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Heart Trouble 

Ed Tasca

FADE IN:

INT. DONOR HOSPITAL OPERATING ROOM – EARLY MORNING

The Operating Room of a large fully-equipped university hospital. 

The scene opens with a loud sequence of sneezes. 

The general sense is that this is a cold, antiseptic, and eerily quiet place, where the slightest sounds reverberate crisply around the tiles and steel like shots being fired.

A surgery is about to begin.

DR. PAUL DEINER (mid 20s), the technician, is putting on surgical gloves.  He's also checking papers on a clipboard, and working some dials on a heart lung machine. All seemingly at one time. 

As he does, DR. LEHMAN  (50s), the heart surgeon, is preparing himself with gloves and mask.  

The vinyl cooler, lined in red to distinguish it, is about the size of a beer cooler. It's open on a stainless steel trolley not far from the operating table.

ANGLE ON COOLER

The cooler is empty, except for the word “sterilized” stenciled inside.

BACK TO SCENE 



Dr. Lehman checks the clock on the wall: 5:10 AM. 

Paul and CIRCULATING NURSE (black)dump plastic bags of ice into the cooler.  Once he does that, he then moves a steel container (size of one gallon cooking pot) with an air-tight sealer lid.

ANGLE ON STEEL CONTAINER

Paul sets it by the cooler. 

BACK TO SCENE

Assistant surgeon RAJAL LOOS (East Indian) places the steel container into the cooler without opening the container lid.

The cooler with the container in it now sits on a trolley next to the operating room table. 

On the operating room table is a recently-deceased man covered in a sheet.  

The body is hooked up to a heart-lung machine, which is keeping the vital body organs functioning.

Circulating Nurse is just finishing up a final cleaning of the corpse's naked torso.

INT. DONOR HOSPITAL OPERATING ROOM -- LATER

Dr. Lehman  is comfortable that the body is ready for the surgical harvesting of the Dead Man's heart.

Dr. Lehman  looks up at the wall clock: 6:10 

FLASH SHOT 

A Flash Shot fills the screen for a second or two.  It's a sunny day on a roadway.  A motorcyclist, the Japanese man on the operating table, is speeding. He has a shocking vision: a reckless driver making a reckless left turn across his path.  He tries to stop, but can't.  Collision.

BACK TO SCENE 

Paul checks some instruments on the heart lung machine.

Paul shakes his head to demonstrate his pity for the accident victim.

ANGLE ON Dr. Lehman 

Dr. Lehman's nose is running.  He daubs it with a tissue.  When he returns to the dead man, he sneezes on him.  Instinctively, Dr. Lehman daubs his own nose with the tissue, then he daubs the dying man's face uncertainly.

ANGLE ON: PAUL

Paul has finished his amenities with a practiced efficiency, and is ready to proceed.

Dr. Lehman  agrees, then sneezes again trying to miss the Dead Man.  And again, daubs his face with his tissue.

Paul then goes to check the instruments and gauges on the heart lung machine.

Donor Nurse takes her place next to Dr. Lehman . She waits for a nod from Dr. Lehman for an instrument. 

ANGLE ON SCALPEL – MOMENTS LATER

A scalpel is raised over the breast of the Dead Man.

ANGLE ON HEART – LATER

A heart is inserted into a large plastic bag with a zip-tie at the top. The hands are Paul's. There is no blood. The plastic
bag is filled with saline solution. Paul then injects the heart with a cold solution of potassium to protect the heart cells from damage. 
Dr. Lehman sneezes again. He looks to RAJAL (30s), his assistant for an answer. Circulating Nurse rushes a tissue to him.
Rajal demures.
DR. LEHMAN

What's that smell. Like a perfume.
RAJAL

(shyly)

Uh, I think the deceased was wearing a gel.
DR. LEHMAN

He was cleaned all over.
RAJAL

Well, not as well there.
He points to groin of corpse.
DR. LEHMAN

And that's--
RAJAL

You may be alergic. 
DR. LEHMAN

A sex lubricant?!
RAJAL

I'm not sure, sir.
DR. LEHMAN

It's lemon.
RAJAL

Strawberry.
DR. LEHMAN

Oh, that's crazy. You're demeaning a deceased young man--
RAJAL

(guiltily)

My wife's alergic, sir.


Paul immediately grabs a steel flask and drizzled more saline 

solution over the heart until it was fully submerged within the 

plastic bag. The bag was then sealed and lowered into the 


container. 

The CIRCULATING NURSE (30s)filled the steel container with ice water mixed with chunks of ice until it encircled the plastic bag with the heart, and almost submerged it.

The circulating nurse in three smart, unhesitating checks, noted the clock on the wall, marked a label with the exact time and stuck it to the lid of the steel container. Other information already on the label included blood type, and other blood information, the surgeon's name, Dr. Nestor Lehman; the cardiologist's name, Dr. Paul Diener; and the attending assisting surgeon, Rajal Loos.

Paul took the lid, checked the credentials and data and sealed the steel container to his satisfaction. He wiped the exterior of the container of excess water, and moved quickly
away to remove his surgical dress. Paul snapped off his gloves and sanitary cap, and the nurse assisted him in removing his gown. 

The nurse then placed the steel container into
the sturdy vinyl cooler, which also contained a pool of watery ice. She snapped the locks on the cooler and the process was over. 

Paul was just behind her to take it out of her hands. It was all done in an orderly, practiced efficiency as though rehearsed hundreds of times.

Rajal rushed to the computer, and punched up the screen. The computer screen displayed a formal layout reading:

PHYSICAL EXAM:


Time: 5:50 AM

Temp: 36.7 Celsius, Pulse: 78, Resp: 18, BP: 138/82 General: Well nourished black male who appears age 24-25.

Skin: Warm and dry. No rashes or jaundice.

HEENT: Normocephalic, PERRLA, EOMI, mucous membranes moist,

throat clear, normal dentition.

Neck: Supple. No jugulovenous distention. Normal carotid upstroke.

Lungs: Slight scattered rhonchi bilaterally which clear with coughing. Otherwise clear.

Heart: Regular rate and rhythm, normal S1 and S2. No murmurs, rubs or gallop.

Harvested: 8:00 AM Ischemic Interval: Maximum 4 1/2 hours.

Transplantation: Before [ ].

On the screen, Rajal typed 12:00 PM within the brackets.

Paul examined a file of the transplant recipient. He riffled through some papers and found a photo of the man. 

CLOSE ON: Photo of Charles Hershield, a blond, boyish 34 year old with a wide jaw flashing a wide smile. He could have been a fitness model. He was grinning archly and gave the impression of being an optimistic, happy sort of man. 

Paul punched out a phone number on a phone by the computer. The ergonomics of the entire extraction procedure continued to be flawless, ending with Paul's merry spray of success into his phone. 

PAUL

Tell Dr. Rush, we’re on our way! A perfect healthy specimen. 

Paul clicked off. 

Paul grabbed his treasure and rushed to the operating room doors where he turned to his team members.

PAUL
“Well done. A young, healthy Japanese heart! Japanese Healthiest cardio  on the planet. Can we do any better than that!” 

Everyone agrees.
EXT. DONOR HOSPITAL PARKING LOT – MOMENTS LATER



DANIEL (20s) a handsome, young man with a bicycle-racer 


physique., is waiting by his Medix paramedic van. Daniel is 

dressed in a sharpe paramedic's uniform, and has the serious 

demeanor of duty that is genuine and soldierly.  



Their van is branded: State Organ Donor Services.

JUDE (30s), Daniel's second in command, who is reading a book, acknowledges the mission.

EXT. VAN -- MORNING

Daniel opens the rear doors of the van and places the cooler inside. Paul climbs in just behind and collapses into a seat next to the small window to the van cab. 
PAUL

Daniel, listen. I get up at 5 o'clock for these surgeries. So I always try to get that extra nap on the trip. So, I'll be appreciating a smooth go.
He throws his arm up in a signal, “Let’s move.” 
Daniel hurries into the driver's seat and starts the engine.

INT. VAN COACH -- MORNING
The early morning was breezy and cool, with just a tangerine quarter of sunshine on the horizon and a few feathery clouds turning to mist. 


EXT. MAIN UNIVERSITY ROAD – MOMENTS LATER
The van is on its way. 

EXT. UNIVERSITY CAMPUS -- DAY
Daniel's van drives past a university building.  

Daniel honks his horn at VICKIE, his girlfriend, a stunning young woman who dresses a notches too provocatively.  She's also tall and coquettish with an easy smile she's been flashing for years.

The van has come to a brief stop in front of a classroom building with a rise of many steps.  Students hurry up the steps and into the entrance, as though they are trying to beat a bell.

EXT-INT. VAN CAB -- DAY

Daniel leans over and throws Vickie a fat, but quick, air kiss. Vickie returns it and rushes into the throng climbing up the building steps.

