“Dead In A Box”

1

“DEAD IN A BOX”
Logline: A fiery death or a watery grave: an escape artist’s survival hinges upon whether he can determine if his wife still loves him.

INT. RIVER – DAY
A true rustbucket of a boat sits by a quiet riverbed, somehow remaining afloat by the grace of the nautical gods.  The boat housing has wood paneling that has seen the wrath of many storms.  Four tires hang limply from the sides.  Behind the boat sits a grassy area surrounded by trees.  Flies buzz and the air ripples with heat and humidity.  The quiet ends as a muffled BANG comes from inside.

INT. BOAT - DAY
The inside of the boat is surrounded by white, metal walls with a wood paneled floor that hasn’t seen a buff or gloss in ages.  A thin layer of water swishes on the ground in time with the boat’s rocking.  The walls are smooth except for two cabinets with the doors closed.  Off to the side sits a small cot with two thick pillows.  In the center of the room, a large metal box RATTLES and BANGS.
SCOTT
(from inside)
What the hell?

Cursing flows, along with smoke, from inside the box.  Finally, a small penknife peeks through a crack near the top of the box and slides across.  It stops in the middle, and retreats in an out in a rhythmic sawing motion.  The box opens.  Out pops a young man dressed in slacks and the remains of a straightjacket.  SCOTT JAMES, 32, gasps for air, his face soaked with sweat.  He pulls off the straightjacket and throws it to the floor, revealing a long-sleeved t-shirt.  He’s in good shape, normally, with an easy grin and a calm manner.  Again, usually.  He catches his breath, and then climbs out of the box.
SCOTT

This was a heavier metal than usual.  Couldn’t even burn through with my mini-acetylene. 

He flips a pen-shaped device in his hand and places it on the box, careful not to touch the still-smoking tip.  He looks around at his surroundings.  He claps and rubs his hands, grinning.

SCOTT

I like this.  Rosalind’s outdone herself.  Look how crappy this place is!  This’ll great for the cameras!

His feet splash through puddles on the floor as he runs to the front of the boat as though a child on Christmas morning.  He looks out at the vista of an overcast day with nothing but the river around him and he beams.  He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a Bluetooth.
SCOTT

Roz, honey!  I love this boat!  Where’d you find it?
Scott taps his earpiece.
SCOTT

Roz?

ROZ

(on phone)

A…friend found it for me.

SCOTT

Friend, huh?  This friend know you’re married?

ROZ

(on phone)

Not now, Scott.

Scott reacts.  He shakes off his confusion.
SCOTT

We should take him to dinner.  Shame to blow this up, though.  Lots of character.

ROZ

(on phone)

You won’t change your mind?  You’re still planning on going through with this?
SCOTT

Roz, I know you want me to quit doing the escape biz, but I can’t.  I’ve been doing this since I was a kid. 



ROZ

(on phone)

Scott…



SCOTT

Even the marriage counselor said that it wasn’t a good idea to try to change me.  Look, I’m gonna make that David Blaine look sick!  Sicker.  Kaufman’s gonna plotz at the ratings we bring in for this trick.  Is he with you?  And if so, watch for his wandering hands.  I wonder about that guy.
INT. CABIN - DAY

ROZ JAMES, 30, is an amazon.  She has an athletic build, and looks fabulous in her sundress.  As she holds her cell phone to her ear, one can tell she’s got muscles in her arm.  She looks out the window at the boat, which slowly floats out to sea.

ROZ

Did you find my note?

INT. BOAT – DAY

Scott pats himself.  He taps his butt and pulls out a neatly folded piece of paper.

SCOTT

Yeah.  Haven’t read it yet.  I was a little tied up.

He giggles at his joke.
ROZ

(on phone)

I’ve never found that joke funny.

Scott swallows his giggles.
SCOTT

Absolutely not.  Let’s see, what has my lovely wife written me now?
Scott unfolds the paper:

YOU’RE WORTH MORE DEAD IN A BOX

THAN ALIVE AT THE CABIN.
Scott’s face darkens.

SCOTT

What the hell is this?

INT. CABIN – DAY

Roz’s eyes well with tears as she watches the boat float away.  Her voice remains steady.
ROZ

This is good-bye.

