“ HOLLYWOOD DOG’

FADE | N:

I NT. HOLLYWOOD DOG S APARTMENT - NI GHT

DOOWYLLOH refl ected, fish-eye, in a brass doorknob. A nean
bar-room bl ues begins. ..

Reverse: the HOLLYWOOD sign out the apartment wi ndow, wth
the brass knob blurry in extreme |ower foreground. A SUPER

types-in under the word “Hol |l ywood”: DOG.

A coffee cup sits on a stack of dog-eared scripts. On top is:

“Ilmagi ne All The Taxi s”
a tribute to John Lennon & Harry Chapin
by Hol | ywood Dog.

WIlliam Mrris is scratched out, as is ICM and Prem ere
Artists. The script is currently repped by Mel Fogle's Tal ent
Bar n.

Check out Hol |l ywood Dog’s room a |owrent bachelor, in al

its messy glory. Grlie poster. RACK to foreground as a LOCK
PI CK thrusts through the keyhole and torques wildly around.
CREDI TS begi n.

MESSY DESK

An Underwood manual, a plastic filmclapper with “Holl ywood

Dog” chal ked on it under “Witer,” and an answering machi ne,
which clicks ON. W hear the gravelly baritone of HOLLYWOOD
DOG.

HOLLYWOOD DOG (VI O
|’ mout interview ng directors,
or stuck in sonme bullshit rewite
meeting. Leave a nessage, |11
put ya on my call list.

The machi ne BEEEEEPs.

DOMN a stack of well-thunbed books: Adventures In The Screen
Trade, An Actor Prepares, Bare Facts Video Cuide.

HOLLYWOOD DOG (V/ O



filter)
Just me, checking nessages.

A three-tone CODE is entered and we hear BACKWARDS W ND.

ANGLE: a conp photo of PAM and PATTY DI NTEENO, with a
handwitten note: “New head shots, whaddya think? Call us at
wor k: 555-U- CUM ”

Starting OVER this, a BEEEEEEP and the nmessages pl ay:

PAM (nessage)
H. |It’'s Pamand Patty Di nteeno.

PATTY (nmessage)
Great news! We can go to Club
Cel eb agai n.

PAM (nessage)
Yeah, that bouncer | puked on?
He got fired for letting in
Arseni o Hal l

ANGLE: runpled bed with a stolen street sign over the
headboard: Visitors Limted To 20 Mnutes. But... there's a
stack of heavily-thunmbed Pl ayboy nmagazi nes on the sidetable.

Aut ogr aphed pi x thunmb-tacked on the wall. 1) “Sorry that when
| got in your linmp | was drunk, had no noney and eventually
shot you, Martin Lawence.” 2) “Thanks for the ride to

America s Funni est Workpl ace Accidents! Mke Inmer, The CGuy
Wth The Crowbar Through His Head.” M ke indeed has a crania
cr owbar .

ANGLE: ol d couch, with Frankenstein stitches in its
uphol stery.

DAZED HI PPY (nessage)
(beep) Um | just found out
sonet hi ng about that couch | sold
you. \Whatever you do, don’t
fucking sit on it man.

A LUWP noves in the couch.
The doorknob rattles furiously. This guy wants in.

Yel | ow page ads stuck to the fridge: All-N ght Gocery. All-



Ni ght Phot ocopy. All-Ni ght Pawn.

And: “Patrice, Licensed Domnatrix.” PATRICE S picture, with
a whip. “All major credit cards ramed up your ass.”

PATRI CE (nessage)
(beep) Hi. Patrice. | had a
little accident with Marty Ingels
and | need a bag of sonething
buried in an unmarked grave in
the desert. When you' re free.

A calendar with all but one day crossed off, and “RENT!”
witten with a skull-and-crossbones about 20 days back.

ANKLO VLAD (nmessage)
(beep) Dis you landlord, Anklo
Vlad. Rent rent rent bastard
scum face shit prick rent rent
rent!

EXT. DOG S APARTMENT ENTRANCE - NI GHT

LOW ANGLE; fire hydrant. A LIMOw th the Iicense DOGGONE
squeal s up and parks illegally close. A KITTY on the sidewal k
mewl s for attention and is YANKED out of frame by unseen
hands. The cat is plopped ass-first down over the hydrant,
its spigots bulging in his cheeks. The cat gives a horrified
screech, then reconsiders and kinda enjoys it.

| NT. DOG S APARTMENT - NI GHT

CLICK. The lock pick withdraws. The door sneaks open. An
O S. THWACKI The lunmp that is the BURGLAR sl unps to the
floor.

HOLLYWOOD DOG st eps over the guy and clicks his cell-phone
SHUT. Hangs his BLACKJACK on a hook beside the door. Puts
one hand to his Men In Bl ack shades...

A basket filled with dark shades. One nore pair is tossed on
t op.

FADE OUT / IN

| NT. DOG S APARTMENT - NI GHT



Di stant sirens as Dog, in shades, taps on his Underwood.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Fade in, tight on our hero...
(thinks) our hero...

Tight on this sentence as a FLY | ands on the page. Dog hol ds
the carriage button and slides the fly into the keystrike
area. ECU as he strikes a Key and MASHES it with a capital X

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Leonard “The Fly” Squooshman.
Lenny’s cool. He’'s the sound of
a pack of Canels falling through
a vending machine in the | obby of
Trader Vics at 3:00 a.m

I NT. DOG S AP’ T STAI RWELL - NI GHT

OVERHEAD as pretty boy ORSON KURGLEMAN dashes up 5 flights,
br eat hi ng hard.