EXT. VAN -- DAY

Jude is totally absorbed in a book called: Applied Philosophical Thought. Doesn't take his eyes from his reading, except to offer a routine wave to Vickie. 

Vickie waves to Jude as she heads up the steps.

ANGLE ON DANIEL

Daniel watches her.

DANIEL'S P.O.V. UNIVERSITY BUILDING STEPS

Vickie joins a male friend as she enters the building.  Daniel's mildly curious about the friend, until he sees Vickie and the male friend joined by a female friend – MAGNA (20s), a tall blond, shapely but powerfully built.

INT.-EXT.  UNIVERSITY ROAD – CONTINUOUS

Daniel pulls the van away and heads onto a city road. 

Jude never budges from his book.  

Jude is taking notes on a note pad thoughtfully, patiently.  He even does some cross-referencing in another book indicating what could be his homework.  

EXT. VAN -- MORNING

Daniel drives the van toward the parking lot exit.

EXT. CAMPUS STREET -- MOMENTS LATER

The van moves quickly winds into the small streets of the university campus.

INT.- EXT. VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel relaxes and focuses on getting to the main road, which is just ahead at a left turn.

INT. VAN COACH -- CONTINUOUS

Paul can be seen with his eyes closed lying comfortably on the emergency vehicle's gurney.

INT.- EXT. VAN -- MORNING

Daniel is about to leave the campus, and through the corner of his eye, he sees Vickie behind the building she had entered earlier.  She's smoking grass with Magna. 

Daniel also notices the two women getting a little too familiar: touching and hugging.

The scene bothers Daniel and he doesn't know what to do.  He continues dutifully on his way.  But he also continues to spy on the couple, through the rear-view mirror.

The van almost hits another vehicle. 

The vehicle is a car with the seal Highway Safety Commission written on the body. Its irony: The front vender of the vehicle is already crushed from another accident.

INT. VAN COACH -- MORNING

Paul wakes with a start at the jolt. The cabinet door above opens as he shoulders himself up to his elbows. Airway supplies and tubes fall out onto his head.  He scrambles to replace them.

In the process, he accidentally kicks the cooler.

PAUL

(to the cab window)

Daniel, this should be a limo ride. Careful, please.

EXT. CAMPUS STREET -- MORNING

Daniel clears the Highway Safety Commission car and gets back on track.

INT. VAN COACH -- MORNING

Paul gets back up to look for a disenfectant.  He finds one and sprays the cooler with it where his foot accidentally fell.

He sits on the coach floor and leans into the corner of the compartment where the linen supplies are.  Along with the linen supplies is a bunker coat (similar to a fireman's coat) hanging from a hook.

Paul pulls the coat bottom out to use to cushion the corner he's leaning in.  He tries to get comfortable by resting the back of his head on the coat, but this isn't working.

He tries to stuff the pocket of the coat with a linen sheet to make a hanging pillow, but this too doesn't give Paul the comfort he's looking for.

EXT. VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Even though he's leaving her behind, Daniel's curiosity over Vickie remains.  But this time when he sees Vickie through the rear-view mirror, he sees Magna fondling her in a way that is difficult to read. Are they getting it on? He's not sure. 

A moment arrives that stops him cold.  He has to make a fast decision about how to proceed.  The sight of his girlfriend maybe making it with another woman has upset him, and he takes several moments to consider what to do.

INT. VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel looks at Jude.  Jude holds up his book, as though whatever there is to do, he's leaving it to Daniel.

Daniel drives the van guardedly and slowly onto the shoulder of the road.  He stops it.  He peers through his rear-view mirror to investigate Vickie's behavior.

DANIEL'S P.O.V. BACK OF UNIVERSITY BUILDING -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel sees Vickie hugging Magna intimately.  They are not aware they are being watched. 

INT. VAN COACH -- CONTINUOUS

Paul, still not comfortable, sticks his head inside the coat and hangs his chin on the V made by the buttoned coat middle: his head is now looking outward from the place where his necktie might end and his chin is perched on the buttoned hole holding the two sides of the coat together.

There, he's able to get comfortable. But he looks ridiculous.

EXT. VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel steps outside the van.  

DANIEL'S P.O.V. BACK OF UNIVERSITY BUILDING

Vickie and Magna are locked in a kissy hug.  

BACK TO SCENE 

Without realizing it, Daniel is walking into the street in a daze toward Vickie. Daniel's good sense and judgment have been completely eroded. 

Daniel looks back at his van, hesitates, then rushes ahead in the direction of Vickie.

Jude sees what's going on and tries to make sense of what Daniel is doing.  He watches him for a moment, puzzled, checks his watch, then returns to his book.

Daniel takes a circuitous route, unnoticed. 

Then he hurries to a spot where he saw Vickie. When he gets there, he finds Vickie and Magna are gone.

Daniel looks around him for a clue.  There is none.  He checks his watch quickly, and as a good soldier must, reluctantly backs away to his mission and van.

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE CAMPUS STREET -- MORNING

SHINTO PRIEST (30s), a mysterious Japanese man with long straggly, dirty hair and a patch of a goat beard, can be seen in his early-model and over-sized red clunker (Ford or Pontiac).  

Shinto Priest watches Daniel's actions as Daniel seems to abandon his van for questionable reasons.  Shinto Priest looks anxious and impatient.

EXT. CAMPUS STREET -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel has a change of mind and races back across the street to the building and rushes inside.

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE CAMPUS STREET -- CONTINUOUS

Shinto Priest continues to watch Daniel and the van with great concern. He watches and waits.  He checks his watch.

INT. UNIVERSITY GYM -- MORNING

Daniel comes inside the building Vickie entered.  He finds himself in a gymnasium where there are a group of exhibits from different university departments to attract freshmen. A sign on the wall says, "Welcome Freshmen." There are also small refreshment booths.

Students fill the aisles.

Daniel rushes through in order to confront Vickie.  As he does, we witness the following: 

Daniel passes a sign that says, Fine Arts: INSTALLATION ART: a refrigerator painted black with open door and tons of fruits and vegetables cascading out of it like a cornucopia.  In the middle of all this is an over-sized pumpkin with its innards culled. A queue of students waits for a chance to put their heads inside the pumpkin, while a photographer takes their photos.

The tableau changes quickly as student follows student to stick their faces into the gutted fruit. 

Daniel looks around but cannot spot Vickie.

With no warning, and without entertaining any objection, two beautiful young women, artist types, cajole Daniel into the shell of a cantaloupe.

He flees quickly. He rushes to a back door to see if Vickie has exited the building.

On his way, we see several booths for matriculating students to sign up. 

The first: PHILOSOPHY REGISTRATION.  A receptionist is there.  There's no one in the line.  

The next: HUMANITIES REGISTRATION.  There is one recruit.

The next: PHYSICS REGISTRATION.  No one is there.

The next: DEBATE CLUB REGISTRATION.  No one is there.

Next: SEX STUDY VOLUNTEERS.  A queue trailing back into the next room. 

Daniel continues to look around, but Vickie and Magna are gone.

Daniel rushes to the back door to exit.   

EXT. BACK OF UNIVERSITY GYM -- CONTINUOUS

Suddenly, Daniel's Walkie hums.  He knows who it is.  Instead of answering it, he decides to give up his mission and runs back around the side of the building to the van. 
ANGLE ON VAN

Daniel reaches the van and answers the Walkie.  

PAUL

Daniel, we're stopped. Did you ever see a pizza delivery sitting along a road?

DANIEL

Doctor, I just needed to make a stop.

Jude remains unconcerned.  He gestures to Daniel to read a particular section of the book.  Daniel flatly ignores him.

Daniel checks his watch. 

Daniel starts the engine. 

He drives onto the campus street again, and heads to the highway.

The paramedic van is on its way.  

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE CAMPUS STREET -- CONTINUOUS

As the van advances up the street, Shinto Priest drives up behind the van in sync.  Shinto Priest, sober and determined, does nothing to indicate what his intention might be. 

EXT. CAMPUS STREET -- MOMENTS LATER

A FULL SHOT shows two vehicles, the van and Shinto Priest's red clunker, moving up to the highway.

EXT.-INT. VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel can be seen checking his watch.  Jude hasn't moved from his book, and has now begun laughing over what he's reading and pointing out the wonderful passage for Daniel.  Daniel shows no interest.

INT. VAN COACH -- CONTINUOUS

Paul is sleeping in the van coach, his head still hanging out of the buttoned coat.

EXT-INT. VAN CAB -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel is back to full-steam delivery.

AERIAL SHOT HIGHWAY

Daniel's van moves swiftly along the highway.  Behind it is Shinto Priest in his red clunker.

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE HIGHWAY -- CONTINUOUS

The vehicles continue, the van at a normal speed for the highway, and the red clunker clamoring and rattling along at a speed that may be too fast for it.

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE HIGHWAY – MOMENTS LATER

The van carries on. 

EXT.-INT. VAN CAB -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel is oblivious to the red clunker that is following him.

