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Ness looks at the paperwork littering the floor. And 
something CATCHES HIS ATTENTION. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. THE POLICE STATION - DAY 

As a tired-looking SIMON trots up the stairs tc the 
station house, MYRLO comes barrelling down the opposite 
way. 

MYRLO 
You look like shit. 

SIMON 
Feel like it. I was helping the Red 
•Cress ail night. 

Simon turns and fellows Myric. 

MYRLO 
Aren't you "Florence Nightingale." 
What were you doin' that for? 

SIMON 
(angry) 

Because Ness' raid last night left 
five-hundred people more homeless than 
they were before. 

MYRLO 
Hey, listen, I'm no cheerleader for 
Ness, but cut him some slack. We've 
been chasin' shadows for so damn long. 
What else was he supposed to do? 

SIMON 
I don't know, Walt, but it sure 
doesn't look like we're any closer to 
catching this guy. 

The steps and sidewalk are filled with down and out 
citizens, shantytown refugees, in different states of 
police processing and being fed by volunteers. 

(CONTINUEDl 
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MYRLO 
Tell it to the man. We've been 
summoned. 

CUT TO: 

INT. NESS' OFFICE - SAME 

Ness stands with his back to the detectives as he stares 
at his POSTCARD COLLECTION, which is now tacked to the 
wall. 

NESS 
Look at these postcards, gentlemen. 

Myrlo and Simon cross to the wail of cards. 

NESS 
Whet do you see? 

MYRLO 
A man with way too much time on his 
hands. 

SIMON 
(pointing) 

This one. It has a postmark. 

NESS 
Yes, and that is the last postcard I 
received. 

Tight on the postmark. 

MYRLO 
Maybe he's getting sloppy. 

Ness stares at the postmark, emotionless. 

NESS 
He has been so careful with 
everything. Every detail. He wanted me 
to see this. This was an invitation, 
and I should've noticed it before. 

(MORE) 

(CONTINUED) 
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I should have been thinking like a 
detective and not .-ricking down doors 
like a bootleg raider. He's laughing 
it up today. 

Ness picks up files from his desk. 

NESS (cont'd) 
So, the old man gave us a description, 
however vague, and now we have a 

MYRLO 
However vague... 

Ness pulls cut a postage route MAF cf an area cf 
Cleveland, block by block. 

NESS 
The postmaster creviced maps of the 
area covered under tnat postal code. 

Ness points to the area with the number matching the 
( postal code of the postcard. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. KINGSBURY RUN - DAY 

NESS, MYRLO, SIMON and THREE UNIFORMED OFFICERS stand 
outside the bar where Flo Fciilio was last seen, right in 
the middle of the most run down part of the city. 

OFFICER 1 
The six of us are gonna canvas this 
whole neighborhood? Why don' t we bring 
in some more guys? 

NESS 
Because this is very hush-hush, got 
it? 

MYRLO 
Let's get goin' on what I'm sure will 
be a very exciting afternoon. 

(CONTINUED) 
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Ness, Simon and Myrlo, each with a cop in tow, split up. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

MONTAGE OF NESS, MYRLC AND SIMON SEARCHING, 

y^^5\ 

The detectives go house to house. An old woman, a couple 
cf children, a working man, Chinese laundry workers, the 
bartender, bar patrons, each shake their head at the 
description. 

Simon and his cop arrest a large, DRUNKEN MAN with BLOOD 
STAINS on his shirt. 

EXT. A CORNER GROCER - LATER 

Ness and his cop star.c outside as a VENDOR closes up his 
shop. 

FRUIT VENDOR 
Big fella? Ch, yeah. Every day, an 
apple. /^&v 

NESS 
'oday? 

- . * — . - v , 

.'ear,, wny 

NESS 
Name? 

FRUIT VENDOR 
That's not how my business works 

NESS 
Could you describe him? 

FRUIT VENDOR 
He's a big guy, like you said. I thi 
he lives around here somewhere. 

nK 

NESS 
What makes you say t h a t ? 

(CONTINUED) 
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FRUIT VENDOR 
He's always walking. 

(pointing) 
He comes from that way. 

EXT. A STREET - DUSK 

MYRLO and his cop, visibly fatigued, continue on their 
deer to door. A young, uptight woman points them to a 
ONCE-BEAUTIFUL, now DILAPIDATED VICTORIAN townhouse 
across the street. 

UPTIGHT WOMAN 
There's a man like that lives right 
over there. Doesn't talk. Doesn't say 
hello. Comes and goes ail hours. 

MYRLO 
(following her finger) 

That house there? 

^ UPTIGHT WOMAN 
Lv What did he do? 

Myrlo and his cop cautiously cross over to the townhouse. 
No movement. No shadows. The familiar car is parked in 
the driveway. Its shiny chrome in direct contrast to the 
run down surroundings. 

Mvrlo tries to look in the windows on the porch. Nothing. 
Empty, plain furnished house. 

VOICE 'OS) 
Detective, I'm hurt... 

Myrlo and the cop whip around, drawing their guns. 

A LARGE FIGURE, silhouetted by the setting sun, stands in 
the middle of the street. 

FIGURE 
...I was hoping for Ness. 

NESS (OS) 
f^ Drop everything! Hands in the air! 