HOLLYWOOD DOG (V/ O
He’ s yard-sal e sungl asses at the
House of Blues at m dnight. He's
t he buzz of broken neon at an
Al varado offranp. ..

| NT. DOG S APARTMENT - NI GHT
Hol | ywood types, into it.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
: as you buy a cloned cell
phone off a guy named Squid from
t he back of a stol en anbul ance.

He's. ..
Hol | ywood gl ances at his desk. A torn-out magazi ne ad: *Hot
Wet Porn Witers Wanted! $300 a script!” Beat. He thinks.

Types.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
... he’s got a twelve-inch
t hrobbi ng cock

The door flies open and ORSON runs in, out of breath and



limping. He has lipstick on the crotch of his pants. He's
hyped.

ORSON
Hol | ywood! What a night! | need
the |ino.

Dog gets in Orson’s face. Forced calm

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Orson, | gotta wite five porno
flicks by tonmorrow or ny
| andl ord’ s retarded nephew is
gonna push his thunbs fourteen
hundred dollars deep into ny eye
sockets.

ORSON
No no no no no no no, man, | got
a second cal l back for Tw ster
Two! “Las Vegas |s Leaving!”

Orson hol ds up, FULL SCREEN, the Dranal ogue ad - “Now Casti ng:
Twi ster Two, Las Vegas |s Leaving.” Tornado rips up a casino.

ORSON (0. S.)
Schumacher’s directing! They're
gonna drop live actors on the
audi ence in selected theaters!

WDE: Orson gushes enthusiasm

ORSON
|’ mreading for this huge role...
Man Nunber Three. This dude’s
head conmes down on a spinning
roul ette wheel and stops on
doubl e zero! Is that heavy or
what ?

HOLLYWOOD DOG
You wanna see heavy?

Dog holds up a thick wad of 10OUs and flips through them it’s
a veritable flip-book of “I.0O U $20, Oson, 1.0 U $45,

Orson. . ."

HOLLYWOOD DOG



It’d be twice this thick but |’ve
been using themto w pe ny ass.

ORSON ( pl eadi ng)
Dog, it’s a second call back
It’s dowmn to nme and, |ike, ten
ot her guys. And one of them s
named Norge, for Chrissake.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Let me ask you an inportant,
possi bly life-saving question.
You got any noney?

ORSON
Are you kidding? |If | had noney
|"d take the bus.

EXT. AP T BUI LDI NG - NI GHT

Orson is being held upside-down by the knee out

ORSON
Don’t drop ne man! |’ve got
sonet hi ng better than noney!

HOLLYWOOD DOG
| hope it’s wi ngs.

His grip loosens. Oson slides down to the ank

Dog t hi nks for

gut shot pig all

ORSON
No, listen! |’ve got a doctored
internet video of Panela Anderson
sucking a fish through a pelican.

HOLLYWOOD DOG ('t hi nks)
How s that work exactly?

ORSON
You gotta see it, man! But it’l]
cost you a ride.

Dog’ s wi ndow.

e.

a beat, then DROPS Orson, who wails |like a

4 STORYS BELOW

the way down down ZOOM NG to the sidewalk. ..



A wrist cones out of the wi ndow and grabs the whinpering

by the ankle, his head a pencil-width fromthe ground.
Hol | ywood Dog puts his head out the w ndow.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
You better get that part and a
cash advance, tonight... or I'm
gonna take you to the Whiskey and
sell all your blood to Keith
Ri char ds.

I NT. LI MO - NI GHT

Orson, confortably spraw ed across the linp's back seat,
rehearses his single |ine:

ORSON
“Ch look, it’s a Twister!”
“Ohhhhh | ook! It'’s, a Twister!”

Dog, driving, dictates into a mcrocassette recorder.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Possible titles for porn novie:
“Under Serge.” “Pud Friction.”
“Pi ppi Schl ongst al ker.”

ORSON
Hey, you had any other celebs in
here lately?

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Drove June Allyson to the airport
| ast week.

ORSON
No shit.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Took me and ei ght skycaps to lift
her underwear out of the car.

Orson tries on sonme fake nustaches, goatees, etc.

ORSON
Whaddya t hi nk? Mustache? Beard?
VWhat’' s a Vegas high-roller gonna

Orson



have on his face?
Dog stares out the side w ndow.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Chorus girls.

Stopped at a light. Intercutting Dog's POV: Three or four
PRETTY G RLS stopped at the DON T WALK sign. Tal ki ng,

gi ggling.

HOLLYWOOD DOG (wi st ful)
Y ever sit in a restaurant
watchin’ a table of wonen
| aughi ng and tal king? You stop
eating just to look at “em You
start to imagine takin all of
themto the nearest hotel.

In Dog’ s inmagi nation, they’ re unashanmedly NAKED on the
si dewal k.

HOLLYWOOD DOG (O. S.)
You pick out the order you d do
‘emin...

ANGLE: One of them plays with her hair.

HOLLYWOOD DOG (O. S.)
maybe one of them plays with
her hair a certain way and you
nmove her fromfourth in line to
second. Maybe fourth and
second. ..

Their clothes rematerialize. Dog blinks behind his shades.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Then you realize you' re not gonna
do any of ‘em O even say
hello. And you go back to eatin’
your | unch.