INT.-EXT. VAN CAB -- CONTINUOUS

From out of nowhere and cruising at high speed, Magna and Vickie fly by the van in a flashy gold convertible sports car. Vickie waves to her boyfriend.

Daniel tries to figure it all out, but is baffled.  Vickie obviously doesn't know that he saw her and Magna making out.

EXT. HIGHWAY -- CONTINUOUS

Magna toots her horn ever so briefly and she too waves at Daniel.

EXT. INT. VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel is incensed.  He pounds his fist and blows his horn to vent his frustration.

Jude looks up for the first time from his reading.  Innocently and unaware of what Daniel knows, Jude waves to Vickie and points her out to Daniel.

Daniel gives his partner a brash reproof to mind his own business.

Jude doesn't understand, and takes out another book from a plastic bag at his feet.

ANGLE ON BOOK

The book is titled: Emmanual Kant.  First Modern Man.

BACK TO SCENE 

Jude tries to show it to Daniel.

Daniel doesn't respond. 

EXT. HIGHWAY -- CONTINUOUS

A fork appears within the next 100 yards, and the gold sports car takes the left-hand lane of the fork.

EXT-INT. VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel's not happy. He needs to reamin on the highway. His curiosity and discomfort are getting the best of him.

His mission requires him bearing right.

At the very last second, Daniel checks his watch, and takes a calculated risk that he has time to follow the sports car into the left-hand prong of the fork, where he knows he shouldn't be.





JUDE



Hey, where you going? 

EXT. HIGHWAY -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel swerves the van toward the V-shoulder separating the fork prongs and veers noisily, even recklessly at the last second into the left prong after Vickie and Magna. The sports car isn't aware it has pursuers.

INT. VAN – CONTINUOUS

Daniel, watching the road closely, gestures for Jude not to worry.

Jude checks his watch

JUDE

Kant's not any easy read when you're driving with a meshuggeneh. 
INT. VAN COACH -- CONTINUOUS

Paul is still asleep in the back of the van, and unaware of the detour.

ANGLE ON COOLER

The cooler remains protected and at rest on the van coach floor. 

EXT. LEFT FORK OF HIGHWAY -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel cannot help himself.   

EXT.-INT. SHINTO PRIEST'S JUNKER -- CONTINUOUS

Shinto Priest dogs the van off to the left, looking fiercely, almost criminally agitated.

Shinto Priest now has MUSIC on: throbbing Pop. 

EXT. HIGHWAY -- CONTINUOUS

Shinto Priest's red clunker follows the van.

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE HIGHWAY -- MOMENTS LATER

Magna's sports car bears right just ahead.

EXT. HIGHWAY -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel's van is just behind Magna's sports car, and follows it.

EXT. HIGHWAY -- CONTINUOUS

Shinto Priest's car catches up, and follows the others.

EXT. INT. SHINTO PRIEST'S JUNKER -- CONTINUOUS

Shinto Priest is now in a twisted rage.  The MUSIC seems desperate and and full of anger.

EXT. SINGLE LANE ROAD -- CONTINUOUS

Magna's sports car continues onto a Single Lane Road - one traffic lane both ways.  The twosome play amorously as they drive, antics filled with nothing but frivolous fun. 

Magna and Vickie are still unaware that Daniel has followed them. 

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF SINGLE LANE ROAD -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel's van follows at a discreet distance from Magna's sports car.

AERIAL SHOT: SINGLE LANE ROAD

Magna's sports car has found its destination.  Magna slows down to enter a Gay Pride Parade.
Daniel's van is just behind the sports car now, but Magna and Vickie are lost in the spectacle and mayhem of parade antics and don't notice.

Shinto Priest's red clunker is now also just behind the van. 

EXT. PARADE -- MORNING

Floats and bands are followed by and interspersed with marchers dressed in all manner of splashy and outrageous drag get-ups and homosexual cliches.

MUSIC is loud and incomprehensible.  There are two bands or recordings playing different MUSIC at the same time.  Possibly Elton John and the Village People.  It's rowdy and noisy. 

EXT. INT. MAGNA'S SPORTS CAR -- CONTINUOUS

More MUSIC from Magna's sports car pours out into the parade. 

Vickie stands on the sports car seat and waves at the crowd of spectators as well as the wriggling, dancing gay participants in their outlandish outfits.  It's clear this was their destination.

EXT-INT. VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel is now trapped within the muddle of the parade.  He's now unable to make a turn or back up.  Cars in front and the parade itself won't let him proceed.

Daniel lowers his window to look for an escape.  There is none. He's jammed in the middle of a monsterous parade.

EXT. SINGLE LANE ROAD -- CONTINUOUS

Magna can't wait.  She races ahead in her smaller sports car, weaving in and out of the revelers.

EXT.-INT. VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel blows his horn, which only draws the attention of the paraders and exhibitionist observers. Celebratory honks add to the mayhem.

Jude is dumbstruck.

The many MUSICs continue at an ear-rending volume.

INT. VAN COACH -- CONTINUOUS

Paul continues to sleep, the racket outside only a faint echo of the real thing through the van walls.

EXT. PARADE -- MOMENTS LATER

Magna's sports car has slipped away along the shoulder of the Single Lane Road and into a small hidden alleyway.

ANGLE ON VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel surveys the parade for the gold sports car.  He can't find it.

There are more drag get-ups, protest signs for gay rights and other minority declarations.

The crowd gets rowdier, louder, raunchier and the event more surreal.

JUDE

Hit the siren. 

DANIEL

And wake up the sleeping genius. Not gonna happen.

And don't turn down your window.

He blows a kiss to a flirty reveler at his window.

Daniel gestures for the reveler to help the van get by.

Reveler checks the name on the van.

She takes action.

But another reveler grabs her by the ass and swings her away from her mission. She disappears.

Daniel then tears up the street into screams and screeches.  The small community of onlookers who, noticing the van to be of medical assistance, finally attempt to assist it getting through.

Daniel sees a sign for I95 North (the highway he's just exited). He follows the sign. 

Paraders approach the car, jiggle their breasts, laugh and lay kisses on Daniel's windshield. 

Another parader throws a pair of sequined panties into the windshield.

ANGLE ON SHINTO PRIEST'S JUNKER -- CONTINUOUS

Shinto Priest follows directly behind the van, but the crowd stops Shinto Priest by filling in the street again with paraders. 

Shinto Priest is outraged by what's happening. He's trapped too.  He honks his horn.  But the only response he gets are the wildly uninhibited greetings from the paraders throwing kisses and erotic shenanigans.

ANGLE ON VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel swerves over the shoulder of the road as the sports car did. But the sports car is nowhere in sight.

Still agitated and distracted, Daniel realizes he's made a serious mistake in following Magna and Vickie.

He pulls around a parade float of Cabaret dancers, and gets back onto the Single Lane Road. 





JUDE

(dry)

Seriously, Danny, aren't we delivering a heart.

Daniel points to the sign for I95 and leaves the parade behind him.

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF SINGLE LANE ROAD -- CONTINUOUS

Shinto Priest is still stuck in the parade.  He's becoming unhinged over his sense of having lost sight of the van.  He screams at the paraders through his open window, but his screams are misinterpreted as collegial rabble-rousing.

KISSING PARADER, a male in drag, comes up to his window and gives him a big, sloppy kiss on his lips. 

KISSING PARADER

I love you.

Shinto Priest isn't happy.

EXT. SINGLE LANE ROAD -- MOMENTS LATER

Daniel continues up the road. He spots Magna's sports car parked at a gas pump, as he's going by.

DANIEL'S P.O.V. MAGNA'S SPORTS CAR 

Vickie and Magna are inside the car while an attendant pumps the car with gas. 

BACK TO SCENE

Daniel abandons his duty once again.  He pulls up behind Vickie and Magna.

INT. VAN COACH

Paul, now jostled from the slumber, wonders why he's stopped.  Sleepily, he looks out the coach window to question the stop.  He sees the gas pumps and is content to go back to his rest.

EXT. GAS PUMP – CONTINUOUS

Magna and Vickie are still in the sports car.

INT. VAN 



Daniel looks over at Jude. 

Jude is on the phone.

JUDE

Yes, of course. Ma, I said yes. I said I'd try to get there. 

Jude looks around him, puzzled at the stop.  He checks the gas gauge and notices that the tank is full. 

JUDE



My mother. I thought we might have time to stop by her 

place on the way back. She wants me to pick up some frozen 

chickens nobody wants.

DANIEL

Yeah. Yeah.

Daniel steps out of his van.  

An attendent is pumping gas into the sports car.

JUDE

Danny, what's going on?

DANIEL

Nothing.

JUDE

It's 8:30.

DANIEL

I know what time it is!

EXT. SINGLE LANE ROAD -- CONTINUOUS

Shinto Priest advances to the gas bar.  He's staring maniacally at the distracted van.  He cuts his music.

He pulls his car into the gas bar but remains in a remote corner watching Daniel's next moves.  

