add Man Crims Holiday Treats

| NT. KITCHEN — DAY

OLD MAN CRIM|ifts a bottle of beer to his lips. His
Adami s appl e bobs as he drains every | ast drop.

He unl eashes a resonant BURP as he | owers the bottl e.

Crimis frail and stooped. He wears a threadbare sweater
t hat doesn’t even cone close to matching his corduroy
pants. Thick bifocals are propped upon his hooked nose.

He tosses the enpty bottle into a trashcan, where it CLINKS
anongst the other bottles that are already there.

Crimsteps to the fridge and pulls it open. Wth a scow ,
he pulls out an enpty, cardboard six-pack container and
flings it to the floor.

He returns to the fridge, rummges a bit, and cones out
with a carton of mlKk.

He opens the spout, gives it a precautionary sniff, then
chugs this, too. MIk runs down his chin as he guzzles.

| NT. BATHROOM
Cimis seen frombehind as he stands at the toilet.

He is trying to pee. He grunbles to hinself as he
struggles to coax the streamforth.

CRI'M
Ch, conme now...l can hardly
dri nk nore.

He sighs with relief as it begins. The soft tinkle of
URI NE SPLASHI NG It continues for some tine.

Cimfinally finishes. He shakes hinself off. Then he
carefully sets a mason jar filled with urine on the sink
besi de him

He had been collecting it.



| NT. KI TCHEN

Crimwal ks over to his kitchen table. CLASSICAL MJSI C now
pl ays softly in the background. Crimhuns along with it.

AT THE TABLE
Crimsits down and places the jar of urine in front of him

Then he pulls on sonme rubber gloves, giving each of them a
good, sharp SNAP as he pulls themup over his wists.

He plucks a Tootsie Roll froma large pile of candies
besi de himand unwaps it, setting the wapper aside.

Then he spears the Tootsie Roll on a toothpick Iike a
cocktail weenie.

Then Crimdips the Tootsie Roll into the urine and sw shes
it about for bit.

He pulls the dripping Tootsie Roll fromoff the toothpick,
retrieves the wapper, and carefully rewaps the candy.

Al'l of his novenents have a practiced, surgical precision,
as if he’s done this many, many tines.

He drops the rew apped candy into an orange bow painted so
as to resenble a grinning jack-o-lantern.

The bowl is enpty save for this |one Tootsie Roll.
Crimchuckles to hinmself, then grabs a fresh Tootsie Rol
fromoff the pile.

DI SSCLVE TQO

THE PUMPKI N BOA
It is nowfilled with Tootsie Rolls.

Then, the Bl NG-BONG of a doorbell sounds O S.



EXT. HOUSE — FRONT PORCH - NI GHT
A handful of TRI CK- OR- TREATERS wait by the door.

The door creaks open. It is Crinis house. His clothes are
respectabl e now, and he sports a fresh shave.

ALL THE KI DS
Trick or Treat!

Crimclutches his chest with one hand and feigns alarm

CRI'M
Oh, ny. Such frightful creatures!

The children G GGELE. Crimfurrows his brow

CRI'M
Wait a mnute...you re not
nonsters at all, are you?
My ol d eyes nust have been
tricking me. 1’1l bet you're

here for candy, aren’t you?
The children G GGLE once nore.

Crimpulls the bow of Tootsie Rolls from behind his back.
He sm | es as he begins doling out the treats.

CRI M
Well, alright then. Here
you go. And you. Yes,
you, too. There you are.
Take two! They’'re small.

Wth every bag tended to, the kids deliver an obligatory
“Thank You” cheer before racing off into the night.

Cimsnmles and waves after the children.

FADE QUT.
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