A HORN behind him- the light's green.
ORSON (obl i vi ous)

“Ch look... it’s a TWSTER!”
“Holy shit, it’s that twi ster!”



Dog sighs and pulls out.

EXT. /I NT. LI MO AT TRAFFI C LI GHT - NI GHT

Red |light at the Westside Pavilion. Dog stops al ongside a
Genstar stretch, which makes his car | ook funky by conparison,
and sneaks a | ook at the other DRI VER, who' s making a radio
call. A secret panel on his dash flips, Batnobile-Iike, and
Dog hits a button.

A m crophone device on a cord fires fromthe roof of dog s
limb and schl upp!! suckers itself to the Genstar’s rear
wi ndow.

IN HS LI MO Dog can hear the Genstar guy’s conversati on:

DI SPATCHER (O. S.)
Can you make a Beverly Hills
pi ckup at 39 Cielo? Regular
client, standard two hundred
dol | ar gratuity.

GEMSTAR DRI VER (O. S.)
Roger, |’ m at the Westside
Pavilion. Be there in twenty.

Dog flicks the switch to retrieve the nm ke.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
"Il be there in five.
(to Orson)
Short cut.

The linmo spins around. Orson, drink in hand, is thrown
agai nst the wi ndow |i ke an astronaut in Gforce training.

ANGLE - STORE DOOR. Dog’'s linmo junps the curb and goes into
the mall. SCREAMS and HONKI NG, off.

EXT. COLLINS MANSI ON - NI GHT

Got hi ¢ gates, behind which a curving drive |eads up to an ol d-
by-L. A -standards Mansion. Dog' s |linmo pulls up to the
intercom box. A Hickory Farms kiosk slides off his hood.
Power wi ndow WHI RRS and we hear Orson, nuffled, frominside:
“1t’s one of those twisting things!! Look out!” etc.
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HOLLYWOOD DOG (0. S.)
Li np.

The gate CREAKS open. The lim pulls into the drive.

TOP OF CI RCULAR DRI VE: STEPHEN M FF, boyi shly handsone, 40,
taps his foot, checking his watch. He s every ex-dancer

wor ki ng for every diva in Hollywod. His |abors are nighty,
as is his suffering unknowable. Dog stops and gets out,
eyei ng the house.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Nice joint. AmI driving Lestat
to his Interview?

St ephen apprai ses the vehicle with panic as Dog wal ks around.

STEPHEN
You aren’t Genstar, she only uses
Genstar, what’s going on? | have

a friend who's a policeman!

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Keep your bl ouse on, Cisco, |I'm
with the Classic Car division..

Hol | ywood Dog shuffles some fake business cards. W see Misic
Express, Starlight Linp, Airport Express... every one of them
tagged with “Classic Car Division.”

HOLLYWOOD DOG (O. S.)
Gary Col eman lost his virginity
in this vehicle. And the
cigarette lighter hasn’t worked
si nce.

Dog has conme around the car. He selects the Genstar card and
hands it to Stephen.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
The uh, two hundred dollar tip
will still apply.

STEPHEN
(eyes the card, sniffs)
You're taking her to the
Hol | ywood Roosevelt Hotel, no



1

stops. Don't |let her drink, and
t hat includes |icking your gas
cap. I’'ll be right back

St ephen heads back towards the house. Orson pops out of the
sun roof, having worked hinself into fever pitch Audition
Mode.

ORSON (screans)
THAT GODDAMN TW STER' S BACK, AND
| TS HEADED STRAI GHT THI S. ..
(1 ooki ng around)
what the hell did Viacom do
to Paranmount ?

At the front door, a 60-ish Grande Dane — inperious,
withering; a beauty in her prime, but that was years ago —
strides towards the linmp. This is FAYE COLLI NS.

ORSON (O. S.)
Ch ny God you know who that is.
That’ s Faye Col | ins.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
The broad from Hol | ywood Squares?

ORSON
Puh-| ease! For 6 years she was
Moni ca DeVry, the original Bitch
Queen on Dynasty Pl ace!

As Faye strides towards the car, Stephen scanpers al ongside,
running a lint roller over her outfit, under her arm..

ORSON (awed, O. S.)
She rul ed one-hour TV -- until
she was fired for biting off the
showrunner’s thunmb during a
hai rdo di spute.

In Orson’s idol atrous POV, Faye shimers into sl o-npo, MORPHI NG
into the knockout babe she was at 25.

ORSON (O S.)
Man. When | was 12 years old
cut her face out of Look Magazi ne
and glued it to ny cat...



HOLLYWOOD DOG
| don’'t wanna hear this.

I NT. LI MO - NI GHT

Orson pops back in the sunroof, frantically but skillfully
fingering his thinning hair into some senbl ance of youth.

ORSON
| can’t have a | egend see ne |ike
t hi s!

Looking for a tissue box and finding none, Orson blows his
nose in the cognac decanter.

FAYE (O. S.)
St ephen, | ordered a linmo, not a
goddam t our bus. ..

Her hand enters frame, pointing at Orson.

FAYE (O. S.)
What - is - THI S??

ORSON (rapidly)
A fellow actor, Mss Collins, and
a sincere fan of those wonderful
novi es you nade before TV turned
you into an aging, bitter nobody!

Beat. Faye, flattered, SLIDES IN beside Orson.

FAYE (coyly)
My... novies? But that was so
| ong ago. ..

