The Offering

by Dan Smmons
I ntroduction

Just recently, as| write thisin the early autumn of 1989, | optioned my novel Carrion Comfort toafilm
and TV production group. Asisthe case with many would-be Ben Hechts, | wanted first crack at the
screenplay.

All right, said the production group, but first let's see what you can do with a half-hour TV script.

I've never written ateleplay or screenplay before, but being achild of the second hdf of the Twentieth
Century, | fed likel've lived in the moviesfor most of my life. Asawriter, I've heard al of the horror
stories about doing work-for-hire in this particular collaborative medium: the sensel ess rewrite demands,
the producer's girlfriend sug-gesting a"great ided’ that guts your script, the contempt so much of the
industry has for writers (" Didja hear the one about the Polish starlet visiting Hollywood? To get ahead she
dept with dl the writers!"), the endless com-promises of quality in the face of budget or perceived
mar-ket demands or whim or ... you nameit. Thelist of aggravations seemsinfinite.

That'swhy it was interesting to me that my first attempt at script writing wasalot of fun. The rewrite
suggestions not only were minima but definitely improved the prod-uct. The people| dedlt with were
professionals, and | d-ways enjoy working with people who know their business—whether it'sin
carpentry or filmmaking. Of course, my agent saysthat it wasafluke ... that studio was OK but the next
will drive meto drink and beyond. My agent isagentleman and afriend ... he humors me.... but | know
that in hisheart he thinksthat | should quit while I'm ahead.

Well, maybe. Maybe after one more TV show. Then perhapsamovie. Just alittle movie ... and then, just
maybe, atwenty-hour mini-series. And then...

Meanwhile, | thought you might be interested in how | decided to adapt "Metastasis' to teleplay form.
Reading scriptsis not the easiest or most enjoyable literary pursuit, so if you skip over thisentry it's
understandable,

But if you do bear on, it might interest you to know some of the demands and restrictions alow-budget
syndi-cated TV series makes on the writer who's adapting astory.

Firdt, the thing hasto run about 22 or 23 pagesto fit its half-hour format, averaging about a minute per
page, sncetherest of thetimeistaken up by the fershtugginer commerciasthat keep so many of us
from watching these syndicated shows.

Second, as I'm sure you know, the "exciting parts' come right before the commercia cluster breaks.
(They don't redlly give adamn what happens the last few minutes of the show ... they don't need to get
you back after that break.)

Third, budget restrictions on this show alowed only three or four characters, or at least only that many
charac-terswho could speak. No exterior shots (but the director wanted the "windshield" shotsin the
opening). Only two interior sets and those easy to construct. Limited specid effects—one or two optical
processes, afew seconds of smple animation, and aguy in amonster suit and/or mask.

Fourth, they wanted anew title. "Metastasis' was out. They were afraid the audience would flip channds
rather than watch something with such an ominous, disease-ridden sound to it.



Fifth, one of the top people thought | should aso throw out theidea of "cancer vampires'—but, hey, |
had to draw the line somewhere. | pointed out that this was the concept for which they had bought the
gory. | rea-soned with them. | used logic. Then | held my bresth until | turned blue, pounded my heelson
the linoleum, and threatened to fax them six bales of junk mall if they didn't let me keep my cancer
vampire. They relented.

Theresmore, but | think you get the idea. The ques-tion | faced was—could | adapt "Metastasis' so that
the essence of the short story survived even while | tossed out mgjor plot elements, characters, settings,
and structure for the reasons listed above?

| found the chalenge rather enjoyable. As| writethis, the gudioisjust finishing the filming (actudly
taping) of "The Offering” and | have no ideawhen I'll seeit. | don't know which actors were chosen. |
can only guess what changes were made in the script during the actua produc-tion. (For those of you
interested, the program will be aired on a syndicated series called monsters, scheduled somewhere
between 11:00 P.M. and 4:00 A.M. in most lo-cal markets. God knows where and when it will be by
thetime you read this))

I'd be curious to know what you think of this adapta-tion.

* % %

ACT I
FADE IN:

1. EXT. A CAR. NIGHT.

We open with amontage of images. E.C.U. of rain on awindshield, the blur of awindshield wiper; we
close on LOUIS—a handsome young man but agitated now, un-shaven, intense, blinking in the glare of
oncoming lights and obvioudy upset about something—a sudden flash of light too bright to be apassing

car, brakes squedling, meta tearing ... from Louiss P.O.V. we see everything spinning and the glare
expanding, the sound of impact, filling the universe with risng noise and moving light...

DISSOLVETO:

2. INT. HOSPITAL ROOM. DAY.
Themoving light blurs, comesinto focus, and we seethat it isapenlight held by DR. HUBBARD, an
avuncular, older man wearing awhite hospital coat over hissuit.

DR. HUBBARD

Louis? Louis, can you hear me? Louis?
Louistriesto lift his head but isrestrained by the doctor.
DR.HUBBARD

Easy, Louis. Easy. Just lie till for amoment. Do you know where you are?

