l's o�. a pay phone. 

NEAL 
1-ihy 3m l in  l-il tChlt3? Ba�3c•� ­
WQ couldn ' t  l3nd in Ch1c�9 �. 

56  I NT. :a:;,:. •  s H(1:.:s::. !lE::llll)OM. S l ul!T 
Susan ' s 1 ::.  b,::d. Shc- ' s anc;ry. 

.•• 
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SUSAN 
I don't understand what Witchita 
has to do with a snow stoni. in 
Chicago. Is there something going 
on, Neal? 

INT: AIRPORT. NIGHT 

Neal rests his head against t.�e wall. 

All that's going on is I'• in 
Witc:hita. We left New York and 
in flight they closed Chicago. 
We've landed in Witchita . I 
didn't call for vrief, I called 
to let you Jtnow where I was • .  

32. 

58 INT. AIRPORT. ElEL 

59 

Be 's  sitting in a departure lounge, smoking, watching Nee:. 

HIS POV 

Neal's . across the corridor, talking on the phone. 

CO. l)J:L 

He studies Neal. 

CO. NEAL 

Be continues his conversation. 

I '• doing the best I can. I'll 
be home es soon as possible. I 
have a key, I'll let myself in. 
Maybe if you're real luclcy, the 
plane ' ll go down. 

60 INT. HOUSE. BEElROOM. NIGHT 

Susan resents the remark. 

SUSAN 
'l'hat • s  a real nice thing for a 
father to say. If you're coming 
home with en attitude, I'd rather 
you didn't come home at ell. And 
I don't mean that in a mortal 
sense. Good night. 

She hangs up the phone. In frustration, she socks t�e 
pillow. She turns ott the li;h: and buries hersel! i� t�e 
covers. 
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61  

3 3 .  

INT, AIRPO R T. NEAL. NIGHT 

He hangs up th e phone, curses under his breath and sta rt s  
back down th e corridor. D el calls to him. 

DEL 
Neal? 

Neal stops and turns. D el g ets up f rom his seat and 
shuffl es i nto the corridor. 

DEL 
A littl e troubl e on th e hom e  
f ront? 

As f ar as Neal ' s  c oncern ed, his hom e l i f e  is none of Del ' s  
busi ness. 

DEL 
Sounded l ik e  thi ngs w ere g etti ng 
a li ttl e testy . 

NEAL 
I don' t think that' s any of y our 
concern . 

DEL 
P robably not. I th ought y ou mi ght 
want to ai r som e f eelings. 

NEAL 
I don' t  • 

DEL 
Th e finest l i ne a man' ll ever walk 
is b etween success at w ork and 
success at hom e. You k now what 
my motto is? Love your wife, like 
your work. 

A pol ite pause. Neal isn't accept ing adv ice f ro� De ? .  

�EAL 
I ' l l remember that . Kha t's the 
f l ight situat i on? 

DEL 
Simp l e. There's no  w:i�· c:-n £:1.:--:.h 
we're tak1 nq off fro� her� 
t oni ght. �e'd have mer� lu=� 
pla f 1 n; pick-up- st ick s  w i t h ��=­
but t che ek s th:in gett 1 n� o�-:. � i  
hcru b� f or� d:iybr eak . 

�t:liT .. 
The.':" - :.I£ o t her ol .i r l ! :l�� -
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l>EI. 
One goes belly-up, the others are 
sure to follow, I may not know 
the price of eggs in Sweden, but 
I know the u.s. air transport 
•rstem and when you waylay to 
W�tchita enroute to Chicago, 
you 're up the creek. I'd venture 
to say Old Man Winter's busting 
records in Chicago right now. 

34 , 

Neal ' s  a little worried that I>el may be right . But he ' s  
not prepared to take any advice. 

c:o. Ni:AL 

I guess I'll find out soon enough. 

J)EI. 
By the time you wait for the 
airlines to pull the plug on the 
flight, which they will sooner 
or later , you'll have en easier 
time finding a three-le;;ed 
ballerina than a hotel room, I 
Jcnow Witchite. I know airlines. 
I know the hotel scene. They 
start diverting fli;hts here and rou don ' t  book a room , you • re 

ookin9 at a couple nights on a 
dirty floor. 

You 're saying I'll be stuck in 
Witchite? 

J)EL 
I ' m  saying you � stuck in 
Witchita. 

A look of alarm. 

62 INT. AIRPORT. FLIGHT LO'CNGE. BOARDING COt.'N:'ER, N:G:i': 

An airline REPRESENTATIVE addresses the crowd over t�e FA . 

UP 
I ' m  sorry to infoni you that we're 
cancelling flight 909 due to 
severe weather in Chicago. 

(more) 

• 
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REP (Cont • d) 
on behalf of everyone at 
Mid-Central Air, l ' d  like to 
extend my deepest apologies for 
any inconvenience we may have 
caused you and wish you the 
happiest of holi�ays. Thank you. 

He clicks off and prepares for the onslaught. 

CU. NEAL 

He rests his head against the cold glass . 

NEAL 
Shit • • •  

63 lNT. BAGGAGE AREA , NIGHT 

Del's dragging his trunk across the floor to the doors . He 
has his sample ease , suitcase and briefcase resting on it ,  
Neal's at the door with his two suiter over his a:nn, his 
crushed briefcase under his other arm. 

DEL 
How many times have I been right 
so far? 

NEAL 
I've lost count. 

DEL 
Did you book a room? 

NEAL 
I couldn ' t  get in anywhere. 

DEL 
l've bean waylayed more times tha� 
I can reme�er. A day here, two 
days there. once I was stuck in 
Cheyenne for four days waiting 
to get into Denver.  ? prepare. 

NEAL 
You get a room? 

DEL 
As soon as I got cf! the p:a�e . 
You called home , I called the 
Interstate lnn. 

NEAL 
I missed that one . 
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DEL 
Most people de. But they'll be 
plenty popular tonight. I'll tell 
you what, I la'lcw the manager of 
the Interstate Inn pretty well, 
Sold him the rings in his showers. 
You pick up the cab fare, I'll 
see that he puts you up. 

Fer the first time in hours, Neal brightens • 

DEL 
Gral:I an end, will ya? 

Neal sets his briefcase on top of the trunlt and lifts his 
end. He finds it extremely heavy. He and Del lug the 
trunlt down the corridor. 

Bow far away is this place? 

DEL 
It's just up the road a piece. 

CO. TAXI �TER. NIGHT 

It reads $124. 50. 

EXT, HIGHWAY, TAXI CAB. NIGHT 

It's a 1966 Pontiac Bonneville. It's riding high o:: �he 
c;round on hydraulic shocks. It 's  painted :-�y red. o� �he 
side, in hot rod script, are the words, "Cl'...\AlOT or s:::". 

Pipes jut out the sides, mud flaps ado= the wheels, a 
large spoiler is affixed to the trunlt, the hood is 
protected by an automotive bra, �b feelers stick cu� !r;� 
the wheel wells like whiskers, a great, long anter.na ::ai:s 
about in the wind, extra lights abound , great fat tires 
with wire wheels, breasts are painted on the differer.�ia: , 
a huge spotlight protrudes from the driver•• window , a 
loudspeaker is attached to the reef and a pair of omir.:�s 
rll.ll bars grace the front bumper. 

65 INT. CAB. IACXSEA1', NIGHT 

Del and Neal are s\ll'llCen in the backseat. It's all :�::r, 
electric plush, day-glow and glitter. The rear window is 
hung with air-fresheners and nudie rubbish. The ceili�; is 
plastered with centerfold shots. The taxi is a mobi!e 
shrine to squalid sex. Del is quite comfortable. Nea: is 
in a state of acute execration. Be keeps his limbs in 
close, lest they come in contact with some filthy 
substance , He's looking forward, at the bact of the 
driver's head. 
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Ml:AI.'S POV • 
-::r ·,�-� . -..•.�shy shoulders, enc:ased in an anc:ient and 
thoroughly filthy leather jac:ket. Atop a thic:k neck 
spec:kled with pock aarks and errant hairs is a rather s�a:: 
head festooned with a very ill-fitting toupee. The tcu�ee 
is blac:k and the hair beneath is graying brown. The to�?ee 

· rests slightly away from the natural hairline about midway 
down the head. Past his body we see an enormous furry 
steering wheel with a .necker•• knob, an equally furry 
dashboard glowing with dials, gauges and lights. A t1,1c-wa;­
radio delivers a c:onstant stream of chatter from a base 
soaewhere. 

INT, CAB, BACJ:SEAT 

Neal whispers to l>el, 

M1:AI. 
Where the hell is the aotel? 

Del looks out the window. Be doesn ' t  recognize any���S • 
He leans forvard and talks to the DRIV%R. 

DEL 
H0W auch longer, Doobie? 

A hefty, middle-aged greaser turns to reveal a treme�dous 
glistening black wave of artificial hair. Sideburns t�a� 
would have shuaed Elvis. A toothpick in his teet.� .  

DOOSIE 
Not much. 

Be gives Neal a wink and turns back, 

M1:AI. 
3ust out of c:uriosity, why didn't 
you take th• interstate? 

DOOBIE 
You said your friend ' s  never been 
here, I thought he might like 
to have a look around. You don't 
see nothin ' on the interstate but 
interstate 

. 1ml, 
(lowers his voice) 

It ' s  the middle of the night. 

DEL 
(softly) 

He's proud of his town. That' s  
pretty darn rare these days • .  

-·• 
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66 EXT. MOTEL. NIGHT 

3 8 . 

Just cff the highway. An anonymous 
The kind of place you stay in once. 
Trucks parked everywhere. The taxi 
a stop. 

cinderblock rectangle. 

67 INT, LOBBY. NIG HT 

Emergency shelter . 
pulls in and rumbles �o 

Fake wood and naugahyde. A tiny front desk, two sofas , a 
rack of tourist info, a pay phone, a newspaper box and an 
easel with a cardboard •ign with words in glitter -- LIS� 
PELSTRAM'S ACCORDIAN REVUE. Del and Neal lug the trunk 
into the lobby and set it down, 

DEL 
Evening, Gus. 

The DESK CLERK stands up from his chair where he ' s  sit�i�; 
watching TV. 

GUS 
Del Griffith? How the hell are 
you? 

DEL 
I'm still a million 
being a millionare. 

GUS 

bucks shy of 
How are you? 

I was doing pretty good there for 
a while but Sunda:, I pissed mr 
pants during 60 Minutes so I quess 
I gotta go back in for more 
plumbing work. 

DEL 
Tough break, Gus. I'd like you 
to meet an old friend of mine. 
This is Neal Page. Neal, this 
is Gus Mooney. 

Gus reaches his hand across the desk. r:eal sha;:es 



NEAL 
Glad to meet you. 

GOS 
Likewise. 

DEL 
we were flying 
New Y1:1rk and a 
here. 

into Chicago from 
stoni brought us 

• 
GOS 

l Jc:now all �out it. I aust got 
half your flight already booked 
in. Now , tell ae, 0el , - l just 
getting old or are they letting 
tat gals be stewardesses these 
days? 

DEL 
Times change, Gus. l told Neal 
you'd be able to fix hi• up. 

Gus clucks his tongue. 

GUS 
You know, Del, I'd rather shoot 
arrows out my ass than disappoint 
you or a friend of yours but I'm 
booked solid. I got three of 
those fat gals ■haring a single 
as it is. one twin and two cots 
and them cots are really built 
tor youngsters. 

Neal looks at Del with a sigh. 

DEL 
Nothing, Gus? 

GtTS 
lt old Herbert Hoover come back 
from the dead and needed a room 
tor the night, l couldn't help 
him. Sorry, 

DEL 
(to Neal) 

lt you don 't  mind a little 
snoring, you can bunk with me, 

NEAL 
No, l couldn't. 

3 5 .  
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DEL 
You spend a hundred and a half 
getting here. Y�u want to blow 
that and more to sleep at the 
airport? 

NEAL 
That ' s  all right. I'll be fine. 

DEL 
I'm straight, if that' s  a wor:y. 

Neal chuckles. 

DEL 
No skin off •Y nose if you sleep in a c:hair. 

NEAL 
I can't impose en ycu lika that. 

DEL 
Tell ycu what. 
rccm tab and I 
on one iota. 

Ycu pick up the 
wcn • t  be imposed 

Neal shrugs. He has no choice. Gus slides a for.:i an� a 
pen across the counter. 

GOS 
Ycu have a credit card? 

Neal reaches for his wallet and takes out his American 
Express card. Gus takes it. Del reaches in his pocket 
takes out his wallet. 

Z>EL 
I have •Y discount room card. 
can you accept it? 

GtJS 
I'll have to charge you fer a 
double but with the discount, 
it'll come out even . 

(to Keal) 
It'll go alot smoother with my 
bookkeeping if you note that you 
and Del are Mr. and Mrs. whatever 
your last name is. 

Neal stares at him. He looks at Del. Del shrugs . Del 
hands Gus his discount card. Gus turns to t.�e desk an� ��s 
credit card machine. 
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GUS 
Had an old geez er die in h is sleep 
last night in your room. H ad t o  
b ring a new m attress in f rom my 
broth er' s pl ace in Salin as. 

G us slides the imprinter over the credit card and t he 
charge slip .  He replaces the credit card with Del' F 
discount ca rd. 

DEL 
Gee, I h op e  it wasn ' t  somebody 
I knew. 

GUS 
Fritz Ober111ann? 

Del smacks the counter. 

DEL 
Oh, dam n! 

NEAL 
(whispers I 

As k him if it w as contagious, 

DEL 
H ow'd he g o, Gus ?  

GU S 
He j ust  blew-up. I t  w as 
one of those th ings I guess. 
J ust blew- up 

DEL 
I've read about those things. 

4 .L .  

Gus r eturns to the counter with the credit card rec ei pt and 
the two cards . H e  lay s  one down on th e ocu nt er and hands 
the other one to Del. 

CU . DEL ' S WALLET. 

Del s lides Neal' s A.�e rican Exf re s s  card intc hi s �� ! !e t .  

CU. COUNTER 

Del's dis couht card, whic h is s imil ar tc an ,\rneric�n 
Express card , is picked up by Neal . 

INT. LOBB\' . 

Neal puts the card in his  wa llet  w ithout not i c inQ :na 
error. Gus takes the form N eal  filled- out. llu ��nd� Na� l 
a key .  

• • 

• 

• 
• 
• 

• 
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GUS 
You ' re all set. Best room in 
the complex. 

68 INT. HOTEL ROOM . NIGHT 

It ' s  dark. 
the' light. 

HIS POV 

The door opens and Pel walks in. 
Neal looks in. His face drops. 

A tiny room with a double bed. 

He turns on 
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NEAL AND DEL • 
Neal is horrified. Del's excited. 

DEL 
New bedspreads ! 

INT. MOTEL ROOM. BATHROOM SHOWER 

Neal ' s  standing in the shower with his face to the spray . 
He enjoys the relaxing heat and clean. Something occurs �o 
him. He moves his head out of the spray and looks up. 

HIS POV 

The shower curtain rings. 

70 INT. ROOM, NIGHT 

Del ' s  in his pajama's and robe. He takes a pillow and 
framed photograph out of his trunk. H• fondly looks a: :�e 
photo. 

CU. PHOTO 

It's of a young woman , Friendly and comfy and sr.iiling li,:e 
a Crest ad . The photo 's  probably fifteen years old , 

. INT . ROOM 

Del kisses the picture and sets it on the nightstand nex� 
to the bed, He closes the trunk and slides it agains: t�e 
wall. He takes his dop kit out of the suitcase, closes i� 
and puts it on top of the trunk and turns on the TV, He 
dials in a religious program. He slips a q-Jarter into �te 
bed vibrator and lays down. 

70A INT. SHO�"ER 

Neal reaches for the soap. Stops short. 

HIS POV 

The soap dish. A tiny bar of soap covered with hair. 

CU. NEAL 

He care!ully holds the 
to wash the hair away . 
slowly to his left. 

HIS POV 

disgusting bar of soap to the s;=:-3::' 
He senses a presence and tu:-ns 

Through the translucent shower curtain he sees ·t�e  o�� : : n� 
of Del sitting on the john reading the paper. 
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CU. NEAL 

4 3 .  

7 1  

He ' s  horrified at Del ' s  casual ness. 

INT. MOTEL. HALLWAY 

A pimply , TEEN/ICE BOY shuffles down the hall holding a 
si·x-pack and a large cardboard pizza box. He stops 
outside Del " s  room and knocks. 

72  INT. ROOM 

We hear LOUD KNOCKING ON THE DOOR. The bed's vibrating. 
Del. yel ls o . c. 

DEL 
I'll be with you in a minute. 

CU. NEAL 

A look of abjec:t terror as he misinterprets Del's re::.a:-):. 

CU. TOILET HANDLE 

Del's hand pushes the lever down, flushing the toi !et. 

INT. ROO�l 

Del st:clls out of the bathroom with his news�aper ��cer t:s. 
arm. 

73 l�T. SHOWER 

Neal sh:-ieks as the ,..ater temperature c:har.ges :re:,-. :!:.e 
flcshi�g of the tc:� let. 

Del ope�s the door. The pizza boy offers the pi::� ��� 
beer. 

DEL 
How much, 

90\' 
N i �c . . .  t��n buck s .  

n._, 1 -; .3 �: .:- s  t he p 1 : : l  .:1nd t!: . .- !J,� ... ,· . T!h! r .1 : : .:,  :: �:: :·.· · � :· .  ·. - · \ ­
::\?io·�·�r .'! :�c! no t 1 c�:S t :1at  t !�-� b., t �1 :• -::,·_•�: ,!�O?" 1 s  1 , :· !. : ·: ; : :: 
I ii.: s hc� � s  ,3 qu1..:k  l ook a t  O\!l . H •  ... • �  t u :-:,cd .,� . :ii' · , · � :- · 1 •• • 

: ,u:=.h•.n= t :"Ja doOL" o;,�:: �, l i ,. t  l,J :. :,,! ;.,, .• \.• �; � i n .  

,\•: .: . . . ·. :1 · •  nu t l l rh: ... :· N•:..1 i •  .... btJd"/ 1 :� t ! : • · :,; :h •'-'·· : .  
·. 1 1 t - · - • - -: ·.: .� : T. - � :· :-• •  '\' ... '.:. "/ .J r�d h· • �  r ; n ;:. � : � - :  � : .i ?� t: . i , t . 
: - � • , !� ...: · · .· :· :- :'1'111  · ! 1  f -.·�·-� i -..  ... .  
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CU. PIZZA BOY 

A sly smile. 

HIS  POV 

4 3A .  

Neal leans out of  the shower,  revealing himself to be male . 
He· gropes for the shampoo. His eyes are closed , he doesn't 
see the Pizza Boy. 

CU. PIZZA BOY 

He's hor1 ified. He quickly closes the door. 

INT. ROOM 

Del sets the pizza on top of his suitcase and the six-pack 
on the vibrating bed. He looks around for his wallet. He 
sees Neal' s pants hanging over the chair. He hesitates !or 
a moment,  throws a look to the bathroom, fishes out the 
wallet, extracts a twenty , crosses back to Pizza Bey anc 
pays him. 