ORSON (ultra earnest)
No it wasn’t!

That’'s all it takes. Orson has her attenti on.

FAYE
Qu' est-ce que tu t’ appelle?

ORSON
VWhat ?
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FAYE
Your nane.

ORSON
Or son.

FAYE

Orson, Sweetie, why don’t you m x
Faysie a G nmlet?

W t hout | ooking, she knuckles the cap off the G n. SNAP!

EXT. MANSI ON - NI GHT
The linmo pulls out.

ON THE STEPS, Stephen hits a button, autodialling his cel
phone.

STEPHEN
Ol Can Harry' s? Could you Iet
the clientele know that “the
cat’s away” at the Collins
Estate?

He doubl e-cl aps. Pagoda speakers pop up fromthe grass around
himwith a notorized whirr and begin playing “Rawhide.”

St ephen whi ps his belt out of his tight pants and cracks it

i ke a whip, in synch with the song. Yee-ha.

EXT. STREETS - NI GHT

Hol | ywood, night. A GUY sells Stalkers’ Maps To The Stars
Homes.

EXT. / INT. LI MO AT STUDI O GATE - NI GHT

Guard box, guard presumably inside. Phone booth nearby. The
limo pulls up to the barrier; Dog | eans out.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Orson Kur gl emann.

I n the BACK SEAT, Orson goes frantic.

ORSON



14

Orson Kane, Orson Kanel!

Faye sits up, sloshed, drink in hand, and squints.

FAYE
This isn't it, you cross-eyed
hairy fuck

GUARD (O. S.)

That name’s not on the |ist.
Orson squeezes forward to yell through the divider:

ORSON
What do you nmean it’s not on the
list?? Look again!

ANGLE: a cheery “Friends” billboard visible through the
wi ndshield. RACK to Faye's enbittered face reflected in the
rear-view mrror.,

FAYE (drunk)
They didn’t even call me for
that. OF course, I'mOfer Only.
| still play 27 with ny hair
back.

She hanks her hair back theatrically.

ANGLE: Dog, eyeing the mrror, glinpses a necklace of sutures
goi ng around Faye’s ears and jaw i ne.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Y know, if you tighten that skin
any nore the pressure’ |l turn
your brain into a dianond.

GUARD (O. S.)
Not hi ng here.
ORSON
Orson Kane! Twi ster Twol! Second
cal | back
FAYE
| can still high-kick Iike a

school girl.
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Faye hi gh-kicks, catching Orson HARD under the chin.
PHONE BOOTH NEARBY

A mnute later. Orson yells into the phone handset,
stretching the cord to stand outside the booth.

ORSON
What are your people doing in
there? They just let fucking
Norge drive in!

There’s a WHI STLI NG SOUND. Orson stops tal king and | ooks UP
A fiberglass Guernsey COWNfalls on Orson, knocking himflat.

LI MO, THROUGH W NDSHI ELD, the cow carnage reflected in the
gl ass.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
| see those Twi ster props are
still com ng down.

FAYE
|” m m ssing Happy Hour. ..
(meani ngful ly)
And you don’t wanna see nme not

happy.
WDE, the |inm screeches away, driving over Orson’s wi st.

I NT. LIMO - NI GHT ( TRAVELI NG

BACK SEAT. Faye chugs fromthe decanter; sour taste. She's
goi ng through the lino videos, checking the |Iabels, chucking
t hem one by one out the w ndow.

FAYE
VWhy aren’t | in any of these
films? You bite the thunmb off
one tal entless cocksucker and
they won’t even let you work for
goddamm Les Moonves. Ten years
ago ny picture was on every
magazine in this country!
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HOLLYWOOD DOG
Not to nmention a very sore cat.
You | ooking for something in
particul ar?

Faye pulls a yard of tape out of a cassette and holds it up
li ke she was eyeballing a strip of 35mm

FAYE
Bl ack dick

EXT. HOLLYWOOD ROOSEVELT HOTEL - NI GHAT ESTABLI SHI NG

Very posh.

| NT. HOTEL SUI TE - NI GHT

Ni ce suite. Dog |lounges in a chair, reading VAR ETY. The
ROOM SERVI CE GUY hovers nearby with a fruit basket and a
little key.

ROOM SERVI CE GUY
If youd like | can show you the
conplimentary mnibar. ..

HOLLYWOOD DOG
She found it.

The M NI - BAR door hangs on one hinge next to 50 scattered
bottl es and crushed beer cans. The bell boy stares, frozen,
his little key dangling. Toilet FLUSH, Faye enters funbling
in her purse.

BELLBOY
Un okay. Well, this is the
wi ndow. And the bed’ s over
here. ..

Faye hands cash to Dog, who counts it.

FAYE
| know where the bed is you
sycophantic fuck, | was sodom zed

init by Warren Beatty in 1967.
And it snmells |Iike you haven't
changed the sheets since.

The bell boy is frozen with his tip hand out. Faye sucks a
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fresh cigarette down to the filter.

FAYE
| don’t have any change. Want ne
to bl ow you instead?

Hi s phony smle sours and his hand withers clean back to the
wist like the witch's feet in Wzard of Oz.

EXT. STUDI O GATE - NI GHT

At the phone booth. Flashing red |ights over scene as the
broken Orson is tended by paranmedics. Two guys apply the Jaws
O Life to the cow s hindquarters. One PARAMEDI C unki nks an
l.V. line.