The phone CRACKS in her hand.  In the background, two men pass each other.  A third man walks towards Roz, caressing her shoulder.  She briefly regards his hand as the cell phone breaks.
ROZ

It’s done.

INT. BOAT – DAY

Scott balls the letter in his hand.  He looks down.  The water has gotten a tad deeper.

SCOTT

Roz, what the hell is going on here?  Roz, talk to me, baby!

The phone buzzes.
SCOTT

Roz?  Call Roz!

CLICK.

ROZ

(on phone)

This is Roz.  I’m off watching my Husband try to kill himself.  Again.  Leave a message.

SCOTT

Roz?  Roz!  ROZ!

Scott rips the earpiece from his head and throws it to the floor where it lands with a little splash.
SCOTT

You miss one anniversary.

Scott runs to the door and pulls, but it won’t budge.  He twists the knob in his hand and it falls to the floor, leaving a smooth wall.  He feels for an opening.  His hand runs over the wall, no opening to be found.  He bangs on the door, but can only make a metallic THUMP.  He empties his pockets, but all he has are his wallet, keys, a Swiss army knife, and Roz’s note.  Scott drops to his knees and feels his way around the wet floor.  He finds a trapdoor.  He pulls it open and ducks his head to check below decks.

INT. HOLD - DAY
Water trickles in from many small holes in the walls.

SCOTT
Great.

His head turns around.  He sees something flash from the light behind.

INT. BOAT – DAY

He looks around the small room he’s in and finds a flashlight.  He ducks back to the trapdoor.
INT. HOLD - DAY
He shines the flashlight on a small device.  It’s ringed with C4 explosive and has a dinghy which floats in the water.  The dinghy sits under a detonator.  The water continues to pour in, and the dinghy rises closer to the detonator.

SCOTT

Even better.  If I didn’t know her better, I’d think this was a birthday present.

INT. HOUSE - FLASHBACK

In a tastefully decorated kitchen, Roz and Scott argue while he cleans a pot.





ROZ

A boat?  A boat?  Why the hell are you looking to escape from a boat?



SCOTT

It would be an inescapable boat.  Maybe we can stick a bomb on it.  I’d have to check with Kaufman whether we might have some federal problems.



ROZ

Kaufman!  That ooze!  Always looking at my chest when he talks to me!



SCOTT

It’s a nice chest.



ROZ

Dammit, Scott!  You never listen.  I’m sick of watching you try to kill yourself for ratings or whatnot!  I have a degree.  I can get a job.  You can’t be a circus freak forever!


SCOTT

You don’t want to be a nine to fiver.



ROZ

Don’t tell me what I want!  For God’s sake, you have a daughter now!  She barely knows who you are!



SCOTT

Sure she does.



ROZ

Then why did she say you were the milkman?



SCOTT
I asked her if she knew who her daddy was.

Roz flashes an arm at Scott.  He blocks her, but she grabs the pot.






ROZ




God!  You make me so mad sometimes!
With a howl, she crushes the pot in her hands.  She looks at it sadly.






ROZ

Don’t you want to be normal?



SCOTT

Of course I do.  I can be normal.  But I want us to be comfortable.  Just a few more.



ROZ

You always say that.  It’s like I don’t have a husband anymore.



SCOTT

If I botch an escape, you won’t.  But you’ll be covered.  Kaufman got us a shiny, new insurance policy.
Roz shakes her head.  She tosses the crushed pot to Scott.






ROZ

You don’t care.  Fine.  You wanna blow yourself up on a boat; I’ll get you a boat.

Roz walks out of the room.

INT. BOAT – DAY

Scott runs to the window.  The water splashes under his feet as he builds as much speed as he can in an enclosed space.  He leaps at the window.  He bounces off.  Hard.  He crashes down to the floor.
SCOTT

Ow.  Bulletproof.  Impressive.  Dammit.  Ow.
He picks up his Bluetooth and dries it on his shirt.  He puts it back in his ear.

SCOTT

Call police.
He gets no answer.  He paces impatiently.
SCOTT

Comeoncomeoncomeoncomeoncomeon.
Still nothing.

SCOTT


Stupid stupid network!  Never get a signal when you want one!  I hate technology!  I get out this, I’m becoming a Luddite!