DEL 
Keep it." 

BOY 
This is a twenty. 

DEL 
Yes, it is. 

BOY 
The piz:a was nineteen bucks. 

DEL 
Yes, I bel i eve that's 
The extra is for you. 
the college fund. 

BO\' 

what rou said. 
Pu t it towards 

That' s  11:<e  O:'il�· • \o.'h.lt? . l i k.:o .! f �v•:· 
percen:  : :.p-? 

You '  J" 1o.• .; ., ., ;:  ·,,,· .:. :. h  f.:.  :!! r·· ·� . .,- . ,  .. . ! ! 
do w� l !  : �  cc l l��� -

i3i1...,"i 
\'Ou i,;,n',)�.- ·,dl.:l t  l C.J l l  .1 :· 1 ·.-1-• i·"·• rr.• 1 • J :t.  
t l p?  

·. ' .. . , . 
, : , ,  : I I r .  

. . ' 
; •, I • • 
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74 

BOY 
A doll ar? 

, DEL 
100 pennies . All y ours.  Put 
it i n  t he college fund. 

BOY 
Y ou got any more? 

DEL 
N ope . 

4 4 .  

De l closes the door on t he kid. He crosses t o  the piz z a  
and opens t he box. 

CU , PIZZA 

The u gliest piz z a  e ve r  made. Cheese , saus age, olives,  
g ree n peppe rs , j alape nos, kraut, bacon, beans ,  corn ,  
anch ovies . 

INT, ROOM 

Del scoops a piece of the abominat ion out of t he box . 

DEL 
Dinne r' s  here ! 

INT, BATHROOM, SHOWER 

Neal pulls ope n the curtain t o  reve al a comp lete ly sacke= 
bat h roor.i, Towe ls on the floor, si nk h alf-fi lled w:. -:h sca;:::­
wate r, t oothpaste on the counte r t op, flecks on the mirror , 
t oilet pape r unrave lled. 

CU .  NEAL 

He ' s  rev olted, l ooks f or a t owe l. 

HIS POV 

From a wad of use d  towe ls in a puddle on t he f lo or to a 
towe l rack with two washcloths. A hand re aches f or the� . 

CU . NEAL 

He dries his h air with the washcl ot hs .  

IN T. ROO�! 

De l • s  in t he vibrat ing be d, e at ing pi::a , _.atchina ':'\' , A 
few beats an d the bed stops vi brat ing . ::eal c or.:es ou� c :'  
t he bathr oom in h is boxer sh orts.  
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NEAL 
Do you realize that you used � 
the towels? 

DEL 
I ' m  pretty big and they were 
pretty niall. I'm sorry. It 
wasn't too neighborly of me. 

NEAL 
And almost all the toilet paper. 

DEL 
Those New York hot dogs. I'm 
;uilty. 

NEAL 
You left the bathroom a filthy 
.. , .. 

DEL 
I':m not used to a roo:sate. 

Neal sniffs. Makes a horrible face. 

NEAL 
What smells? 

DEL 
'l'he pizza came. 

Nv.L 
That's pizza? 

DEL 
It ' •  good, I saved you a piece. 

Nv.L 
I asked you to order me a salad • 

DEL 
They didn't have salad. I had 
him put extra vegetables on the 
pizza. 

Neal opens t.�e box and looks into it. He makes anot�e: !a;e 
and takes the box around to the front of the bed and si�s 
down. He scoops out the last slice. He takes a bite . 

NEAL 
Hmm. Horrible. If I wasn ' t  so 
hungry, I ' d  throw-up. 

DEL 
Wash it down with a beer. 
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Neal sets the pizza down and pulls a beer off the six-pack. 

NEAL 
Warm? 

DEL 
It comes cut warm, what the hell 
difference does it make hew it 
gees in? Tess me one. 

Neal tosses Del the beer. He takes another. He and Del open 
simultaneously. The vibrating bed has sufficiently shaken 
the beer to provide a double beer explosion. 

7 4B  INT, ROOM , LATER 

The lights are cut. Del and Neal are in bed. It ' s  quiet. 

DEL 
I'd switch pillows with you but 
I'd sneeze all night. I carry my 
cvn pillow. It's hypoallergenic. 
I had no idea these beers were 
going tc blew like that. 

NEAL 
You had the beer en a vibrating 
bed. What'd you think was going 
to happen? 

DEL 
It ' s  been a long day. It didn't 
occur to 111e. 

NEAL 
It didn't occur to you sc I have 
to sleep in a puddle of beer. 

DEL 
I '111 sleeping in pizza , You want 
to switch? 

NEAL 
No. I want to sleep . 

D!:L 
Same here. I'm bushed. 

N!:AL 
Good night . 

D!:L 
Sleep tight. 

There's a long pause .  Del strikes 
a mate� and lights a cigarette. 
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NEAL 
What're you doing? 

DEL 
Having a butt. 

NEAL 
In bed? 

!)EL 
Do you have a problem with that? 

N1:AL 
A big problu. 

DEL 
I'• not goin9 to tall asleep. 

N1:AL 
I ' d  rather not risk it. I don't 
smoke, Smoke annoys me. 
Especially in the dark , in bed. 

!)EL 
I always have a smoke before I 
go to sleep, 

Neal switc:hes en the li;ht. 

NEAL 
I was en my way heme to spend a 
nice holiday with my family and 
instead I'm in a motel bed with 
a stranger five hundred miles away 
from my house and I don ' t  knew 
bow or when I'll ge there. I'm 
a patient man. l'• paying for t.�e 
room. I paid for the cab • •  , 

'DEL 
You paid fer the pizza , tee. 

N1:AL 
l did? 

DEL 
All l had was a hundred. The kid 
didn't have change. 

NI.AL 
You went in my wallet? 

DEL 
Are you mad? 

-

.... 
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NEAL 
You have nc right tc gc in my 
wallet ! 

DEL 
What was I supposed to do? I had 
tc pay fer the pizza. You were 
showering. Did rcu want me tc 
send some punk kid in to look at 
your dick? 

You stay cut cf my stuff. 

DEL 
(cf fended) 

I'm net interested in your stuff, 

Geed. 

DEL 
In fact, I'm bored with your 
stuff. 

NEAL 
What? You locked? 

DEL 
I didn't leek, 

'l'hen why are you bored with it? 

DEL 
(lying) 
a figure cf 

Bullshitl You went through my 
bags ! 

Del jumps en the defensive. 

DEL 
Hew did I knew you weren't some 
kind of  shady guy? I'• net 
sleeping with a stranger without 
knowing a little about him, What 
if you had a liJUJ\ in your bag? I 
been en the read too long tc net 
know tc take a precaution er two. 

Did I 90 through your stuff? 
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DEL 
I don't know. Did you? 

No, I did not! And I'm mad as hell 
that you went through mine. 

DEL 
Two suits, two dirty shirts, some 
stale shorts and some skin 
magazines. 

Neal's embarrassed. 

DEL 
Don't sweat it, Neal. There 's  a 
reason every hotel newsstand sells 
those kind of magazines. There 
isn't a married man alive that 
hasn't, • •  

You done with your goddalDZI 
cigarette? 

Del takes one last puff. He drops it in a �eer can an� 
swishes it out. 

DEL 
Done . 

4 9 .  

Neal turns off the light. He settles back into t.�e be:. 
There's another long pause. ·oel clears his throat. Lo�= a�= 
graphic. He repeats it, 

NEAL 
What're you doing? 

DEL 
Clearing my pipes. 

Why? 

DEL 
I ' m  doing it for you, 

Don't bother. 

DEL 
You like loud snoring? 

NllL 
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CIEL 
Then let me clear my pipes. 

Ciel snorts a couple more times. · The room falls silen� !or 
another long beat. 

DEL 
Neal? 

What! 

There's a long pause. 

CIEL 
I have 90t to fart something 
fierce, 

Neal rips the covers off and jWllps out of bed. He tur�s en 
the light. He grabs his pants and slips- them on. 

DEL 
Hey! I'm just being honest, for 
Christ's sake! I could· have 
sneaked it on you. 

Neal grabs his shirt, 

DEL 
Where're you going? 

%'• sleeping in the lobby. 

CIEL 
Aw, come on! I 'll ;o in the jo�.n. 

He pulls back the covers and slides his legs over the s�=e 
of the bed, 

CIEL 
If your kid shits his trousers 
do you smack hill? 

Neal stops at the door. He throws a look at Del. 

:tr.EAL 
What the hell are you talking 
about? 

DEL 
You're not a very tolerant person. 

NEAL 
I'm a �  tolerant person. 
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DEL 
Oh , really? 

NEAL 
Look , you 've been Wider my skin 
since New York. You ripped off 
my cab ••• 

DEL 
I MOW all this. You paid for 
the ro9m, the pizza • • •  y0u 1 re a 
tight•ass. 

NEAL 
Bow'd you like a mouthful of 
teeth? 

DEL 
You 're hostile, too. Nice 
personality combination. Hostile 
and intolerant. That ' s  borderline 
criminal. 

NEAL 
Screw you! You spill beer all 
ever the bed, you smoke, you make 
a mess cf the bathroom • • •  

DEI.. 
And I let you stay in my room. 
I let you pay for it so you 
wouldn't feel like an intruder 

· which you most certainly are. 

NEAL 
I'• an intruder? 

DEL 
You ' re an intruder. I was having 
a nice trip 'Wltil you walked into 

•Y life. 

NEAL 
I walked into Y�jr life? 
talked my ear o on the 

DEL 

Who 
plane? 

Who told you to book a roC'tA? out 
of the goodness of •Y dumb old 
heart, I offered you help. You ' re 
an ungrateful jackass. Ge to 
sleep in the lobby. Ge ahead. 
I hope you wake up so stiff you 

· can't move. 

Neal hesitates at the door. 

. . 

..... .  
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NEAL 
You saw me coming. You 're no 
saint. You get a free room. Free 
cab. And somebody who'll listen 
to your boring stories. 

Del glares at Neal. 

CU. NEAL 

DEL 
You want to hurt me? Go ahead. 
If it makes you feel better • • •  be 
my guest ••  I ' m  an easy target. 
I like people, Neal. I even like 
you. People are my business. 
They • re my business because I've 
made them my business. Yeah, I 
talk too much. I also listen too 
much. You can be a cold-hearted 
cynic. I don ' t  care. Think what 
you want about me. I ' m  not 
changing. I like me. My wife 
likes me. My customers like me . 
Because I'm the real article. 
I ' m  a human being. Flaws, fat 
and farts. I'm flesh and blood. 

He feels like the last slice on a loaf of bread. 

CU. DEL 

He's serious and genuine. 

INT. ROOM 

52. 

Neal closes the door and walks back to the bed . He s�e�s 
out of his pants and gets into bed. He turns out the 
light. They both settle in. 

NEAL 
Sorry. 

DEL 
(after a long pause) 

So am I. 

NEAL 
Night. 

DEL 
Sleep ti9ht. 

(pause l 
My wi fe used to say s l�cµ 
t ight, don ' t  let  th� b�d bu; :  
bite .  I ' ve 3ctu� l l� �o��� ���,� 
a bee! bug . I seen pl -.•nt;· o :  
other thi::,; s .  
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EXT. MOTEL 

DEL 
Nah. lt 's  just an old 
saying. 

!pause) 
Maybe lice. 

A huge semi-tractor pulls up outside the motel room. 

lNT. MOTEL 

The room is flooded with light . 

-

. ... 
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75 INT. BAl.LWAY. NIGHT 

The pizza boy's still 
the door and listens. 
withdraws a room key. 

:, - . 

hanging around. He puts his ear to 
He reaches into his back pocke� anc 

76 EX'l'. , MOTEL. MORNING 

It's even uglier in the day light. In the middle of 
nothing. • 

77 INT. BEDROOM. C:O. DEL AMI> NV.l.. MORNING 

Sle■pin;. Tight as spoons. Del has his arm around Neel's 
chest. Neal ' s  holdin9 Del's hand. Del's face is in the 
crook of Neal'• neck. Nestled tight and warm. They 're 
both sleeping, sweet and satisfied. Del snuggles and 
nibbles Neal's earlobe with his dry lips. Neal smiles in 
his sleep. A beat and the smile relaxes. Somewhere in his 
unconscious mind, he senses somethin; •s  not right. A.�0ther 
beat and Neal opens his eyes . He thinks for a moment. 
He slowly brings Ilel's hand up to his face and looks at 
it. Del ' s  eyes open. He looks around, orients himse!!. 
He knows somethinq • s  terribly wrong. 

DEL 
Neal? 

Del? 

DEL 
Wby are you holding •Y hand? 

NV.l. 
Why did you kiss my ear? 

t>EI. 
I don't Jalow. 

NV.l. 
Wbere •s  your other hand? 

DE:t. 
(worried) 

I'm not sure. 

Find it, Dell 

Del thinks another beat. Bis hand emerges from under 
Neal's pillow. 

on the count of three. one •• • 
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I Two. •• 

THREE! 

78 INT: ROOM. MORNING 

NEAL AND DEL 

�-l •nu �•al burst out of the bed, screaming and shivering 
with revulsion. 

79 INT. BATHROOM. LATER 

Neal's  standing at the mirror, studying his sleepy , 
stubbled face. The water ' s  running in the sink, He bends 
down and splashes cold water on his face. Several good 
splashes, A big last splash and he holds his hands to his 
face and freezes. A long beat and he slowly removes his 
hands and looks down. 

HIS POV 

Del ' s  socks soaking in the sink. 

CU. NEAI. 

Abject horror. 

79A INT. BEDROOM 

Del ' s  sitting on the edge of the bed, clipping his 
toenails, watching cartoons on TV. 

79B INT,  BATHROOM 

Neal reaches for a towel, 

cu. SINK 

Del ' s  underpants are balled up on the edge of the sink. 
Neal' s  hand feels around for the shorts, finds them and 
picks them up. 

CU. NEAL 

Drying his face with the underpants. It occurs to him t��� 
the fabric isn 't  coJ11111on to bathtowels . He stops c:-rinq. 
Freezes again. Draws the underpants away from his !ace •�� 
looks at the� with complete revulsion. 

BO  EXT, NEAL ' S  HOOSE. DAY 

Winter Wonderland. Street. Church. Big, expensive 
houses. The ston, has come and gone. 
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EXT. Nl:AL'S HOUSE. t>AY 

The cause of Neal's delay looks lovely on the trees, lawn 
and house. 

INT. Nl:AL'S BEDROOM. DAY 

Warm and comfortable. Marti , Little Neal and Seth are 
staring at the empty bed. Marti lifts up the covers . 

KAltTI 
Daddy? 

:t.:rTTLE J:>EAL 
Be's not tl:lere? 

:Nope. 

INT. lCITi:lmf. DAY 

Susan 's  in her robe, making school lunches, talking on �he 
phone. 

SUSAN 
You shared a motel room with a 
stranger? Are you crazy? 

INT, MOTEL ROOM, l)AY 

Neal's dressing as he talks. He removes a suit from a 
laundry box. It's c;rey wool. 

What was I supposed to do? Sleep 
in the airport? 

st1SAN'S VOICE 
'l'his whole thing is insane. I 
don't Jcnow what the hell you're 
doing ! 

I'm trying to get home! 

B4 INT. JCITCMEN. DAY 

Susan pours herself another cup of coffee. 

SUSAN 
It doesn't sound like you're 
tryini to get home if you • re 
shack�ng up with strangers. 

• 
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INT, MOTEL ROOM, DAY 

Heal slips on his shirt. He doesn't notice that the 
sleeves are tour inches too short. 

NEAL 
I didn't feel like sleeping in 
a r.hai.r. 

SUSAN'S VOICE 
I vatched the nevs this morning 
and they said O'Hare is open and 
flights are landing and taking 
ott. 

56. 

Neal slips on his trousers. They're also tour inches too 
short. He doesn't notice. 

NEAL 
If that's the case, then I'll 
start trying to book a flight. 

SUSAN ' S  VOICE 
It'd be nice if rou could drop 
in for Thanksgiv ng. 

Neal slips on his suitcoat. It's also too short. He turns 
to the mirror, Freezes, The phone falls out of his hand 
to the floor. 

INT, COFFEE SHOP, DAY 

Del's dressed in fresh ,  clean clothes, Neal's wearing his 
clothes from the previous day. Del's finishing off a s�aek 
of pancakes. 

DEL 
I had no idea they'd launder and 
starch your suit, You were 
thrilled this morning when the 
laundry came back. Remember, you 
thanked me for sending it out even 
though you didn ' t  ask me to? You 
know, I think if you find the 
right place, they can stretch your 
suit out so it ' ll fit again. I 
personally don't invest in fabrics 
that can ' t  bear up to a motel 
laundry. 

Neal glares at him. 

DEL 
I ordered you a Pony Express. 

Neal looks at the plate. 
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DEL 
It's just a fancy name for a 
grow,d beef and gravy omelette. 
Since I don't know your eating 
habits yet, I just went ahead and 
ordered you something 'tllat 
everybody likes. 

NEAL 
I wanted a �apefuit. 

bEL 
I had the last one. I 'm sorry, 

Del hands Neal a bowl of oataeal. 

DEL 
I didn ' t  touch •Y oataeal , 

Neal looks at it. He takes it from 0ei and begins 
cautiously eating it. 

DEL 
What'd the airline say? 

NEAL 
Everything •s  booked solid but they 
said I have a good chance of 
getting on standl:ly, 

DEL 
Ch, huh, If they told you 
wolverines make good house pets 
would you believe them? 

NEAL 
What choice do I have? 

DEL 
You want to be in Chicago by 
tonight? 

. lfDI. 
At the outside, 

DEL 
Regardless of what tJ,e airline 
told you, and believe me they'll 
tell you Abe Lincoln died in a 
boating accident if they think 
that it'll prevent a ticket 
return. Chicago by tonight's a 
stretch. I 'tllink if you plan on 
tomorrow morning you 're still 
tugging your tamale. 

.. 7 .  
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NEAL 
I ' m  not spending Thanksgiving in 
Wichita. I have a family waiting 
for me. 

DEL 
Worse things have happened. Ask 
Any wartime resident of Dresden. 

NEAL 
I'm home tonight come hell or high 
water. 

DEL 
Which do you prefer? I ' m  going 
with the high water myself. If 
you think the airline gives two 
craps end a doorbell chime if you 
eat turkey with your family 
tomorrow, you're deluded. 

NEAL 
I'll get home. 

DEL 
Not on an airplane. There ' s  24  
hours of air traffic backed-up. 
Anyway you slice it, the odds are 
you and me are eating turkey right 
here. 

58 . 

-

An anorexic WAITRESS cruises by, refills their coffee c��s 
and drops off the check. 

DEL 
If we wait for a flight • 

NEAL 
How the hell else will we get 
home? 

DEL 
I've got a buddy in the railroad business. 

NEAL 
Train? 

Del grabs th' check. Neal snatches it away from hi�.  
l 

NEAL 
I've paid for everything else, 
why break pr�cedent. 

DEL 
Hey , I'm starting to feel like 
a freeloader here. 
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NU.I. 
You get me on the train and you're 
no freeloader, 

59 . 