Louiss head is heavily bandaged. He groans again, triesto lift both hands to his head, but stops—staring
a hishospi-tal ID bracdlet, the 1V in hisleft arm, his hospital gown—looking around in surprise. He
moves his head dowly, obvioudy in great pain, and squints up & the doctor.

LOUIS

Dr. Hubbard? Y eah, | know where | am ... the hospitd ... but why? What happened?



The doctor smiles, playswith hisunlit pipe,
DR. HUBBARD

We've been worried about you, Louis. Y ou had quite a serious concussion. Y ou've been uncon-scious
for dmost seventy-two hours. Do you re-member the accident?
LOUIS

Accident? Uh-uh, | don't remember any ... Wait, | remember you caling me.... telling me that Mom had
been admitted to Mt. Sinai ... that you had to operate ... Oh, God, | remember ... can-cer! She has
cancer! Like Dad.

Louis gtartsto St up but the pain is so intense that he d most passes out. Dr. Hubbard takes him firmly
by the shoulders, sets him gently back on the pillows.

DR. HUBBARD
(attempting to make hisvoice light)

Louis, | told you to come to the hospital, not put yourself in it. Do you remember anything about the
accident?

Louisseyesare till closed as hefightsthe pain, concen-trates. Findly he shakeshishead ... he can't
quite re-member.

DR.HUBBARD

After | told you about your mother'sillness, you drove across town like amadman. Evidently your car hit
some black ice on the Y oungman Express-way ... rolled four or five times, the patrolman said ... Well,
you've always been abit reckless, Louis. Or at least since...

Dr. Hubbard removesthe pipe, frownsat it asif just dis-covering it isunlit, and shakes his head.

LOUIS
(voicethick)

Was anyone dse hurt?
DR. HUBBARD

No ... no one else. And you were lucky, my boy. The pressure on the left frontal lobe of your brain was
... well, it could have been very serious. Asit is, you'll have quite a headache for aweek or two ...
possibly some doublevison...

Louisopenshiseyesand it isobvious by theintensity of his gaze that heis not worried about hisown
well-being.

LOUIS

Dr. Hubbard, how's Mom?Y ou said on the phone that she had to go into surgery right away. Did you
operate? Did you get dl the cancer? Or isit ... like Dad's cancer when | was akid. Isit too late?

Dr. Hubbard removes his pipe again, turnsit over and over in hishands and stares at it.
DR. HUBBARD

Thisisafilthy habit, Louis. | gaveit up ayear ago, but till carry the pipe around ... can't get used to not
having the thing with me...



Louisgtsup in spite of the pain, grips the doctor's white coat and pulls him closer.
LOUIS

Tell me, damnit. How is she? How seriousisthe cancer?IsMom going to be al right?
DR.HUBBARD

Louis, I've known your family for years ... | wasyour father's doctor when you werejust achild, al
during hislong struggle...

Dr. Hubbard looks straight at Louis, al business now, hisvoice brisk.
DR. HUBBARD

When | spoke to you before your mother's oper-ation ... before your accident ... | had some hope that
the surgery alone might eradicate her cancer. But the metastasis was more rapid than we thought and
now ... well, well haveto take it one day at atime now. There's dways some-thing esetotry...

Louisis stunned, speechless. Dr. Hubbard grips the younger man's shoulder.
DR. HUBBARD

We're going ahead with radiation trestment, Louis. We have new drugs now, medication to help diminish
the pain of the ... of the coming weeks. We can hope for aremission. New proce-dures are being
perfected dl thetime...

LOUIS

Whereis she, Dr. Hubbard? Is Mom nearby?
DR. HUBBARD

She'sright down the hall, Louis. Room 2119. Y ou can visit her in acouple of days ... when were sure
you're better. The kind of head injury you sustained can have dl sorts of nasty side ef-fects...

Louis strugglesto get hislegs off the bed, to stand up.

LOUIS

Mom!
Dr. Hubbard restrains him, forces him back onto the pil-lows.

DR. HUBBARD

(shouting over his shoulder)

Nurse!
A syringeis brought to the doctor. He checks the contents, administersit viaLouiss V.

DR. HUBBARD

Y ou can see your mother tomorrow. Right now you haveto rest. Thiswill help you deep.

AgaininLouissP.O.V., we see the doctor go out of focus and the overhead light glow brighter,
brighter...

DR. HUBBARD
(asif from agreat distance)



There's nothing you can do tonight, Louis. Just rest now. Rest. Rest...
CUTTO:

3. NIGHT. HOSPITAL ROOM.

Louis awakensto see the hospital room transformed by night. The curtain is drawn around the bed next
to him. Rain taps againgt the windows and tall shadows are thrown on the oppositewall by thesingle
nightlight in the monitor panel on the wall above his bed. Louis Sitsup, groans, removes his1V drip, and
swings hislegs over the edge of the bed. Heis till groggy, haf out of it.

LOUIS

I'm sorry | wasn't here, Mom ... They wouldn't let meintoseeDad ... | wastoo little...

Louis getsto hisfeet, sways, and staggersto the far wall, using it to brace himself as he movestoward
the door.