He tosses the Bluetooth aside.  He picks the flashlight back up from the box and goes back to the trapdoor.  He flips open the door and slides through the hole.

INT. HOLD – DAY

Scott lands in the water, now calf deep in the hold.  He pulls out the flashlight and shines it on the bomb.  He walks around, appraising the device, and becoming more impressed with each pass.

He shines the light from the detonator to the dinghy and back.  He reaches for the dinghy, but sees that there is a small wire attached to the dinghy’s underside.  
SCOTT

How simple.  The dinghy touches the detonator to complete the circuit.

He shines the flashlight at the wire, but the water reflects the light back, preventing him from properly seeing underneath.  He pulls in a breath and ducks himself under the water.

Under the water, he shines the light to the wire, but the bomb has a highly reflective coating.  The light bounces back in his eyes.  He surfaces.  Now sopping wet, he rubs his eyes and shakes his head and body.  He spits out some water.

SCOTT

Definitely not Evian.

He leaps up and pulls himself back through the trapdoor.

INT. BOAT – DAY

He crawls out of the trapdoor and checks the room again.  He walks over to the cabinet and pulls the doors open.  Three oxygen tanks sit inside.  Scott checks the gauges and sees they are all full.  A small mask hangs from one of the gauges.

SCOTT

If there’s not enough C4, the oxygen should make this an even nicer bang.  
He goes back to feeling for an exit from his predicament, but the walls are smooth metal.  He feels around the walls on all four sides.  Not an opening to be found.  
He drops to the floor and digs his fingers into the floor.  He pulls up one of the panels and finds a metal floor underneath.

SCOTT

You’ve gotta be shitting me!
INT. HOLD - DAY
The water pushes the dinghy closer to the detonator.

INT. BOAT – DAY

Scott bites his finger and looks around the room.






SCOTT

Maybe this is a dream.

He kicks at the water.






SCOTT




A wet dream.  Think.  How did I get in here?
Scott looks up and sees the outline of a box.  He pulls the metal box he came in.  It he can’t budge it.






SCOTT




Wish Roz was here.  Oh wait-

He moves the cot and stands on his tiptoes to check the ceiling.  He runs a finger along the outline.  It is welded shut.  He shrinks to a crouch on the bed and puts his head in his hands.

SCOTT

A metal box.  This boat’s nothing but a floating metal box.  I can’t believe it.  She’s really looking to kill me.

Scott looks around the room and sees nothing but metal walls and a bulletproof window.  The water leaking into the hold sounds louder.

INT. HOLD - DAY
The water pushes the dinghy closer to the detonator.

INT. BOAT - DAY
Scott walks over to the window.  He glumly watches the water outside.  He pulls out the note and looks at it.  After a moment, he shoves it back in his pocket.  He wipes his eyes with his arm.  He walks to the trapdoor.

SCOTT

I think I can disarm the bomb by cutting the dinghy free so it can’t hit the detonator.  

He steps towards the hole, and then stops.
INT. HOLD - DAY
The water pushes the dinghy closer to the detonator.

INT. BOAT – DAY
Scott steps away from the trapdoor.

SCOTT

I’m still trapped in this sinking metal box.  I’ll just drown.  Yipee.
INT. HOLD - DAY
The water pushes the dinghy even closer to the detonator.  Time is running low.

INT. BOAT – DAY

Scott paces around the door to the hold.  He flicks his acetylene on and off.

SCOTT

I could try to burn myself a door.  If I disarm the bomb, I’ll have the time.  But there’s only so much fuel in this thing, and if I run out, I’m boned.  And I’ll still be in a metal box underwater.
He bangs his head with his fists and looks down the hold.






SCOTT

Maybe I can disarm the bomb and peel some C4 to blow an opening for me.  The room’s kind of small, so I could get nailed with shrapnel and lie on the floor injured, and drown faster.  That is, if I don’t blow myself up either in cutting the piece of C4 or in mistiming the explosion.  Gah!
He pulls out the note.  He reads it over and over.

SCOTT

Roz, what are you trying to say?  Other than I’m lousy at being a husband?  Dead in a box.  Live in a cabin.  What has a cabin to do with anything?  Got to think!

INT. HOLD - DAY
The dinghy floats not far from the detonator.