Neal reaches for his wallet and opens it. It's empty. f.e 
looks angrily at Del, 

DEL 
What? 

NU.I. 
You lcnow 9o�damn well, what! 

D:tL 
I'm sorry, I don • t. 

Neal shows him his -pty wallet, 

Nl:AL 
I had seven hundred dollars in 
here ! 

D:tL 
I don't have your dough, Neal. 
I'm alot cf things but I'm not 
a thief, 

HUI, 
You went through my stuff last 
night, didn't you? Huh? 

DEL 
I didn ' t  touch your money! And 
I don't care for the accusation. 

Well, I had seven hundred dollars 
in here. You went into it for 
the pizza. Maybe you. , .  

Del digs his bend into his back pocket and whips cut his 
fat, worn, brown leather wallet, He slaps it 9n the ta=le. 

D:tL 
count it! 

HUI, 
Like you'd keep it in your wallet 
if you stole it. 

DEL 
There's two hundred and sixty 
three dollars in there. If 
there's a dollar more, you can 
call 11e a thief. 
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That doesn ' t  prove a damn thing ! 

Count it ! 

Neal picks up the wallet and opens it. He looks in the 
money section. 

• DEL 
Two hundred sixty three • •  

It's empty. 

DEL 
Buh? 

NEAL 
Dry, 

Del grabs the wallet from him. He looks at it. He locks 
at Neal, Neal's looking at him. A long l:>eat. 

DEL 
We were rol:>l:>ed? 

When? 

CEL 
Did you lock the door when yo� 
came l:>ack to l:>ed? 

. NEAL  
It locked when I closed it. 

DEL 
The chain-lock? 

Neal thinks, Be shakes his head. 

I don't think so. 

DEL 
We had a visitor. 

(pause) 
Do you have any money? 

Neal reaches in his pocket. He takes out a few cru�?lec 
l:>ills and some change. eel reaches in his pocket. He 
comes up with a dollar. Neal looks at the check. 

Jl!AL 
Six fifty. 
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Dal cowits out the money.  

DEL 
We're a buck short. 

He calls the waitress over. 

DEL 
Hon? You charged me for oaueal? 

She looks at the check. 

WllTRJ:SS 

DEL 
l did.n't get it. 

WAITRESS 
Sure you did. 

DEL . 
If I got it, I'd have oatmeal on 
my breath. Right? Bend over and 
take a whiff, Then you tell me 
I got my oableal. Come on, 

The waitress stares at hia. 

WAI'l"RESS 
I know for a fact I gave you your 
oableal • cause while I was 
ca�ing it over here, I pulled 
a hair out of it that'd make your 
arm pit proud. 

Neal holds back a violent urge to wretch. 

DEL 
ls that a fact? 

WAITRESS 
(with great relish) 

It was black and shiny and curly 
as a pig's tail, 

Neal squeezes his hand over his mouth. 

DEL 
You shouldn 't  have said that, 
sweetie. I'm with the Dept. of 
Agriculture and I believe a big, 
black, curly ara pit hair in the 
oableal violates just about every 
health law I 'm sworn to uphold. 

61 . 
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Neal gags and chokes. 

DEL 
I believe your boss would rather 
••• you tear up that check than 
face a possible loss of his 
operating license. Do you have 
any idea of the amount of venain 
a human hair is host to? 

Neal dashes from the booth. • 
DEL 

If he dies, you'll be doing your 
smarting off to the boys at the 
big house. 

She picks up the check and tears it in two. 

87 EXT. MOTE:t.. DAY 

62 .  

Del and Neal are sitting on Del's t..-unk in front of ��• 
aotel. 

EXT. MOTEL. DEL ANO NZAl. 

They ' re waiting. 

t>EL 
If you'd like to 
at breakfast, we 
fifty. 

Neal stares at hia. 

l)E:t. 

take another run 
still have six 

I.et•• Jcnow. Bey, I was thinking, 
we • re dealing with a small tiae 
crook here. He didn ' t  bother with 
the credit cards. We ' ll charge 
our way home. What kind of 
plastic do you carry? 

Be's not too nall tiae, be stole 
my American Express card and was 
smart enough to replace it with 
something that looked like an 
American Express card. A rather 
clever way to keep me from 
reporting the card stolen. I have 
a Visa card, a gasoline card and 
a Neiman Marcus card in case we 
need to buy a gift for someone. 
What do you carry? 
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DEL 
Chalmer 's Big and Tal l  Men ' s  
Store.  It ' s  a seven outlet 
chain in the Pacific Northwest . 

DEL 
So we charge our way home on � 
credit cards? 

DEL 
Do you have any cheeks? 

• 
NEAL 

My wife keeps the cheekl:look. You? 

DEL 
Strictly cash. I travel too much 
to write cheeks. 99, of them 
would be out of state and an out 
of state check ia about as welcome 
as a priest in a whorehouse. 

NEAL 
Never mind. You get me to the 
train station, I'll take care of 
everything else. 

DEL 
Got it covered. Gus ' s  aon • s  
driving us. 

Del looks at his watch • 

NEAL 
If Gus is your friend why didn ' t  
you ask him for a loan? 

OIL 
He doesn ' t  have a pot to piss in. 
I can't take money from him. I 
have a long standing policy 
against borrowing money from 
friends. 

NIAL 
But it's okay to borrow from 
strangers like me, huh? 

OIL 
It's an incentive for you to 
become my friend. 

EXT. MOTEL 

An old pick-up truck pulls up in front of �he ��tel � � j  
blows it's horn . 
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NEAL AND DEL 

They l ook at the truck, then at each other. 

NEAL 
Is that him? 

De! calls to the driver. 

DEL 
Are you Gus ' s  son? 

HIS POV 

• 

A strange, gangly young man ,  C>�IEN, looks out the truck at 
him. Beside him is a TWO YEAR •OLD standing on the seat and 
his WIFE with a BABY in her arms. 

EXT. MOTEL 

OWEN 
I ' m  OWen. You the shower curtain 
fella? 

Del and Neal get up from the trunk . 

DEL 
That ' s  me. Del Griffith and this 
is Neal Page. 

OWen wipes his nose and offers Neal his hand. Neal 
embraces Owen. 

OWEN 
(to Del l 

He ' s  a friendly fella,  huh? 
{to both) 

Pleased to meet you both. This 
is my kid and that ' s  m}' wife and 
that ' s  my baby. 

Neal and Del nod to the wife. 

OWEN 
You don't gotta say nothin' tc 
her. She ' s  dumb as a melon and 
she don ' t  remember nothin ' .  j • m  
to drive you to Wichita to cat�h 
the train? 

DEL 
Yeah. I really appreciate i t .  

OWEN 
The tra i �  don't run out of  K : �h l t 3  
unl�ss yo� • rc � hog o� � c3: � : 0 .  

( p3:.,sc l 
Puopl � t r � 1ns runs ou� o f  �0�: �:: . 

-·• 
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DEL 
No problem. 

Del and Neal stoop to lift the trunk. 

64A. 
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OWEN 
Don ' t  bothe r with that, 

He tu rns and barks at his wife. 

OWEN 
Get y our  lazy behind out he re and 
put that trunk in the .back! 

Ne al and De l qu ickly inte rcede. 

NE AL 
We g ot it! 

OWEN 
S he d on ' t  mind. S he 's s hort and 
s kinny but s he ' s  stron g .  He r 
first baby come out sideways and 
s he d id n ' t  scre am or n othi n ' .  

DE L 
No, n o. We 've g ot it. 

6 S .  

They m as k  the ir p ain as they lift the tru n k  and hoist it 
into the truck. Barely. They qu ickly load the other ba�s. 

OWEN 
Come on up front! 

(barks at the wife) 
Get y ou and them kids in back s o  
the guests ride up front out of 
the cold ! 

The wife ope ns the d oor to get out. De l and Ne al j u�p ��tc · 
the truck. 

NEAL 
No p r oblem ! We ' re fine . 

OWEN 
S he d on't mind. S he resists the 
cold re al g ood. 

WIFE 
S omet imes ! sle ep r.aked. 

rh� c�n�er sat ion stops dead. 

DEL 
I sn ' t  that fun. 
r ide  in bac k, no  

(to  N ea l )  
Let ' s  g o. 

SE,'\I. 

Kell . • •  1oe' ll 
;: r obl�:n.  

w,� • : a  r :. � 1 :,� bll ck her1!? 

j!;: l. 

Do you k!':o;.; hO"'-' mu�h t.h 1 s  $'..i l t  eos t ?  
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OWen shrugs . 

. OWEN ,. , 
She already push started the truck· 
this morning, she's got used to 
the cold already. 

DEL 
It 's very kind of you and of her . 
But we can use a little fresh air. 

OWEN 
fto his wife) 

Get down and help the guests 
into the back! 

Wife gets down on all fours. 

DEL , NEAL 
NOi 

DEL 
Ito Neal) 

One knee. 

Neal drops to a knee. Del steps up on Neal's knee and 
gets into the truck. Del and Neal settle down on the 
trunk. Owen gets in the truck and throws it in gear. 
The truck pulls out on the highway. 

EXT. TRUCK. DAY 

Del and Neal are buffeted by the fri,;id wind. The;· ' re 
huddled close together and bundled tight. 

DEL 
You don't mind do you? I'd hate 
to sit inside knowing that poor 
gal's out here freezing her buns 
off. 

NEAL 
What do you think I am? I have 
a heart. 

DEL 
I only ask because Newton' s a 
l ittl e further than Wi chita. 

NEAL 
How much further ? 

DEL 
! t imidly I 

Thirtj' ml lC!S . 

6 6 . 

• 
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89 EXT. DOWNTOWN WICHITA. TRAIN DEPOT. DAY 

1'he truck pulls up at the depot • .  Del and Neal are frozen. 
Their hair is standing on end. They slowly rise off the 
trunk and step down from the truck. Owen and his wife get 
out ,of the truck and walk around to the back. Owen opens 
the gate. His teensy wife picks up the trunk and carries 
it into the depot. Del and Neal grab the other bags with 
frozen fingers. 

90 EXT. DEPOT. TRAIN. DAY 

Neal gives Del his ticket. 
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NEAL 
They didn't have two together.  
So • • •  

Neal offers his hand. Del takes it. 

NEAL 
If I don't see you again, take 
care. 

'DEL 
You too. But I'll probably see 
you on the train. 

NEAL 
I'm going to sleep if I can. But 
anyway, it's been kind of fun. 

DEL 
It was a laugh. Good luck to you. 
And thanks. Oh ! Wai,:!  Give 111e 
your address so I can pay you back 
for the ticket. 

NEAL 
The ticket's a gift. 

DEL 
Come on. Give me your address. 

NEAL 
Del, it ' s  a gift. 

DEL 
Give me your phone number so at 
least I can find out if you got 
home okay. 

NEAL 
I'll get home okay . But thanks 
for the concern. Happy Holidays. 

67 . 

Neal pats Del on the back and boards the train. Del 
watches him board. There's a little sadness. He r.isses 
Neal already. He looks at his ticket and waddles do•,,:-: -:::-.e 
siding. He boards another car. 

91  ?NT , TRAIN CAR. DAY 

Neal places his briefcase in the overhead baggage 
compartment and sits down in the window seat. He se-::1:les 
into the seat. He sighs with relief. Glad to be sea-::e; , 
glad to be headed home. Glad to be rid of Del. N�-:: i:-:  a 
mean way. Just glad to be on his  own, going back to his  
own life. He  closes his eyes. 
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Del puts his briefcase under the seat and set_tles into t� 
seat. 

DEL 
Miss me? 

92 EXT . '  TRAIN 

93  

The train rolls across the countryside . 

INT. TRAIN . LATER 

Del has visited the bar car and has a large cup of beer and 
several packets of  nuts. He shakes the nuts in h:'.s fist and 
pops them in his mouth. Neal ' s  sleeping . Del lo�ks at him 
warmly . As a mother might to a sleeping child . He reaches 
under the s eat and pulls out his coat. He gently lays it 
across Neal, careful not to spill the beer he holds in one 
hand. He tucks the coat around Neal. Neal smiles and settles 
into the warm coat . Suddenly, the train bucks. Del drops 
the beer . Neal sits bolt upright. 

CO. NEAL ' S  SHOES 

The beer cup is overturned on Neal's foot. 

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE. TRAIN 

Smoke ' s  billowing out o f  the engine . A perplexed crew is 
watching the fire . 

EXT. TRAIN. PASSENGER CARS 

Passengers are climbing down off the train. A baggage 
handler is heaving baggage off the train into the snow. ·  

CO. FEET 

Shoes and feet of all description negotiate the frozen lu.�ps 
of soil and corn stuble of  a plowed field. Neal' s pathetic 
pumps trudge past. Every several steps, the beer soaked 
foot is given a good shake. Del ' s  sturdy, practical boots 
keep pace. 

94 EXT. FIELD. DAY 

95 

96 

Del and Neal are trudging across the frozen field ; bags in 
hand, sharing the burden of  Del's trunk.. WE WIDEN TO RE\'.:A:. 
a long line of  passengers marching across a v as t  snowfield 
like the German Army in retreat from the Russian front. 
EXT. JEFFERSON CITY, MO. DAY 
The Missouri capital. 
EXT. BOS DEPOT. DAY 
The Greyhound main terminal. 

97 INT. BUS DEPOT. DAY 
Del and Neal are sitting on benches in the seedy terminal. 

• 
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DEL AND m:AI. 

Del looks at Neal. Neal's bull�linq with anqer. He looks 
at his vetch. Del looks at his. · 

DEL 
It 's  not my fault the train caught 
en fire. 

Neal leeks at him. Be 's  not so sure. 

DEL 
':hank your lucky stars it. didn't 
derail. 'rhey derail more often 
than they catch fire. 

NEAL 
It'• three fifteen, 

DEL 
'l'he bus leaves at four. We 're 
alriqht. Have you ever thought 
cf going with the flow? 

NEAL 
I u going witb the flew and 
you ' re whet floated into my life. 

Del resents the sharp remark. 

DEL 
If it weren ' t  fer me , Mr. 
Ungrateful, you'd still be at the 
Wichita ai:rpcn. 

HUI. 
Instead I'• in the Jefferson City 
bus terminal. Tell me hew that ••  
an  improvement? 

DEL 
You ' re a couple hundred ailes 
closer to home. 

NEAL 
And I '• cut seven hundred bucks 
cash, two hundred and fifty in 
train tickets • •• 

DEL 
Th.ey •re aailing you a refund. 

NEAL 
' Alot cf good that does me here. 

• 
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DEL 
You're in a pretty lousy aood, 
huh? 

N'£AL 
To say the least. 

DEL 
You ever travelled by bus? 

Neal shakes his head, no. 

J)EL 
Your aood' s  probal:lly not 1oing 
to iaprove auc:b. 

98 INT. BOS. l>AY 

7 0 ,  

3aimed with cut•rate passengers. Screaming BABIES, luise;e 
everywhere, food wrappers, a dozen SUVICEM?N with thei� 
Walklllan • s  leaking twelve different songs. CHILOllN 
cruising the aisles. The engine is ROAlUN�. Someone has a 
window open. It ' •  hell on wheels. 

DEL ANJ:! NEAL 

They're toward the back. Neal has a seat in his lap. T�e 
person in front of him has the seat all the way back an� is 
sleeping. Del ' s  eating popcorn. Neal' s  staring out t.�e 
filthy window. Del pokes Neal. Neal looks at him. Del 
jerks his head toward the seats opposite them. Neal locks , 

BIS POV 

A sleazy, young couple are furiously necking in the sea�s. 
Eis hands are all ever her. Inside her clothes, outside 
her clothes , squeezin;, rubbin;, stroking. 

DEL AND NEAL 

They're both watching. 

DEL 
Beats a movie, h\lh? 

Neal stares at him. 

DEL 
Be99ers can't be choosers, Neal. 
It's better than walking. 

NEAL 
Barely. 

A child's hand squeezes between Del and Neal's seats and 
fishes around. 
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.DEL 
This is probably as good a time 
as any to tell you something. 

Neal leans back to avoid the child 's dirty, probing 
fingers. 

NEAL 
What now? 

DEL 
You'll probably be relieved. 
seeing as how you're not enjoying 
bus travel. 

NEAL 
(suspicious) 

What? 

DEL 
Our tickets are only good to St. 
Louis. 

Neal's jaw drops. 

t. CU. NEAL 

DEL 
St. Louis into Chi is booked 
tighter than Tom Thumb's ass. 
Don't forget, it's Thanksgiving. 

71. 

He turns away and strokes his brow. Something catc�es tis 
eye. 

HIS POV 

The couple across the aisle have finished their activi� ies . 
He's lighting her cigarette off of his. He hands it tc te� 
and they inhale with great relief and pleasure. 

9 9  EXT. ST, LOUIS BUS STATION • •  DAY 

crowded with holiday traffic. 

CC. DEL 

A big smile on his face. 

D.EL 
Those earrings were made by hand 
for the Grand Wizard of China. 
That's solid pastel Ivory over 
a core of l �k  gold and diamond 
chips . 

(more) 

. ... 
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DEL (Cont'd) 
And not only do they look 
smashing, they prevent headaches · 
and make your perfume· hold it's 
scent longer. 

He 'finishes his pitch with a toothy grin. 

CU. TRIO OF WOMEN 

; " . 

A large, stocky middle-aged WOMAN, a large stocky WOMA!I i:-: 
her thirties and a stocky TEENAGE GIRL. They're all 
wearing plastic shower curtain rings in their ears . 

100 INT. BUS STATION :RESTAURANT. DAY 

Del and Neal are eating. Neal is trying to find a way ir.�o 
a chili dog without getting sick to his stomach. His brain  
says, no, his mouth says, yes , He  closes his eyes and 
bites. Del has no such troullle. 

DEL 
I'm in the wrong business. You 
Jcnow how many of those damn rings 
I sold? Dozens. I don't know 
what got into me but that was a 

' brilliant id ea. 

Neal takes a slug of beer and washes down the bite of hot 
dog . He takes another swing and swishes it around his 
mouth in an attempt to cleanse his palate. 

NEAL 
You didn't have to sell your 
samples. 

DEL 
I've steered you wrong so many 
times , I felt like a shit burger 
on a stale bun. The least I could 
do was scrape up a nice meal for 
you, Did you call the wife? 

NEAL 
No one was home. 
at my daughter's 
pageant. 

DEL 

They're procably 
Thanksgiving 

It's a bitch you missed it , huh? 
Those moments are prec ious . 

Neal is coming to a realization. 
awhile but hasn't admitted to . 

Something he 's k:-:c:1.·:-: 
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DEL 

NEAL 
I ' ve been spending too much time 
away from ho111e. 

DEL 
I haven't been home in years, 

NEAL 
Seriously? 

• 

... 

He didn't want to say what he did. A slip of the tongue. 
He quickly gets off the subject, 

DEL 
Fiture of speech. Listen, I 
called an old friend at Eastern 
Airlines. He says the chances 
of getting a flight into Chicago 
from here are about the same as 

a mouse sexually satisfying a 
!:>lack rhino. 

NEAL 
I le.now. I called all the 
airlines. 