LOUIS

I'm coming, Mom.
CUTTO:

4. INT. ANOTHER HOSPITAL ROOM. NIGHT.

The door to a hospital room dowly opens and we see Louisin hishospita gown. Heishanging on to the
door-frame and obvioudy exhausted and in much pain. He movesinto the room, weaves, and leans
againg the wall to keep from fdling. Thereisasingle bed in thisroom. It isdark and acurtainisdrawn
mogt of the way around the bed, but Louis can see his mother's head and shoulders through the opening.
Sheisadeep, obvioudy sedated, and Louisis shocked at her appearance.

LOUIS

Mom! Momit'sme!
Louis steps forward and throws back the curtain.
LOUIS

Oh, my God...

Thereisafigure leaning over hismother. It isthe size of achild, but thisisno child. The body isthin and
white ... fish-belly white ... and the arms are skin and tendon wrapped around long bone. The hands are
pale and enor-mous, fingers three times the length of those on ahuman hand. The head is huge and
misshapen, brachycephdlic, reminiscent of photographs of fetuses. The eyes are bruised holesfrom which
two yellowed marbles, striated with mucus and yellow cataracts, stare out blindly ... but even though the
thing must be blind, the yellow eyes dart back and forth purposdly. The thing has no mouth, but the bones
of its cheek and jaw seem to flow forward under white flesh to form afunnel, along tapered snout of
mus-cle and cartilage which endsin a perfectly round opening. This opening pulses as L ouis watches,

pal e-pink sphincter muscles around the inner rim expanding and contracting asthe thing breathes. Itisa
CANCER VAMPIRE.

LOUIS



Oh, dear God...

Louis staggers toward the thing, grasps the back of achair to keep from falling. His expression changes
from revul-son to total horror as he watches the cancer vampire dowly, amost lovingly, pull back the
thin blanket and topsheet above Louiss mother. The cancer vampire lowersits head until the opening of
its obscene proboscisisinches above Louiss mother's chest. A SLIDING, RASP-ING isaudible.
Something appearsin the flesh-rimmed opening of its snout ... something gray-green, segmented, and
moigt. Cartilage and muscle contract and afive-inch TUMOR SLUG isdowly extruded from the cancer
vam-pire's proboscis and hangs wiggling above his degping mother.

FADE OUT
END ACT |

FADEIN on: ACT Il
5. INT. HOSPITAL ROOM. NIGHT.
The moist dug fdls softly onto his mother's bare skin. It coils, writhes, dides across his mother's chest,

and bur-rows quickly away from thelight. Into flesh. Into his mother.
LOUIS

Stop! ... Aw, no ... no

Louis staggersto the tray table, throws a glass a the can-cer vampire. The creature liftsits head asif
sensing Lou-is's presence, stands, extends itsimpaossibly long fingers, and drops out of sight behind the
bed ... it remains fiffly upright asit disappears, asif ahydraulic lift werelowering it through the floor.

LOUIS
(sobbing)

NO...no ... no ... no...
Louislungestoward his mother's bed, falls againgt the sde of it, wraps hisfingersin the bedclothes, and
didesto thefloor, ill sobbing, dipping into unconsciousness.

DISSOLVETO:

6. NIGHT. HOSPITAL ROOM.

Louis awakensin his own room. Helooks around, disori-ented. It is <till dark, rain sill sends streaks
down the win-dow and shadows onto thewall, but heislying in hisown bed, his|V attached. He moans
and touches his head.

LOUIS

God, did | dream that ... that thing?

Louis suddenly becomes aware of awet, swalowing, SLURPING sound. Thisiswhat awakened him
and has been in the background al the while. Now the durping risesin volume. Louisredizesthat itis
coming from be-hind the drawn curtain pulled around the bed next to his. The bed that had been empty
when the doctor had been there.

LOUIS



(whispering)

Hdlo?
The SLURPING continues.

LOUIS
(louder)

Hdlo?|s someonethere?

The noise continues, growing even louder. Louis leans out of bed, reachesthe end of his1V tether, raises
his free hand to the curtain, and flingsit back.

LOUIS

Ah.

Anold man, JACK WINTERS, looks up from SLURPING whiskey in aglass through a bent hospital
straw. A bottle of cheap booze, amost empty, ison histray table. In the glow of the nightlight and the
occasond lightning flashes, the old man isasght—pae and obvioudy ravaged by ill-ness, hairless
except for the gray stubble on hiswrinkled cheeks. Heistoothless but grinsup at Louiseven ashe
continues durping.

LOUIS

Jeez ... I'm sorry ... | didn't know anyone elsewasin here.
JACK

That'sdl right, young fela My name's Jack Winters. Been your roommeate al aong but you dept for
three straight days after they brought you in an' | guess | was downgtairs for my radiation treatment when
you woke up yesterday.

Louis collgpses back in hispillows, holding his heed.
LOUIS

God, | had the worst dream.
Jack gives another toothless grin and pours out more of hiswhiskey.
JACK

That'swhat Ol' Nurse Haveramith ... she'sthe night nurse and mean as ajunkyard dog ... that's what she
said when they brought you back in a couple of hours ago after you'd gone deepwalkin'. She said you
was screaming and carrying on somethin' fierce while you wasin your mommy'sroom. | had meacousn
once who was adeepwalker ... they useta have to tie him to his bed with a clothedine...