(CONTINUED) 
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The TALL, HULKING MAN slowly turns to see NESS AND HIS 
COP, guns out. The man turns to Ness, drops his half 
eaten APPLE to the ground and... smiles. He holds his 
wrists out in front of him, ready to be cuffed. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. A HOTEL - NIGHT 

ELIOT NESS pulls up in front of a flea-bag hotel 
downtown. SIMON talks to MYRLO in front of the building. 

SIMON 
Can't believe it went down without me. 
Been on this case every second cf 
every day and I missed it. He just 
waiked up to you and that was it? 

MYRLO 
One creepy bird. 

Myrlo smoking a cigarette, brings Ness up to speed as 
they all walk into the hotel. 

NESS 
Is everything ready? 

MYRLO 
Just like you said. They're hooking 
him up right now. 

SIMON 
Why aren't we at the station house? 

NESS 
No more circuses. 

INT. THE HOTEL LOBBY - SAME 

Simon and Myrlo can barely keep up with Ness as he 
briskly winds his way through the lobby, up the stairs 
and down a lcng hotel hallway. 

NESS 
Who is he? "> 

(CONTINUED) 
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\. MYRLO 
Gayicro Sundheim, 21, no priors. His 
record is clean. 

NESS 
What about his house? 

SIMON 
Cleaner. 

NESS 
These are not things I want to hear. 

They turn a corner ano see TWO ARMED GUARDS standing 
outsice a room. 

MYRLO 
You might find this interesting. Seven 
months ago, Mr. Sundheim was expelled 
from redicai school for, get this, 
anti-social behavior. 

Ness steps. Really? 

MYRLO (cont'd) 
And we contacted National City Bank. 
Seems Cayiord has over S15,COC.OO in 
savings. 

SIMON 
S15,CC0.00? Maybe I should hit him up 
for a loan. 

MYRLO 
But here's the kicker. Sundheim's 
uncle? 

NESS 
Yeah? 

MYRLO 
The Mayor's pal, Senator Cosgrove. 

Ness looks like he just got punched in the stomach. 

MYRLO 
You want us in there with ya' ? 

/Sf^N. 

(CONTINUED) 
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NESS 

s called a polygraph machine. A new 
device that enables us to gauge your 
answers. 

^ \ 
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NESS 

No. 

Ness slides into tne room. 

INT. THE HOTEL ROOM- SAME 
Sitting in a chair, unmoving, unblinking, is GAYLORD 
SUNDHEIM. Like the old man described, Sundheim is a BIG 
MAN. Not fat, not freakish, simply BIG. IMPOSING. 

TWO TECHNICIANS finish affixing an arm cuff and a 
headband to Sundheim. The wires lead to a CUMBERSOME, 
RUDIMENTARY POLYGRAPH -one cf the first actually ever 
used!. ANOTHER OFFICER keeps watch. 

Ness pulls up a chair across from Sundheim and, for a 
beat, there is a heavy silence between them. 

When Gaylcrd starts to speak, the temperature in the room 
seems to crop. He speaks in cool, measured tones and 
wears a slight smirk on his face. ^ 

GAYLORD 
Is this how you treat all concerned 
citizens? 

NESS 
The station house is a zoo. We wanted 
to talk to you in private. 

GAYLORD 
You must be furious at your reporter 
friend. "Ness must believe the myth cf 
his infallibility. Why else would he 
burn a mile of the river front to 
cinders?" 

GAYLORD 
What exactly do ycu have me wired up 
to here? 

/^W%v 

(CONTINUED) 
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GAYLORD 
A lie aetector? How amusing. Perhaps 
you can read my tea leaves when we' re 
finished? 

NESS 
Do you know why we are here today? 

GAYLORD 
Because I'm tne "Torso Killer". 

The tech looks at the needle. No movement. 

NESS 
Now why would I think a smart man like 
ycu is the "Torso Killer"? 

GAYLORD 
How do ycu know I'ir. smart? You either 
mean to compliment me or patronize me. 
Whatever the reason, I find you 
presumptuous. 

NESS 
You went to medical school. Not 
exactly a stooge farm. But you didn't 
answer my question. 

GAYLORD 
Yes, I did. I am the "Torso Killer". 

(beat) 
Or so you say. 

NESS 
Have you been sending me postcards? 

GAYLORD 
Postcards? Is that against the law? 

NESS 
Sending threatening mail to a public 
official certainly is. 

GAYLORD 
Were they threatening? What did they 
say? 

(CONTINUED) 
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NESS 
I'm asking the questions here. 

(beat) 
Why does someone of your economic 
means live in such a run-down part e: 
town? Or hang around a shantytown? 

GAYLORD 
Is that why you burned it down? 

NESS 
Did you hang around down there? 

GAYLORD 
If I did, I can't anymore. 

The needle remains still. 

NESS 
Is that why you were kicked out of 
medical school? Your smart mouth? 

GAYLORD 
You'd have to ask them. 

MTCC 

We did. 

GAYLORD 
A.nd what did they say? 

NESS 
What do you think they said? 

GAYLORD 
Personality conflicts with authority 
figures. I'm sure you cf ail people 
could relate. 

NESS 
No, I graduated. 

GAYLORD 
And I didn't, thus, I must be the 
Killer. 

Ness looks at the needle. Nothing. 

/SJRUSK 

(CONTINUED) 
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NESS 
Does it bother ycu that they didn't 
let you finish your schooling? 

GAYLORD 
I wasn't happy there. Their thinking 
is... antiquated. 