DEL 
Did you call your office? Maybe 
they have some clout. You have 
a company plane? 

NEAL 
No, The office closed at noon. 

DEL 
We ' re still sitting on over a 
hundred beans from my brilliant 
idea. 

NEAL 
I don't feel right taking your 
money . 

DEL 
I didn't exactly come by it 
honestly. You know, there's 
another option open to us . I have 
fr iends here in town. I ' l l bet 
i f  we cal led, they ' d  out us up. 

Neal shakes his head, no. What Neal has to say comes t:a:-: . 

• 
• 
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NEAL 
I ,,_., bee.1 ..... .;.,lk.uij, i>el. When 
ve put cur heads together ve get 
ncvhere. I think I'a holding ycu 
up. 

DEL 
I'a enjoying ycur ccaany. Ycu • re 
net that bad. You don ' t  react 
tc crisis very well, but I can 
cverlcck that. You have plenty 
cf ether admir�le traits. 

NEll 
I think we 'd prob�ly beth get 
hcae alct sooner if we split up. 

74 

• 

Del's face drops, He's hurt. He's enjoying the adventure . 

DEL 
I dcn • t  see it like t.�at, 

NU.I, 
I really think we ' ll beth get 
where we 're going alot taster en 
cur own • 

Pel looks down at his plate. 

t>EI.. 
Okay. 

There's a lcng pause. 

t>EL 
In ether words, I'• a pain in the 
ass. 

JIEAl. 
Ne, net at all. 

DEL 
Yeah, I u. Everything I touch 
turns tc shit. My act.her used 
tc tell me I had twice as much 
heart as brain. 

He leeks up at Neal. 

DEL 
I was cnly trying to help. 

NV.I. 
I lcnov, l)el. And I appreciate. 
it. 
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01';L 
If I can count you as ay friend, 
I'm happy. 

Del ,drops his napkin on his plate. He looks at the check , 
lays down the appropriate S'lllll plus tip. He counts out half 
the remaininq money and puts it in his pocket. Be qets up 
and stuffs the other half in Neal's suitcoat pocket. He 
pats him on the shoulder. 

NJ:AL 
I can't take your aoney, 

DEL 
Take it. Buy your lcids a 
chocolate turkey. 

NJ:AL 
You take it. auy your kids 
aomethinq. 

DEL 
I already did, Have a happy 
holiday. 

• 

He shuifles out of th• restaurant. Neal watches him · go 
with a sad �ut final ■mile, 

101 EXT. S'l'. :t.001S AIRPORT, DAY 

� 
JUJ1ed with activity. 

) 

102 INT. AI:RPO:RT. :RENTAL CAlt COUNTER. DAY 

It'• jUJ1ed with people, Huqe lines. Deafening din. 
Neal ' s  at the counter filling out the forms. 

103 EX'l', AIRPORT. AlUUVAL AJU:A,DAY 

Neal's at the r:ur� with a ;roup of people waiting for the 
courtesy �us. For tha first time aince the GM building, 
he's s•ilinq. He 's  so liqht in spirit, he strikes up a 
conversation vit.b a young BUSINESS KAN standinq next to 
hill. 

• 

You have no idea what I've been 
through to get here. 

You have no idea what � been 
_ through. 

NEAL 
It can ' t  come close to what � 
been through • 
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I had my foot uiputated on 
'l'hursday. 

Neal is shocked. 'l'here • s  a lonq, wicomfortable pause . 

NEAL 
Other than that, era you lookinq 
forward to • nice boliday? 

Oh, very aucb so. You Jcnow, 
looking on ue bright side of 
things. My feet are only balf 
as cold as yours. 

7 6 .  

Be chuckles. Neal aanaqes a grill ■11ile. 

104 EXT, HIGHWAY, DAY 

105 

A car rental courtesy van leaves the airport, beading !0= 
the remote car pick-up. 

INT. COtJR'l'ESY BOS. DAY 

'l'Wo sofas, end tables and luips. It's packed with weary 
travellers. Neal included, He ' •  squeezed in between two 
nwis , 'l'he van j erks to a stop. A BtJJU.Y BLACK DR.IVEa calls 
out Neal'• nuie. 

Hr. Page? 

Neal gets up and squishes bis way up to the front . The 
driver hands Neal bis rental agreement envelope and a set 
of keys. 

DRIVER 
Red Mustang. Space E-67 

'l'hanks. Have a nice holiday. 

DJUVE:R 
Are you kidding? You have a nice 
holiday. While you•re stuffing 
your gullet with turkey, I'll be 
riding around in this goddamn 
living room on wheels. 

Well, have a nice day. 
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• 

·g� 
The day's shot. This is my last 
run. I drcp you off and go home 
to four walls and a 14 year-old 
Po�e::man Pinscber with a �ladder 
infection. 

77 , 

He sits down and opens the door. Heal steps down off the 
van. 

106 EXT, PAJUCING l.OT. DAY 

The van pulls away. Heal looks at the envelope. Then at 
the parking lot. 

HIS P0V 

A vast expanse of parked rental cars. 

HEAL 

He starts down ·the row nf cars, looking at the large ,  w�ite 
stall n�ers painted on the pavement. 

HIS POV 

HOVING past 1:-be �aclts of the parked cars. 

NE.AL 

He stops. Looks down. Looks at the rental agreement. 

HIS P0V 

In large letters on the envelope -- E-67 

HEAL 

Ke looks down at the parking slot. 

BIS POV 

In �ig,  white letters, E-67 , Ho red Mustang. No car at 
all. 

EXT. PAUING I.OT 

Neal stands in the empty space looking at the keys and the 
rental agreement. 

HEAL 
Son of a �itc:h • •  , 

He looks across the parking lot • 

-·• 
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HIS POV 

The van is several aisles over. • one ot the passengers gets 
out and the van turns and beads down another aisle. 

He takes ott attar the van, cutting between cars, slipping 
and sliding through the snow. 

m:Y l 
107 EXT, VAN. CAY 

The last passenger gets oft. Tbe doors close end the van 
pulls out. A beat and Neal charges after it. 

108 EXT. PAlUCING LOT, WICE. DAY 

Tbe van heads for the parking lot exit with Neal in 
pursuit. 

EXT. PAlUCING LOT. ENnANC:E 

The van pulls out onto the highway. 

EXT. PAIUCING LOT. NEAL 

He charges up to the chain-link fence surrounding the let. 

HIS POV 

The van speeds past on it's way back to the air;,o�. 

EXT. PAJUaNG LOT 

Neal drops his briefcase and screus. 

109 INT. AIRPORT. ELECTRIC: COORS. NIGHT 

The doors open and .Neal shuttles in. We st•� on his 
expensive Italian shoes and MOVE UP, The shoes are soake= 
with water , stained with road salt, frayed and torn , a 
tassle is loose and drag9ing. We move up to his pant legs. 
The cuff on one le9 is r1pped and trailing behind, the 
fabric is soakad w1th water and stained with salt and mud . 
His beautiful trousers are flecked with mud and salt. His 
overcoat is splattered with water and dirt. He stops as w� 
LAND ON HIS FACE. It's frozen and speckled with the sa=e 
salt and grit. His eyes are wild with rage , his teeth are 
clenched, his hair is standing on end and glistening with 
frost. He's wrapped his necktie around his head to keep 
his ears wan1. He looks left, then right. His upper l�p 
pulls back and he snarls. 
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IN'l'. AIRPORT. RENTAL CAR COUNTER. :ttIGHT 

A perky, young GIRL is happily tapping on the keys of her 
computer. She looks up with a biq, friendly TV co=erci!l 
smil� . A beat and the smile dissolves, 

HER POV 

Neal stands before her, crazed, frozen and mad as hell . 

C:O, GIRL • 

She manages to put on another giant smile , 

c:u. Nl:Al. 

GIRL 
May I help you? 

He leans forward. Talks very softly. 

C:O, GIRL 

HU.I, 
Yes. 

She leans for\lard to hear better, 

GIJU. 
(softly) 

How may % help you? 

INT, CAR RENTAL COtl'NTER 

He leans a little closer. She leans a little closer . 

m:u. 
You can start by wiping that 
fuckin ' dUlllb-ass smile off your 
rosy tuckin ' cheeks, 

C:O. GIRL 

She ' s  stunned. 

INT, RENTAL CAR C:OONTll, 

Neal continues his tirade, 

m:u. 
Then you can drop the Niss Fuckin' 
Cheerful bullcrap and 9ive me a 
fuckin' automobile , A fuckin' 
Kustany, a fuckin' Toyota , a 
fuckin Datsun, a tuckin' Chevy, 
tour fuckin' wheels and �! 
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The girl regains her composure, clears her throat, fidget. 
with her uniform scarf. 

GIRl, 
I don't really care for the way 
you're talking to me. 

NU.I. 
I don't really care for the way 
your fuckin' company left me out 
in the middle of fuckin' nowhere 
with fuckin' keys to a fuckin' 
car that isn't fuckin' there. 
And I didn't really care to 
fuckin' walk down a tuckin' 
highway and across a tuckin' 
rw1way to get back here to have 
you smile in my fuckin • face. 
I ' m  a pretty tuckin' nice guy 
under normal circwasta:ices a:id 
I have nothing against you except 
your fuckin' happy demeanor too 
violently illustrates to me how 
miserable I u. I want a fuckin ' 
car, right fuckin • �! 

GIJU. 
Co you still have your rental 
agreement? 

NU.I. 
No. 

The girl clicks her tongue. 

GDl, 
Oh, boy. 

KZAL 
Oh, boy, what? 

C:IJU. 
You're fucked. 

111 EXT. A.IR.PORT. AJUUV.U. ARV.. DAY 

Neal trudges out of the airport. His eyes are glazed , he's 
beyond anger. He walks zombie-like to a cab stand. A 
burly CAB CISPATCHE:R addresses him. 

CISPATCHl:R 
Where you goin? 

NU.I. 
Chicago. 
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DISPATCHER 
(after a pause) 

Chicago? 

NEAL 
Chicago. 

DISPATCHER 
Do you Jcnow you • re in St. Louis? 

NE.AL 
Yes, I Jcnow I'• in St. Louis. 
And I want to be in ch1ca90. 

DISPATCHER 
You want to take a cab to Chicaao? 

NE.AL 
Yes, I do. 

DISPATc:BER 
Why don't you try the airlines? 
It's alot faster and you 9et a 
free aeal. 

. NE.AL 
If I wanted a joke, I ' d  follow 
you into the john and watch you 
take a leak. 

The dispatcher flares at Heal. 

DISPATCHER 
Listen, butthead, if I 9otta look 
at your nutty au9 for aore than 
two seconds, you're vonna be 
lookin • at n upside and blurry. 

All I asked for was a cab. It 
is possible for a taxi to 
transport ae to Chica90. I'd auch 
prefer to fly or drive myself but 
due to holiday traffic, those 
options are not available to me. 
can you help ae er are you going 
to stand there like a slab cf aeat 
with mittens? 

CU. DISPATCr-R. 

He doesn't much care for Neal's attitude. 

DISPATCHER 
Time ' s  up. 

S l. 
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cu. Nl:Al. 

Doesn ' t  understand. 

KEAL 
Excuse me? 

CU. OISPATCKEit 

He stuffs his cigar in his mouth. 

DISPAT� 
You're excused. 

He draws back his fist and lets it fly directly into the 
CAMERA. 

cu. Hv.L 

He "drops backward OtJT OF FRAME. 

EXT. Sn.EET 

Neal falls into the street. Lands on his ass in front o! a 
car. The contents of his briefcase go flying. He screa=s 
and covers his head. The car skids to a stop, inches f:c= 
Neal ' s  body . Hems blow, tires screech. 

CD. NllL 

Hands ever his face. He slowly ru.cves them. 

HIS POV 

Del Griffith is standing ever him, looking down. He's 
startled. 

J)EL 
Neal? 

c:u. KEAL 

He ' s  equally startled. 

J)el? 

EXT, AIRPORT. CAB STAN!) 

Del' s  relieved to find that Neal's all right. 

DEL 
If I'd had my sunglasses on, I 
would have run right over you. 

The dispatcher barks at Del. 
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cu. Rl:Al. 

OISPATCHER 
Get your car outta there ! 

DEL 
Hey, bold your water, viseass !  
We've got an iniured man in the 
street here. R 9ht under your 
damn nose. You get off your fat 
duff and help ha up. I 'll move 
ay car. 

Be shakes bis bead in an -pbatic, no. 

112 INT, CAR. LATER 

83. 

Del '•  driving. Neal '•  next to bia. Be's cleansing off his 
face with a handkerchief. 

DEL 
I had • feeling when we parted 
ways that somehow, someday, our 
paths would cross again. 

Neal stares at bim. Ee'• not happy. 

DEL 
Are you all right? I never aav 
a guy get picked up by the 
t esticles before. 

Neal bolds his angry stare. 

!)EL 
That son of a bitch WIS 11&d ! I 
swear if that cop hadn 't strolled 
past, you'd be lifting up your 
balls to tie your shoes. 

Neal continues to stare, 

DEL 
Do you have any idea how glad I 
a:m that I didn't kill you? 

(after a long pause) 
Do Iou have any idea bow glad 
be f you had? 

DEL 

I'd 

Hey! You don 't  mean that . You 
remember what I said Gout aoin9 
with the flow • little more? 

••• 
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NEAL 
How do I go with the flow when 
the rental car agency leaves me 
in a hundred acre parking lot with 
keys to a car the isn ' t  there and 
I have to walk three miles back 
to find out they don't have any 
111ore cars? 

DEL 
I got a car. I didn't. have to 
waste one drop of sweat. 

NEAL 
Well, Del, you're a charaed man. 

DEL 
Nope. 

NEAL 
You just go with the flow. 

DEL 
Like a twig on the shoulders of 
a mighty stream. 

He puts his ara on the seat and slams the hammer down. 

EXT. HIGHWAY. NIGHT 

84 , 

A massive green Lincoln speeds past. Del ' s  steamer tru�k 
is hanging out the back of the car trunk which is secured 
with a length of twine. 

All4 INT. NEAl. ' S  HOUSE. DINING ROOM 

Both sets o f  grandparents, the kids a nd Sus an a re havinc 
dinner. Susan is sullen and withdrawn, payinc; only cursory 
interest to the conversation . 

MARTIN 
I thought Marti d1d a wonderful 
job with her poem today. 

WALT 
It ' s  a shame your Dad missec it.  

.JOY 
I sharply I 

I'm sure he feels the same �ay, 
Walt. 

SUSAN 

He ' ll see the video tape. 

• 

• 

• 

• 
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WAL'!' 
'!' hat' s no way to w atc h a kid 
g row up. 

Joy fi res W a·l t a cold look to shut him up. • 

PEG 
I was so proud of you, M arti . 

LI TTLE NEAL 
G randma, she mi ssed about eight 
word s. • 

MAR TI 
I did not! 

SU SAN 
'!' hat's enoug h. 

LI TTLE NEAL 
S he brutaliz ed a f amous p oem. 

'l'he phone RING S O . C .  Susan slips away f rom the tabl e. 

INT. K I TC HEN 

S usan walk s into the kitchen and answ ers the phon e. 

SU SAN 
Hello? 

INT. ROAP HOU SE . PAY PHONE . NEAL 

Neal' s on the pay p hone i n  a loud ,  raucou s  roadh ouse .  Be�;�� 
him w e  see a stag e with a GI RL d anc ing behind a sh ow er cur�ai� . 
A p ack ed house cheers her on. Neal has his hand pre ssed 
ag ainst hi s ear. 

NEAL 
Susan? 

1 1 6  INT. NEAL'S HOU SE.  KI TCHEN. SU SAN 

Susan hea rs the noise in the back g round. 

SU SAN 
W here are y ou? 

117  I�T. ROAD HOU SE . NEAL 

He strai ns to hear. Del work s his w ay throug h the erowd te 
the phone. 

NEAL 
Huh? 

(pause l 
I'm at a pay phone! What? 
Some r oad sid e  d ump. I ' m  i n  
S out hern I l l inoi s. 



Del reac�2s Nea l. He taps his shoulde r. N�a l  looks 
a ro und at  him. 

NEAL 
( to  Susa nl 

Hold on, 

He cove rs the phone , 

DEL 
D o  y ou have five bucks? 

NEAL 
I 'm on with my wife. 

DEL 
I ne ed a five . 

8 4 :e .  

-

Nea l  reaches int o his pocket a nd pulls out the la st of t he 
money. 

NEAL 
We only have twenty t hree bucks 
left , 

DEL 
We' re fine. G ive me five . 

Nea l  fishes out a five . 

Del t urns. 

DEL 
Eve ryt hing okay at home? 

NEAL 
Y ou g otta be kidd ing . 

NEAL 
As soon as I 'm off the phone ,  
we' re outta here. 

Del look s back a nd g ive s him the okay .  

118 INT .  KITCHEN 

Neal comes back on the line .  

SUSAN 
I ' m  sitt ing here wit h  my pa rent s, 
wit h � Farent s, your k ids, . a nd 
I wa nt to know w hat ' s  g oing on. 
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119 INT. ROAPHOU SE .  N EAL 

H e  squeez es i nto  t he c orner to shi eld the phone from the 
noi se. 

NEAL 
What ' s  g oing on? I 'm trying to 
g et home. I ' v e  had the w orst day 
of my life. I ' ve been on a trai n 
that caug ht fi re, a bu s, the back of 
a pic k-up truck, I walk ed f our mil es 
t hroug h the snow with f our hundred 
people • • •  

SU SAN'S VOICE 

A ll I k now i s, John g ot home last 
ni g ht. 

N eal' s mouth drops open. 

NEAL 
He left after I did. How could 
he g et home? 

SU SAN ' S VOICE 
Y ou t ell me. T he airport' s been 
open si nc e t hi s  morni ng . 

120 IN T. KITCHEN 

NEAL'S VOICE 
Y ou want to hear a dog story? 

SU SAN 
I t o  Harti n) 

H e' s not maki ng any sense. 

Marti n tak es the ph� ne. 

HARTIN 
Neal? It's Dad. 

121 INT . ROn�ttOU SE . NEAL 

Drops his anger ,  c heers up. Excit ed t o  hear fro� his �a:. 

NEAL 
H ey, Dad ! H ow are y ou? 

MARTIN ' S  VOICE  
Pretty g ood. And your self? 

NEAL 
I ' m  having a hell of a time get t in g  
home but ot her t han t hat I ' m d oi n g  
alr ig ht .  Whe n  did you g uy s  get 1 n? 

• 

• 
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MARTIN' S VOICE 
T h is morning . 

NEAL 
Did you hit any s now? 

MARTIN'S VOICE 
A l ittl e bit. The s torm was p retty 
muc h j us t  C h ic ag o  and n·orth . O th er 
than that it was p retty smooth s ail ing . 

NEAL 
Gl ad to hear it. 

1 22  INT. KITCHEN 

Mar ti n  c overs th e p hone. 

123 

1 23A  

MARTIN 
H e' s  making p erfec t  s ens e. 
you tal king about? 

S us an takes the ph one. 

INT. ROADHOUSE. NEAL 

Continues tal king . 