PARANMEDI C
You on anyt hi ng?

ORSON (bri ght eni ng)
Not right now, but next nmonth |
have a douche commercial running
in the North East.

| NT. LIMO - NI GHT
Hol | ywood Dog drives, talking on his cell phone.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Eddi e, check nmy door. |Is Anklo's
nephew out there? Huge thunbs?

| NT. HOLLYWOOD DOG S AP’ T DOOR - N GHT

KEYHOLE GOBO of Hol l ywood Dog’' s door, fromthe ap’t across the
way. ANKLO S NEPHEW a |urking behemoth, pounds on Dog’s
door .

HOLLYWOOD DOG ( O. S,
phone)
Looks kinda |i ke John Ml kovitch
and Amanda Plumer’s |ove chil d?

The NEPHEW nmunbl es “Mon-ey!” |ike Peter Boyle' s Frankenstein
and pokes his thunbs repeatedly into the drywall, crunch,
crunch!

I NT. LI MO - NI GHT
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Back to Dog, getting the bad news.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Uh- huh. Thanks.

He folds the phone and grabs his tape recorder.
HOLLYWOOD DOG
More porn titles. “Cunthroat
| sland.” “Indiana s Jones.”
“Three Men... And Another Man.”

But his eyes wander to the “Variety” on the seat beside him

“TOWNE TO RESCRI PT SCHUMACHER' S TW STER II.” Picture of
Robert Towne. FRAME-IN the Sub-Head: “WII re-focus story on
Man # 3, says top-dollar scribe.” Over Towne s photo, Orson
SHI MVERS | N.
ORSON (echo)
“I"mreading for Man Nunber
Three!”

Dog GRABS the Variety off the seat.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Orson! My man!

Orson’s I OUs dangle froma hook on the dash. Dog grabs them
| NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - NI GHT

Orson lies in traction in nultiple casts, doped-up and
MOANI NG. Hol | ywood Dog bursts in with flowers.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Great news, Towne’s doing a
rewrite and making your part the
|l ead! We're getting you outa
her e.

He tosses the flowers, revealing... bolt cutters.

ORSON (opi at ed)
Dog! You left nme there, man.
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HOLLYWOOD DOG
No time for sentinent, we gotta
roll.

ORSON
Rol1? | got seventeen broken
bones. And a fiberglass cow tail
| odged in nmy col on aaaaaaaaaal

Orson screans in unsaintly agony as Hol |l ywood Dog snips the
wires and his legs hit the bed.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Good, you’'re awake.

Hol | ywood Dog grabs a wheel chair and snaps it open.

ORSON
| can’'t audition now, the
studi o’ s cl osed.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
We're not going to the studio,
we’' re going straight to the
director’s house.

He drags Orson off the bed into the wheelchair. Orson
screans.

ORSON
Nur sel | want the bucket-sized
needl e agai n!

TI GHT, Dog cl aps his hand over Orson’s nouth.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
VWhat are you doi ng? You wanna
dull your edge?

Orson tries to nod. Dog grabs his face.
HOLLYWOOD DOG
This part calls for pain. You're

in pain. Let’s roll.

Dog spins the wheel chair around and zips Orson out the door.



EXT. HOSPI TAL - NI GHT
Hi gh up, pulling out.

ORSON (O. S.)
The el evator’s that way.

HOLLYWOOD DOG (O. S.)
Too risky. Sone well-nmeaning but
m sgui ded nedi co could foolishly
try to save your life, ruining
your chances of paying nme back.
We're taking the stairs.

We hear the wheel chair bangi ng down the stairs, as Orson
how s.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT
SLOW PAN of the room which has been trashed.

FAYE (O.S.)
VWere are ya? Conere you little
bast ard.

PAN fi nds Faye at the w ndow sucking on a near-enpty bottle of
Mezcal , her tongue probing the bottle's bottom for the worm

| NSI DE THE BOTTLE

Dead annelid in |ower frame, Faye’'s tongue coming at it |ike
the plant stanmen in Jumanji. Faye takes a sudden heaving
breath. ..

OUT I N THE ROOM

And DROPS to the carpet, where she lies inert, clutching her
chest. The enpty bottle rolls into frame and stops. Beat.
The tiny worm starts inching his way towards the mouth of the
bottl e.

ON DOOR, knock knock, it opens to reveal the room service guy
with a liquor tray. He stares and does a sunmer-stock tray
dr op.

I NT. LI MO - NIGHT
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ON DOG, with Orson in the back, still in the casts.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Ya don’'t want a director worrying
about the health of his star, so
we' Il cut the casts off in the
driveway before you go in...

He holds up a saw. Cell PHONE rings. Dog picks up the phone.
| NTERCUT HOTEL ROOM
Wth Stephen on the hotel phone, distraught. Faye prone in

the b.g. as we | ast saw her. Hotel MANAGEMENT type | ooking
on.

STEPHEN
| need Mss Collins picked up
ri ght away.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
It Il have to wait, |’mcarrying
a very inportant passenger

EXT. HOLLYWOOD - NI GHT
As the |linmo passes.

STEPHEN (O. S., phone)
|’1l pay you a thousand doll ars
to get her safely back in her bed
within the hour. Can you handle
t hat, Doggi e?

I NT. LIMO - NI GHT
A sea-change in Hollywood's attitude.
HOLLYWOOD DOG
For a grand? 1’'d eat her and

shit her back into her nightie.