EXT. GAS BAR 

Vickie spots Daniel immediately, is genuinely happy to see him.  She hops out of the convertible sports car and rushes up to him as though nothing has happened.

She hugs him. 

VICKIE 

sweet and innocent

How about that. Both of us at the same gas pump.

Daniel doesn't respond.  He's stiff, staring venomously at Magna.

Magna turns and sees Daniel.  With an affected sweetness and an exaggerated delightedness, Magna waves.  Daniel does not reciprocate.

ANGLE ON SHINTO PRIEST'S JUNKER

Shinto Priest checks his watch and is becoming ever more impatient and agitated.

BACK TO SCENE 

Arrogantly believing herself free from suspicion, Magna goes to embrace Vickie in the most spitefully intimate way, as though she's happy to make a fool of Daniel.

Daniel is enraged.

Magna ignores Daniel's stern demeanor. 

Jude gets out of the van, tries to join Daniel, but Daniel waves Jude on.  Jude shrugs and heads inside the station for a coffee. 

Daniel stares at Vickie looking for an explanation.  

Vickie tries to slither up to Daniel flirtatiously to show him everything is okay. 

Daniel pushes her out of the way.  Vickie takes an offended posture, laden with indignation.

Magna's sweetness suddenly disappears.  

Daniel tries to speak, not sure who to address.

VICKIE

Daniel, we're going right back to classes. It was a little break. It was a boring class.

DANIEL

I watched you. I saw you. Both of you.



Vickie suddenly starts to scream and points in the 


direction of Daniel's van.

Daniel turns to see. 

DANIEL'S P.O.V. VAN 

Shinto Priest, with a stuffed shoulder bag tucked safely under his arm, has climbed into the van cab, and is stealing it.

BACK TO SCENE 

Daniel rushes to save his van. Just as he gets within arms reach, Shinto Priest pulls into the street, heading in the direction of the Single Lane Road and back to the highway.  



Daniel chases the van up the street a short way, but can't 

catch it.

Daniel reaches for his Walkie to alert Paul, who is still in the van coach. 

DANIEL

Paul, wake up. Wake up.

INT. VAN COACH -- MORNING

Paul tries to respond to the Walkie, but by the time he gets a response, the Walkie connection is lost, because of the distance the van has gone.  He's not clear about the message. 

Paul clicks off.  He goes back to his nap.

EXT. GAS BAR -- MORNING

Daniel continues to scream from the street into the Walkie.

INT. VAN COACH -- MORNING

His impression is that everything is okay, because the van is moving again.  Paul answers again.  He still can't hear his colleague.  

When the van swings into high gear and accelerated speed, he believes this to be the message.  He looks at his watch and nods agreeably that he approves of the racing speed.

EXT. GAS BAR -- MORNING

Daniel realizes he can't be heard and shuts his Walkie down.

Daniel rushes back to Magna and Vickie. He asks for the keys to Magna's sports car. 

Magna doesn't have any intention of handing over her keys.

Daniel demands the keys.  The volume gets higher.

DANIEL

The keys! 

Magna ends the discussion suddenly by laughing mockingly at Daniel's predicament.  She drops her keys down her cleavage.

Furious over the mockery, Daniel grabs Magna and reaches down into her covered bosom and grabs her keys.  Vickie tries to stop him, but can't.  

Magna is outraged.  Her face stiffens in demonic fury.

CAMERA follows Daniel into Magna's sports car. 

MAGNA

Bastard!

Daniel backs the sports car up, illudes the two women, leaving the attendant suddenly trying to figure out whose tank he just filled. 

Jude comes out of the gas bar with a coffee.  Jude is distracted by a lottery ticket he's checking. Behind him in the door glass, an ad for the lottery shows the lottery ticket winner gets a beautiful gold convertible Corvette just like Magna's as grand prize.  Jude stands there reading his ticket and then the sign behind him when Daniel screeches up next to him in a gold Corvette.

Jude is momentarily shocked at the lottery grand prize suddenly showing up.  

Daniel leans over and swings the passenger door open.  Jude looks around for the van, sees it's missing and drops into the sports car, fully aware at this point that they have problems.  

DANIEL

Get in. Get in!

Jude hops in.

Daniel races out onto the Single Lane Road after the van.

Magna and Vickie just miss them as the sport's car speeds past.

Magna and Vickie stand cursing. 

EXT. VAN -- MORNING

The van speeds along the highway ramp back on to the interstate highway.

INT. VAN COACH -- MORNING

Paul is getting shaken around. He's starting to wonder why the van is moving at such breakneck speed.

EXT.-INT. SPORTS CAR -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel sees the van climb the ramp, and puts the pedal to the floor to catch up.

EXT. GAS BAR – MORNING

MAGNA

Get a cab! 

(To attendent)

I need a cab.

Attendant doesn't know what to do. He hands her a bill for the gas.

Magna looks around and sees nothing but the next car to pull into the gas station.

A mid-size gray sedan pulls up for gas with two male Romanian TOURISTS in it.  The passenger-side 1ST TOURIST is flapping a map and indicating he needs some help looking for something of local interest.

Magna comes to his aid. She looks at the map and then points in the direction of the stolen van and sports car.

MAGNA

The museum is up the road.

Vickie joins them. She doesn't look at the map or care about the Tourist's problem.

VICKIE

It's that way!

Magna then grabs Vickie and shoves her into the back of the gray sedan. Magna shoves some souvenirs - a baseball bat, a small statue of Washington, a large Goofy doll, an ugly table lamp made of shells, an open-mouthed Elvis Presley head. It's junk, and it gets tossed aside to make room for both her and Vickie. 

The two interlopers lean into the front seat.

The Tourists are flustered and confused at first. Their English is heavily accented. 

MAGNA

Go.Go. Museum closes in half an hour.

They don't know what to make of the intrusion.  

Then, finally laughing at one another, they assume that this is the way locals give directions. 

IST TOURIST

Americans!

Magna gestures for them to head up the road.  They comply, but not with the speed Magna is looking for.

MAGNA

Faster.

They move slightly faster.

Still dissatisfied, Magna grabs the souvenir baseball bat, leans into the front seat and jams the bat into the accelerator. The sedan lurches forward.

2ND TOURIST, the driver, tries to keep control of his car.  But Magna presses her demand and the accelerator.

The sedan is now behind a slower truck.

MAGNA

Pass him.

She forces the issue by twisting his arms and the automobile's steering.

EXT. FURTHER UP THE ROAD – CONTINUOUS

Daniel in Magna’s sports car now lurched through the same chopped pathway of paraders as the van, re-scattering the same participants, and incurring their same or greater wrath. 

Two gay biker studs, noticeably fed up with the rude disturbance, rush through the fracas to mount their machines, each a massively chromed and decaled hog of a different color. BIKER ONE and BIKER TWO, stout, grave-looking (30s).  

Biker One is gnawing on a harmonica he has hooked around his neck and in front of his mouth as he drives.  

The bikers' eyes squint vengeance as they slip under heavy helmets, pump up their engines and speed in pursuit of the offensive cars.

Back in the Tourist sedan, Vickie turns to Magna. 

VICKIE

“Why didn't you hide the keys?”

MAGNA


What! Your boyfriend molested me! 



MAGNA props up her breasts.



MAGNA



If these tits can’t hide a set of keys, 



the only other place would be King Tut's tomb!

(to 2nd Tourist)


Move! You come from a country that has gas-powered vehicles?

Still flustered and confused, the 1st Tourist smiles that the intrusion of the two gorgeous females isn’t so much an intrusion now as a date.

Magna
“Museum hard to find,”

Both Tourists smile that the carjacking can be fun.

IST TOURIST

Come from Romania.

VICKIE

We come from New Jersey.

Magna 
“Come on! Come on! Let's go!” 

IST TOURIST
“The museum close soon?”


MAGNA

“Yeah, it closes early today. After breakfast. 

It’s a short day. Americans lazy.”

The two Tourists laugh. And the driver, gleefully inconvenienced, wends his way through scattered paraders. The paraders now clustered in safe clusters as the intruding homophobic, reckless drivers were trying to kill them. 

Magna 

“Just blow your horn and they’ll move!

When the driver failed to blow his horn, Magna leaned over witht the bat and did it for him. The sedan swerved and honked through the cowering crowd, the blasts producing more verbal and physical responses of profanity. 


The sedan made it through, but not before being pelted with plastic pop bottles, shoes, rhinestone-studded
purses and other curios. 

ANGLE ON BIKERS

As the sedan passes the Bikers, the Bikers casually ripped mirrors from both sides of the sedan. 

The sedan driver, now petrified, shrunk into the smallest space he could inhabit. 

MAGNA

Don’t worry about it. It’s a rental.  

INT. SPORTS CAR – MOMENTS LATER
Daniel’s watch read 9:08. 

INT. VAN CAB – CONTINUOUS

Shinto Priest cruises at a safe and unremarkable speed, thinking himself free of any pursuit.