NESS 
Antiquated how? 

Gaylord stares over Ness' snoulder in silence. Ness 
stares back and then IOCKS over his shoulder to see what 
Gayicrd is looking at. As soon as he turns Gaylord starts 
spea.-ting. 

C-AYLORD 
The medical profession is very- well, 
they always seem tc be the last ones 
to know, don't they? 

NESS 
I eon't foilcw. 

GAYLORD 
Take this killer, for instance. The 
professional thinking is in terms of 
good and evil. "The Mad Butcher." "The 
Cleveland Heachunter." "The Maniacal 
Torso Killer." Good. Evil. Mad. 
Butcher. Whore. Doctor. Drunk. Hobo. 
Homosexual. Neanderthal. 

(beat! 
Labeis. You see, Mr. Ness? You see how 
easy it is to conjure an image with a 
word? Every word instantly creates a 
picture in your mind. 

(beat) 
You meet someone for the first time. 
You see their skin, their clothes, 
their smell. You make an estimation of 
their worth as a person based en what? 
Based on physical appearance? Based on 
stature? On birthright? On an educated 
guess of the human condition? But you 
look into tne eye. The light reflects. 
The spark of life. 

(MORE! 
(CONTINUED) 
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GAYLORD (cont'd) 

The soul of creation. The charwoman ""̂  
can have the eye cf wisdom. The 
gentleman can nave the vacant eye cf 
the morally bereft. 

(beat) 
Imagine , Mr. Ness, having the secrets 
of humanity revealed. Where do those 
secrets lie? In the intangible, the 
illusive, the soul. What a gift it 
would be to be aDie to strip away all 
the layers. All the confines. All the 
biological identity of a person. And 
reveal the soul. To harvest it from 
the ugly confines of the flesh. To 
take that essence and examine it. 
Understand it. Because within lie the 
keys to immortality. 

NESS 
What? 

GAYLORD 
Someone is killing these people, yes. 
But, if, in the end, those killings 
would bring on the next step of human 
evolution? Weil, what do you think 
people wouid call him then, Mr. Ness? 

Ness doesn't answer. 

GAYLORD (CONT'D) 
Perhaps that is what motivates your 
"mad butcher". Aren't the lives of a 
dozen nameless people worth the cost? 
This "Torso Killer" should be 
commended for his research, don't you 
think? 

(beat, with an icy grin) 
Or, he could simply be a raving, 
dribbling lunatic. 

The technician shakes his head at Ness. The needle hasn't 
moved. 

NESS 
Gaylord, I think you killed these 
peopie. I think you are sloppy and 
arrogant and... 

(CONTINUED) 
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GAYLORD 
Think, Mr. Ness? Prove it. 

The standoff is broken by a COMMOTION in the hallway. The 
door bursts open to reveal the MAYOR and a WELL-DRESSED 
MAN (50's) pushing their way past MYRLO and the ARMED 
GUARD. 

WELL-DRESSED MAN 
The party's over, Ness. 

NESS 
(standing) 

Who the hell are you? 

3ERMAN 
Mr. Daniel Berman, Esquire. Mr. 
Sundheim's attorney. Is Mr. Sundheim 
being held in connection with a crime? 

The mayor motions for the technicians to unhook Gaylord. 

NESS 
Yes, he... 

BERMAN 
Have you officially charged Mr. 
Sundheim? 

NESS 
No. I am in the middle of... 

BERMAN 
Do you have sufficient evidence at 
this time to charge Mr. Sundheim? 

NESS 
No, I... 

Gaylord stands and smiles at Ness. 

BERMAN 
Then, unless you are prepared to 
charge Mr. Sundheim right now, I have 
to ask that this interview cease 
immediately and that you discontinue 
any and all harassment of my client. 

(CONTINUED) 
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3erman takes Sundheim by tr.e arm and starts to lead him 
to the aoor. 

BERMAN ;CONT'D) 
At such time that you feel another 
meeting may be necessary, cne can be 
scheduled when both Mr. Sundheim and I 
see fit. Otherwise you are to stay 
away from my client. 

They are already in the hallway. Gaylord's gaze never 
leaves Ness. The mayor stays and Ness stands in angry 
shock. 

MTCC 
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Do you know what you just did? 
MAYOR 

I'm going to put this to you as 
bluntly as I can. I hired you and I 
can fire you. You have a contract with 

r this city ana I will honor it. But if 
L • 

vou continue to aouse your cositicn to harass and cause embarrassment to my 
political affiliations as some 
backhanded way cf getting at me... 

The mayor rips off the polygraph paper... 

NESS 
What? I'm running a police 
investigation that has nothing at all 
to do with... 

...and crams it into Ness' chest. 

MAYOR 
You bother that boy again, you can 
Dack vour baas. Got it? 

CUT TO: 
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The mayor glares at Ness as ne drives off. Myrlo and 
Simon tern the corner, fooc in hand, and see Ness, 
holding the crumbleo polygraph results. 

SIMON 
He did: 

Ness times. He die 

What do 
MYRLO 

. . — . . - - ; - n — - ^ * • * * N * 5 
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'Jess 
d e t e : 
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t.-.e pile o: paper that the lie 
-:e sees the endless strsicht line. 

NESS 
Cater, that arrccar.t tuck in 
and let's end this. 