He cranks the wheel. Orson flies across the back with a
sScream

EXT. / I NT. HOLLYWOOD ROOSEVELT HOTEL - NI GHT

ESTABLI SHI NG, then sone shots of the hotel’s past grandeur:



Gaudy fountain / guests overdressed / pianist in |ounge.
MARY- KATE and ASHLEY OLSEN snoke cigars in the club room
l aughing it up, flanking DANNY DE VI TO

STEPHEN (O. S.)
This hotel was the epicenter of
Hol | ywood’ s Gol den Age. It was
here that Clark Gable first
slipped into Carole Lonmbard. It
was here that Doug Fairbanks
first danced with Mary Pickford.
It was here that Randol ph Scott
first danced with Larry Hart,
dressed as Mary Pickford. It’s
so tragically appropriate that
Faye Collins would end her days
in this room

| NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT
Dog gets the |l owdown from a hanky-eyed Stephen

HOLLYWOOD DOG
What're you telling nme, she’s
dead?

St ephen nods, biting his |ip.

STEPHEN
| waved sone gin under her nose.
Not hi ng.

FAYE just lies there. A fly lands on her.

HOLLYWOOD DOG (O. S.)
Steve, | know you’'re upset but in
her present condition she ain't
exactly gonna know the difference
between a |inmo and an
anmbul ance. . .

BACK ON St ephen and Dog, who | ooks over at Faye.
HOLLYWOOD DOG
or, you know, a garbage

truck.

STEPHEN



(freighted with nmeaning)
The hotel doesn’t I|ike
anmbul ances. They asked ne to
renove her “discreetly.”

HOLLYWOOD DOG
How di screetly?

EXT. HOTEL, LI MO WAITING ZONE - NI GHT

St ephen drags a large bul ging suitcase down the hotel steps.
Dog | eans against the linmp. A beautiful BABE wal ks by.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Hey babe, howsabout you and ne
and a cup of coffee?

He smles big. She breezes past.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Or maybe just nme and the coffee.

Dog clicks his renote; the linp's trunk pops.

STEPHEN
No! Not in the trunk.

St ephen stops at the lino's side door, lowering the suitcase
and nobly proffering a wad of cash.

STEPHEN (choking it out)
First Class. All the way.

I NT. LI MO - NI GHT

Dark wi ndows, and it’s night, so the whinmpering Orson can’t
see much. Dog flings open the back door.

ORSON
Hol | ywood! Where have you -
waaaa!
He’s hit square in the face by the flung suitcase.

EXT. FOLLOW NG LI MO - NI GHT ( TRAVELI NG

The Iim tools down Sunset.
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HOLLYWOOD DOG (O. S.)
Orson, as your Manager, |’ve been
doi ng sone figuring. |f that
tal entl ess schnuck Jim Carrey can
get 20 mllion a picture, you
gotta be worth at least thirty,
thirty-five grand.

The lim swerves to cream a CAT.

| NT. LIMO - NI GHT
A couple of mnutes later. Orson |ooks at the suitcase.

ORSON
VWhat’s in the bag?

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Open it.

Orson swings his slinged armover to westle with the cl asps.
Faye’'s head and one armspring out into his lap. Orson makes
pani cky |-can’t-breathe NO SES.

HOLLYWOOD DOG (cal m y)
Yeah, funny story behind that...

EXT. BEVERLY HI LLS SIGN - NI GHT

That sign that says you' re entering Beverly Hills. Cars pass.

I NT. LI MO - NI GHT

Orson has conme to terns with it somewhat. Now he’s rather
mour nful as Hol |l ywood Dog finishes his story.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Amazingly life-like, ain't she?

ORSON
Je-sus. She’s a legend. | nean,
this, this is showbiz history
ri ght here. She dated Warren
Beatty!

HOLLYWOOD DOG
| know. | smelled the sheets.
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Orson the Sensitive, filmfan, the star-struck kid, energes.

ORSON
Man, this ain't right. W can't
keep her in this suitcase.

5 M NUTES LATER: Faye is now sitting up beside Orson, who
reverentially plunps a pillow behind her head.

ORSON
That’s better. Hey, hey! Could
you take ny picture with her?

Dog | eans around in his seat with a canera.

CLI CK, CLICK. OVERLAY a series of SNAPS. Orson huggi ng Faye.
Orson “shaking” Faye’'s hand. Orson pretending to have a deep
conversation with Faye. Two fingers behind her head...

Back to LI VE.

ORSON
Hey! Let’s get one with ny hand
down her top

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Orson, that may not be as rare a
photo as you think.

POPI' BURN-IN the PHOTO Orson with his arm down the top of
an 65-year-old dead woman. Ni ce.

EXT. NI CE HOUSE - N GHT

The gated honme of a top director, a filmclapper nmotif in the
wrought iron. Security sign: Protected By Nazitech.

HOLLYWOOD DOG (O. S.)
Here we are, the home of the
world’ s shortest A-list director,
WIllie Schumacher.

The linmo pulls up into frane.
ORSON (O. S.)

The neds are starting to wear
off, man. 1’ve got blinding
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pai ns shooting up and down ny
arms and spine.

I NT. LIMO - NI GHT
Dog assesses the gate.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
That’s just nerves.