NEAL 

Wh at're 

D ad? You h ave to help me out 
a l ittl e. I don' t th ink Sus an 
bel ieves a word I ' m  s aying. 

INT .  KITCHEN 

Sus an's jaw cl enches .  

SUSAN 
Y ou g ot that one rig h t. 

1 23B INT.  ROAOHOUSE . NE AL 

H is eyes O?en wide wit h  al arm. 

INT.  ROAOHOUSE 

Del l ooks over at th e ph one booth . 

HIS POV 

Neal l owers th e ph one and bangs h is h ead on the �all. 

l23C INT.  KITCHEN 

Susan has d ispat ch ed the last of her pat ience. 

A 6 .  
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SUSAN 
I have a pretty good idea of 
what you' r e  p ulling , N eal, a nd 
all I can say , is your timing s tinks . 

NEAL 'S  VOICE 
I 'm pulling something? I 'm try ing 
to g et home howev er I ca n. 

SUSAN 
( b itter s mile) 

How' s D el. 

123D IN'l' . ROAD HOUSE . NEAL 

N eal does n' t unders tand what s he's g etting a t, 

NEAL 
How' s D el? 

SUSAN ' S  VOICE 
How's D el? 

NEAL 
Why do you want to k now a bout D el? 
He' s fine. A pain in the a s s  but 
why do you want to k now about him? 

123E INT . KITC HEN 

87. 

Susan flas hes a look into the dining room a nd then let's 
N eal hav e it. 

SUSAN 
You j us t  better make s ur e  you don't 
come home with .hll panties in your 
br iefcase. 

123F INT . ROAD HOUSE . NEAL 

N eal vas t ly mi s interprets the r emar k. 

NEAL 
lwi th a s mi le) 

F unny you should men tion tha t. 
I dried off my face with them 
this morning . 

l23G INT . KITC HEN 

Susan s lams the pho ne down. 

123 H INT . ROAD HOUSE. NEAL 

Neal li st ens to the dial ton e. 

• 

-·•· 
• • 

• 

• 

• 
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NEAL 
Hello? Susan? 

( pau se) 
Shit ! 

EXT . BOOTH . NIGHT 

Neal r est s his head on the cold gla ss and hangs up the 
phone.  

124
° 

EXT.  HIGH�AY . NIGHT 

The r ental car roar s into th e n ight. 

125 INT . CAR LATE R 

Neal's d r iv ing . 
runni ng through 
the hell out of 

Del ' s tr ying to g et comfortable. 
the el ectric seat posi tion s. I t 's 
N eal. 

NEAL 
Could you please not do that with 
t he seat? 

He' s 
annoying 

Nea l  ta kes wallet out of his pock et and put s it in the g lov ebox . 
DEL 

once you s tart screwing around 
with thes e dallll\ things , you can' t 
ev er g et comfortabl e, 

NEAL 
Then quit s crewing around with 
it. 

DEL 
I gotta get comfortabl e. Do you 
hav e a b ad back? 

(pause) 
Well,  I do and i t  hurts l ike a 
bug g er ,  There' s  a coupl e good 
pos itions for it • • •  

H e  rais es the seat bottom and lowers the s eat back. The 
motors grind and squeal. 

NEAL 
Are you trying to break it? 

DEL 
No, I 'm not tryi ng to br eak it . 

A f ew more tries and he gets the s eat t!:l e W&)' he "'a:-::s 

DEL 
There. 

H e  s its fo� a mom e:-:: . It's not rig h t. 

, _  . . .  
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DEl, 
No, I'm not trying to break it. 

A few more. tries and he gets the, seat the way h e  wants it . 

DEL 
Th ere. 

H e  sits for a moment. It' s not ri ght . 
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DEL 
Shit ! I got the seat just right 
but now I can ' t  reach my feet to 
take off my shoes. 

NEAL 
That's just fine. Leave your 
shoes on. 

DEL 
I can't relax with my shoes on. 

NEAL 
I don't care to breathe your foot 
odor. I.eave the shoes on. 

DEL 
When did you smell my feet? 

NEAL 
At the airport, on the plane , on 
the train, on the bus, in the 
motel and I don't care to smell 
them in the car. 

DEL 
And I suppose nothing on you 
smells? 

nu. 
Not like that. 

DEL 
Gee, it must be a swell feeling 
to be perfect !!!!! odor free. 

NEAL 
I never said I was perfect. 

DEL 
You don't come right out and say 
it. You know, thera • re plenty 
of things �out you that bother 
me. I, however, u understanding 
enough to let them pass. 

NEAL 
Oh, really? 

DEL 
Yes , really. 

nAI, 
And what do I do that bothers you? 

• 
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t>EL 
Lots of things. 

m:u 
Name one. 

DEL 
You play with your balls. 

Neal looks at him. A long stare. Back to the raod, �ack 
to Del. 

m:u 
I don ' t  play with my balls. 

t>EL 
Larr., Bird on a good night doesn ' t  
do as much ball handling as you 
do in an hour. 

m:u 
Are you tring to start a fight? 

Not at 
fact. 
alot. 

DEL 
all. I'm just stating a 
You fiddle with your nuts 

m:At. 
I ' ve been wearing the sue shorts 
for two days. They ' re stretched 
out. They ' re W'lcomfortable. 

DEL 
Okay, 

Del settles into the seat and 9ets comfortable. 

JaAL 
You Jcnow what would aake ae happy? 

t>EL 
A couple more balls and an eir:ra 
set of fingers? 

JaAL 
Now that's humor. What would aake 
me happy is if you'd give your 
111outh a rest. 

t>EL 
My pleasure. 

NEAL 
I 'd like to have a little silence 
while I drive. 
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DEL 
No problem. 

NE.\L 
Thank you. 

Del closes his eyes. A long beat. 

COMPUTER VOICE 
TJa: TRONX LID IS A.1AR. Pl.EASE 
SECUll IT .BEFORE PROCUDING. 

Bow do you shut that thing up? 

l'l!L 
I vuess we secure the trunk lid. 

It won ' t  close with your goddamn 
trunk stuffed in it, 

l'll:L 
I vuess we ' ll have to live with 
it. 

NE.\L 
You absolutely need that trunk? 

l'lEL 
Do you think I ' d  lug it everywhe�e 
with me if I didn't need it? 

NE.\L 
I don't know why anybody travels 
with something like that. What's 
in it? 

There ' s  a pause. 

Nl:AL 
What ' s  in it? 

DEL 
None of your business. 

COMPUTER VOICE 
THE TRUNX LID IS AJAR, PLEASE 
SECURE IT BEFOU • • •  

9l. 

Del smacks the dashboard. The RAl:)IO goes on. t,0'1)':::, •�c: or; 
THE STATION , Neal reaehes out to turn it off , He can • �  
find the knob. He looks at the radio. 
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126 

127 

HIS POV 

There are no dials on thR radio. Just a computer pad. 

INT. CAR 

92 . 

Del studies the radio. A long beat and he smacks the dash . 
The radio goes off. Del looks at Neal with a smile. Oel 
settles into the seat and closes his eyes. 

COMPUTER VOICE 
THE TRUNX LID IS AJAR. PLEASE 
SECUlU: IT �EFORE PROCEEDING. 

EXT. HIGHWAY. NIGHT 

The car powers past. 

INT. CAR. LATER 

Neal's driving. Del's sound asleep. snoring like a 
buzzsaw. Neal's fiddling with the computer on the radio . 
He manages to switch it on, He fiddles a little more anc 
finds how to raise the volume. He turns up the music to 
mask tha snoring. The snoring gets louder. Neal turns the 
music up louder. The snoring goes louder. Neal turns tte 
music full blast. He looks at Del. Sleeping like a bab;-. 

NEAL 
Del? 

He reaches for the electric window buttons .  
window. Wind whips in. Del doesn ' t stir. 
the other windows, No response from Del .  

No response. 
He opens Del'• 
Neal puts down 

NEAL 
DELI DEL GRIFFITH ! HEY! 
WAJ<E UP STUPID ! UP AND AT ' EM 
LIVER LIPS ! 

Neal reaches over and pokes Del. Ke stirs, turns awa}· a:::: 
closes his mouth. He stops snoring. Neal puts the winc::,,s 
back up. He turns off the radio. Nothing out of Oe! .  He 
reaches into his lap and adjusts his crotch. 

DEL 
Just can ' t leave the walnuts 
alone, can you? 

Neal freezes. 

128 INT. CAFE, NIGHT 

Oel and Neal are finishing their coffee . 
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DEL 
If you want, I'll drive 
while. 

NEAL 

tor a 

That's generous of you considering 
I ' ve done most o f  the driving. 

DEL 
An hour behind the wheel with my 
back is like a lifetime for you • 

93 , 

Neal grows weary of the bickering. He changes the subjec�. 
To what ' s  really bothering him. 

NEAL 
I can't believe it's Thanksgiving 
ave and I'm not home with my 
family. 

DEL 
He either. 

NEAL 
What do you have? Boys or girls? 

DEL 
(after a pause ) 

Two boys and a gir l .  
NEAL 

I saw your wife. You got pictures 
of the kids? 

DEL 
In •Y trunk. 

NEAL 
It's hard being away, isn't it? 

DEL 
AJ)solute •isery. 

NEAL 
1 ·haven ' t  seen you call your wife. 
Isn't she gonna worry? 

DEL 
Just because you didn't see me, 
doesn't mean I didn't call her. 

N:EAL 
What's she have to say about all 
this? 

DEL 
comple�e understanding . 
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Y0u •re a lucky man. My wifa ' a  
ready to kill ae. 

DEL 
That 's a shame. 
shame. 

� 

A real, true 

I don ' t  know what I can do. How 
do you aana9e to keep your wife 
so W'lderstanding? 

DEL 
It ' •  real siaple. I love her from 
sun-up to SW'ldown and I make duin 
sure I don't leave her ■ight W'ltil 
I'• convinced she lulows it. 
Marriage can be a pretty flexible 
institution if the two parties 
involved know without a do�t that 
the love they give will never be 
las■ than the love they receive. 
It sound like a load of cornball 
crap but it worJcs like aagic. 

Jll:AL 
Sounds like you have something 
pretty special • 

. DEL 
We all have it at the start. Some 
people just lay it down while 
they 're reaching for other things 
and when they aiss it and go back 
for it, someti.aes they don't 
remember where they left it. 

Neal is silent as he considers Del ' s  speech. Del �inishes 
bis coffee. 

DEL 
Let's roll. 

They get up from the table and cross to t.�e cash registe� . 
The door opens and a 'l'JlUCXEJt walks in. 

'l'JlUCJl:Dl 
Anybody headed north, think twice. 
Another big front ' s  aovin9 down. 
They'll be playing ice hockey on 
the interstate. 

He crosses to the counter. Del looks at Neal. Then at the 
CASHIER. 
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"DEL 
Wha� • s  the motel situation? 

CASHIER 
Pretty good. Ethyl ' s  Motor 
Mattress always has an open bed 
or two. 

NEAL 
Del, forget it. 
easy. It'll be 
lady. 

DEL 

We'll take it 
fine. Pay the 

Do you take credit cards? 

CASHIER 
Diner's ClUb, Visa, 
Mastercharge • • • 

Del pats Neal on the back. 

DEL 
Let's conserve the cash. 

EXT . RESTAURANT. LATER 

9S.  

Del and Neal come out of the restaurant. Del gets in the 
driver's side. Neal gets in the passenger side . 

-

Del fires ·up the engine and whips the Versailles out of t!':e 
parking space and squeals away. 
INT. CAR. NIGHT 
Del' s  driving. Neal' s  almost flat on his back. He has 
suitcoat off. He ' s  trying to get the seat up. It rocks , 
catches, slips, catches, slips, twists to one side, t�ists 
to the other. 

DEL 
I really think we're pressing our 
luck driving into the teeth of 
a stoni. 

NEAL 
You broke the seat ! You broke 
the goddamn seat ! I knew it ! 

The motor whines as Neal holds his finger on the �ut�e�. 

DEL 
It was fine when I got out. 

NEAL 
You messed around with it until 
you bro'k.e it! 
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You want to drive? 

NEAL 
No, I don't. Why did you have 
to do this? 

9 6 .  

The gears suddenly catch and vault Neel forward and lock 
him with his head to his knees, 

DEL 
I can't be held responsible for 
faulty engineering, 

NEAL 
This is great. Very comfortable. 

He presses the button again. The gears grind and the sea: 
falls back flat. Neal crosses his anns on his chest. 

DEL 
You like country music? 

NEAL 
I detest country music, 

DEL 
I listened to your rock and roll 
oldies rubbish. 

NEAL 
I ' m  not going to argue with you. 
Put on whatever you like. Just keep 
it soft. I ' d  like to get a little sleep. 

Del flips on the radio and starts scanning the dial. 
second bursts of music and talk. Up and down the FM 
He hits the AM band and travels it up and down . 

NEAL 
Find the goddamn station ! 

0EL 
I'm sorry I don't have the 
worldwide radio network Colll::litted 
to memory. 

He flips back to FM . 

NEAL 
Aw, come on ! 

Oel turns off the radio. 

NEAL 
Whet? 

• 
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DEL 
Forget it. You ' re such a 
miserable asshole, I don't want 
to aqqravate you anymore than you 
already are. 

NEAL 
I'm not miserable. Turn on the 
radio and find your station. 

DEL 
Forget it. I ' m  not in the mood 
for music anymore. 

NEAL 
Fine. 

DEL 
I was . But you ruined it. I 
guess I better consult with you 
from now en about how you want 
me to behave so that you'll be 
comfortable . Afterall, I only 
rented the car . You're the 
almighty passenger. 

NEAL 
Put en the radio, 

DEL 
Forget it. 

NEAL 
Put it on. 

DEL 
I'd rather not. 

NEAL 
Don't play qames, Del. Put on 
the radio. 

97 . 

Del doesn't react. Neal leans forward, does a sit up a�= 
flips on the radio. Me scans down the dial until te hea�s 
the plaintive howl of a steel guitar. He leans ba=�· 

DEL 
Thanks , Neal. 

NEAL 
My pleasure. 

He reaches into the back seat and grabs h1s overcoat . 
He uses i t  as a blank•t.  He settles 1n:0 the sc�t 3nd 
closes his eyes. Del pushes the c1g 3 r.:- t t.:- l 1 jht�r 1 � .  
He re11r.hes 1nto  h1s ;,oc:ket ,11nd pu l l F  out ., ,· ! •a . : r --• � : .:-. 
The l i c;h��r  pnr,c: :.nr! li'jhtc th,-:. cr:,nk•Jo. 

• 
• 
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t>EL 
t>oes my smoke bother you? 

NEAL 
Hot if you crack your vindow a 
little. 

t>el presses the window button. He opens the window a 
crack. It howls . 

DEL 
Is that too noisy? 

NEAL 
Close it more or open it more. 

t>EL 
If I close it more, it'll be 
closed completely. 

He opens the window further. Cold vind rushes in . 

DEL 
I'll pump the beat, okay? 

NEAL 
Fine. 

9 8 .  

Del blasts the heater fan . Double the noise. He turns �P 
the music above the rush of vind and the roar of the fa�. 

DEL 
Get a little shut-eye so you'll 
be fresh for your shift. 

NEAL 
I ' LL  TRY. 

Del shifts in his seat, puffs his cigarette , 

131  EXT. HIGHWAY. NIGHT 

The car hurtles down the lonely interstate into t!le d.a:-;: c! 
the approaching storm. 

132  INT. CAR. NIGHT 

Neal's fallen asleep . Del takes a last puff on t!le 
cigarette and carefully slips it out the windo1o:. He ! : � :;:s 
it away. 

INT. CAR. 8ACXSEAT 

The butt is sucked back in the window and lands in the c::� 
behind the backseat. The window snaps sbut . 

• •• 
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INT. CAR 

Del bobs his head to the music. He ' s  ,:,. . :.ir,,, heavily 
bored. He taps the steering wheel to the beat. Flicks his 
brights on and off to the beat. 

EXT: CAR 

From the front lights going to the beat. 

INT. CAR 

It's getting a little warm in the car. He turns off the fan. 
Drives a bit further. Still too warm. He looks at Neal. 
He ' s  asleep. He doesn ' t  want to open the window for fear 
of wak ing him with the noise. He raises his knees to the 
steering wheel and attempts to remove his coat. 

133  EXT. HIGHWAY . NIGHT 

The car from the front. It swerves a little to the left, 
then back to the right. 

134 INT. CAR. NIGHT 

135 

Del has his arms around behind his back trying to get his 
arms out of the sleeves. As he presses back in the seat, 
his foot buries the accelerator. 

CU. PEDALS 

The accelerator is on the floor. 

EXT. HIGHWAY. NIGHT 

The car screams past. 

13 6 INT. CAR. NI GHT 

Del ' s steering with his knees, streaking down the hi,;;iwa�· · 
He's struggling with his arms. He suddenly reali:es that 
he has a huge problem. He twists to the side. 

CU. DEL ' S  HANDS 

In trying to take o f f  his coat, he's managed to slip h � s  
hands into the epaul ets on the cuffs of his overcoa t and 
has effectively handcuffed himself.  

INT. CAR 

Del strugqles to free his hands, driving with his knees. 
Neal ' s  asleep , obl ivious to everything . He looks at S�3 l  
to make sure he ' s  not witnessing thi s !atest scr�w-up. 

137 EXT. HIGHl\'A Y .  N lGl!T 

The car ' s  roaring a l ong . l t  glides across two l���� ��d 
shoots up an exit ramp .  

• 
• 
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138  

139  

1 4 0  

INT. CAR. NIGHT 

Del rips his hands free , grabs the wheel and hits the brakes . 
Ile slams his eyes shut and SCRE/\MS. The braking force throws 
Neal and the seat back forward locking him forward with his 
head between his knees. Windshield cleaners 90 on or wind��s 
fog up making it hard to see out. 

EXT. HIGHWAY. NIGH'l' 

The car does a 180 and grinds to a halt in a cloud of  tire 
smoke. It comes to rest across the overpass road , pointing 
toward the ramp it just came up. The engine shudders and 
dies. 

:INT. CAR. NIGHT 

Neal 's  bent over with the locked seat back holding him 
doubled over. Del is as white as a baby's bottom. 
Speechless, pumped full of adrenaline, Neal looks at hi�. 

KEAL 
What the hell are you doing? 

Del looks at him with eyes wide and wild. Executes a quick 
recovery. 

DEL 
You almost had venison in your 
lap. 'l'he biggest deer. 
I ever saw. At least a ten point 
buck . Standing in the middle of 
the highway looking at me like 
I was a doe in heat. 

Neal stares at him. 

DEL 
If I'd hit it, we'd be human hash . 
Go back to sleep. We're making 
900d time. 

NEAL 
I'm stuck, 

DEL 
Try the button. 

Neal tries it , It just whines. 

DEL 
Reep your finger on it. 

The motor continues to whine. Something catches. Tt.e !:a= ,: 
moves to a not'lllal position but the seat moves forward . 
Almost to the dash. It stops. 
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DE:t. 
You got a choice. Leave well 
enough alone or risk a worse 
position. 

Neal .does nothing. 