. n a <_ -

CUT TO: 

EXT. KINGSBURY RUN - DUSK 

M U S T r. t 
.'I I ->w<--

CAR is parked access irom a seedy 
y Run. 

You ready yet? 

SIMON (OS) 
Gettina there. 

INT. MYRLO'S CAR - SAME 

MYRLO keeps an eye on the pub's steady stream of 
customers as SIMON slicks his hair with pomade. Simon is 
definitely not in his ccp drag. Instead, he wears a tank 
top T-snirt, suspenders and natty pleated pants. 

MYRLO 
In my father's day, we'd take that 
paiooka oown to the station and the 
guy would just disappear. Ya know? 

(CONTINUED) 
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SIMON 
(uncomfortable) 

How do I look? 

MYRLO 
You know what I think? I think we're 
untoucnables. 

SIMON 
We're not untouchables. 

c.IK-w 

No, 1 know, 
(beat! 

But I - h i n .< '<••' e a — e 

Try to stay awa.'.e, OK? 

Simon exits the car and joins the riff-raff outside the 
pub. He blends right in. 

CUT TO: 

INT. NESS' OFFICE- SAME 

NESS sits at his desk absentmindedly drumming his fingers 
on the open "torso" file. Zhe postmarked postcards. 
Throuch his open doer, :.e calls to GRACE. 

NESS 
Any word from Simon or Myrlo? 

GRACE 
Not yet, Mr. Ness. 

Grace enters his office with a look of concern. 

GRACE ;CONT'D) 
Mr. Ness, if 1 may...why don't you go? 
Maybe make yourself a meal. I can stay 
here and hold down the fort for a few 
hours. I'll call you as soon as I 
hear. 

^ 

CONTINUED) 
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NESS 
Grace, it's late. You don't have to do 
that. 

GRACE 
But I - I want to. 

You promise you'll call if... 

GRACE 
The second I hear from them. 

Ness crabs his coat from the rack of his chair and heads 
out ::' his office. He stops snort and turns to Grace. 

NESS 
Thank you, Grace. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. KINGSBURY RUN - LATER 

Myrlc fights to keep his eyes open on this stakeout. 
Simon steps out cf the bar and lights up a smoke as he 
scans tne street. A CRUNKEN FLOOZY makes a move on the 
detective which Simon deftly declines. 

Myrlo stifles an enormous yawn as the TORSO KILLER'S CAR 
pulls up by Simon. Myrlo sits up, suddenly alert, as 
Simon smiles at the driver, laughs, and gets in the car. 

MYRLO 
And away we go. 

Myrlo starts his car end slowly follows Simon's ride. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. POLICE STATION PARKING LOT - NIGHT 

Ness ambles out to the parking lot. A UNIFORMED OFFICER 
passes him. 

CFFICER 
Good night, Mr. Ness. 

(CONTINUED) 
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NESS 
Officer. 

EXT. THE CITY STREETS - NIGHT 

Myrlo continues to tail the Torso Killer's car from a 
safe distance. The Killer winds his way through a heavily 
industrial area with next to no traffic, so Myrlo has to 
be adept in his tailing. 

The Killer makes a turn between two warehouses and 
crosses RAILROAD TRACKS tc a dirt road leading cut 
towards the lake. 

Myrlo gives the car a few extra beats to get ahead. He 
notices a POLICE CALL BOX near the tracks before he, too, 
nops on the dirt road. 

As soon as he leaves the paved read, Myrlo TURNS OFF HIS 
.".Lftw-iG.-iJ 5 . 

EXT. THE DIRT ROAD - CONTINUOUS 

Myrlo follows the trail of dust kicked up by the Killer's 
car. Suddenly, the CAR TURNS OFF the dirt road and drives 
tnrougn the FIVE FOOT HIGH WEEDS that run as far as the 
eye can see. 

Realizing he cannot follow without giving himself up, 
Myrio hits the breaks and can barely make out the roof of 
the car and the dim glow of its headlights as it cuts a 
path through the weeds and dead grass. 

Getting cut of his car, Myrio looks cut toward the lake. 
Near the shcre (about a half a mile from Myrlo) are FOUR 
SEEMINGLY ABANDONED BARN/ WAREHOUSE STRUCTURES. 

The car is now out cf Myrio's sight line. He looks 
nervous as he peers into the darkness after his partner. 

MYRLO 
Dammit! Hang in there, Sam. 

Myrio hops back in his car, turns around and speeds back 
towards the call box. 

•^v 
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EXT. POLICE STATION - SAME 

Ness actually begins to Icok relaxed at the thought of 
some time in his own home. But the look of relaxation 
dissolves when Ness sees his car. Tucked under the wiper 
blade of Ness' car is a PICTURE POSTCARD. 

EXT. THE CALL BOX 

Myrlo screeches up 
car. He cranks -.he 

.ne call box and leaps out of his 

Garfield 1-22-23 pronto. This is 
Detective Walter Myrlc. Paten re 
through to Ness's office. Yeah, Elict 
Ness. Nov;: 

(t o h imse1f 

(beat: 
Whaddaya rear. I just missed him? Weil, 
then put me through to his office. No, 
I can't wait. Just tell him Myrlo and 
Simon need backuc and we need it now! 

v • - - e -v • r. - «. = « cor'.s arouno cor mar/.mas. 