Louis had been on the verge of drifting off again despite the old man's monologue, but suddenly he
realizeswhat isbeing said and snaps awake, sitting up and leaning over to grasp Jack'sarm.

LOUIS

What's that? What did you say about me being in my mother'sroom?
Jack shiddshiswhiskey bottle asif Louisistrying to sted it.
JACK



| just said what Nurse Haversmith said when she an' the others brung you back, Boy. Said you got to
your mommy's room and passed out or somethin'...

Louisreleases Jack's arm and collapses back into the pil-lows.

LOUIS
(to himsdif)

It wasn't adream. | saw it...

Jack resumes durping up the whiskey, edging to the far sde of his own bed to stay away from Louis. The
drink re-vives his spirits,

JACK

Hellfire, Boy, consder yoursdlf lucky if you just got abump on the head that makes you amite crazy.
Most of uson thisfloor areinfor the Big C...
LOUIS

The Big C?Y ou mean cancer?
JACK

Damn right | mean cancer. Look a me, Boy, three months here and they took out 'bout everythin' | had
two of ... and somethings | only had one of ... cut so many things off me and outta me that there ain't
nothin' left to removethat | can get dong without. So now they just zap mewith ra-diation and fill me up
with drugs that make me puke.

(grinstoothlesdy)

So now | prescribe me my own medicine. My daughter Esther Mae sneaksit in...
(Jack hesitates and then offers Louis the bottle)

Carefor alittle late night pick-me-up?
LOUIS
(shakes his head and grimaces from the motion)

No ... thanks, Mr. ... uh ... Winters.
JACK

Jack.
LOUIS

Jack. You say thisisacancer ward?

Jack chuckles but the laughter soon turnsto thick cough-ing. He sets aside the straw and gulpsthe last of
the whis-key. The coughs subside.

JACK

Ain't supposed to be acancer ward ... but that's what it amountsto. It upsets the regular patients to bunk
with ustermind cases ... that'swhat Nurse Haveramith calls us when she don't think we'relistenin' ... so
Doc Hubbard and the other cancer docsjust sorta dump usin thisward.

(then, mumbling to himsdif)

Makesit easier for the damn night crittersto find us, too...



Jack fumbles behind his pillow and finds another bottle. He busies himself with filling hisglassand
replacing the straw.

LOUIS

What? What did you say about night critters?
Jack freezesin mid-durp. He glares suspicioudy at Louis.

JACK
| didn't say nothin'.

LOUIS
Yesyou did. About night critters.

JACK

Jugt things | seenwhilein my DT's, Boy. Nothin' redl.
LOUIS

Yesitis Youve seen something ... got aglimpse of something that shouldn't be here. Something that
shouldn't exist...

Jack looks asif heisabout to speak, to talk about some-thing that he has seen late a night therein the
cancer ward, but instead he glares at L ouis, makes amotion with his hand asif warding off evil spirits,
leans forward, and draws the curtain back between them. The room seemsto darken further. From
behind the curtain we hear resumed SLURPING.

CUTTO:

7. INTERIOR. DAY. HOSPITAL ROOM.

Sunlight fillsthe room. Fresh flowers overflow from avase on atray table pushed againgt the wall. Jack
Wintersis out of the room for one of histests and his bed is neatly made. Dr. Hubbard sitson achair by
Louiss bed, fiddling with his pipe and listening intently as Louis paces back and forth. Louis has been
removed from the IV and iswearing arobe over pgamas rather than his hospital gown, but hishead is
gl bandaged and his eyeslook feverish. He gestures as he talks and his voice israpid, dmost manic.

LOUIS

Let'sjust say that | did see something last night. Isthat al right? Can we just suppose ... for ar-gument's
sake. .. that | saw something rather than hallucinated that | saw something? Can we just work under
that assumption for amoment?

DR.HUBBARD

All right, let'swork with that assumption, Louis. What did you see?
Louis stops pacing for amoment and holds hisarms asif chilled by the memory of what he saw.
LOUIS

Weél, it wasn't human, but...
DR. HUBBARD



Yes, yes, ... you'vetold me severa times what thisthing looked like. But what isit? Assuming you saw
it, what was it? A ghost?
(hedlowshimsdf asingle, reassuring amile)

Perhapsit was an extraterredtrid ... an dlien M.D. interested in our medicd facilities?

Louis pays no attention to the sarcasm. Lot in thought, he walks over to the window and stares ot ...
seeing noth-ing ... letting the light warm hisface. After amoment he spesks.

LOUIS
I'm not surewhat it is. Some ... some thing that brings those dugs| told you about. Maybe it'sfrom
another dimension or something. Maybe these things are around us dl thetime ... coex-isting ... but we
can't see them...
(he touches his bandages ruefully)

...unlesswe have a certain type of concussion with certain types of pressure on certain parts of the left
frontal lobe...