INT. VAN COACH – CONTINUOUS



Paul is still asleep.


EXT. SPORTS CAR – CONTINUOUS
Daniel whipped about unbridled, snaking through traffic like a slolam skier to catch up with the kidnapped paramedic van. 

After about a minute more of racing in and around traffic, he spotted the medical van cruising up the road within the speed limit. The sight deserved a howl of gratitude, and Daniel’s howling juiced up his anticipation and his heart rate. For the moment, the hijacker hadn’t yet noticed that a chase was on. 

INT. SPORTS CAR – CONTINUOUS

Jude

“Don’t spook ‘im. He’ll panic.” 

Daniel dropped several car lengths behind the van and approached more gradually, readying the powerful sports car engine for its final kick, which would take it up and around the front of the van to cut it off. 

Daniel watched for the right moment. So intense was his focus, that his body’s taut musculature wrapped around the steering wheel as though he were going to hatch it.


EXT. HIGHWAY -- MOMENTS LATER

Daniel is now on the highway about fifty yards behind the van. 

INT. TOURIST SEDAN – CONTINUOUS

Magna spots her sports car just ahead. 

MAGNA

There it is.

1ST TOURIST

The museum?

MAGNA



Yeah, the museum. Keep going. 



1st Tourist looks at his watch.

1ST TOURIST

But it is after 9 o'clock. It's closed.

MAGNA

No, it stays open for tourists. 

IST TOURIST

Closed for Americans?

MAGNA

Americans are stupid. Don't go to museums. Keep going.

VICKIE

There are some nice things to see up here. There's one of the largest used car dealers here and an old Barber shop, you know with the stripped barber pole.
Tourists have no idea what's going on.
AERIAL SHOT: 

The van is followed discretely by the sports car, followed now by the Tourist sedan with the Bikers following curiously behind all.

INT. VAN COACH -- CONTINUOUS

Paul is still being jostled about in the van coach.

EXT. MAGNA'S SPORTS CAR -- CONTINUOUS



Daniel and Jude in the sports car catch up to the van.

EXT.-INT. SHINTO PRIEST 

Shinto Priest notices the van behind him.



Daniel tries to force the van to the shoulder, but Shinto 

Priest punches the van forward, determined to remain in 

front of the sports car.  

Daniel pulls out his Walkie and buzzes Paul inside the van coach.

INT. VAN COACH -- CONTINUOUS

Judging from Paul's facial expressions, Paul is list3ening to Daniel.  He's astounded.  He gets up and looks outside the back van windows.

Paul'S P.O.V. MAGNA'S SPORTS CAR

Daniel and Jude from the sports car are waving frantically to Paul.  The incongruity is unnerving but comical.  

BACK TO SCENE 

Paul rushes to the interior window connecting cab to coach to see who is driving the van.  

Shinto Priest turns to chastise him with a weird glance with sweet, twisted da Vinci smile. Paul begins pounding on the van coach interior window.

Paul gets on the cell phone to Daniel. 



PAUL



What the hell's going on!

EXT. ROAD. SPORTS CAR -- CONTINUOUS



Daniel hands his phone to Jude to talk to Paul. 

JUDE

(matter of factly)

Dr. Deiner, stuff happens. The van's been hyjacked by a Japanese Shinto priest.

Paul

What?!

Jude jolted from the loud reply.

INT. TOURIST SEDAN – CONTINUOUS







IST TOURIST



My name is Anton. He is called Dorin, gift of God.



MAGNA



Yes, he is, as long as he keeps moving!







1ST TOURIST

The museum closes. It's almost 9 o'clock. Maybe we should go back to see some historical sites in Philadelphia.

MAGNA

No, you're going to the museum. Open or closed.

VICKIE

There are some nice things to see up here. There's one of the largest used car dealers here and an old Barber shop, you know with the stripped barber pole.
Tourists have no idea what's going on
1ST TOURIST

Barber pole?

VICKIE

Yeah, it's from a long time ago.

INT. VAN COACH –CONTINUOUS 



PAUL


Call the police!
DANIEL



We're in total control. 



The sports car almost swerves into the guardrail.

INT. VAN COACH –CONTINUOUS 



PAUL



Call the police!We'll all call. Somebody will get emergency help.
INT. ROAD. SPORTS CAR – CONTINUOUS 

Paul clicks off. Gets control of his breathing. Turns to the Shinto Priest.





PAUL



Where you going!

SHINTO PRIEST

Return my brother's heart to where it belongs.

PAUL

This has all been done respectfully. 

SHINTO PRIEST

In a beer cooler.

EXT. ROAD. SPORTS CAR – CONTINUOUS

Daniel tries again to force the paramedic van on to the shoulder of the road. Shinto Priest just rushes ahead of him at breakneck speed.

INT. VAN COACH -- CONTINUOUS

Paul is calling the Police.  He gets through.

PAUL

Dr. Paul Deiner. Our Medix van has has been stolen. We're on 95 north of Yardly. Going north-- Can you get me some help. I'm in the van. The van has a donor heart in it. And must be at the Transplant Center in an hour or so. Yardly, yeah, maybe 5 or 6 miles. Hurry!

As he does, he hits his Walkie.

INT. SPORTS CAR -- CONTINUOUS



Daniel is back on the Walkie.







DANIEL





Can't talk.



INT. VAN COACH
PAUL

This is a paramedical van!  It's worth about a hundred and fifty thousand dollars. Your job potential, Danny, has hit the floor.
INT. SPORTS CAR – CONTINUOUS

Daniel flipped the Walkie into Jude’s hands so that Jude now has both devices, one at each ear. At the same time, 

Daniel

“Police.”
INT. VAN COACH

PAUL

Jude, you on? Keep calling the police. We're not a stationary accident.

Paul rushed back to the small window behind the driver. 

“What do you want!” 

he shouted at the cabin window, trying to sound accommodating. 

PAUL

“Whatever you want, we’ll see that you get it. Just give us the heart back. I can get you a small room somewhere where they won’t steal your shoes... if in fact you have shoes. 

Paul checked his wallet. 

PAUL
And fifty-two dollars. I have it right here.” 
The priest spit out a little twitter of a laugh. 
Paul

“You have to pull over and give us our van back.” 
Behind his foggy scrim of breath on the window, Paul could see that the priest showed no interest. 
PAUL

”You crackhead nutcase! They’re going to put you in jail for this.”

(back on the wAlkie)

Jude, you get the police?
Daniel drives the car up nose to nose with the van to prepare for an attempt to cut the van off. Well beyond the speed limit now, both the van and the sports car are into a reckless, no-holds-barred race. 
Each time Daniel guided the sports car alongside the van to try to cut in front, the van swerved sharply away, scraping and gouging its fender. 

INT. VAN COACH – CONTINUOUS

Paul is yelling into Walkie.
PAUL 
Who’s there? That you, Jude? Call the police. Tell them exactly where we are. 
JUDinto the walkie)

“Yes, doctor. I’m doing it.” 
Jude turned to his phone. 
JUDE

Emergency. I need the police. There’s been a carjacking!” 
Jude waited a moment for instructions. 
JUDE

“The address? There is no address. We’re on I 95. We following the hyjacker. I don't know. He's some kind of priest. 
Jude looked around him. 
INT. VAN COACH

paul

(into walkie)

“We’re on I 95 going north toward ah… Yardley.” We just passed an off ramp going into Yardly.
JUDE
(into phone)

We're delivering a donor heart for a transplantation in a paramedic van. A paramedic van. 
PAUL

(in Walkie)

It’s white. St. Mary’s Organ Donor Services. It’s written on the sides.” 

JUDE 

(into phone)

St. Mary's Organ Donor Services.

DANIEL

(loudly)

“He’s Japanese. 
Paul into Walkie

“Daniel, emergency doesn’t care about his  ethnic origins. Or the religious beliefs. Just tell them this is life or death.
DANIEL

Just passed a Burger King.
JUDE

(to phone)

Yes, we just passed the Burger King. Yeah, with the Big Whopper sign. 

daniel

We're averaging 70 mph.

Jude

We're doing 70.

INT. VAN COACH

Heaved by acceleration, Paul tumbled back against the van wall, losing his Walkie and dazing himself for a moment. He got up and banged on the cabin window. 

PAUL
“We’ve just called the police, you crazy bastard! They’ll be just behind you in a few seconds, and then you go to jail. Got it! Big jail. Predators. They like little stupid people in jail! You can’t imagine what a hit you’re going to be!” 
Paul’s tone softened.

PAUL
Look. Just let us get this mission completed. No charges. I promise no charges, if you just pull over right now.
Paul waits. No response. 
The little oriental just grinned and kept on going. 

EXT.

The duel on the asphalt propelled both vehicles to the eighty mile an hour range with the priest continuing to bank into the sports car’s path in an attempt to scuttle it and end the duel once and for all.  

INT.

Paul continued to careen about the van coach.  