5 5th and Lake » • .*> w. «I w . 

farmhouses, just past 
on the lake shore. 

or oio 
;he train tracks 

Myrio slams down the phone, jumps into his still-running 
•car and speeds off toward the weeds. 

EXT. POLICE STATION PARKING LOT 

Ness approaches his car in an almost trancelike state. He 
gently pulls the postcard from the windshield wiper and 
turns it over. THE POSTCARD IS ELANK. 

NESS 
Oh mv God. 

y ^ ^ \ INT. THE 3ARN - SAME 

SIMON is led through the dark barn/warehouse by GA.YLORD. 

(CONTINUED) 
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A lone lamp casts a pool cf light in the inky shadows. 
The barn's decor is or.ao of a bombed cut junkyard. Tools, 
wood, barrels, wheels, pipes and wiring. Rusty, tetanus 
covered edges from every angle. Ail ominous in one 
shadows. 

Gaylord does not have the cool look he had during the 
polygraph. He looks more agitated, his chilling smirk now 
more of a twitch. 

SIMCN 
This is some place you got here. 

Sayiord does not answer. He only leers lasciviously at 
Simon anc disappears into the darkness. Simon plays it 
cool and waits for his eves to adlust to the car;-:. 

So, what are ycu up for tonight? 

Silence. 

SIMON 'CONT'D) 
Hide-and-go-seek isn't really my bag. 

The silence is abruptly broken by a severe CHOPPING 
SOUND. Simon jumps and reaches for the CONCEALEC GUN IN 
HIS SOCK. 

Simon hears another CHOP! And follows the sour.c. 

Again: Chop! Chop! Chop! 

Simon looks towards the door he came in. Looks toward the 
direction cf the rhythmic sound. 

SIMON •: cont'd) 
Heiic? 

Simon decides to follow the sound. Gun cocked and ready, 
Simon hugs the walls as he follows the noise. 

CHOP! 

A WIDE STAIRCASE leads to up to a SECOND FLOOR. Simon "**) 
peers up the stairwell and only a black void stares back. 

(CONTINUED) 
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SIMON 
(to himself; 

Where are you, Walt? 

Simon takes a deep breath and begins inching his way up 
the staircase. 

At the top of the stairs, Simon is hit by a STENCH SO 
FOUL he can barely contain his gagging. He covers his 
nose and presses en. 

As he rounds a corner, Simon sees a FAINT LIGHT shining 
from beneath a DOOR. Now dripping with sweat, Simon heads 
for the doer and turns the knob... 

..U . - -— .%OU'i - 2Arts. 

iimon s-ares m si.ent norror as he steps into the room 
This is the work room. Che butcher's den. A Kieronymous 
Boscn painting cf hell. 

Fuddles of CONGEALING BLOOD pool beneath a steel autccsy 
table. KNIVES, SCALPELS and MACHETES of ail sizes lay'on 
a gouged and stained wooden butcher's block. 

Vats rubble on a rusty gas stove. And then Simon sees the 
pieces. What the police never found. A COLLECTION OF 
HEADS in various states cf rot line a shelf. HUMAN LIMBS 
are hooked to cnair.s and hang from the ceiling like 
drying flowers. 

And splayed out in a washtub are TWO LIMBLESS, HEADLESS 
TORSOS. They are split down the middle and soaking in the 
orange preservative used on Eddie Andrassy's body. 

Simon struggles against his body's instinct to vomit as 
he backs against a wall. A WALL COVERED WITH NEWSPAPER 
CLIPPINGS OF NESS' ARRIVAL IN CLEVELAND and CHRONICLING 
THE "TORSO" CASE. Zhe Killer's unique scratchy 
handwriting ail over the clippings. 

In the doorway behind Simon, the SHADOWS MOVE, unnoticed 
by the shocked detective. 

GAYLORD (OS) 
An impressive sight, isn't it... 
Detective Simon? 

(CONTINUED) 
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;imcn spins around, gun raised high in the darkness. A 
JASH OF SILVER and... 

EXT. THE WEEDS - SAME 

Myrio pulls his car to a stop where Gaylord drove through 
the weeds. Visibly anxious, Myrlo looks at the row of 
barn/ warehouses. Which one? Which one did they go to? 

Suddenly, A GUN SHOT RINGS CUT. 

MYRLO 
Sam! 

Myrio jumps bac.-: in the oar and floors it! Plowing a path 
through the tail weeds as r.e barrels toward the barns. 

INT. MYRLO'S CAR 

Myrio's car bounces over the bumpy terrain and comes to a 
violent stop just feet from the Killer's barn. 

t>.i . *nE =.HK« 

Gun u n h o l s t e r e d and a FLASHLIGHT i n h i s o t h e r hand, Myrio 
r a c e s t o cr.e ba rn and .::ic>:s open a b o l t e d d o o r . 

INT. THE BARN 

Myrio sweeps the room with the ray cf his flashlight 
trying to get his bearings. 

MYRLO 
Simon?! 

THE SOUND OF RUNNING on creaking floorboards over his 
head startles Myrlo. He follows the sound with his 
flashlight beam across the ceiling. The sound is gone as 
quickly as it came. 

MYRLO (CONT'D) 
Simon? 

.Another sound. Rats scamper by Myrio's feet. 

MYRLO 
This is the police! Come out with your-

(CONTINUED) 
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Myrlo hears a ROLLINS SOUND. Something being DROFPED DOWN 
THE STAIRS. With his gun drawn on the location cf the 
noise, Myrio tries to find it with his flashlight. 