Dr. Hubbard continues smiling but he is sufficiently shaken by the absurdity of Louiss explanation that he
triesto inhale smoke from his pipe ... forgetting that it is empty.

DR. HUBBARD

All right, Louis ... assuming thisthing you saw was ... was not human. Assuming that only you could seeit
because of your injury. Wasit at-tacking your mother?
LOUIS

Yes... no ... Look, somehow it was using Mom.
DR. HUBBARD

But you said it was leaving this... thisdug thing. It put something into your mother's body you said.
Now why would it...
LOUIS
(interrupting, agitated, pacing again,
voice high and rapid)

Look, | don't know! Maybe it hasto do with Mom's cancer. Maybe they lay these dugsin peo-ple and
they grow or change inside our bodies. Maybe what we call tumors are redlly the eggs of these ... these
things ... and we're only incuba-tors to them. Or maybe ... maybe they sow those dugs, let them multiply
inus... isn't that what cancer does, Doctor? ... and then these creatures come back and harvest the dugs
for food. Like vampires...

(Louis stops, struck by arevelation)

My God, that's what they are ... cancer vam-pires!

Dr. Hubbard nods, appearing to listen, anything to cam Louis down. Louis stops suddenly, makes a
motion with both hands asif starting afinal apped to ajury.

LOUIS
(excitedly)

Look, Dr. Hubbard, that makes sense! | mean, tell me the name of afamous person who died of can-cer
ahundred years ago. Go ahead...



DR. HUBBARD

| don't understand...
LOUIS

| mean, this cancer scourgeislikean invasion. Aninvasion of cancer vampires. And arecent one. Tell
me someone who died of cancer a cen-tury ago.
DR. HUBBARD

| can't think of aname right now, Louis. But there must have been many ...
LOUIS

Exactly! | mean, today we expect peopleto get cancer. Onein six. Or maybeit'sonein four. These
things must be everywhere, using us ... Planting their dugsin us. | mean, everybody knows somebody
who's died of cancer. Look at my family ... first my dad years ago, now Mom. Those creatures must be
al around us ... feeding on us ... we just can't see them!

DR. HUBBARD

All right... all right. But we don't need your ... ah ... cancer vampires ... to explain this recent so-called
scourge of cancer. In the modern world we're exposed to more carcinogens...
LOUIS
(laughing dmogt hygericaly)

Oh, yeah ... carcinogens! That'swhat | used to believein. And we read the officid list of carcin-ogens
and they'rein everything we edt, breathe, wear ... | mean, come on! Y ou medica expertswant usto
believein "carcinogens' ... and you don't even know where tumors come from.

DR. HUBBARD
(angry but trying to hide the fact)
But you do?
LOUIS
Y es. Cancer vampires!

Triumphant but exhausted, Louis Sits on the edge of his bed. Dr. Hubbard removes his pipe and leans
forward to grab the young man by his upper ams.

DR. HUBBARD

All right, Louis, I've listened to your fantasies and alowed your assumptions. Now will you listen to my
theory?
Louisnods, totally drained of energy.

DR. HUBBARD

My theory isthat you're very concerned about your mother and very upset that she has cancer. In
addition, you have a serious subdural hematomathat is creating low grade halucinations. Y our concern
about your mother is dictating the form of these halucinations.

(pauses, decidesto be blunt)

Louis, be honest ... your father's death from can-cer when you were aboy changed you ... | remember
ahappy boy ... outgoing ... generous ... in recent years you've been withdrawn, moody, your behavior



aternating between danger-oudy reckless and near-paranoid.
(best)

| know you'd loveto see ... athing ... some-thing solid ... something you could fight rather than the
intangible assassin of cdlsrunning amok. But it'san halucination, Louis ... avisud mafunction ... and the
sooner you admit it, the sooner you can get well so you can help your mother get well.

Louisis gtaring at the doctor. He manages to nod.

DR. HUBBARD
(flushed, chewing on his pipe to cam down)

Good. Now Mr. Wintersis having his radiation trestment about now. The same sort of trestment your
mother will be recelving in afew days. Would you careto seeit?

Stll garing, Louisnodsagain.
DR.HUBBARD

Fine. Now you haveto try to be sensible. No more nonsense about cancer vampires.
(hegmiles)

It could upset Mr. Winters and the other patients on the floor.
Louisnods again.
DR. HUBBARD

Excdlent. Then I'll go seeif wereready to sart histreatment. Well send an orderly up for you.
(heredizesthat the pipeisin hismouth,
removesit, and smiles)

Now, don't you fed better, Louis?

Louisnodsafind time. Then, in avery tight shot, from Louiss P.O.V., wearein E.C.U. of Dr.
Hubbard'sface: hismouth is dightly open, showing white teeth, hedthy gums, and ahint of tongue. From
beneath that tongue comes first the fleshy antennae and then the green-gray body of atu-mor dug. It
moves farther out and then withdraws, asif burrowing from thelight.

FADE OUT

FADEIN on: ACT |11
8. INTERIOR. RADIOLOGY TREATMENT AND CONTROL ROOM. DAY.