He clicks a BUTTON on the dash

EXT. FRONT GATE - N GHT

A BUZZSAW conmes out of the front grille of the Iinp and whi nes
t hrough the steel gates. The bars clink to the pavenent.

| NT. SCHUMACHER LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Living room \Wall posters: “St. Elno’s Fire,” “Flatliners.”
Pull out to WLLIE SCHUMACHER, a short guy, 50, white nodish
hair, in velvet |ounge-wear, auditioning sonmeone.

SCHUMACHER
This is a very inmportant part.
You play di senbodi ed hands in the
rubbl e, grasping desperately at
t he ankl es of rescue workers...

REVERSE: the DI NTEENO SI STERS, Patty and Pam vol uptuously
await their audition instructions.

SCHUMACHER (O. S.)
You' re vul nerable, you' re angry,
you're close to death. Your
naked ff-feet...

Back on Schumacher, who enjoys an orgasm c frisson.

SCHUMACHER
trenble with vul nerability.
Now | want you to renove your
shoes and socks very slowy.

This doesn’t fit with the Dinteenos’ auditioning experience.

DI NTEENOS
Un don’'tcha wanna see our



cherry-topped m |k nountains?

SCHUMACHER
Ch sure.
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Patty and Pam obediently strip off their tops and bend to
renove their shoes. A PHONE purrs next to Schumacher’s chair.

SCHUMACHER
What is it? (---) \ere?

Meanwhi | e t he Di nt eenos pose in tableaux of breast-jutting
horror/joy/ pain; the whole ganut of ingenue audition

expr essi ons.

EXT. SCHUMACHER S FRONT DOOR - NI GHT

The linmo is parked at Schumacher’s front door, surrounded by
the m nions of NAZI TECH SECURI TY. One of them opens the back

door.

SECURI TY GUY
Quta the car! Now, nut hafucka!

He wrests Orson fromthe lino and two of the guards start
beating him Anot her guard yanks the DRI VER S DOOR open.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Hey, hey, I’mjust the driver.

SCHUMACHER has st epped out of the front door.

SCHUMACHER
You chose the wrong driveway,
pal. You people think you can
just - is that Faye Collins?

Hol | ywood Dog is at Schumacher’s side.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
A big fan of Orson’s; she wanted
to be here for his audition.
(pronpting)
Twi ster Two? Man Nunber Three?

Forget Orson, Schumacher only has eyes for Faye.

BACK OUR POV

into the darkened LIMO to franme-in FAYE as the director | eans
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solicitously in to speak to her. (0O S. oofs and whacks.)

SCHUMACHER
Mss Collins, it’s an honor to
nmeet you, won’t you cone inside?

OUTSI DE, Schumacher takes Faye’'s hand and tugs her fromthe
l'imo, talking as he wal ks, oblivious of the fact that he’s
DRAGG NG her through a flower bed and up the steps. He
gushes:

SCHUMACHER

You don’t renenber nme, but in ‘66
| was the Production Assistant on
“Mud Monsters Attack.” It was ne
who sawed t hrough your trailer
door when you refused to come out
and be ravished by that

undul ating pile of | oam

| NT. SCHUMACHER LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Schumacher drags Faye, with Dog now hel pi ng her *“wal k”
upright.

SCHUMACHER
Ah, nmenori es! Over herel

He yanks Faye out of frame. Dog follows, counting the cash in
hi s envel ope. ..

HOLLYWOOD DOG
If Orson gets this part, he’s

gonna need uhhhh... two hundred
dol l ars cash in advance,
toni ght. ..

Hol | ywood sees FEMALE UNDERGARMENTS strewn across the floor.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
H Pam hey Patty.

The Di nteenos pop out naked from behind a cardboard | obby
cut out of “Lost Boys.”

THE DI NTEENGS
Hi, Hol | ywood.



| NT. SCHUMACHER S LI VI NG ROOM - NI GHT

Hal f hour | ater. Faye, head lolling, eyes open, sits between
Dog and Schumacher, who's having a wonderful time. Dog
puppets Faye’'s head and one arm and ventril oqui zes her

fal setto:

HOLLYWOOD DOG (fal sett o)
“... then Janis Joplin and I went
back to the Marnont and ate each
ot her bald.”

SCHUMACHER
(laughs sadly)
ol den days. Gone. (Gone
forever.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Li sten, ‘bout this audition.
Orson’s still waiting outside...

RAKI NG 3- SHOT: we see the Nazitech guys through a w ndow,

still flailing away, nightsticks rising and falling.
SCHUMACHER
Certainly, certainly, bring him
in.

Dog runs out. Schumacher, puts a hand on Faye’s knee.

SCHUMACHER

| must confess, |’ve adored you
since “H p Shake A Go-Go.” That
was the film—- the sw nging
Mersey beat, the angles, your..
feet,

(a frisson)
t hat nmade ne want to be a
di rector.

(delicately)
And which led to ny deep |ifelong
interest in f-feet thensel ves.

He suddenly grabs Faye’'s foot, wenches it to his face,
(knocki ng her backwards) and snorts deeply at her toe
cl eavage.



A M NUTE LATER

Dog hel ps the bl oodied Orson stagger into the living room
His casts are cracked all over. W hear MJSI C and smashi ng as
they stop in the doorway.

Their POV: Schumacher is “dancing” with Faye to Go-Go nusi c.
He flings her blissfully around the room knocking over | anps
with her head, stripping the shelves of books with her torso,
and generally having the tine of his life.