MYRLO {CONT'D) 
Simon? 

SIMON'S DECAPITATEC 
on the floor beneat 

HEAD roils into the flashlight beam 
r. Myrlo' s feet. 

MYRLO ' CONT'D) 

sam! :ou -ir ' on, goo i i 

From cut of nowhere, A SHADOWY FIGURE appears behind 
Myrlc and orings his fjil weight down on the back cf the 
detective's head. 

_/ G — tr -* St:v k i«C^ A i l 

fl 
r ~ r. e c _ ow. .-. e s • 
ocr. It roils bv 

from the face, Myrlo tries to shake 
•es his flashlight roiling across the 
his gun, illuminating its location. 

zi^^\ 

Myrlc oives fcr it 
FEET in rne shadow: 

:E FLASHLIGHT BEAM roils bv MOVING 

EXT. THE CIRT ROAC - SAME 

_ ^ _ _ ^1 . •• — — W f oilowed by a HALF DOZEN POLICE CARS, sirens 
blaring, and tne "ICE-BREAKER" TRUCK race down the dirt 
roao. Ness sees the gaping hole cut in the weeds by 
Myrlc's car and swerves into the tall grass. 

The police force fellows suit and the approaching 
vehicles look like some sort of mechanical monster eating 
their way through the dead weeds. The headlights peaking 
over ine tail weeds as tney approach. 

IN: 'HE BARN - SAME 

Myrlc, stunned by the blow and his partner's death, 
stares vacantly at Simon's head. He does not notice his 
GUN LAYING ONLY INCHES from him. 

(CONTINUED) 
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MYRLC 
oh god, oh goc, oh god--! 

Myrlc doesn't notice the shaoows shift in front of him. 
Or the MACHETE ELADE RISING over his head. Or the growing 
roar of the SIRENS APPROACHING the barn. 

EXT. THE BARN 

The BATTERING RAM TRUCK crashes through a wall cf the 
barn. The ancient wood splinters and collapses en the 
nood of the truck, lodging it in the barn's wail. 

INT. THE BARN 

The truck's headlights reveal Gaylord, blade in hand, 
hovering over Myrio. 

C-ayicru, Simon's bloco striped across his face and chest, 
takes a step back toward the shadows as Ness crawls 
through the hcie in the wail. 

NESS 
Myrio, get down: 

Ness fires. Gaylord iur.ges rackwards as if hit. The blade 
crops to the floor with a clang and Gaylord is thrown 
into the snadow cf the earn corridor. 

NESS (CONT'D) 
Grab some air, Gaylord! 

The other cops fall into formation around the buiiding as 
Ness faces off against Gaylord. 

NESS (CONT'D) 
Now ! 

Gaylord hovers for a minute, then disappears into the 
darkness. Ness fires. 

NESS (cont'd) 
(to the ether officers) 

Surround this thing! No one in or 
<^^v 

out!! Myrlo, where's Simon? ™j 

(CONTINUED) 
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MYRLO 
(incoherent! 

He's... Sundheim... oh god... 

Ness quickly crosses ever to Myrio and pulls the 
detective towards the entrance. As he grabs Myrlo, Ness 
sees SIMON'S HEAD. 

NESS 
Sweet Jesus! 

Just as Ness and Myrlc are inches from the door, Gaylord 
rips a KEROSENE LAM? off the wail, lights it and throws 
it across the oarn. The lamp hits the battering ram truck 
and EXPLODES in front of Ness and Myrio. 

The dry, old wood of the barn INSTANTLY GOES UP IN A WALL 
OF FLAME. The heat cf the flame drives Ness and Myrio 
back towards the center of the room, trapping them 
inside. Weak from his injuries, Myrio collapses. 

Ness frantically looks around for an escape route as the 
FLAMES CANCE ACROSS THE WALLS. The fire moves quickly. 
Too quickiy. As if they were treated. 

Suddenly, Gayloro throws something down on Ness. 
Collapsing under the heavy weight, Ness sees the he has 
oeen hit with SIMON'S HEADLESS CORPSE. 

GAYLORD 
How does it feel having someone die 
for you?! 

Gaylord, holding an enormous, bloody blade, stands atop 
the stairs. The flames roar around Sundheim and create a 
wail between Ness and himself. 

Wrestling with the bloody corpse, Ness fires at Gaylord. 
And fires again! Gayicrd drops the blade to the floor. 
CLANG! Gaylord tumbles down the stairs, landing only feet 
frora Ness. 

Pulling cuffs from a woozy Myrio's belt, Ness runs over 
to the injured Gaylord. As Ness leans in to cuff him, 
Gaylord EXPLODES WITH RAGE, 3ACKHANDING NESS. Ness 
virtually flies across the room and loses his gun. 

(CONTINUED) 
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Gaylord lunges at Ness, picking him up like a sack cf 
potatoes. With a BESTIAL HOWL,"he throws Ness into a 
wail. 

Ness lands like a rag-doll and sees the mad, blood-soaked 
Gaylord readying for another attack. Ness frantically 
looks for a weapon, any weapon. And he sees one. 

SIMON STILL CLUTCHES HIS WEAPON IN HIS DEAD HAND. 

Ness dives to Simon's body as Gaylord laughs. The 
enormous man quickly closes the gap between himself and 
Ness as Ness struggles to pull Simon's gun free. 

