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FADE | N:

EXT. SHAWSHANK PRI SON — DAY

H gh stone walls topped by | oops of barbed wire, set off at
intervals by | oom ng guard towers.

A tel ephone RINGS tw ce.

WOMAN ( CS)
(answeri ng)
Hel | o, Linda Seger speaking,
yeah. .. Just a second...
(shout s)
Bob!

The birds twitter, flapping their w ngs.

A pair of birds begins a strange mati ng dance on the pati o of
the prison, as a huge, |lazy cat watches them The cat
prepares to pounce.

BOY (QOS)
Who is this, nonf

A huge, black Rottweiler appears, noving slowy, and stops.

WOVAN ( OS)
This is for your brother...
(shouts again and | aughter)
Bob are you there?!

The cat notices the Rottweiler’s presence and returns to his
position of observation, as the birds continue their explicit
mat i ng dance.

WOVAN (OS CONT. )
(whi spers to the boy)
I s Frank “what shi snane”. He wants
to know about Bob’s
screenpl ay. .
(back to Frank “what shi snanme”.
Ckay, okay... I'll tell him
Bye.

The tel ephone CLICKS, and is disconnected.

I NT. SHAWBHANK PRI SON — KI TCHEN - CONTI NUOUS
ON THE TV

A show is in progress, one of those shows where couples air
their secrets in public, on alittle B&WTV. The couple on
the show are inpersonating M. and Ms. Bush
BOY (0OS)
It was Frank Darabont, nom



LI NDA SEGER, is cooking sonething on the cooker.

LI NDA
Frank Darabont who?

Her attention is focused on a screenplay covered by a blue
card stock which she is reading.

HELI O, about 10 years old, small eyes, a huge nose and short
for his age, is sitting at the dinner table eating
cornf | akes.

HELI O
He’s a Hol |l ywood cel ebrity, nom
He's a rich and fanous
screenwiter and director too...

Now and then, she stirs something which is boiling inside a
casserol e.

LI NDA
(readi ng the screenpl ay)
| don’t know why your brother
wites stuff like this... A
not her killing her two
sons...what a sick m nd!
(in disbelieve)
Nobody will buy this fromhim..

(to Helio)
Do you want nore cornfl akes,
Hel i 0?

HELI O
Don’t, nom it’s okay... You
know, nom ..l want to be a
celebrity just l|ike Frank
Dar abont . ..

The chines at the front door ring.
Li nda and Helio | ook each other.

LI NDA
Here he is!
(shouti ng)
Bob?

Nobody answers.
Linda is staring the TV show

LI NDA ( CONT.)
Robert? Is that you?

No answer.

LI NDA ( CONT.)
(back to reading)



Your brother has becone a weird
boy...He doesn’t talk, just
wites, and wites, this sick
kind of stuff...

HELI O
(eating)
He told ne he’s a professiona
screenwiter...He said he’s a
close friend of Frank
Dar abont . . .

Li nda tosses the screenplay onto the table, and switches off
t he cooker fl ane.

LI NDA
That was all | need...Could you
see nme cooking for M. Darabont,
Hel i 0?!

HELI O

No way, noml By the way, where
is that article you wote?
(trying to remenber)

Somet hi ng about . ..” Maki ng a good
neal great” or whatever it
was. . .

LI NDA

(di sappoi nt ed)

| don’t know, my dear, really.
|"ve lost it sonewhere...

(beat)

Look, Helio, if anyone wants to
cook |ike a master chef, he’l
have to read that article, ny
son!

HELI O
Ckay, nom but | don’t
particularly want to be a cook.
| want to becone a fanobus actor
to play a role like...

L1 NDA
Li ke what ?

HELI O
(t hi nki ng)
Well... Captain Hook!

LI NDA
Nonsense!

Li nda gets off the kitchen.



THE LI VI NG ROOM
As Linda enters, she is STRUCK in the face by a basebal |l bat.
She falls heavily to the floor.

HELI O ( 08)
MonR!  Bob?!

Blood flows |ike a stream from LI NDA' s head.
LI NDA i s dead!

| NT. BEDROOM — MORNI NG
Helio in carm ne paj anas WAKES UP afrai d.

HELI O
(out of breath)
Oh ny God what a horrid dream
t hat was”.

He gets up and dashes out of the bedroomto...

THE CORRI DOR

...he goes downstairs junping two steps at a tine and
reaches. .

THE LI VI NG ROOM

...Where there is a boy, about 15, with brown curly hair and
wearing the sanme carmne pajamas. He is asleep on the couch.

CURLY HAI RED BOY

(beggi ng)

Bob! Bob! | had a bad

ni ght mare. .

(jerkily Bob raises his head)
Wake up Bob. ..

THE LI VI NG ROOM - CONTI NUQUS
Eyes open, they are w de awake.

The curly haired boy, who is wearing the yellow T-shirt of a
Brazilian football team junps up, sweating profusely, froma
rocki ng chair. He noves towards...

THE KI TCHEN
...going to the refrigerator

He opens it and takes out a bottle of Coke. He closes the
door and drinks the Coke in one gulp, thirsty.

NO Al R



Recovered, he rests the bottle on the table and nobves to...

THE LI VI NG ROOM
... bunmping into sonmething on the floor.
It’s LINDA s BODY!

He junps over Linda s body and noves towards the boy in
carm ne pajamas who is lying on the couch.

A trickle of blood is running fromthe boy’'s head!
A basebal | bat stained by blood is | eaning agai nst the couch.

The curly haired boy tugs at the boy in carmne pajams in
order to talk to him..

It is BOB! H s face is bl oodstai ned.

CURLY HAI R BOY
(chuckl i ng)
It was, funny, very funny
Bob...|l had a nightnare! |
dreant that you were dream ng
that you were ne...It’s odd,
isnt it?
The curly haired boy wal ks towards the front door..
BOB (0OS)
(mutters)
Helio...don't |eave ne,
pl ease. .. ... I’ mdying... Can you

Heli o stops...

HELI O
Sorry, Bob...Ask the warden
Saruel Norton...

Helio turns to an angui shed Bob. .

HELI O ( CONT. )
Everybody hates nme, you know
BOB
(beggi ng)
Pl ease, Heli o.
Hel i o nocks Bob, pretending to rub his eyes..

HELI O
Booo, hoo, hoo! Shut your
fucking mouth, silly boy!

As he opens the doors the chinmes hangi ng over the doorway
RI NG . .



Hel i o chucks them out ANCGRILY but is surprised by soneone
standi ng on the porch..

HELI O
(startl ed)
Don Boose!
DON BOOSE adj usts his gl asses.
DON BOCSE
I know you, clever boy.
HELI O

What do nean, patsy?!
Don pulls Helio s FACE of f!
He was di sqgui sed. ..

DON BOOSE
You can’t fool us anynore, SYD
FI ELDS

I NT. BEDROOM — EARLY MORNI NG

A radi o-clock alarmis playing ARY BARROSO s song AQUARELA DO
BRAZI L. The digital display reads:

6: 00 AM ..

MALE VO CE ( ON RADI O CLOCK)
Good norni ng, fol ks...Wke up!
It’s a beautiful Sunday norning
in | PANEMA BEACH, RI O DE
JANEI RO. . .

Suddenly, a baseball bat SMASHES t he radi o-cl ock!

The same bl ue-covered card stock screenplay that we saw Linda
Seger reading at the beginning flies upwards with the bat and
| ands on the floor with the cover turned upwards. The title

r eads:

BACK TO SHAWSHANK BY HELI O J CORDEI RO

FADE OUT