PAUL

(at Walkie)

Ask how will itr rtalke?
With the Walkie and cell both still at his ears, Jude hardly had to move to relay his message to the emergency dispatcher. 
Jude

to phone

How long will it take for the police arrive?
Jude

(into walkie)

He doesn't know. He's finding the closest local officers in our area.
INT. VAN COACH
PAUL

We don't have an area. We're flying on an interstate.

(to Shinto Priest)
Look, we protected the spirit of your brother. It’s all been studied at… MIT.” 

 
The priest grunted a scoffing. 

PAUL
Give us the van back, and I’ll let you bless the heart.” 

Shinto Priest laughs.
SHINTO PRIEST

“I’m taking the heart back to bury it with my brother.”  

 

Before Paul could release his rage on the hijacker, he heard a crackle of a voice from the Walkie. 

INT. SPORTS CAR 

DANIEL
Why don’t you just lower the heart on the stretcher out the back! You can grab it.”
JUDE

(into Walkie)

Daniel says maybe we can lower the cooler out the back of the van.
INT. VAN COACH
Paul took a jolt in bad body chemistry.

PAUL
 “What! Daniel's crazy. He's the one got us in this mess.

Ask them if they have a helicopter. 
INT. SPORTS CAR 

JUDE

“Dr. Deiner doesn't like the idea. 

(to phone)

Do you have a heliccpter.

(to Walkie)

No helicopter.



INT.VAN COACH


Paul

to Shinto Priest) 
Stop the van, please. We’ll let you do whatever your religion does to purify the heart or bless it or hug it. I’ll even say a Christian prayer with you. Actually, one of our drivers is both Jew and Muslim. I can have him bless the heart with their blessings. And this will be the most blessed organ… blessed by four religions.” 

Shinto Priest

“The heart must be returned to its body!” 

PAUL
“This is America. It’s the Twenty-first Century. And dead men donate organs!”  

The priest took a wild hook of a turn just in front of another car, grinding off tire tread in a screeching advance into the fast lane. 
It sent Paul flying to the van floor against the back doors. 
INT.

Jude taps the emergency again. 


THIS IS the hyjacked van. Yes, I just called you. Yes, that's Dr. Diener. We have everybody calling you. Yes, this is the 

number to reach me. 
Paul noticed the priest is taking the van onto the coming highway ramp. 

PAUL
“Where the hell are you going!” 
Back on the Walkie, 

Jude, how can we lower the cooler?

Paul watched the van veer onto and over the ramp and run a stoplight. Paul decided the situation with the runaway van and the errant heart was getting more serious. 

PAUL
“Jude. Jude. That idea about getting the heart out of here? Can you do it?” 
DANIEL 
“Yeah. Yeah. 

JUDE

Just open the back doors and lower the gurney with the heart strapped on it. I’ll grab it. Do it slow!” 

 
Paul at his Walkie attempted to calm his own reluctance: 

PAUL

“You’re sure?  

 
Jude 

wasn’t sure.
“Yeah!”  

INT. VAN COACH -- CONTINUOUS

Paul looks apprehensively at the cooler. He moves to it and starts to lift it to the gurney.
EXT. INT. SPORTS CAR -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel puts the Walkie away and pulls up along the rear end of the van.

EXT. INT. VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Shinto Priest notices Daniel hugging his rear left quarter.

INT. VAN COACH -- CONTINUOUS

Paul tapes the cooler to the top of the gurney with adhesive tape.  The cooler is cushioned on the gurney mattress. He also tapes a pillow onto the side that would face down as it is lowered.

EXT. INT. VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Shinto Priest guesses at what Daniel is doing at his rear left quarter.  His suspicions darken.

He speeds up.

INT. VAN COACH -- CONTINUOUS

Paul flies back away from the cooler and into the back doors.

EXT. INT. VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Shinto Priest continues to flee the sports car.

EXT. INT. MAGNA'S SPORTS CAR -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel matches Shinto Priest's acceleration and stays on his tail. 

EXT. VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Suddenly, the back doors of the van fly open and Paul starts lowering the stretcher over the back of the moving van until its legs expand to the road.  

The operation is delicate and it is hoped the stretcher will land like a smooth airplane landing. 

Then at Daniel's signal, Paul releases the stretcher to drop softly to the surface of the road.

Daniel pulls up right beside the stretcher so that Jude can grab it with his hands.

EXT.-INT. VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Through his mirror, Shinto Priest sees what's happening and tries to move into the adjacent lane to stop them.

EXT. HIGHWAY -- CONTINUOUS

With that lurch, the sports car and the stretcher are split apart sharply.

The stretcher bounces off away from Jude's reach and rolls back down the highway against traffic.  Cars veer to avoid it.  

Daniel stomps on his brakes and plunges to a jarring stop into the gravel covering the shoulder of the highway.  

Jude is thrown out of the sports car and knocked unconscious. 

EXT. HIGHWAY ANOTHER ANGLE -- MORNING

Just ahead, Shinto Priest gets out of the van and heads to the gurney.

EXT. HIGHWAY -- MORNING

Daniel takes a moment or two to check on his colleague.  He manages to restore Jude to a hazy awareness, but Jude is challenged.  His forehead is bleeding just above the ridge of his brow.

Daniel leaves him and runs down the road after the stretcher.

As he does, he sees that Shinto Priest is doing the same thing, and that their timing is in perfect sync.  They are neck and neck in pursuit of the stretcher and cooler.

Daniel cranks up his leg kicks, but Shinto Priest is just too much for him.

EXT. ROAD -- CONTINUOUS

Jude tries to steady himself, but grows weird with curious flashes of grins and frowns and groans.  

Paul comes from the back of the stalled van to help Jude back into the coach.

Paul gets on the phone to Transplant Center.

INT. TRANSPLANT CENTER -- MORNING

RECIPIENT SURGEON is on the phone, listening to Paul.

Recipient Surgeon remains calm and professional.  He continues to listen.  He looks at his watch.

Recipient Surgeon

So, you're going to be a little late.

He moves from the phone, and we can see that he's standing in an Operating Room getting the RECIPIENT ready for anaesthesia.  The patient is still awake.

The RECIPIENT NURSE comes in and checks his signs on the monitors.

EXT. ROAD
1ST BIKER and 2ND BIKER from the parade, mad as hell, show up at the van stoppage and traffic mess. With back-up traffic honking to move on.
EXT. HIGHWAY -- MORNING

Shinto Priest overtakes Daniel by many lengths now.

The foot race ends as the two men watch Biker One carrying the cooler in his lap as he rides by. 

The Bikers speed by the odd foot racers.

Daniel and Shinto Priest now turn 180 degrees and head back after the Bikers, screaming.

The Bikers are unconcerned.  After a good laugh, they decide to heed Daniel's and Shinto Priest's screams and pull over to the shoulder right by Magna's sports car to see what all the fuss is about.

Daniel and Shinto Priest charge back up to the Bikers and converge on them, panting and unable to speak.

One or two cars squeeze by, rubberneck, then head up the highway.

Paul joins Daniel and Shinto Priest, to convince the Bikers to release the cooler. 

1st Biker 

what's in it.

Paul

It's an urgent organ delivery. There's a donor heart, a living heart, in that.

Bikers laugh.

2nd Biker

(to 1st Biker)

What a lovely Valentine, for you honey. 

(to Daniel)

He's so romantic. What wife gets a real heart for Valentine's Day.

2nd Biker

Don't ever come and maul our parades, you pigs. I don't care if you're carrying Casanova's johnson!

The Bikers then start guffawing at the idea. The laughter goes on, until finally 

Paul

Dr. Paul Devon Deiner. You may have heard of my transplantation work. It's been recorded in several of the medical journals here.

Both Bikers shake their head like schooBoys that they never heard of him.

Shinto Priest gets impatient and lunges to steal the cooler back. 

The Bikers shove him to the ground. 
2nd Biker starts to open the cooler.

Paul

You don't want to open it. You're definitely a risk for infection.

1st Biker 

Risk, huh?

Paul

Yeah, contamination.

1st Biker

It's cold the cooller. Sure it's not just a couple of six packs.

2nd Biker

So, we're dirty. How bout I go home with it and wash it up in my washer. Even dirty people have one. 

1st Biker

Yeah, then it'll be nice and clean, Mr. Famous Doctor.

Both Bikers found this full of good fun.

They dismissed the whole problem and readied their bikes to move on.

2nd Biker

Don't want to be cold-hearted... but we have to go.

A shot-gun blast of a laugh triggered the motors and the two drove off laughing.

Paul

Wait. Wait.

They race off with the cooler.
ANGLE ON TOURISTS' GRAY SEDAN

At the same moment, Magna and Vickie drive up in the gray sedan with the frazzled Tourists.

BACK TO SCENE 

Magna leaps out of the car and comes after Daniel.  Daniel is taken totally by surprise at the Harpy attack.

She begins slapping him.
Paul tries to break it up.