Louis has been whedled into the Radiology Control Room in awheelchair but now he standsto peer
through athick window into the Trestment Room where Jack Winters lies on the trestment couch under
the overhanging eye of amassive supervoltage cobat 60 machine. Jack Winterslooks smadl and frail and
terribly vulnerable as he lies on the treetment couch—parts of hisbody shielded by lead "molds’, his
upper torso bare with atarget outline drawn on his upper chest in bright dye, an unsubtle + centered
where the powerful X-rayswill penetrate. We can see Jack breathing rapidly, shalowly, hisemaciated
chest rigng and faling, his skin offering dmost the only color in avast Treatment Room which ismostly
white machinery and black and whitetile fading into black shadows. Dr. Hubbard isin the Control Room
with Louisand aRADIA-TION THERAPIST who stands next to the complicated controls.

DR. HUBBARD



Thiswill be Mr. Winters next-to-last sesson. We believe that the tumors are responding very nicely to
treatment.
(glancesat Louis)

Radiation trestment and chemotherapy have come along way since the days of your father'sillness.

The thergpist taps controls while watching his monitors and the massive machine above Jack Winters
hums, moves, and lowersits ominous "ey€e" to afiring position just above the + on the old man's upper
chest. A light from the machine snaps on and illuminates the target area.

LOUIS
(clearing histhroat, obvioudy impressed
and a bit frightened)

How much radiation does Jack have to recelve to beat the cancer?
DR. HUBBARD

We egtimate that seven thousand rads should be sufficient to sterilize this tumor.
LOUIS
(turning away from the window)

Seven thousand rads? That soundslike alot. How muchisarad?
DR. HUBBARD

Wil to giveyou anidea... aregular chest X-ray ... such asyou received when you were brought in
after your accident the other day ... would expose you to about five millirem . . . that'satotal of about
fivethousandths of asinglerad.

LOUIS

My God ... and Jack hasto receive seven thousand rads ... amillion times as much.
(helooks back through the window
at thewaiting man)

How can hetakeit?
DR. HUBBARD

In smal doses. A single dose of seven hundred radswould be fatal to about half the people who
received it. So we parcdl it out... abit at atime ... and till there are Side effects.
(quickly, to avoid Louisdwelling
on the negative)

But the principle of radiation trestment iswell-proven, Louis. The benefits are well-documented.
LOUIS
(lost in thought as he stares at Jack
aonein the other room)

And my mother will be receiving these treat-ments?
DR. HUBBARD

Depending upon post-surgica recovery and re-sults of other biopsies... yes.
(he nodsto the radiation therapist)



We're ready...
Theradiation therapist throws the switch. Louisis startled as violet radiation fills the window, bathes his
faceinlight.

LOUIS

| seeitl
DR. HUBBARD

The actud radiation isinvisible, of course.

Theradiation isvigble. Vigbleto Louis, at least. We share his dtered vison asthe Treatment Room is
filled with abrilliant violet radiation, centering on the cobat 60 machine's lens but arcing and pulsing in
wild geometries as the radiation legps from the machine to Jack. The others see none of thisbut we
CLOSE ON Louiss gtartled face, painted violet in reflected light, and see the sudden shock and
revulsion asthe TUMOR SLUGS begin to dide out of Jack's chest.

LOUIS
Look! The...

(he bites off his exclamation before tipping off Dr. Hubbard)
DR. HUBBARD
(checksadid)

Twenty-eight point Six seconds. Precisaly enough for thistreatment.
Louisbeginsto explain but sees Dr. Hubbard watching him carefully. Louis shuts up. Heisthinking
quickly.

LOUIS

What ... what is the source of the radiation?
RADIATION THERAPIST

In this case, radioisotopes of Cobalt 60.
LOUIS

Can | seethem?
DR. HUBBARD

What, Louis?
LOUIS
(attempting asmile)

Nothing. Nothing at dll.

Thetumor dugs emerge, attracted by the bright light from the cobalt 60 machine. First one, thena
second, then athird ... They emerge from Jack's chest—some com-pletely, some only partidly—asif
they are drawn irresist-ibly to the glow. The radiation theragpist throws a switch. The hum disappears and
the explosion of violet light fades and dies. The tumor dugs that emerged completely have shriveled and
died ... the survivors burrow back into flesh once again.



LOUIS
(undble to contain himsdif)

There wasn't enough time ... not enough radiation!

Theradiation thergpist glances at Dr. Hubbard and the oncologist nods, still humoring hisyoung peatient.
Thetherapist goesto awall safe, casudly runs through a brief combination—we see Louiswatching
carefully and we aso catch the numbers, 17-right, 43-left, 11-right—and then the therapist dons
ridiculoudly thick gloves, opensthe thick vault door, and removes one of severd heavy lead storage
cylinders emblazoned with the internationa warn-ing symbol for radiation hazard.

LOUIS

Arethose the isotopes?
DR.HUBBARD

These are their shielded lead storage units. The actua isotopes aretiny ... but dangerous. One isotope
would power the cobat 60 machine for many hours. Each ... unshielded ... would de-liver severd
thousand rads at once.