Ness' hands, slick with Simon's blood, cannot get a grip. 
Gaylord only feet away. Gaylord grabs a partially burning 
chunk of beam and raises it over his head as... 

...BAM! A bullet tears through his right bicep. 

Startled, Gaylord looks to see Ness manipulating Simon's 
dead fingers to fire the gun. Through the heat and smoke, ^ s ^ 

Gaylord keeps coming. ") 

BAM: Still he will not fall. 

BAM! A t h i r 0. 

Ssylord stumcies and drops the beam =5 the ceiling begins 
to collapse around them. Ness can barely see Gaylord 
through the giant tongues of flame. 

GAYLORD 
One day! One day the truth will out! 
Just laboratory rats found in the 
gutter! No one missed them! 

(beat) 
NO ONE MISSED THEM! 

And Gaylord is engulfed in flame! Gone from sight. Ness 
gets to his feet and grabs the woozy Myrlc. Covering 
Myrio with his jacket, Ness uses his only option...' 

^ 
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...Ness and Myrio dive through the burning wall and crash 
to the dirt outside. OTHER COPS run to Ness' side and use 
blankets to put out Ness and Myrio's smoldering clothes. 

Ness leaps to his feet with fear and adrenaline. The cops 
lead Myrio to safety, Ness stares back at the inferno. 

INT. THE BARN 

Inside Gaylord's work room, flames consume all his tools 
cf death and the asnes cf the burning news clippings fill 
the air like black snow. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

EXT. THE BARN - DAWN-

MORNING FOG slices through the rising dawn. A SMOLDERING 

HOLE and SKELETAL FRAME are ail that remains of the barn. 

Exhausted police and firemen pick through the rubble 
while Ness sits next to a bandaged Myrio en the back of 
his car. AN ASH-STREAKED OFFICER and" CORONER GERBER come 
up t; them. 

NESS 
What nave you found? 

GERBER 
Multiple human remains, all charred 
beyond recognition. 

NESS 
What about Sundheim? Could any of them 
be him? 

GERBER 
It's possible, but I won't know 
anything for at least a few days. 

NESS 
Fine. Fine. Anything else? 

(CONTINUED) 
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OFFIC 
Yeah. There's • 
under the plac; 
the fire... 

~x 
bunch of eld tunnels 
that made it through 

Ness and Myrlo snap to attention. 

NESS 
Tunnels? 

OFFICER 
Yeah. They dump out about a half mile 
down the shore and... 

CUT TO: 

AYLORD'S HOUSE - MORNING 

NESS' CAR squeals around the corner and jerks to a stop 
in front cf Gaylord's house. As Ness and Myrlo step out, 
they see MOVERS finishing the loading of a MOVING TRUCK 
with Gaylord's furniture. 

MYRLC 
What the fuck? 

NESS 
(to the movers) 

Hold it right tnere, fellas. Could 
somebody tell me what's going on here? 

The movers ignore the croer and close up the truck. 

^ 

VOICE (OS) 
Mr. Ness? 

Ness turns to see a LIMOUSINE idling by the curb. Ness 
and Myrio approach the car to see SENATOR COSGROVE 
sta: him, 

NESS 
You? 

SENATOR COSGROVE 
My nephew, Gaylord, is a very sick 
boy... 

^ \ 
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NESS 
Where is he, Senator? 

The moving truck backfires, then pulls away. 

SENATOR COSGROVE 
You and your men have shown him just 
how ill he really is. 

NESS 
Where is he?! 

SENATOR COSGROVE 
As we spea.-:, Gaylord is voluntarily 
checking himself into a state mental 
hospital. There, hopefully, he will be 
able to heai himself, physically and 
mentally. And for that, I thank you. 

MYRLC 
Thank us? 

(^ SENATOR COSGROVE 
For helping him realize the depth of 
his delusions. He actually believed he 
was the "Torso Killer", the poor boy. 

MYRLO 
"Poor boy"? You son of a bitch! 

DANIEL BERMAN, the senator's lawyer, bursts out the other 
side cf the limousine. 

BERMAN 
Curb your dogs, Ness. 

MYRLO 
Your "boy" murdered my partner! 

LAWYER 
And what physical evidence do you have 
to prove that? 

NESS 
Excuse me? /0&\ 
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LAWYER 
All you have is a pile cf ash on the 
lake front. So, until you get some 
solid proof, I advise you to stop 
slandering my client! 

Myrio lunges for the lawyer, but Ness holds him back. 

LAWYER (CONT'D) 
And you damn well know the law on this 
one Ness. Because my client checked 
himself into a psychiatric facility on 
his own volition... 

MYRLC 
Fuck you and your client! 

LAWYER 
... That means, for the length of his 
stay, he can not be charged with any 
criminal act. 

Ness grimaces. He knows this is true. ) 

MYRLO 
What? 

LAWYER 
Thus, it is against the law to 
publicly accuse, malign, or defame Mr. 
Sundheim in spoken word or print. 

MYRLO 
What is he talking about? 

NESS 
I want to see documentation that he 
entered that facility. 

MYRLC 
What are you—? 

LAWYER 
You'll get your documents, Ness, but I 
warn you, you don't play bail on this """̂  
one and you're done. I will have you 
in court for the rest cf your life. 