EXT. FRONT DOOR - N GHT

A short tinme later. Dog hel ps Orson hobble out the door
foll owed by the blissed-out Schumacher. Orson babbles with

j oy.

ORSON
Thank you again, M. Schumacher,
| won’t let you down! And when
the picture’ s done | pronise |
won’'t go to the press and
badmouth you |like Brad Pitt!

Two Nazitech guys carry Faye out.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Stuff her in the suitcase, boys.
(of f their I ooks)
She likes to ride that way so
peopl e don’'t recogni ze her

SCHUMACHER (t o Faye)
To me you' Il always belong to the
silver screen... not to that tiny
box that robbed you of your
| uster and your innocent fragile
dignity, and had you thrown in
jail for assault and canni balism

(takes her hand)

Goodni ght, my Queen. It’s been
heaven itself.

The Nazitech guys carry Faye off.
HOLLYWOOD DOG

Speaki ng of heaven, if God forbid
Faye di ed tonight I know she’d
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wanna go to that great Spago
table in the sky know ng Orson
got that two hun signing bonus.

Schumacher sl aps a wad of cash in Dog’ s hands.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Y know I "m a screenwiter nyself.
Maybe you read ny | atest, about
three brawny sailors trapped in a
shoe store during the war: “Das
Woman' s Boot .”

Schumacher’ s eyebrows qui ver uncontroll ably.

I NT. LI MO - NI GHT, TRAVELI NG

They glide away, Orson on a cloud, Faye back inside the
| uggage.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
"Il do the first five or six
drafts on spec... but starting
next week | wanna get paid.

ORSON
What a night! 1'’min the seque
to a hit novie! | could be as
bi g as whoever those guys were in

Jaws 2!

(sudden rectal realization)
| - I think the cow tail cane
out !

EXT. FAYE'S FRONT DOOR - NI GHT

Hol | ywood Dog stands with the suitcase at Faye's front door
and rings the bell repeatedly.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
Come on Stephen, where are ya?

| NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

St ephen sits on the hotel bed in a Cowboy Qutfit, maudlin
drunk, an arm around the nervous Room Service guy.

STEPHEN (sob)
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She taught the world how to
dream vy’ know. Let’s npbsey on

into the powder roomand I'l| do
you up in one of her purdiest
outfits.

St ephen staggers to his feet and towards the bathroom The
room service guy runs |ike hell

| NT. FAYE'S FRONT DOOR - NI GHT

A BANG and the door shakes. The pet door flops open. BANG

EXT. OTHER SI DE OF DOOR - NI GHT

Hol | ywood and Orson are hol ding Faye battering-ramstyle and
swi ngi ng her head-first at the kitty door. BAM

HOLLYWOOD DOG
She’s too big. Let’s just |eave
her here.

This is too nmuch for Orson.

ORSON
|’ msorry, | know | owe you a | ot
for tonight, but this woman is a
TV legend. 70 mllion people
tuned in the night she stole the
baby from her own sister’s wonb
and replaced it with three and a
hal f cans of Chef Boy-Ar-Dee
ravioli. We cannot |eave her
outside, in the mddle of the
ni ght, dead on her own porch.

HOLL YWOOD
You're right, man. | was being
an insensitive shit.
(sizes-up the pet door)
Let’s take all her clothes off
and try again.

5 M NUTES LATER

Orson and Dog hold a naked Faye by her arns and | egs and shove
her feet-first into the kitty door.



ORSON
One, two, three — PUSH

They shove on her shoulders. Faye GROANS, and a CORK flies
out of her mouth and hits Orson in the eye.

ORSON
Aaaaaaaaaa! MW eye!

Orson drops Faye and staggers around on his cast-thickened
| egs, clutching his eye. Faye draws one |oud Darth Vader
breath, and | ooks down at her nakedness.

FAYE
Who fucked nme and did I get the
part?

| NT. DOG S HALLWAY - NI GHT

Dog sl ogs wearily down his hall. Anklo’s hul king nephew | oons
fromthe shadows, eye-gouging thunbs raised to cornea-height,
growing. Dog slaps $1400 in the lug’s hands and he grunts in
t hi ck-tongued surpri se.

EXT. HOLLYWOOD - NI GHT
Hi gh above, including the Hollywood sign. Our BLUES is back.

HOLLYWOOD DOG (V/ O)
“Maria wasn’'t dead, she just had
a tequila cork stuck in her
throat. Luckily it was sucked
out by that freak Tw ster.”

| NT. HOLLYWOOD DOG S APARTMENT - NI GHT

Hol | ywood Dog TYPES. Tacked to his corkboard: a crunpled
recei pt, “RENT PADE,” witten in red crayon.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
“And Peter didn't get the part in
that film but, God willing, he

will be able to see it, thanks to
sone really thick glasses and a
pig’'s cornea.” And we Cut to

handsone screenwriter Lenny...



Dog opens the Playboy magazi ne beside his typewiter. Good-
| ooking girls.

HOLLYWOOD DOG
... back in his hotel room wth
the four babes he picked up at
t he restaurant.

EXT. HOLLYWOOD DOG S APARTMENT - NI GHT
PULLI NG OQUT, with DOG s sil houette on the shade. Typing.

HOLLYWOOD DOG (VI O
Pulling out, we see their
curvaceous vol uptitude
si |l houetted on the shade, as
Lenny switches the second in |line
to Number One. Just sonethin’
about that hair.

FADE OUT. Music dies on a | one sax.