It's no use.  Magna is an enraged woman.  She attacks Daniel the way a woman would attack another woman, pulling Daniel's hair and biting his shoulder.

Daniel doesn't know whether he's permitted to fight back.  For a moment, he's not sure and just tries to hold off Magna's assault.  Her free-range screeching is piercing and frightening.

Eventually the aggression becomes overwhelming for Daniel and he finds himself fighting back. But instead of a male response, we get a female response from Daniel.  In kind, he begins screeching, pulling Magna's hair, biting her shoulder, and kicking at her shins.

The effect is monstrously real and preposterous at the same time.  It's a cat fight. 

The Two Tourists don't know what to do.  They want to get out of the way as soon as they can.

CLOSE ON: VICKIE
Vickie sees the Shinto Priest head for the sports car.
ANGLE ON VICKIE

Vickie leaps out of the car and heads directly for Magna's sports car to beat the priest.



Vickie has leaped into Magna's sports car.  

Shinto Priest follows her and leaps in with her.  Vickie and Shinto Priest struggle at the driver's wheel for the right to commandeer the sports car.

Vickie, not strong enough to battle with the Japanese holy man, backs off and begins throwing her schoolbooks from her bag at him.  

She loses the battle.  The books hit their mark and fly off on to the highway, but they have no effect on the Shinto Priest.

Shinto Priest flies off with the sports car after the bikers.

EXT. ROAD – CONINUOUS

1ST and 2ND POLICEMEN arrive. They have no idea what to make of the chaos. They halt their car in the middle of the highway and block any further oncoming traffic and rush to the feud. 

Everyone watches the sports car fly away.

MAGNA

(to 1st Policeman)

Shoot them. Not at my Corvette. Warning shots. 

1ST POLICEMAN

Don't do warning shots anymore.

The 2nd Policeman tries to detour traffic to the left and around the epicenter of the madness. 

Daniel has been mauled and shows the worst of the conflict, his shirt ripped and his face cat-scratched. 

Daniel

Officer... I was delivering a heart to the heart transplant Center-- and this Japanese priest stole the van and the heart.

MAGNA

And this guy stole my car.

1st Policeman

The Corvette?

MAGNA

Yes. And he's got my girlfriend.

IST POLICEMAN

He kidnapped your girlfriend too.

MAGNA

He's a crazy man.

Paul ran at 2nd policeman. 
PAUL

Two bikers stole our donor heart! 
EXT. TOURIST SEDAN

The Tourists back up to the 1st Policeman and indicate they don't know what's going on. They point to their map, looking for information.  

The 1st Policeman shoos them off.

DANIEL

Yeah, then these Bikers stole the heart?

IST POKICE OFFICER

The heart was stolen twice?



EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE HIGHWAY -- CONTINUOUS

Shinto Priest crushes Vickie into the passenger seat of the sports car, screeches into high speed after the Bikers, with Vickie still slapping him as he tries to drive.

Vickie does what any woman in her position would do.  She starts biting the priest on his shoulder. 

He almost loses control of the car.

VICKIE

This car and this cooler do not belong to you. You're now a criminal.



BACK TO SCENE 

Unnoticed by the combatants, the Tourists take the opportunity to try to weave slowly through the pedestrian chaos to the verge of freedom.  

ANGLE ON Jude ON GURNEY


Paul goes back to pushing the gurney with Jude, still semi-

conscious and lying face down. 

Oncoming cars stop to watch the rescue in progress.

Jude (CONT'D)

Our passions derive from this desire for freedom, Spinoza says. This was a man who found God in the logic of the universe.

Paul shoves the gurney to the side of the road and safety. 

Paul checks his aid. Signs are okay.
ANGLE ON Jude

Jude babbles in his semi-conscious state. 

Jude

Spinoza said that although everything is necessary and determined, man can be free.  In 

each individual there is a desire for self-preservation against hostile forces....

EXT. POLICE CAR – MOMENTS LATER
“The bikers took the heart out of the van?” 
No, it was taped on the gurney and we tried to slid it off the back of the van coach.
1st Policeman continued nodding at everybody as though he were taking everything down mentally.
So why did you do that.
THE jApanese priest wouldn't stop. He was going to keep the heart  permanently. It belonged to his brother.He’s some kind of maniac priest, and he doesn’t believe in transplantations.” 
So how did you get the gurney out?
“When the priest slowed down, when we tried to… rescue it from this maniac priest. 
 

You ddropped the heart while the van was moving?

 
While they were in my car. This guy stole myu car,” 
1st Policeman

“The hijacker hijacked two vehicles!” 
 

“Look, my name is Dr. Paul Devon Deiner.  You may have heard of me. I’m one of the top cardiologists in the Philadelphia area.”
 Based on his expression, 2nd Policeman had never heard of him. 
“I’m often called on by the Philly police department to help with forensic medical issues. I was in Philadelphia magazine a few months back.” 

 

“And so where do the bikers come in?” 

 

“The bikers stole the heart,” Daniel said. 

 

“You lost a heart twice?” 

Magna 

“Quite a delivery man, huh?” 
 
2nd Policeman found that his boot tips had become curiously interesting. He studied them through the next exchange.  

 

“And now the priest didn’t just steal my car, but he’s got Vickie Santini too,” Magna added. 

1st Policeman.
“Who’s Vickie Santini?” That was  

“My girlfriend,” Daniel replied, wishing to end the explanation. 

 

“And did she try to steal the heart too?” 

 

“No, she tried to stop the priest when he stole the sports car.” 

 

“Oh,”“So the priest kidnapped Vickie Santini?” 

 

“Officer,” Paul interrupted, ”Is this all necessary? We have a heart out there. And we have to get it back. There’s only another hour left, and then the heart is zoo food.” 

 
Daniel, his shirt ripped and his face cat-scratched, huddled with 1st Policeman and Paul. 
DANIEL
“I promise, Officer,” he said, “We can sort out all this other stuff when we get the heart back.” 

 
2nd Policeman
“Describe the bikers,” 
 
Paul

 “They were bikers. Think of the fat, sour-looking people you see in leather and old war helmets. Those bikers! And they have a cooler, a red and white box with the donor heart in it.”  

 

“Why’d they steal it?” 

 

Paul 
“What difference does it make why they stole it!” 

daniel

“They went straight up this road?” 

 1st Policeman
“Follow us, Dr. Deiner,” 
Tourist

We follow you.

1st Policeman

Yeah, follow us.

 
Magna 

“Officer.  I have an important class in about fifteen minutes. Schopenhauer!”  


They escorted Magna into their police car, not 

because of Schopenhauer, but to shut her up. 
EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE HIGHWAY -- CONTINUOUS

Shinto Priest spots the Bikers, full thrust forward with Vickie watches closely.

EXT.

Daniel in the van is back on the road. Paul got into the passenger seat. 

INT. JUDE

JUDE

“Yeah, Mom?” he said feebly.
 

“Mom, I said I’m coming. I’ll be there. No, I don’t know when I’ll be there. I don't know if I'm going to Israel. Because I don’t understand what’s going on there. What does that have to do with anything? Yeah, I like her. I know she's not Jewish. I don't know. Italian I think. Mom, I just like her. She my friend's girlfriend. What difference does it make? She's spoken for. Mom, I have to go. I have a headache. We’ve had some problems here. I’ll pick up the chickens. I swear.” 
Jude had enough and snapped his cell shut and tried to shake some clarity back into his head before falling back into the gurney mattress. 
Jude

(still trying to recover from the spill)

The metaphysical arguments about the soul, immortality, God and free will, all go beyond the limits of reason.  But morality comes from reason, not from some inner goodness of the heart.

AERIAL SHOT THE MEDICAL VAN, THE SEDAN, THE POLICE CAR 

The caravan is on the road again.

ANOTHER ANGLE

The caravan is now slicing in front of other traffic. 

The caravan comes together, and we can see the paramedic van, the police car, and the Tourist's sedan traveling as one, with the sedan lagging less urgently at the rear of the group.

INT. POLICE CAR

MAGNA

I'm a student at the university. I study physics mainly. And I missed two classes this morning. You should arrest  Daniel, the van driver. 

1ST POLICEMAN

How'd you manage to get a Corvette. 

MAGNA

Because I'm smart. I have a 4.0 average.  I invested in quantum computers. Plus money I made in my rock band.

1ST POLICEMAN

(cutting through the nonsense)

Your father bought it for you.

Magna demures.

MAGNA

You should arrest that Daniel, the van driver.

AERIAL SHOT:

The caravan can be seen again as its parade comes into view of the Bikers. 



EXT. ROAD. MEDICAL VAN – MORNING



INT.-EXT. MEDICAL VAN – SAME TIME



Daniel see Magna's sports car up ahead trailing the Bikers.



EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE HIGHWAY -- CONTINUOUS

The caravan has caught up to the Shinto Priest and Vickie in the sports car, who are sneaking up on the Bikers.  

ANGLE ON VICIE: 

Vickie leans back to see if she will be rescued from this kidnapping.