DE:t. 
Good choice • 

• 
He starts the engine. Guns it, Huge backfire. 

DEL 
•That vasn 't ••. 

Be drops it in gear , 

DE:t. 
Go back to sleep. EVeryt.hing • s  
wider control, 

101 

• 

141 EXT, ROAn. NIGH'l' 

142 

The ear lurches ahead and heads down the rup it came u� . 
heading back onto the highway in the wrong direction. 

INT, CAR. NIGH'l' 

Del's wide awake. Alert as a bunny. Neal cl�••• his eyes. 

C:O. BACKSEAT 

The area behind the backseat is smoldering. 

C:O. BAC:E WINDOW 

The plastic convertible top window is aelting. A hole is 
forming. The smoke is being drawn out of it. 

C:U. NEAL 

He sniffs. Opens bis eyes. :t.oolcs at Del. 

You took your sboes off • 

• C:O. DE:t. 

He looks at Neal 

I did not. 

INT. c:A1t 

Neal sits up. 

DE:t. 
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NEAL 
Then what smells? 

DEL 
I just ha:mmered the brakes · 
something tierce, it's probably 
tire rubber. 

It really smells bad. 

DEL 
Bey, since the car already 
stinks • • •  

N1:AI, 
Xaep your shoes on. 

DEL 
.:rust chackinq. 

102. 

Neal settles back in. Del puts his ani up on the sea� ane 
starts to whistle. 

INT. ell. CROSS ANGLE 

Across Del to Neal and out the passenqer window . We see a 
.car ridinq alonqside theirs. It 's across the median •�rip. 
Del qlances across. Sees the car. Smiles. Puts a little 
more juice into it, ne car runninq alongside him blows 
it's horn. Del chuckles. Re blows his horn and puts the 
hllllllller down a little more. Neal sits up and looks at Del, 

What's going on? 

DEL 
Some joker wants to race. 

He motions his head to the other car, It's horn is 
blaring . Del lays on his born and sluis the accelerator to 
the floor. Neal looks out the window. 

BIS POV 

A sedan is keepinq pace across the grass strip dividing the 
highway. The driver has his window down and is waving his 
arm furiously. 

l:NT. CAR. DEL 

He 's  looking out the passenger window. 

DEL 
Is he waving to you? You know 
him? 
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CU. NEAL 

He ' s  watching the car. 

HIS POV 

The car running alongside. The driver ' s  screaming . 

c:o. NV.I. 
• •  

He cups his hand to his ear. 

Be wants something. 

C:O. D!:L 

He sheets a lock cut the window. 

D!:L 
May:be he ' s  drunk. 

cu. ND.I, 

He puts his window down. 

HIS POV 

The driver 's screllllling. 

c:o. NEAL 

He screams :baclc. 

WHAT? ! 

BIS POV 

The driver Jceeps screaming. 

co. N'EAL 

He can ' t  quite aake out what the 9'JY'• screaming. 

WRONG WHA'l'?l 

HIS POV 

The driver continues holleril'lg. 

CO. NV.L 

Re sticks his head out the window. 

103. 
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WHAT? ! 

HIS POV 

The ' driver shrieks. 

INT, CAR 

Neal pulls his head back in the window. He looks at Del. 

ND.l. 
Be says we're 9oin9 the wr0n9"·way. 

DEL 
Be • s d=lt. How would he know 
where we •re 9oin9? 

Neal shrugs. 
focus. Neal 
window. 

A long beat as thin9s suddenly come into 
snaps his head around and looks out the 

HIS POV 

The screaming driver. POV shifts down to the median st::-i�. 
The grassy ditch flying past • 

. co. N:tA.t. 

It hits hi.JD, His eyes bug-out. He snaps his head fo:,,;a::-:L .•• 

143 EXT. HIGHWAY, FURTHER AHEAD, NIGHT 

A pair of  ten-wheelers racing up a hill, side•by•side. 

144 INT. CAR. NIGHT 

Neal screa.as. Del look5 at him. 

DEL 
Do you know hi.JD? 

Neal points ahead, Del looks back to the road, 

TKEIJt POV 

Four huge, bright sets of headlights breaking the crest 0! 
the hill , 

CU, DEI. 

Slams his eyes shut. 

CU, NEAL 

Eyes frozen open their widest. 
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CU. DEL'S FOOT 

On the brake pedal. To the floor. 

145  EXT, HIGHWAY. NIGHT 

The trucks swerve apart to avoid the car. 

146 EXT. CAR. LEM' SIDE FROM THE REAR. NIGHT 

The truck shears off the outside mirror and the fake wood 
trim on the side of the car. 

EXT. CAR. RIGHT SIDE FROM THE REAR 

The other truck shears off the other mirror and the trim. 

147 INT. CAR. DEL AND NEAL. NIGHT 

148 

149 

150 

SHRIEKING AT THE TOPS OF THEIR VOICES. 

EXT. HIGHWAY. TRUCKS. FROM BEHIND. NIGHT 

The trucks come back together and continue down the 
highway. 

EXT. CAR, FROM THE FRONT, NIGHT 

The car jerks to a violent stop. 

EXT, CAR, FROM THE REAR 

The force of the sudden stop sends the trunk hurtling 
forward. It rips the trunk lid off and sails ever the 
top cf the car. 

INT, CAR. BACKSEAT PAST DEL AND NEAL NIGHT 

Out the winshield, we see the trunk crash down en the hcc: 
of the car and sail down the highway on the top of the 
trunk lid, sparks shooting out from beneath. The tr�nk a�= 
the trunk ;id glide down the hill like a runaway to�aggc�. 

INT , CAR 

The steering wheel's bent over. Del ' s  hands are grip���; 
it. Neal's fingers are embedded in the padded dash. 

DEL 
I think it 's  time for you to 
drive, Neal. 

Neal looks at him. 
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DEL 
I 'm  getting a little tired. And 
now my back really hurts. 

Neal looks at his watch, 

NEAL 
If it wasn 't  Thanksgiving, I 'd  
kill you. 

DEL 
You don't mean that do you? 

NEAL 
Yes, l do. 

COMPUTER VOICE 
'l'HE TRUNK LID IS AJAR, PLEASE 
SECURE IT BEFORE PROCEEDING ,  

106 . 

Neal draws back and punches the dashboard. The computer 
voice continues. But it's pitched higher and severely 
crimped, 

COMPUTER VOICE 
SECURE PROCEEDING IS THE TRUNK 
PROCEEDING BEFORE IT TRUNK PLEASE 
PLEASE PLEASE PLEASE PLEASE PLEASE 
PLEASE . .  

EXT, HIGHWAY , NIGHT 

The car pulls slowly around to the side of the road anc 
comes to a stop pointing in the correct direction . The 
doors open and Neal and Del get out. They walk around 
behind the car and look at the hole where once there was 
a trunk lid, The COMPUTER VOICE CONTINUES INSIDE. REPE�7:�� 
THE WORD "PLEASE" 

DEL 
We could make a jac:u:zi out cf 
it. 

Neal looks at him. He isn ' t  interestec in Jokes . 

DEL 
I ' ll get my trunk. 

He heads down the rca: .  lie bends do,,n . u:d oicks u;: h a  
suitcase which has been t.hro .. -n clear o f  th• car. II• sets  
i t  upright on the s1de o f  the road . He grabs his bac:k , 9 ����, . 

DEL 
Oh , Jesu s .  My b��k ! 

• 
• 
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!!'? r1 , ' • ·  ··· � sr.:. !l  of his back and continues . 

DEi.. 
I'm okay, oh Lord • • •  

He picks up his briefcase and sets it to the side. He 
continues down the road. 

106A. 
-
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cu. N'£AL 

He sighs. He can ' t  let Del drag the trunk back by himself.  

EXT, HIGHWAY 

Neal follows after Del. As he heads down the highway, we 
see flames erupt in the backseat of the car. 

EXT. HIGHWAY 

Del hobbles toward the trunk. Neal's behind him. In the 
background we see the interior of the car engulfed in 
flame. Del stops at the trunk. He grabs one end and drags 
it to the shoulder. Neal picks up the trunk lid . He 
carries it to the shoulder and drops it on top of the 
trunk . He grabs one end. Del grabs the other. They lit� 
end turn to face the car. 

They drop the trunk . 

THEIR POV 

The car ' s  ragtop is on fire.  

CU. DEL 

He can ' t  figure why the car' s  burning. 

CU. NEAL 

complete mystification. 

NEAL AND DEL 

They watch the car burn. 

NEAL 
Why is the car on fire? 

Del shakes his head. 

DEL 
I don ' t  know. 

NEAL 
My suitcase is in the backseat. 

DEL 
So is your briefcase. 

NEAL 
And my wallet . 

Del looks at Neal. 
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DEL 
And your suit coat. It wa s a 
beautiful garment. 

NEAL 
I'll bet my left nut you did that 
with one of your cigar�ttes, 

DEL 
I don't think so. l only had one. 
I made sure I tossed it out • 

• 

NEAL 
What I smelled before was the car. 
Burning plastic. I'll bet ·you 
threw the cigarette out and it 
came back in • 

DEL 
I doubt it. I'm pretty careful , 
But I've been wrong before. At 
any rate, I'm sorry. 

Neal let's out a chuckle. 

DEL 
(smiles) 

What? 

Neal continues laughing. 

DEL 
(starts to laughl 

What? 

NEAL 
Good luck turning the car in. 
They'll be happy as pigs in  shit 
to see you. 

Brea ks up. Del brea ks up. Something occurs to Neal 
Del keeps laughing . 

NEAL 
How could you rent a car �ithout 
a credit card? 

Huh? 

NEAL 
You couldn't ,  l!ow ' d  ;-ou qet the 
car? 

Del stO?S laughing. 

108. 
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DEL 
I gave the girl with the 
cute cheeks a set of shower 
curtain rings. 

NEAL 
You don ' t  rent a car with 
shower curtain rings, Del. 

Del knows he ' s  caught. 

OEL 
What do you want me to say? 

108A. 
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NEAL 
I'm givin g you a ch ance t o  
expl ain. 

DEL 
S omeh ow y our Am erican Express card 
wound up in my wall et. 

NEAL 
Y ou stole my c ard. 

DEL 
Not exactly, I swear on my life, 
I don 't know h ow it got i n  there. 
I th ou ght maybe you put it i n  my 
w allet.  

NEAL 
Why w ould I do that? 

DEL 
Kindn ess? 

NEAL 
(yells) 

Y ou s tole it! 

DEL 
I wa s ; oin; to s end i t  b ack to 
you with wha tev er the car r enta l  
charge  wa s plus in ter es t  bu t y ou 
wou ldn' t giv e  me y our addr es s .  I ' m  
s orry . I was s tu ck ,  Y ou ditchP.d me . 
I had no money. N o  cards . 

NEAL 
Giv e  it back. 

DEL 
I c a n' t. 

NEAL 
Why n ot? 

DEL 
(after a pa us e) 

1, hen we stopp ed for ; as ,  I put 
it ba ck i n  your wa l l et .  

EXT. HlGHl,Alr 

109 . 

The interi or and t he r oof of the car i s  burnin g  br1�ht . 
152  EXT. MOTE�. NIGHT 

A cha in mot el. 
in fr ont . A l l  
fr ame. Neal ' s  
sportc oa � s  and 

B ig ,  bri ght sign.  The charred e3r �u l l �  � �  
that  r ema i n s  of the r ocf 1 s  a t�1 st�� � ! �c�·  
dr1vi�g . H e' s wearin� on� of O� l ' s  
a stoc k 1 ng eap . 

• 
• 



153 

154 

!I 

..... v .  

Del's wearing his overcoat and a couple sweaters, earmuffs 
and a black fake angora hat. 

INT. CAR. NIGHT 

The' interior ia completely charred. They' re sitting on 
bare, burned springs. 

DEL 
Are you still mad at me? 

Neal doesn't say a word. 

DEL 
You Jcnow, you could have killed 
me slugging me in the stomach when 
I wasn't ready. 

Neal opens the door and gets out. 

DEL 
With all .this fresh air, we ' re 
going to sleep like babies. 

INT. MOTEL. NIGHT 

Neal walks into the motel. He locks like an Alaskan bag 
person. - Del follows him in. Neal marches up to the 
counter and knocks on the service window. A sleepy 
clerk stumbles into the office. 

NEAL 
I need 21!! room 

DEL 
If you're stilled pissed , maybe we 
should get seperate rooms . 

NEAL 
You get your room! 

The DESK CLERK slides a registration form across the 
counter. Neal takes the pen and begins fill ing it 1n. 

CLERK 
I need a major credit card. 

Neal reaches into his pocket and hands the clerk a charrej ,  
melted hunk of plastic. 

NEAL 
You take Alnerican Express? 
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He reaches into his other pocket and drops tw� more 
melted wads on the �ounter. 

NEAL 
Mastercharge? Visa? 

-

The . clerk stares at the plastic. Neal finishes the form. 

CLERK 
These aren't credit cards. 

NEAL 
They were. We had a small fire 
in the car and they melted. I'm 
sorry. I ' l l  pay cash. 

CLERK 
We need a major credit card, 

NEAL 
I don't have one. I'm tired. 
I'm cold, I'm humiliated, my 
marriage is collapsing, I ' m  
two hundred miles from home on 
Thanksgiving Eve, my car burned 
up, I have been insulted, abused, 
assaulted and robbed. ' Please have 
mercy. I ' ve been wearing the 
same undershorts for three days ! 

DEL 
I can vouch for that. 

Neal silen ces him with an angry sound. 

NEAL 
Please. 

The clerk considers the request. 

CLERK 
Well. . .  

NEAL 
Be a sport. It doesn't cost 
anything. 

CLERK 
$ 4 2. 5 0  

Neal reaches into his pocket. Counts out his money. 

NEAL 
How about $ 17? 
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CLERX 
I can ' t  de that. 

NEAL 
How about Sl7 and a promise 
I ' ll send you a check? 

CLERX 
I don't own the place. 

that 
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NEAL 
How about S l7 and a hel l  of nice 
watch? 

lie takes his Wdtch off . The clerk looks at it. 

CLERK 
You can't use the phone or the 
satelite TV either. 

NEAL 
How about. a couple feet of toilet 
tissue? 

The Clerk thinks for a moment. A beat- and he nods. 

NEAL 
Key? 

112. 

The Clerk turns from the desk and selects a room key. He 
gives it to Neal . 

NEAL 
Thanks. Enjoy the watch. 
It cost fifteen hundred dol lars! 

He turns to exit, Del ' s  standing at the door . 

DEL 
Neal? Do you remember where you 
got that money? 

NEAL 
Yep. 

DEL 
I gave it to you in St. Joe. 

NEAL 
And I thanked you for it. 

DEL 
All the time we spent together, 
all the things we've been throush • • •  

NEAL 
Step aside! 

DEL 
lt  doesn ' t  mean anything? 

NEAL 
No . 
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Neal exits the lobby. D el watches him  go. 
c r estfallen. The  Cl erk turns to h im .  

CLERK 
You n eed a roo m? 

DEL 
Y es, I do . 

CLERK 
Your credit c ards a ll burned up? 

DEL 
I do n't carry c r edit c ards.· 

ll2A. 

B e' s  

••• 
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CLERK 
$ 4 2  and no room service, no phone 
calls , no satellite TV. 

DEL 
I don' t hav e  $ 4 2 .  

CLERl< 
Y ou got $ 17 and a good watch? 

DEL 
I got two buc ks and a C as i o. 

CLERl< 
G ood night. 

Th e Cle rk  s teps away from the counter. 

DEL 
(holds up his h at) 

I ' ll throw in my h at. I t' s  
a beaut. Warm as all get out. 

The Cl erk turns out th e  ligh ts .  

INT. MOTEL ROOM . NIGHT 

Neal ' s  s i tti ng on · the edg e of the bed. He l i fts the 
rec eiv er off th e  phone. H e  puts i t to h is ear and 
trie s to di al . The rotary di al i s  l oc ked. 

NEAL 
D amn! 

H e  s l ams  th e  phone down. He si ts for a moment. He gets 
up and wal ks to th e  wi ndow. H e  pul l s  the cur tai n as i de 
and l ooks out. 

HIS POV 

Del' s si tting in the burned-out car. Snowfl ake s  d r i ft 
down ac ros s the parking l ot. 

CU . NEAL 

Sh ake s h is head. 

HI S POV 

NEAL 
Wh at did I do to get h ooked- up 
with th at oaf? 

113.  

Del hunker s  down in the se at and tri � s  to g�t c om! or t��l e .  
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PEG 
That h as no th ing to do with h is 
be ing str anded. 

SUSAN 
He's not str anded, Mother. Quit 
being so optomistic. He 's falle n  
in love, he ' s  tr apped be tween me 
and the k ids and some one e lse . 
He didn't call tonight be cause 
he's scared to te ll me the truth. 

PEG 
Th at's absurd. 

SUSAN 
I s  it? 

PEG 
Of cour se it is. 

SUSAN 
D oe s  anyth ing he's said on the phone 
over the past two days make se nse? 

Pe g doe sn't answer . 

SUSAN 
The airport's ope n, the h ighways are 
clear , ever yth ing ' s  back to normal 
and where's Ne al? Stuck on the r oad 
with a sale sman? C an you imagine Ne al 
spe nding three seconds with this char acter 
he ' s  de scribed? If he's g oing to inven t 
some one , fer God' s sake, he didn't h ave 
to g o  as far fr om re ality as he h as. 

PEG 
M aybe he's embe llished it a bit, but . • •  

SUSAN 
A bit? M ar ti come s up with more 
plausible ch ar acters in her 
nightmare s. If Ne al w anted to be 
h ome, he'd be h ome . He h as 
mone y, he has credit cards. There ' s  
no g ood re ason he ' s  not here . Ex cept • • •  

PEG 
I re fuse to believe that Ne al would 
do anything th at you're sug ge sting . 

SUSAN 
Y ou j ust don't w ant to be lieve it. 
He doe sn't l ove me . I k now it, I 
accept it. I'm g oing to put on my 
be st fr ont, g ive the kids · as wa�m 
and loving a h oliday as I can, then 
Fr iday mor ning, we ' re g one . 

.L .L J d .  
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INT, ROOM. NIGHT • 

Neal lets the curtain close. He walks back to thP. bed and 
gets in. 

156 EXT •• MOTEL , DEL. NIGHT 

He ' s  sitting in the car looking at the motel room. His 
eyes shift to the heavy skies. 
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She stands, picks up her tea cup, takes i t  to . the sink and 
cros1es to the door. 

SUSAN 
He paid for the house, · it ' s  his and 
he can share it with his darling 
Del. 

She exits into the dark dining room. 

155 INT. MOTEL ROOM 

Neal ' s  in bed . He exhales loudly. Fluffs his pillows. 
Sighs. Fluffs the pillow again. He can ' t  relax. He shi fts 
his body. Lays still for a mo�ent. Then he sits up. He 
gets out of bed and walks to the window. He pulls the curtain 
aside and looks out. 

HIS POV 

Del' s sitting in the burned-out car. He' s  bundled agains t 
the cold. Snowflakes drift down on the ear and the grounds. 