LOUIS

How are the isotopes|oaded into the machine?
DR.HUBBARD

Very, very carefully. Remote mechanical handlers. Lead gprons. Lead shilding ... it's quite compli-cated.
Have you seen enough?

(he nodsfor the therapist to return the isotope to safe keeping)

L ouislooksthrough the window at Jack. The old man is shivering dightly from the cold. Heturnshis
head toward the window and smiles. The dead and blackened tumor dugs are till visible on hisbare
chest.

LOUIS
(to himsd)

Yes... I've seen enough.
CUT TO:

9. INT. NIGHT. LOUISSHOSPITAL ROOM

Louis comes awake with astart. It isdark. From some-where down the hall comes a soft chime and the
sguesk of rubber-soled shoes onftile. But it isa closer sound which has awvakened Louis. The
SLURPING is coming from be-hind Jack's curtain ... an even louder, ruder noise than that of the night
before.

LOUIS
(groggily, till haf adeep)
Jack?
Louisdides back the curtains. Jack is dead, mouth agape, fingers curled into rigid claws, eyeswide and



garing. The SLURPING, SLIDING noise comes from tumor dugs diding on and around hisbodly ... his
pajamas writhe and ripple from their movement and some are spilling from the gapsin his pgamatops. A
cancer vampire squats over the corpse, head lowered, proboscis deep insde Jack's chest like some
nightmarish mosquito drinking itsfill. The SLURPING isvery loud.

LOUIS

Ahhh...

The cancer vampireliftsitsface. Tumor dugsdrip from itslong snout ... one dides up the opening with a
RASP-ING sound. The cancer vampire looks directly at Louis, its caked, yellow eyes peering
myopicaly.

LOUIS

Uh-uh ... uh-uh...

Louisfumbleson hislittered dinner tray, finds aknife, and throwsit with al of his strength. It strikesthe
chest of the cancer vampire with asoft, rotten sound, but instead of sticking it snksinto the pulpy flesh

like adropped utensl floating in apool of mucus. The cancer vampireidly ex-tracts the knife with long

fingersand castsit asde. It has not been hurt. It raises ahand toward Louis.

LOUIS

No ... uh-uh...

Louis stumbles out of the bed backward, knocking over the IV stand, crashing into the tray table and
sending the vase of flowersflying as he edges dong the wall, staying asfar away from the cancer vampire
as possible while heading for the door. We MOVE IN on the cancer vam-piresyelow, blind eyes, its
head turning, aswe hear Lou-issfootfalls receding down the empty corridor.

CUTTO:

10. INT. NIGHT. RADIOLOGY CONTROL ROOM.

Louis staggers into the dark room, remains panting at the doorway for amoment. There isno pursuit.
Looking around, he snaps on asingle low-wattage lamp above the control board. The adjoining
Treatment Room isin total darkness. He looks around wildly, seesthe safe with the radiation symbol,
and takes deep breaths to calm down. He knows what he hasto do. He fiddles with the did. In E.C.U.
we see 17-right, 43-1eft, 11-right. The safe door swings open and Louis steps back, shocked at how
easy it was. Insde the safe, the lead storage cylinders Sit like small bombs. Louis glances over his
shoulder, then looks around until he finds the heavy gloves. Donning them, he removes the cylinders and
setsthem carefully on atable.

DISSOLVETO:

11. INT. NIGHT. RADIOLOGY CONTROL ROOM.

Louisis crouching by the table so that only his head and shoulders are visible. The storage cylindersrise
infront of him. Therest isdarkness. Still wearing the heavy gloves, he fumbleswith the complicated latch
and lid on thefirgt cylinder.



LOUIS

Damn.

Hetugs off hisgloves, easly bresksthe sed, flipsthelatch, and removesthelid. A fierceviolet light
illuminates hisface. The glow becomes even brighter as he shakes the radioisotope into his bare hand.
The pdletissmdl but in-credibly brilliant—a point source of blazing light. He liftsit with both hands.

LOUIS
(whispering)

There's got to be another way.
(best)

But | don't know what it is...

Louistakes abreath and lifts the isotope higher with shak-ing hands. Thereis an dement of the
sacramentd to his motions—a radioactive Communion service. He swallows the cobalt 60 pellet,
strugglesto keep from gagging, and keepsit down.

LOUIS

Ah, God...
He opens another storage cylinder, liftstheisotope. Thelight in the room beginsto fade...

DISSOLVETO:

12. INT. NIGHT. LOUISS MOTHER'S ROOM.

We see aclose shot of Louiss mother—her head on the pillow—as she moansin her deep, turning
fitfully, perhaps on the verge of coming out of the sedative-induced deep. We move down her shoulder
to her arm, her hand. Sud-denly ahuge, misshapen form comesinto the frame and clumsily enfolds her
hand. It is Louiss hand, again in the heavy radiation glove. We PULL BACK and see Louisas he sitsby
her bedside, holding her hand in the dark room. Lightning ripples soundlesdy outside the window.