(CONTINUED) 
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That's eno 
SENATOR COSGROVE 

The lawyer obeys 
window is rolled 

.ne senator's face oisaDDears as his 

MYRLO 
Ness, what are they talking about? 
This can't be! Ness, are you going to 
let them get away with this!? 

'he car culls awav. Tioht en Ness 

NESS 
.iO. 

DISSOLVE TO: 

rv*' 1 }.*TVT*2,7 r u e " - - • -LV 

The sun shines brightly en the well-manicured grounds cf 
the state csychiacric facility. 

NURSE (OS) 
Gaylord Sundheim? 

:N: !NST! :ON - SAME 

Sitting in the social room and staring contentedly out a 
window is GAYLORD SUNDHEIM. He looks well-rested and, 
well, normal. A small suitcase sits in his lap. He snaps 
to attention and warmly smiles as his name is called. 

GAYLORD 
Yes, I'm ready. 

The NURSE and TWO LARGE MALE ORDERLIES push a wheelchair 
over to him. 

NURSE 
Please. Have a seat. 

GAYLORD 
i can wa_k. 

NURSE 
Regulations. 

(CONTINUED) 
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Of course. 

Gaylord beams as he gets in the wheelchair and is pushed 
out of the room. 

CUT TO: 

INT. INSTITUTION/ THE DIRECTOR'S OFFICE - DAY 

The DIRECTOR of the institution sits at his desk, across 
from SENATOR COSGROVE and HIS ATTORNEY. ELIOT NESS stands 
over the senator. A document lays out in front of 
Cosgrove. He hesitates signing it. 

You heard the man. Sign it. You wanted 
him in here? Fine. But he's staying. 
He will never set foot outside of here 
again. Because if he does, Senator, I 
may have to leak a story to the press. 

The Senator looks at the Director. 

WARDEN 
I assure you the records cf this 
institution are private. Completely. 
This does not leave this room. 

Cosgrove holds for a moment... then signs Gaylord in for 
good. Cosgrove snarls at Ness. 

SENATOR COSGROVE 
You don't know it now, Ness, but 
this'11 cost you. 

NESS 
Fine. As long as it costs him more. 

INT. A CORRIDOR - SAME 

As Gaylcrc is wheeled down the hallway, he notices he is 
being turned away from the exit, and deeper into the 
institution. 

(CONTINUED) 



GAYLORD 
What's going on here? I'm supposed co-
get cut of here today. That's the-

Gaylord tries to get up, but the ORDERLIES force him down 
as the Nurse fastens restraints around his wrists. 

GAYLORD (CONT'D) 
What are you doing? You'd better 
explain yourself, bitch! My uncle will 
have your head! 

The nurse and the croeriies ignore Gaylord's protests as 
they push him through swinging double-doors. As Gaylord 
continues ranting, a SIGN is visible above the dcors. It 
reads: ELECTROSHOCK THERAPY - CAUTION. 

Over Gaylord's muffled screaming, the lights dim and 
flare as his treatment is administered. 

I CUT TO: 

" ( ^ EXT. THE STEPS OF CITY HALL - DAY 

Flashbulbs pop as NESS holds a press conference similar 
to the one that welcomed him tc the city. DOZENS OF 
REPORTERS jockey for position in front of the podium. 

TITLE: ONE YEAR LATER. 

A BANNER behind Ness reads: "ELIOT NESS FOR MAYOR". 

NESS 
...as I stand before you today, the 
proud servant of this city, a city so 
much better off than when I first came 
here, I officially announce my 
candidacy for the office of mayor. 

The flashbulbs explode again. The reporters' yells become 
a chorus of "Ness! Mr. Ness! Over here!". A REPORTER in 
front gets his question cut over the throng. 

/#*\ 

REPORTER 
Ness, what about the "Torso Killer"? 

The crowd freezes, hanging on Ness' response. 

(CONTINUED) 
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NESS 
(beat) 

That case is closed. Thank you for 
your time. 

Ness leaves the podium, drowning in a SEA OF QUESTIONS 
and flashbulbs. Among the crowd, MYRLO adjusts his hat 
and walks away. 

INT. NESS' OFFICE - LATER 

Ness sits in his chair staring out his window. GRACE 
enters and sets a bundle cf mail on his desk. 

GRACE 
Eliot, I'm going to lunch. Can I bring 
you something back? 

Ness, lost in thought, doesn't answer. Srace leaves the 
mail and exits. 

On top cf tr.e bundle, Ness sees a familiar sight. A 
POSTCARD. Ness turns it over. In a the familiar scrawl: 
"YCU HAVE MY VOTE." 

Ness opens his desk drawer and drops the card inside. We 
see tne drawer is OVERFLOWING WITH* HUNDREDS OF POSTCARDS 
from Gayicrc. 

ELIOT NESS LOST HIS BID FOR THE OFFICE CF THE MAYOR OF 
CLEVELAND ENDING HIS POLITICAL CAREER. 

NESS DIED AT THE AGE OF 54, FIVE MONTHS BEFORE THE 
PUBLICATION OF THE BOOK "THE UNTOUCHABLES" WOULD ENTER 
HIM INTO THE PANTHEON OF AMERICAN FOLK HEROES. 

ALL FILES ON THE "TORSO KILLER" HAVE SUBSEQUENTLY 
DISAPPEARED. 

n « « M rORSC" CASE HAS NEVER OFFICIALLY BEEN SOLVED. 

FADE TO BLACK. 
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