CU. NEAL 

A moment of compassion. Then a moment of reason . 

HIS POV 

NEAL 
What did I do to get hooked-up 
with that oaf? 

Del hunkers down in the seat and tries to get co�:c�ta�::.  

INT. Roo,: 

Neal takes a last look , lets the curtain fa!l closed ar.d 
returns to bed. 

156 EXT. MOT�� - DEL. N! GHT 

He tilts �!S head back and looks up ! r.to the fa ! l : � =  i �=� 
tha the �eavy elou�s.  
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DEL 
Marir: : hr--•v:v? Yc:uJ werf! right as 
rain. I 'm t he big gest. p ain i n  t he 
butt t h at eve r c ame down the pike. 
I meet a gu y w ho ' s  company I re ally 
e njoy. And I go ove rbo ard. Smot he r 
t he poor soul .  C au se h im mo re 
problems t h an he h as a right to. 
I 'm st artin g  to wo nde r if I 'm 
eve r goi ng to wake u p. I f  I could 
just see you for a minute , you ' d  
set me right.  

( pause) 
Good night sweethe art . 

He bre athe s a deep, soulful sigh. He settle s into the 
se at and puts his h at on. The motel doo r open s. Del 
shifts h is loo k to t he motel .  Neal ' s  i n  t he doo rway 
Del doe sn' t know t h at Ne al w ants. 

NEAL 
You ' re gonna f reeze to de ath out 
t he re .  

INT. MOTEL ROOM . LATER 

Del ' s  sitting in a c h ai r. N e al ' s  on t he bed. They ' re 
eating su nflowe r seeds. 

DEL 
You know how few people give a 
shit about cu rt ain rings? 

NEAL 
Who cares about l ipst ick ads ?  

D EL 
At le ast you de al wit h pretty 
g irls. You know wh at showe r ring s 
a r e? 

NEAL 
You know what l ipstick  is? 

DEL 
When I ' m dead and bu ried all  I ' l l 
count for i s  a couple million 
shower curtain  t hat haven ' t  
f allen down . Tha t ' s  some legacy, huh? 

NEAL 
My life ' s  wor k  
and recycled . 
than mi ne . 

DEL 

is thrown a,.· ay , bur ned 
Your s' ll  l ast longer 

What do you pull do�n a yea r? 

114.  
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NEAL 
I d o  okay. 

DEL 
Y ou know what I cla i m ed a s  income 
last year? 

N£AL 
Tha t means n othin g .  An y second 
str in g  player in the NFL ma kes 
more  in a week than Van G ogh mad e 
in his lifet ime. 

DEL 
Van G ogh Text iles up in Buffa l o? 

Neal 
N o, the pa inter. 

DEL 
Oh . 

NEAL 
Money's no measurement of worth , 
True worth. Worth t o  the human 
race. I know becau se I hav e 
alot of it and d on ' t  feel like 
I ' m worth anymore that when I 
wa s broke. In fa ct I probab ly 
felt b etter about myself when I 
wa s broke. 

DEL 
I ban g a ll a r ound this coun t r y  
d oin g less and less ea ch year .  
I tal k a blue st rea k  but when it  
comes ri ght d own t o  it , I ' m  
runnin g  on fumes. T ha t  b r iefca se 
l sa id l g ot as a sal es awa rd? 
That wa s twelv e  y ea rs a g o. 

So? 

DEL 
I ' ve lo st h�l f  my 3C�ounts to· � 
computer C3:3l ogu�. Every yc� r 
half a do:�� customers r e t ire  ��j 
the bus1��ss g oas �1�h them . ��u 
ever r�ad "Pe3th of a Salc sm;in" ? 

OE:L 
S�m� tirn�s : f ind my s� l f  
;>rllc t 1 c ;i J  l �· .;uot1 nc; k"i 1 1 ;- L.0111.1 :: . 

t..'n�on�,::. ,,.: B l r  4.iU\) t i :i� 11 1 m .  
;�E,\1 .. 

He �as �n  � !d�r  guy.  Y ou • rc yu��� -

115. 
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DEL 
So what? Youth means diddly if 
you don't have anything to look 
to but growing old. 

At the very least, at the absolute 
minimWII, you have a woman you love 
to grow old with. 

Del doesn't reply. 

You love ber, don't you? Your 
vife? 

llEL 
l.cve isn't a big enough vord, 
buddy. 

NEAL 
So, there you go. Start with 
that. You Jcnow how guys in this 
world have money and nobody to 
spend it en? 

Del's silent again. 

NEAL 
·eey, I 1 11 sor:y I popped you in 
the gut. 

DEL 
I deserved it. 

NEAL 
No, you didn't. 

llEL 
Sure I did. If I didn't have one 
foot in my aouth and the other 
in a bucket of shit, I wouldn't 
recognize myself .  

Well, lat ma  just close the 
conversation by saying you•re one 
unique individual, 

DEL 
Unique? That's Latin tor asshole. 

116 .  
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NllL 
As auch trouble as l've had on 
this little journey, I 'm  sure 
someday, I'll look back and have 
a 900d 1au9h, 

l)EL 
Yeah , Maybe. 

Nv.I. 
Goodni9ht, 

(pause) 
And keep your hands to yourself, 

l)EL 
lf I hold anythin9, it'll be •Y 
own. 

Neal rolls overs. 

Nv.I. 
You 90Ma have your smoke? 

DEL 
No. 

l)EL 
My butts burned up in the car. 

m:AI. 
Consider quittin9, willya? 

l)EL 
My wife used to say that. 

NEAI. 
Wben'd aha �inaliy stop? 

l)EL 
(remorseful) 

Ei9ht years a90 march. 

HEAL 
Good advice. Take it. Niqht. 

A lon9 pause. 

DEL 
(soft and sad) 

Sleep ti9ht. 

117. 
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158 EXT. MOTEL. MORNING 

The snow stor111 ' s  blown in and left i t ' s  white wrath .  
car ' s  filled �o the brim with fresh snow • 

159  INT .  MOTEL ROOM CU . DOOR 

'I • ft 

-
The 

We see a fine line o f  l ight under the ill- fitting door . Snow 
has blown under and dusted the carpet.  

CU . HEATER 

In i t ' s  location below an equally ill-fitting window, the 
heater sports a crown of  ice . 

INT. MOTEL ROOM . NEAL 

Neal ' s  laying on the bed in his underwear , curled into a 
ba l l ,  without a pillow or a stitch of covering . WE MOVE 
ACROSS TO THE OTHER BED to see Del has both pillows and all  
the blankets and sheets . Neal wakes with a shiver.  He  sits 
up and looks at Del .  He grabs u p  his coat and throws 1t  or. . 
He shivers across to the bathroom and goes inside . Del sti:, 
and emerges from the mount of blankets .  He ' s  wear in� � � s  c:. 
hat and gloves . 

IN':' . BATHROOM 

Neal grabs a toilet brush that ' s  sticking out of the 
bowl . As he removes it we see a solid half•9lobe of  
attached to it.  

CU . SHOWER 

It sl ides open to reveal Nea l .  

HIS POV 

:.::.le'"; 
,i - ·  - · -

A grotesque assortment o f  icicles adornin; :he sh��e r ��a= 
The pipes have burst .  

CU. PLASTIC DRINKING CtP 

Neal ' s  toothbrush is fro%en in the cup. 

I�,. BEDROOM , DEL 

DtL 
Noth ing rcfr�;=!h.?s l 1 kiJ .l '-"" l l ­
\·onti l .:tt"'� l·��:'!1 ! lit"\' , ��., 1 ! 

1\:£:,:. IOC"I 
You s:.or. of :1 • • • 

D�r. 
1 took th� l 1 !..,\,.•rt')-' o l  t o ;; � 1 &hJ )'O u r  

shortA 1n  t h� sink w1 L!1 � l & t L l� 
T 1 d  ... , .  W 1· 1 ng • ,,n, out ;a nJ s�h.,cit • .;o�T: 
W l t h mr h.1 1 r  dry\!'1· . "rh'-')' ' l l !.,"• f r -

.,
• � �  

a s  S iJ r  1 1 1 q t  1 :n,� . 
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CU. SINK 

Neal ' s  shorts are fro�en in ice. 

CU. NEAL 

ll8A.  

He looks down at the frozen shorts with a slack, weary Jaw. 

160 INT. MOTEL. LATER 

Neal and Del are in the car. They've scooped the snow our c!  
the front seat. The back is still piled hi_gh with snow. A 
snow plow has cleared the lot, leaving a knee-high wall o! 
snow around the sides and back of the car. Neal has the car 
in reverse and is gunning the engine. The car's stuck. 
Wheels spinning. Nothing happening. Neal lets off the gas . 

DEL 
We're stuck tighter that two dogs 
on their wedding night. 

NEAL 
You want to get out and push? 

OEL 
Sure. 

Neal puts the car in park. 

NEAL 
Forget it. You'll screw up your back. 

He gets out of the car . Oel slides over the springs to 
the driver's side. Neal goes around to the front. Oel 
puts the Lincoln in reverse and hits the gas. Neal �usr.�s 
with all his soul. �othing. Oel lets off the gas . 
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r en 
' W e  have to roe k it. G et along 

r 
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161 

s ide. 

N eal repos itions hims elf on the pas s enger sid e. H e  g rips the 
doo� han dle and the o uts ide mirror. D el drops the ear in 
forw ard an d guns it. N eal pulls on the car. D el s hifts 
quickly to revers e and g uns it. N ea l  pus hes . They con tinue 
rocking the ca r back and forth • 

.PEL 
She' s s tarting to grip! A little 
more. Put y ou r  balls into it! 

NEAL 
I am! 

Squee:z: e 
N a:z: is !  
s hit! 

DEL 
y ou r  ass and thin k o f  
we' re moving this hunk of 

Del throws the car in rP- vers e, it rocks hig h up on the ie e 
g roove. 

DEL 
One more an d w e' re home free! 

H e  throws the car in forward an d g uns it. Roe ks a littl e 
more, ca tehes , leaps forw ard an d plows into the motel fenee 
and on e of the pillar' s s upporting the roof. 

INT. MO TEL ROOM 

T he car smacks the w all, splits the panelling an d breaks the 
w in dow. 

EXT. MOTEL I.OT 

N eal' s s tan ding , s tunn ed in the clear spot w here the e ar 
on ce w as .  

INT. MOTEL ROOM 

The car b acks out of the hole in the w all. 

EXT. MO TEL LOT 

Neal s teps as ide as D el plows back INTO FRAME, up ove r  the 
w all of snow an d in to the cl ear. N eal j umps in the ea r. 
Del dumps it in forw ard an d they roar out of the lot and 
spin out on to the hig hw ay. 

EXT. HIGHWAY. DAY 
The charred hulk roa rs down the highway. 
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162 INT. CAR. DAY 

Nea l's shotg un • .  They ' re f reez ing their 
heater' s pumping f ul l  blast . They ' r e  

other over the roa r of t he wind. 

D el ' s  driving . 
asses off. The 
shouting to each 

DEL 
Y ou ev er been to Hawaii? 

NEAL 
Once. 

ll9A. 

.... 
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DE:t. 
Nice? 

Yeah. 

DE:t. 
Marie and I were going there for 
our honeymoon . We were all set 
but I got the call from berican 
:t.ight and Fixture. For my job. 
I not only blalle them for ail my 
career misery, I blalle them for 
depriving me and Marie of a 
honeymoon .  

NEAL 
You can always 90. It 's  still 
there. 

DE:t. 
How you doing for time? 

NEAL 
I don 't  know . I gave up my watch. 

tlEL 
I feel bad about that . Why don 't  
you take mine. 

NEAL 
It's okay. 

DEL 
No, really, take it . I'd feel 
much !:letter. 

NEAL 
I don 't want your watch. 

DEL 
Not good enough for you? 

No . Not at all . I just wouldn't 
feel right taking your watch. 

120 ,  

Del lifts his knees again to steer as he takes his ha�ds 
off the wheel to undo bis watch . 

DEL 
Take it or I'll throw it out on 
the highway. 

Just watch the road. 
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DEL 
You • re taking the goddamn watch 
if I have to shove it down your 
throat. 

121. 

He's having trouble getting it off. He glances down. Then 
at the road. 

NEAL 
Watch the road. 

DEL 
No problem. After last • • •  

(looks at the watch) 
• • •  night, I'• all eyes and ears . 

(looks up) 
Give ■e a hand with this dam\ 
thing . 

I don't want the watch. 

' DEL 
You're making me feel like crap. 
You 're taking the watch. Here • • •  

He holds out his wrist. Neal takes off a glove and sta�ts 
to· work on the watch. 

DEL 
There's a funny little clasp thing 
Wlderneath. It's a bitch to get 
off, 

. NEAL 
My fingers are so nwaJ:i • • •  

DEL 
Here, right here. 

He takes his other hand off the wheel and points to the 
clasp. 

163 EXT. HIGHWAY. FTJRTHER AHEAD, DAY 

A state police car is parked alongside the road with his 
radar 9\11'1, clocking motorists. 'l'he burned-out car hurtles 
past. 

C:O, COP, 

He stares at the semi-destroyed vehicle with the top dc�n, 
doing ninety with two guys hunched over in the seats. He 
hits the siren and lights. 
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INT. c:Alt. DAY 

Neal drcps Del's wrist and turns around. 

HIS POV 

The pcliee ear qaining on them. 

INT. c:Alt. DEL AND Nv.L 

Neal turns back in a panic. 

Nv.L 
Shit ! How fast are you going? 

Del looks at the speedometer. 

HIS POV 

The entire dash is melted. 

INT. CAR 

Del ' s  hunched-ever lcoking at the speedometer. 

DEL 
It ' s  hard to say, the speedometer 
melted, 

Nv.L 
PUll ever. 

EXT, HIGHWAY. DAY 

122. 
• 

'l'he ear rolls to a stop. The cop car pulls up behind it . 
The cop gets out and saunters up to the Linecln. He looks 
it ever carefully, 

DEL 
Top cf the morning tc you, 
officer. 

NEAL 
Bi, 

COP 
What ' re you driving here? 

DEL 
1986 Turbo Gran Detrcit Town car. 

The cop locks in the charred backseat. 

DEL 
We had a small fire last night. 
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'l'he cop nods. 

COP 
You know how fast you were going? 

DEL 
Like I was just telling ay friend, 
the speedometer melted. It's a 
little hard to say with any degree 
of ac=ac:y. 

COP 
How al:lout 98 ail•• an hour? 

EIEL 
Sounds fair. Like I said, it's 
bard to tell. Al though, come 
to think of it, it sure was windy. 

COP 
You consider this vehicle fit for 
the highway? 

EIEL 
It doesn't look very pretty but 
it gets the job done. 

·cop 

No inside mirror, no functioning 
g-auges. 

• EIEL 
The radio vorJca. 

COP 
What're you fellas up to bere? 

We're iust trying to vet 
the holidays 

bome for 

-· . 

123. 

---

'l'he cop reaches into his pocket, pulls out his ticke� book. 

COP 
Let me see your license. 

Elel raaches into his coat for his wallet. 

COP 
I can ' t  let you fellas 90 on ahead 
in this vehicle. 

NJ:AL 
You can't what? 
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COP 
It's not fit for the road. 

Del hands over his license. 

COP 
You ' ll follow ae to the station 
and the vehicle will be impounded 
until such time as it is aade fit 
fer travel' on Wisconsin state 
roads. 

m:i. 
l)o you realize it 's Thanksgiving? 

COP 
1 got a turkey sandwich in the 
car, fella. I '• well aware. You 
boys didn't have a little 
eye-opener this ao:ming, did you? 

Neal's thinking. 

DEI, 
Us? No. Me? 1 don't drink • 

COP 
You in the d:ug business? 

DEL 
Shower c:urtain rings. Drugs? 

NEAI. 
Excuse ae. Did 1 hear you 
correctly? 

. COP 
When 1 see a vehicle of this sort 
with a couple of squirrly-looking 
quys like you in it, 1 wouldn't 
be serving my citizenry if 1 
didn 't ask a fev questions. 

Jl:tAl, 
You said •Wisconsin state 
highways?" 

COP 
I believe that's what I said. 

Nv.I. 
Why did you say that? 

COP 
Because you're on a Wisconsin 
state highway. 

124. 
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Neal looks at Del. He's puzzled ; 

COP 
(suspiciously) 

You fellas don't know where you 
are? 

Not exactly, Can you help us out? 

COP 
You • re about six ailes outside 
of Oconomowoc, Wisconsin. 

We overshot Chicago. 

J)EL 
We did? 

COP 
You gentlemen are under •=est. 

EXT, SMAI.L TOWN. COtlRTHOOSE. J)AY 

125. 

Del and Neal come out the front doors. Neal ' s  limping a 
little. 

DEL 
Bow do you feel? 

Oh, just great. 

DEL 
I've never been strip-searched 
before. 'l'hanlc God you were clean. 
That 's  probably why they didn ' t  
bother Checking ae out. Just 
challe it up to experience, They 
aust have Checked you pretty good, 
you were in there a long ti••• 

Why don ' t  you shut-up? 

DEL 
I'm sorry pal, I really ••· I 
don't know how in the hell we got 
so lost. I was watching those 
signs religiously. From now on, 
% won ' t  touch a car. 

We don't have a car anymore, you 
dick.head. 

.•• 
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DEL 
True. :t don't think there's much 
point in trying to fix it, either. 
:tt • •  pretty well shot. You have 
insurance, right? 

12 6 .  

They reach the curb where Del'• trunk and suitcases are 
piled. 

• Nut. .  
That's the rental car company's 
problem , 

DEL 
Yeah, 

(pause) 
Well, maybe not. 

NZAL 
What do you aean? 

. DEL 
Well, since :t was using your card 
and I felt guilty about it, I 
tried to save you a tew bucks. 

Don ' t  say it, Del. For your 
health and safety don't say it, 

DEL 
I didn ' t  take out any insurance. 

INT, COFFEE SHOP, DAY 

Del'• holding an ice cube wrapped in a na�kin to his eye. 
Neal shuttles over to the booth and sits down. 

DEL 
You know this is twice in less 
than twenty tour hours that you • ve 
slugged ae. 

I just called my wife and you'll 
be happy to know she bung up on 
ae. 

Oh, no. 

Del lowers the ice cube. 

NEAL 
She didn't believe a word I said. 
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DEL 
I'll be happy to confirm anything 
you ' d  like with _her. 

Dinner hits the table right after 
the football game. 

He looks at the wall clock. 

HUL 
Right now, it ' s  eleven fifteen. 

DEL 
Let ' •  pray for doullle overtime. 

HUL 
I have a house full of family, 
a wife that ' s  ready to kill ae •• •  

DEL 
Neal, I '• going to step up to this 
challenge. 

Nl:AI. 
:Please don't. 

DEL 
No, I am. I 'll have to have you 
home before the bird's out of the 
oven. 

He gets up from the booth. 

NEAL 
Del , I ' m  begging you to 
and leave the situation 

DEL 

sit dovn 
alone. 

What can happen? You get home. 
Or you don • t. Isn ' t  it worth one 
last shot? 

No. ·Things are bad enough. Leave 
it alone. 

