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FADE | N:

EXT. WAREHOUSE ROOF - NI GHT

A man hoists hinself up through a hole of a warehouse roof.
Panting, JACK (40) wears a trench coat and his face is
covered with a |laughing cl own make-up.

Under the pouring rain, his face beaten by the w nd, Jack
stands on a warehouse slippery roof. He starts to run to
t he next warehouse and turns back.

Behind him police officers appear through the hole where

he has just emerged. Reaching the edge of the warehouse,
Jack junps and | ands on the next roof.

EXT. WAREHOUSE #2 ROOF - N GHT

Jack makes a long | eap, but alnost slips in landing and is
throwmn off balance. He tries to recover, closely grabs a
pi pe, and nmanages to stand up.

He resumes his course. He reaches the edge of the second
roof and manages to junp on a large rusty pipe that relies
t he war ehouse to anot her.

Under his weight, the pipe breaks and Jack di sappears from
t he policenen’s sight.

EXT. STREET - N GHT

Soaki ng, Jack hangs to a steel cable relying two cranes.
Wth an incredible agility, he pulls hinself up to the
cabl es, and wal ks |like a tightrope wal ker to one of the
cranes.

I NT. CRANE - NI GHT

Jack enters the crane. A last glinpse in his back. Fromthe
second roof, police officers start to shoot at him

EXT. STREET - N GHT

As the clown nake-up starts to run on his face, Jack
reaches the ground and nervously scans around. He takes a
paper out his pocket and reads it as rain pours on it.

DR, ETI ENNE MARCEL
9703 BOOTHAM TERRACE



Jack pockets the paper and starts to run down the street.

FADE TO

INT. DR MARCEL'S "OPERATI NG' ROOM - DAY

A shitty little roomwth a dentist chair in the corner, a
foul kitchen piled high with dirty dishes. In the center of
all this is a make-shift medical set-up: a table with

scal pel s and other surgical equipnent.

Jack sits in the dentist chair facing DR. MARCEL -- a fat
bald man in his 50's. Dr. Marcel sneezes, talking with a
French accent.

DR. MARCEL
You cane to the right place, Jack.

Jack’ s bl ue eyes gl ances about uneasily as the nan sneezes
again. Dr. Marcel sees he's anxious and sm|es.

DR MARCEL
After this, you' Il exactly | ook
i ke ny own son

JACK
That's conforting.

Dr. Marcel turns his back

DR MARCEL
French Medi ci ne acadeny banned ne.
Fool s they are. That night | just
had a few drinks and --

JACK
(i nterrupting)
I know - -

Dr. Marcel turns back. He holds a | arge syringe.

DR MARCEL
Try to relax, Jack
(i njecting)

"Il have to renove your face, you
know. Conpletely.

JACK
Yeah --

DR MARCEL
And replace it with a new one.

Jack just nods.



DR. MARCEL
It’ll be $5 000 -- cash.

Dr. Marcel holds out his hand and Jack hands hima rolled-up
wad. The doc opens a drawer and throws the noney in it.

DR MARCEL
Parfait! | love Anerica. If every
client could be as easy as you!
(a beat)

Are you a fan of Brigitte Bardot?

JACK
Who?

Dr. Marcel shakes his head with spite.

DR. MARCEL
Ameri cans.

He takes a make-up renover cotton ball and starts to w pe
t he cl own nmake-up | eftover off from Jake’ s face.

DR. MARCEL
Al the sane. Cowns --

Jack straightens up

JACK
| could go sonewhere el se.
DR. MARCEL
Just trust ne. You saved us after
all .
Jack | ooks at him
JACK
Us?
DR. MARCEL
Yes. Back in 1944. Omaha Beach. D
Day- -

He picks up a scalpel, spits on the end to clean it off,
and tests it on French President Sarkozy’'s picture. Jack
wat ches as it cuts right through.

DR. MARCEL
My grand-dad was there. Well -- on
the wong side. Died with sone of
his new friends -- in a German

bl ockhaus.

Jack grimaces.



JACK
About ny face, | --
DR MARCEL
(smling)
Do not worry, non am . Just like |
told you, like ny own son

Every trace of nake-up has di sappeared. Dr. Marcel now
tightly straps Jack’s hands and | egs on the dentist chair,
checks the leather strips, and crosses his arns on his
chest, staring at him

DR. MARCEL
In three days, you' |l be able to
t ake the bandages off.

JACK
(sl eazy)
Three days --

Dr. Marcel gently adjusts the dentist chair and pulls it
back.

DR MARCEL
(smling)
Goodni ght, Jack.
Jack’s POV as Dr. Marcel approaches with the scal pel and we--

FADE TO BLACK:

I NT. ROOM - NI GHT

Jack is lying in a hospital netal frame bed, his head
entirely bandaged.

A yellowi sh |ight bathes the bare room

Jack slowy wakes up. He first noves a finger, his hand,
then his arm He cautiously sits down on the verge of the
bed that squeaks as he noves. Jack raises his hand to his
head and feels the bandages.

JACK
(to hinself)
Vell. At least, I'mstill alive.

He gets up and takes a look at his reflection in a mrror
on the wall. His blues eyes pierce through the bandages. He
notices his head had infl ated.

By the mrror, Jack sees a “Far Side” calendar. He tears a
sheet off where it reads: Cctober 29.

FADE TO BLACK:



I NT. ROOM - DAY

Jack wal ks back and forth in the room like alionin a
cage.

FADE TO BLACK:

I NT. ROOM - NI GHT
Jack is sitting on the bed.

The door opens and Dr. Marcel enters, aneal tray in his
hands. A silverplate dish-cover is placed on it.

DR MARCEL
Feeling better today, Jack? One
nore day and you’ll be a brand

new man.
He puts the tray on the bed by jack.

DR MARCEL
Today, ny special treat. The
specialité du Chef.

(proudly)
Baguette, paté, ratatouille, Brie

cheese, and Bordeaux w ne. Al
t heose things why | miss hone.

He takes the dish-cover off the tray and |lets appear a bow
with a reddi sh m xture.

DR. MARCEL
Wll -- 1 had to mix all this for
you.

Li ke a magician, he delicately takes sonething out his
i nner pocket.

DR. MARCEL
Voi | al

A STRAW
He hands it to Jack.

DR MARCEL
Bon appetite!

He’ s about to step out.

DR. MARCEL
See you tonorrow -- son

He bursts out |aughing and steps out, |eaving Jack al one.



H's straw in hand, Jack | owers his eyes, looks at it, lets
it drop, and finally pushes the tray away.

FADE TO BLACK:

I NT. ROOM - DAY

CLOSE UP on the cal endar where it reads: Cctober 31

Jack is sitting on the bed. He cautiously turns his
trenbling around his head, renoving the bandages. At his
feet, the bandages silently fall.

Jack’ s POV: the | ast bandage around his eyes is renoved.
Jack sighs.

He gets up, approaches the mrror, and stares at his
reflection.

Jack’s head has been turned into a punpkin carved |like a
Jack-0’ -1 antern!

He screans --

I NT. DR MARCEL “OPERATI NG ROOM

Dr. Marcel is peacefully sleeping in the dentist chair
snori ng.

On a shelf, a framed photograph shows him happy, in a
country fair, hugging a little boy. Dr. Marcel’s son --

The little boy has the same punpkin head as Jack.
FADE OUT:

t he end