INT. BOAT – DAY

Scott paces around the room, the note in one hand and his torch in the other.  The torch spins in his fingers like a pen.
SCOTT
Gotta think like Roz.  What would she say?  “You’re killing me every time I see you do this!” That doesn’t help!  I need a sign that my wife loves me and there’s a way out!

Scott paces to his Bluetooth and slips, falling hard to the floor with a splash.  He curses loudly as he pulls himself up, and sees the box he came onto the boat in.  He looks at the note.  Then to the box.
SCOTT
Wait a minute.  SHE picked the box!

He laughs loudly and scrambles to his feet.
INT. HOLD - DAY
The dinghy slowly rises up and nips the detonator.

EXT. BOAT – DAY

In the middle of the water, the boat explodes in a bright, orange flash sending debris scattering all around, creating several large splashes.  Smoke wafts over the water and as it clears, there is nothing left of the boat on top of the water.
INT. CIRCUS – FLASHBACK

In a large tent with sawdust on the floor, Roz, years younger but no less beautiful and strong in a bikini lifts a large dumbbell.  She looks around, annoyed by the constant rattling of chains and a mumbled blow-by-blow of how to slip out of them.  She looks up and sees the sound coming from a canvas sheet with someone wriggling inside.  The sheet opens as Scott, also younger, in a leotard hangs from a rope.  The chains fall to the ground.  Firecrackers attached to each link of the chains explode as they fall.





ROZ

You should try hanging from your neck.


SCOTT

You know, that’s not a bad idea.  Be a heckuva challenge to do this one handed while I hold on to the noose to keep from choking.  I’m not in this to kill myself.



ROZ

Thought you were trying to get away from something.



SCOTT

How cliché.

Scott drops down, landing with a crouch.  He pulls himself to his full height, which is still a head shorter than Roz.  He looks up at her.
SCOTT

If anything, I’m escaping the drudgery of a cube and a job.  What about you?  How’d you get so big?



ROZ

Steroids.



SCOTT

Serious?  And I thought it was surgery and flaxseed oil.  You know, I’ve heard you argue about the performer’s pay.  You’re pretty smart.  And pretty.


ROZ

Thanks.  I figure at some point I’ll chuck this and go into the business world.


SCOTT

What, and waste your life under a fluorescent light bulb?



ROZ

Can’t be a circus freak forever.


SCOTT

I can do it for both of us.


ROZ

A geek who tries to kill himself on a regular basis?  Do you have a future?


SCOTT

‘Course I do.  Knowing you were waiting I’d always come back to you.  I’ve been doing this for a while.  I’m real good.  And did you see the firecrackers on that chain?  I got style.  Big money in style.
Scott poses himself in a “ta-da” stance.


ROZ

Okay.



SCOTT

Serious?



ROZ

Yeah.  You seem pretty cool.  You think you have a plan and I’ve seen how good you are with the kids.  Besides, you’re the first guy not to spend a conversation with me by looking at my chest.

Scott looks down at Roz’s chest, then back up.






SCOTT




It’s a nice chest.

She playfully smacks his shoulder as she walks off.  He rubs it, his mouth open in pain.

INT. RIVER – DAY

Sitting at the bottom of the river, a beat up, smoking metal box floats down to the floor.  For a moment, all lies still.  Then the box shakes, moving the silt beneath it.  Smoke wafts slowly from the center until, finally, the box erupts in an explosion of bubbles and feathers.
EXT.  SHORE – DAY

Scott shuffles out of the water holding an oxygen tank and weakly mumbling about style points.  He looks up and sees Roz holding their child.  Dried blood cakes her hands and shirt.  Tears stain her cheeks.





ROZ

Kaufman found out about the boat.  He took Titania, and when I wouldn’t let him replace you, he tried to kill me.  He’s dead now.  The police are here.


SCOTT

Kaufman.  Are you okay?



ROZ

Yeah.  Oh God I thought…



SCOTT

I told you…I’d always come back to you.

He shuffles over and takes Titania from Roz.  He kisses her gently on the lips.  He holds Titania, a soft smile on his lips.






SCOTT 

I think it’s time to retire.  Can’t be a circus freak forever.
They walk away from the river together.

FIN