DE:C. 
Neal, you • ve hit the rock bottom. 
It doesn ' t  get much lower than 
having a state trooper shine e 
flashlight up your can. 

127 ,  

He hurries out of the coffee shop. 'l'he handful of pa�==ns 
in the coffee shop tum and look at Neal. They've all 
overheard Del ' s  remark. Neal smiles meekly. 
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PATRON 
So, you aet our Sargeant Kudner, 
did you? 

The patrons burst into laughter. Neal shrinks in his see�. 

· PATRON 
He 's  bent as a willow branch in 
a hurricane. Happy Thanksgiving 
to you, stranger. • 

The cafe is rocking with bowls of laughter. 

16 B EXT. STUET. LATER 

Neal'• standing on the corner, leaning against a aailbox, 
feeling his 11isery. He bears the GASP OF AIR Bil.AJl:!:S . He 
looks down the street. 

HIS POV 

A semi rolls to a stop and Del climbs down from the 
passenger side. 

DEL 
Our ship has come in ! 

. c:t1. NT..AI. 

A wary look , 

CU. DEL 

He waves Neal on. 

DEL 
It 's  free and it ' s  a non-stop ! 
Th• guy's a little freaky about 
people riding up in hi• cab but 
what the hell do we care? We're 
heading home! 

169 EXT. HIGHWAY. DAY 

The semi rolls across the Wisconsin countryside. 

170 INT. 'l'RAit.ER, DAY 

�l and Neal are in the trailer surrounded by wooden 
crates. 

DEL 
Beats walking, huh? We'll be in 
Chicago in three hours. 

(11ore) 
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Neal nods. 

DEL (Cont ' d) 
(smacks one of the 
crates) 

Cheese. 

Yeah. 

DEL 
smells, doesn 't  it? 

DEL 
I vuess you wouldn't aind it I 
slipped ott ay shoes now, huh? 

Neal shakes his head, no. 

DEL 
Too bad it 's  so cold. 

129. 

A long pause. Neal ' s  not in a mood tor any conversatio�. 

DEL 
Too bad we don 't  have a bcx ct 
c:�ackers. 

Neal stares at Del. He smiles. 

171 EXT. CBICAGO. CAY 

The truck barrels down the expressway, heading into the 
city. 

172 EX'l', DEPOT. DAY 

The seai backs intc a loading dock. 

173 EXT. 'l'R'UCl':. BACIC DOORS . DAY 

A hand jigs the lock and swings the doors open. Cel an� 
Neal are sitting en Del ' •  trunk. 

DEL 
We're here! The Toddlin• Tcwn! 

174 EXT. LOADING DOCIC. DAY 

The truck driver hands his waybill to a dock worker. Nea! 
and Del pull the trunk out of the back of the truck. 

DJUVER 
I 'm 9onna get a cup of coffee, 
you lokers start unloading. 
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He beads down the dock, 

EXT, I.OADING DOCX, DEL AND m:AL 

Neal ' looks around slowly at Del, Del smiles. 

DEL 
Nothin •a  free in this world, 
You're in �• advertisin9 
business, you ou9hta know that. 
Ri9ht? 

130. 

• 

Neal holds his stare. Del tries t.o work his way out o: the 
jam. 

DEL 
It won ' t  take long, This is 
nothing. I once had to wash-out 
a cement truck. 

(pause) 
I ' ll let you operate the forklift. 
You ever operated a for.klift? 
It's a kick, 

CU. TV Sc:JU:EN 

A black and white picture of a football 9ame. Third 
. quarter stats. 

INT, WAAXBOOSE OFFICE, DAY 

The driver and the dock worker are in the office watc�ing 
the 9ame. Del and Neal appear in the doorway. 

DEL 
We're outta here. 

Done? 

DEL 
Yep, 

Bow 11uch tilDe left in the game? 

DRIVER 
Fourth quarter '•  just starting, 

Del looks at Neal with a smile. 

DEL 
You ' re home. It'• in t.�e bag , 

Neal actually smiles . 

• •• 
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176 EXT. ELEVATED TRAIN PLATFORM. DAY 

13 1 .  

Del and Neal lug the steamer trunk up the stairs. They set 
it down. Del reaches into his pocket and removes the last 
of the money. 

DEL 
I ' ll pop for the tokens. Where 
you headed? 

NEAL 
Wilmette. 

DEL 
I 'll be right back. 

Del shuffles over to the ticket window. Neal tries to 
straighten hiuelf up . He brushes off his coat and pats 
his hair down. 

177 EXT, PLATFORM, DAY 

Del and Neal are on the platfoni waiting for the trains . 

I can't say I had a great ti.lie 
but I can say that after all is 
said and done, you did get ae 
home. 

DEL 
Next ti.lie we'll t:y to 90 for a 
little more comfort and style, 

NEAL 
I hope there isn't a next time. 

A train pulls into the station, 

DEL 
This is you. 

Neal offers his hand to Del, Del clasps it with bot.� 
hands. 

DEL 
You're a hell of a good man, Neal. 
l '• sorry for all the tro\lble I 
caused you. 

It all came out in the wash, 
Don't worry Gout it. 

The train pulls to a stop. The doors open. 



!I 

.,.:.II : 2/6/87 

NEAL 
Have a nice holiday. 

DEL 
You too. Give my best to 
everybody you love. Hope someday 
I can meet •em. 

132. 

Neal qives Del a bear hug and runs down the cars to an open 
door and disappears inside. Del waves to him. 

178 INT. TRAIN. DAY 

Neal slides into a seat. He breathes a huge sigh of 
relief. 

NEAL 
What a trip • • •  

He reaches across the aisle and snares a discarded 
newspaper off the seat. He opens it. The train jolts 
ahead. 

179 EX'l'. WILMETTE SUBWAY STATION. DAY 

180 

A neat little brick building in the sedate suburb. A taxi 
pulls away from the front. 

EXT , STATION . DAY 

The train pulls in. The doors open. Neal steps off the 
train and heads into the station. He 's  buried in his 
newspaper, reading as he walks. 

180A INT. STATION, DAY 

Neal pushes open the door and walks into the station. He ' s  
still reading the paper. Suddenly, he falls OlJT OF FR.A:-!! . 

ClJ, NEAL 

He picks himself up off the floor and turns to see wha� he 
tripped over. He's startled. 

HIS POV 

Del 's  trunk. 

ctr. NEAL 

He turns angrily 

HIS POV 

Del's sitting on a wooden bench. He smiles sheepishly a::::l 
clears his throat. 
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Hi. 

CU NEAL 

He's .dWllbfounded. 

t>EL 

NEAL 
t>el? What are you doing here? 

INT. STATION 

1 3 3 .  

t>el loolcs away. Neal walks over to ha. Pel looks up a� 
bill. He doesn't say anything. 

NEAL 
You said you were 9oin9 to 
Homewood. Ybat • re you doin9 here? 

t>EL 
I don ' t  live in Homewood. 

NEAL 
I '• not 9ettin9 into this, t>el. 
I don ' t  know what you • re up to 
�ut I '• going boae • . 

. t>el nods. He'• serious and soeer. The old enthusias� an; 
�ullshit has evaporated. Neal heads to the doors. He 
starts to exit. Stops. A long �eat and he kicks the doer • 

. Ja:AZ, 
Coddam.n itl 

t>el jwnps froa the •u�den noise. Neal turns to hia. 

EIEL 
Co ahead, Neal , I '• sorry, I 
shouldn't �e here, 

You're right, Pel, I don 't  Jcnow 
what the deal i• with you �ut you 
ou;hta �• hoae. I ou9hta �e home. 
I don't understand you. I don't 
understand any of this. I've said 
9oo�ye to you ten ti�•• in two 
days. 

PEL 
I Jcnow. Go on home. I'• fine. 

t>on •t give ae that shit, t>el. 
Why don't you 90 hoae? 



) 

Pel looks at the floor. 

Buh? 

Pel doesn't answer. 
. ' 

What's the matter with you? Why 
the hell don't you 90 home? 

Del loo:ks up at him.  

DEL 

(loud and anqry) 
What do you mea:i, you can't? Why 
not? 

There ' s  a long pause. 

CO. DEL 

Serious, dying inside • 

. co. NEAL 

Waits for a response. Holds his anger at bey. 

C:O. DEL 

Looks away, looks beck. 

DEL 
I don't have a heme. 

c:o. N1:Al. 

'l'he anger fades. To be replaced by confusion. 

CO. DEL 

he's burdened him, sorry for 

134, 

-

Locks at Neal, Sorry 
everything he's done. 
cf emotional options. 

Jut lost and down and completely 

DEL 
Marie's been dead eight years. 

C:O, NEAL 

l.ilte a knife through his heart. 
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'1B0B INT, TRAIN STATION, LATER 

Del and Neal are sitting on facing benches. Ilel ' s  smoking. 

DEL 
She was sick when we got married. 
She just never got better. once 
she was gone, I sold the house. 
I didn't much feel like being 
there. My life was empty enough 
es it was. I couldn't handle the 
thought of rambling around the 
place without Marie there so I 
lust closed it up, took a few 
things and I 've been on the road 
ever since. 

NEAL 
The trunk? 

Del reaches in his pocket and comes up with a key. He 
unlocks the trunk and opens it. 

CU. TR'UNX 

'l'he remnants of Del 's  domestic life. A lam�, some sheets , 
towels, pictures, a couple pans, fragile th�ngs wrapped in 
newspaper. 

INT. STATION 

Neal leans back from the trunk. He closes the lid. 

DEL 
I didn ' t  have much family. A 
brother in Montana, some cousins. 
Marie's folks died back•to-back 
the year after we married. They 
were pretty old. She was a late 
child, We didn ' t  get the chance 
to have kids, She wanted three. 
Two boys and e girl , 

He smiles sadly. 

DEL 
I number about 300 motels as my 
home. I sort of attach myself 
to people from time to time.  Like 
with you. Especially around the 
holidays. I can take it in Karch, 
July, -Oc:t:ober. I don't mind it. 
But it gets hard about this time 
of year. 

(more) 
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I)E'•, (,.'"!!".': I d) 
I "ve never had much of a chance 
to be a fui.ily man but it gets 
really hard .  And you know what 
it is? 

Neal shakes his head, He 's about to cry. 

!)EL 
I don 't  get to give any of myself 
to anybodt, It 's not the getting 
I aiss, it ' •· the giving. I sat 
on that plane with you and I 
thought about you heading hoae 
to be with your people, And 
'l"Uesday night when you were in 
the shover and I looked at the 
pictures of your kids ,  man, I 
thought you gotta be the luckiest 
aan on Earth to 90 home and put 
those little tJUY• on your Jenee 
and hug •em and kiss •-· I '• 
thirty nine years old and I never 
had that and I never will . I '• 
sorry about all this . I :lust 
kinda lost control this tliae. 
Every year since Mari• • •  been 
gone, I 've gotten closer and 
closer to losing it. Osually, 
I head for a church. I can feel 
like I '• part of something when 
I '• in a church, This time , . , I  
tJUess I didn't  get to the church 
fast enough, I �ust couldn't let 
go. 

He looks at his watch, 

!)EL 
I vowed I 'd never burden anybody 
with this . And I broke my vow, 
held you away froa your family. 
I caused you a hell of alot of 
trouble. You better run. 

Neal stares at the floor, devasted by Del 's story. 

DEL 
I 'Dlll gonna head back downtown. 

He stands up. 

DEL 
I know the firm you work for. 
I read your business card. 

(acre) 

1 3 5 .  

-·• 
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DEL (Cont'd) 
I 've kept a sort cf tat, en what 
I owe you and I ' ll get it all back 
to you. And I just want to •ay, 
in fifteen years on the read, I 
never met a nicer guy than you. 

He bends over and •naps the lock on the trunk. 

DEL 
And that comes •traight from my 
heart. God bless you, buddy . 
A few mere like you and the 
planet' d  be in 900d •hape. 

137 . 

He lift• one end of the trunk and picks up his suitcase and 
sample case. 

mL 
When I give my thanks, it's gonna 
be fer meeting you. 

He starts to drag the tntnk back to the platfcnn. Neal 
locks up. Locks at Del. 

NEAL 
same here. 

Del steps. He leeks back at Neal. Gives him a wink an� 
continues across the station. 

181 EXT, RESIDENTIAL STREET, HOUSE, DUSK 

It's dark, cars are parked up and down both sides of 
street. Lights are burning ln a big, old two story 
colonial. 

182 INT. HOUSE. FAMILY ROOM, NIGHT 

the 

The football 9ame •s just ended. Neal 's father-in-law, 
Martin , and his father, Walt ere in the family room 
watching the TV, A two year-old boy, SETH, is asleep in 
Walt 's  arms. A six year-old 9irl, MARTI, is on the floo� 
combing her My Little Pony • •  hair. A five year-old bey , 
LITTLE NEAL, ls sharing a chair with Martin. 

MARTIN 
I'm telling you, the Lions never 
fail to disappoint. 

WALT 
They won, for God's •eke! 

MARTIN 
It was a squeaker, Walt. If they 
win it's always a squeaker. 
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182 CONTINUED: 

LITTLE NEAL 
What ' s  a squ eaker? 

MARTIN 
You just wat ched one. 

LITTLE NEAL 
I d id? And I d idn ' t  know it? 

l37A. *  

182 
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LITTLE m:AL 
What ' s  a squeaker? 

MARTIN 
You just watched. one. 

LITTLE m:AL 
::C did? And ::C didn 't Jcnow it? 

113 ::CNT. JaTCHEN . H::CGHT 

138 .  

Neal.'• wife , Stl'E, is finishinq a relish tray. Her mother, 
3OY, is stirrinq ;ravy. And her mother•in•law, PEG, is 
whipping mashed potatoes with an egg beater . 

For all ::C Jcncw, Neal could be 
splattered all over sc11e highway 
so11ewhere. 

Peg shuts off the egg beater. ::Ct 's  her son. 

PEG 
Are you just trying to upset ae? 

30Y 
Of course not. 

(to sue) 
::c.ast tilDe he called be said what? 

He said he and this Del Griffith 
person were in Ocono11r:iwoc:, 
Wisconsin • • •  

PEG 
Martin and ::C have friends in 
Ocono11owoc , the Rudner•s .  Their 
boy's • state trouper. 

l think he's full of crap . He said 
the rental car bu:med up . He s aid 
he got r�bed . He and this Del 
Griffith. 

30Y 
Who 's Del Griffith? 

Stn: 
So11• guy ha mat at the airport 
in New York . 

sue stops her work . 
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1 3 9 .  
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INT. HOOSE. FOYER. NIGHT 

. Little Neal's crossing the foyer heading fer the dinin; 
rccm. Sue stomps in from the living room and heads up �he 
stairs. 

LIT'l'LE N1:AL 
When are we going to eat? 

Never! 

LITTLE NV.I. 
Never? Never again? 

The grandfathers come into the foyer from the living roe�, 
Joy and Peg come in from the dining room. Seth stu=.�le£ up 
tc Walt and grabs his pant leg. Mani peeks th:-cugn the 
g-randpa • s. 

MARTIN 
What's the fuss? 

JOY 
sue'• a little upset. 

WALT 
What ' s  the problem? 

MARTI 
Because Daddy's not here? 

* 
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:roy 

I'll 90 have a word with her. 
Why don't you all 90 sit down? 

Joy starts for the stairs. The doorbell rin9s. · 

KAJlTIN 
Who the beck's calling at this 
hour en Thanlc.s9ivin9? 

14 0. 

Marti bursts through the grandpa • •  and charges to the dcor . 
She 9ra.bs the knob with beth hands and pulls it open. 

KAJlTI 

� POV 

N•al and Del Griffith are standing at t.he door holding t.�e 
trunk, 

n:Al, 
Ki , sweetie !  

INT, FOY:ER 

Peg leans up the stairs and oalls to Sue. 

PEG 
StfSAN I N:EAI.' S BOKE I 

INT, FOYD 

Neal and Del lug the trunk into th• bcus• and set it down, 
Neal closes th• door. 

Did I aiss the turkey? 

l.I'l"l't.E N:EAI. 
We're never eating again. 

What? 

KAJlTIN 
What the hell happened to you 
fellas? 

Dad, this is Del Griffith, 
(to Del) 

This is my Dad, Walt Pa9e. 

Del shakes Walt's hand. Neal introduces eve:ybody to Del , 
Del shakes hands all around. 
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l)EL 
It'• been • long ti.a• sine• I sat 
behind a turkey. 

SCSAN 

lt aight ba a little dona. 

DEL 
I want to thank you all for 
letting •• b• a part of your 
boliday. You 'll never know how 
■uch it aeana to ••• I 've always 
had alot of things to ba thankful 
for. But never aora than ric;bt 
now. 

nu. 
sue here , pal. 

SUSAN 
Marti? l)o you vant to ••Y 
aoaething? 

142 ,  

Marti loolcll at her for a ■oment, Susan nods to her, to 
help her rame�•r wbat she bas to aay, 

IW\TI 
Oh, yeah. 

(thinks) 
Heap high th• board with , . ,11het? 

10SAN 
Plentious cheer, 

IOJlTI 
With plentious cheer. And gather 
to the • • ,whet? 

81:JSAJI 
Feast. 

IIAJt'1'l 
1'east, And. , ,  

She thinks as herd •• eh• can , 

DEL 
Toast the sturdy Pilgrim bend. , .  

KAM'l 
Toast the •�urdy Pilgri■ band. , ,  

KUTl AJII) l)EL 
• • •  vbose courage never ceased: 

Everybody joins in , 

• 
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EIEL 
It ' •  been a lon9 ti•• aince I aat 
behind a turkey. 

StJSAN 
It ai9ht be a little done. 

J)EL 
I want to thank you all for 
lettinf •• be a part of your 
holiday. You ' ll never know how 
auch it aeans to ae . I've always 
had alot of thinf• to be thankful 
for. But nevar aore than ri9ht 
now. 

JIZAL 
Sue here, pal. 

RSAN 
Marti? t,o you want to aay 
ao11ethin9? 

142. 

Marti looks at her for a ao11ent. Susan nods to her, to 
help her remember what ahe has to aay. 

K>Jt'l'l 
Oh, )'eab. 

(thinlcs) 
Beep high th• board with •••  What? 

StJSAN 
Plentious cheer. 

KAll'l'l 
With plentious cheer. And 9ather 
to the •••  what? 

Feast. 

Kll'l'l 
Feast. And • • •  

She thinks as hard as ahe can. 

l)El, 
Toast the sturdy Pil9ria band •••  

KllTI 
Toast the aturdy Pil9ria band • •• 

Kll'l'l Alfi) DEL 
•• •  whose courage never ceased; 

.Everybody joins in. 
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ALL 

Give praise to that Almi;hty 
Cracious Cne...  

18B INT. FOYER. NICK'l' 

143 

We hold on the t:cimk sitting in the middle of the room as 
the voices spill out from the dining room. 

ALL 
•• • �y whom their •teps were led, 
And thanlts unto the harvest • •  t.crd 
who sends our daily �read. 

:LI'l"l'LE NU%. 

A'IDen. 

FAt>E DOWN. ENt> '1'%n.:ES 