LOUIS
(very softly)
| remember once when | was akid ... it must have been just after Dad died ... | woke up on astormy
night like thisand found you stting on the edge of my bed ... like you were protecting me from the storm.

The lightning illuminates the room again. Louis quickly looks around. Thereisno sign of the cancer
vampire.

LOUIS

| pretended | was adeep, but | wanted to tell you that nobody could protect anybody. Not from the
storm ... not from what killed Dad...
(best)

| wanted to tell you then that al aperson could do was run ... run from the people you loved the most ...
run so that it didn't hurt so much when you couldn't protect them.

Louis squeezes her hand.



LOUIS

Well, Mom, maybe I'm through running for awhile.
Helooks around again.
LOUIS

| could seethose ... things ... the cancer vam-pires.... in dmost every room | passed on thisfloor.
(shivers)

White blursin the dark rooms. Waiting. Waiting to feed on the people there...
He takes a deep breath.
LOUIS

It'stime, Mom. Timeto seeif it'l do any good.

Louis removes one of the heavy gloves. His hand blazeswith violet light. He removes the other glove and
the glare from his two hands throws wild shadows around the room. He raises his hands, staring at them.

LOUIS

Thiswon't hurt, Mom.

Helaysthe pam of one glowing hand an inch from flesh just below her throat. We wait a second and
then see the ripple asatumor dug dides up toward the light. L ouis gri-maces but does not remove his
hand as the dug emerges from her skin, teststhe air with its moist antennag, and then dides into Louiss
pam. A second onefollows, enters Louiss hand. A third. Louis holds his hand there a mo-ment longer
but no more emerge.

LOUIS
(gasping, doseto fainting)

| think that'sdl.

Heliftshis hand and we can see the turmoil under the violet-hued flesh of hisbare forearm asthe dugs
curl and writhein their new home. Louis shifts Ssdewaysin the chair and lowers hishead dmost to his
knees, hugging hisarm to hischest.

LOUIS

OK, Mom ... now ... now we ... wait.

Thelightning flashes soundlesdy. Behind and above Louis, high on thewall, the head and shoulders of a
cancer vampire emerge from the solid wall like a predator press-ing itsway through its own amniotic sac.
Louis can not see it behind him. The thing makes no noise asit pullsits arms through, finds purchase on
thewall with itsimpossi-bly long fingers, and pullsitsalf out like asvimmer emerging from apool. The
cancer vampire dides down thewall, assilent as alizard, and disappears behind the hunched-over Louis.
Louiss mother moansin her deep and Louis stands, whirls, and knocks the chair aside.

LOUIS
(to the thing, hisvoice tremulous)

Hey! Here ... herel am ... damn you.
The cancer vampire was crouching over Louiss mother but now it rises, liftslong fingers and its funneled



faceto-ward the glow that isLouis.
LOUIS

Here... that'sright ... food.

Louis extends his handsin the motion that is, once again, vaguely sacramentd. The cancer vampire flows
toward him, lowersitsterrible face toward the outstretched, glow-ing hands.

LOUIS

That'sright ... take ... eat.

The thing's proboscis seems to extend right into the flesh of Louiss open pdms. Louiss forearmswrithe
with the motion of tumor dugs. We hear the SLURPING, SLID-ING. Finished, the thing suddenly pulls
its head back and begins jerking, spasming.

LOUIS
(triumphantly but in awhisper)

Tonight, Degth, ... you die.

The cancer vampire spasms and convulses. The violet glow increases asthe radiation spreads. Thereisa
HISS-ING, BURNING sound as of acid burning through thick paper. The cancer vampire collapses,
curlsinto itself, and seemsto shrivel while the HISSING continues. Itslong fingersclosedowly ... like
thelegs of adying spider. Louis staggersto his mother's bed, collapses on the edge of it, and pulls on the

heavy gloves.
LOUIS

I'd like to stay, Mom. Seeif Dr. Hubbard can help me ... be around when he tells you that your tumors
aregone...

We see aclose-up of his mother's face—sheis resting more comfortably. He again takes her hand, pats
it dum-gly through his heavy gloves.

LOUIS

I'dliketo stay ... but | can't ... | can fedl the burning insde me. So hot...
(he clutches his stomach, bends over, then straightens)

Thereare all those other peoplein theward, Mom ... dll those other things ... waiting.
(glancing toward the door)

I'm scared. But at least now | know what | should do...

In E.C.U. we see her hand twitch, possibly arandom movement, possibly squeezing hisin affirmation.
Louis stands, looks toward the dark hall.

LOUIS
(whispering)
| only hopethat | can feed them dll.

Louistouches his mother's hand afina time and walks to the door, pausing before stepping into the
darknessthere.

LOUIS



| loveyou, Mom.

Louis steps out and is gone. We watch and listen from alow angle near hismother's deeping form as his
footsteps recede ... for amoment there is sillence ... and then the SLURPING, SLIDING, RASPING
begins, growsin vol-ume, buildsto achorus. But with the noises comes apromising violet glow, growing
brighter down the corridor, filling the doorway, filling the entire room with itswarmth, aswe...

FADE OUT
=% @* -