INT.-EXT. MEDICAL VAN -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel speeds up behind the sports car just ahead and follows it. 

ANOTHER AERIAL SHOT 

The Bikers are now a part of the shot leading the new motorcade.  They are unaware of the caravan. The cooler is still noticeably intact and in the grasp of Biker One.  

The Bikers take the next ramp off the main road.

EXT. HIGHWAY -- CONTINUOUS

The sports car is just behind the bikers.

INT.-EXT. MAGNA'S SPORTS CAR -- CONTINUOUS

Shinto Priest in the sports car follows Bikers off the ramp.

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE HIGHWAY -- MORNING

Daniel in the van spots Shinto Priest taking the ramp, and he in turn follows Shinto Priest.

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE HIGHWAY -- MORNING

Just behind Daniel is the police car.  They too see the sports car and follow the van on to the ramp.

The Police car follows. The Tourist Sedan remains right behind.
AERIAL SHOT SINGLE LANE ROAD 

The caravan is now strung out along a Single Lane road (one north and one south) that runs through a small suburban village.

The vehicles all continue close behind one another through the village for a few moments. 

INT. VAN CAB -- MORNING

Paul is on the cell to the Transplant Center.





PAUL

We're in possession of the heart and on our way. Yes, be there in about 20 minutes.

INT. VAN COACH – CONTINUOUS

Jude is fully awake now. He has a bandage around his head. He looks at the cab window to see whose in charge.

Jude

Philosophy is only an agreeable pastime.  That's 18th Century philosopher David Hume - joking, of course. It can never explain life.

EXT. ROAD SPORTS CAR– CONTINUOUS

SHINTO PRIEST
“I’m a Shinto priest,” “And that heart belongs to my brother.” 

VICKIE

“A priest? Oh, great! A religious thing. Does that mean you won’t leave us alone until we kill you and send you to paradise?”
SHINTO PRIEST

 
It belongs to his body. It has a spirit, Kami, which has been violated.” 

 

“You’re a car thief.”
Shinto Priest drives the sports car along a sharp swerve into the oncoming lane, almost crashing up on the sidewalk.  

Shinto priest

“No one should ever take another person’s organs.” 

vickie

“look I'm sorry about your brother.
 

“Takers. You are all takers. There is nothing sacred in the West!” 

 

“Organs. They’re just organs. They don’t have spirits.” 

 

“Everything has a spirit.” 

 

“So it’s better to give it to the worms?” 

“It’s a sacrilege.” 

 

“And you’d be absolutely right if this was the Tenth Century!” 

 
The priest took a moment to think of how he could end the debate once and for all. 

SHINTO PRIEST

Your heart. It was meant for you. And you alone. Not some stranger who died tragically.

Vickie liked that. It stopped her. She regarded the priest thoughtfully for the first time. The tension in his dark narrow eyes suddenly gave him character and depth and wisdom. 

Vickie sees the bikers cruising casually along.

VICKIE
“There they are!” 
Vickie sOUNDED like an ally.

Shinto Priest secretly snatches a TASER from his backpack.

Vickie sees it.

Vickie 
“What is that?” 

Shinto Priest

“That’s four thousand volts, if I need it.” 

vickie

“You can kill someone with that.” 

 

“No. It just affects the muscles. Makes them contract. And the victim collapses.” “Good for women. They have them in colors now you know. Designer TASERs. Pink TASERs.” The priest laughed. 

The comment fell away as the Shinto priest found himself behind the bikers. His sharp, dark eyes tightened on his target, he blew his horn and hit the accelerator. Bristling with impending triumph. he shouted in Japanese: 

Shinto Priest

“Kegare! Kegare!” 

He lurched at the Bikers madly from the fast lane as a signal to stop. 

Biker One still had the cooler between him and the handlebars, and he mocked the priest’s attempt with a growling laugh. 

Suddenly, the bikers wheeled into a sharp right turn, and, taken by surprise, the Shinto priest had to make a 90 degree turn to stay on their trail. 
“Kegare!” the priest shouted again. 

 
At the same time, Vickie let school papers and notebooks fly out over the back of the car as it swiveled into a hookturn behind he bikers. 

 

As the police car sped through that same intersection with siren on, Daniel in the van spotted the debris-signal strewn by Vickie, and immediately swerved into the same right hand turn, also with siren on. 

The police car jammed on its brakes and reversed back to cut in front of the tourist sedan. 

INT. TOURIST SEDAN

The tourists, jolted into their seat belts and not certain what to do, stopped to deliberate and wonder whether they could skip the museum that day. Mutely, both looked about, seemed out of the fray and decided to remain behind the caravan.

 

Daniel caught sight of the sports car. Slashing his left arm in warning out the driver window to vehicles or pedestrians who may become hurdles, Daniel let nothing slow him down. He even drove onto the sidewalk, scattering a few bystanders as he went. 

The caravan was now strung out along the single lane main street (one north and one south) that ran through the suburban village. 

Paul pressed into the passenger seat, checking his watch as the minutes ticked off.  

INT. SPORTS CAR

Vickie set herself on her knees in the passenger seat and waved frenetically, almost toppling over and out of her seat, as the priest veered recklessly to stop the bikers. 

The Bikers flew illegally across a front lawn of a church to a side road.

Vickie

(to Bikers)

Stop.

Vickie looked around and saw the van just behind her.

Vickie covered the priest’s eyes with her hands to try to get him to stop or slow down. The Shinto priest lost control of the sports car instantly and careened into the large front lawn of a church following the Bikers. 
vickie noticed that neither biker had the cooler. It was tossed somewhere behind the church grounds. 

The priest leaped out of the car, abandoning Vickie, and sprinted across the lawn to try to figure out where they had tossed it.

As he did, the bikers laughed and took off.

 

Within seconds, Daniel braked onto the same lawn seconds after the sports car crossed the the church lawn. 

Paul

Don't lose them. 

Paul tried to keep the van going and hit the accelerator.

The van rammed into a tall sign with a portrait of Jesus that said: FOLLOW ME AND NO HARM WILL COME TO THEE. 

Daniel charged out of his van to his girlfriend. With all his upper body strength, he plucked her up from the car, not before wrapping her skirt modestly about her bared thighs and bottom, and set her on her feet. 

Vickie was screaming, 

“Let me be! Put me down!” 

And just as she was about to swipe her assailant, she noticed it was Daniel. 

Both Vickie and Daniel heard and watched as the police car blew past the church, sirens still blaring, to catch up with the bikers. 

Daniel and Vickie could see Magna, dizzy with outrage and more outrage, try fiercely to open the back police car door and get to her Corvette, but the police had locked her in. 

 

“Where’d he go?” Daniel asked Vickie. 

 

Bewildered and getting her bearings. 

“The body is sacred,”
DANIEL

“Tell me what you know.” 
 
 Vickie

Maybe we shouldn’t be taking organs from people.” 

 

“Vickie, have you lost your mind? Where’d he go?” Does he have the cooler. 
Daniel shook his girlfriend, freeing her from the trance, and demanded again, 
“Vickie, where’d he go?”
Paul joined them.
Vickie



“There may be things about human ontogeny we don’t yet 


understand.” 

Paul
Forget Human ontogeny! Where’s the heart?” 
 

“Vickie, 
No cooler. They didn't have it. They tossed it. He's looking for it.

Daniel and Paul both back away from a woman who’d suddenly become the enemy. 

Vickie
“Maybe we’re really the stupid ones, because we’re impetuous and selfish.” 
Vickie said this and Daniel  snatched her up and threw her over his shoulder with one huge heave. 
VICCKIE

“Rational thought. It’s an innate value common to all mankind. But it’s also a slave to our selfishness and pettiness! Put me down, you jerk! 
Paul opened the van doors and Daniel threw Vickie in beside Jude. 

Daniel slammed the doors on Vickie.  

JUDE

“Have you ever thought about going to Israel?” 

 

“What?” 

 

“Going to Israel.” 

VICKIE

Jude, wake up. We're still in Pennsylvania.

Vickie and Jude felt the van pull down a steep, bumpy incline.

Daniel drove a straight hypotenuse across the church lawn after hitting the church sign, and through a woody old hedge that lined the side of the church to the road the bikers turned on.
INT. TRANSPLANT CENTER -- MORNING

Recipient Surgeon takes Paul's call.  

He is now standing in front of a wall map, shaking his head mournfully. On the wall map we notice he's tracking the progress of the heart in its journey to the Transplant Center.

DR. RUSH

Yeah, Dr. Diener. Within a short time. We will be performing a memorial for our recipient. You may send flowers, or donate to his favorite charity.

We can see the Transplant Center clearly marked with a large red pin on the DONOR HOSPITAL and on the TRANSPLANTATION CENTER. An X is somewhere in the middle.

We watch as Dr. Rush, painfully indicates where the delivery team is by circling the X. The circle is on a single lane road, which curls in the opposite direction from the Transplantation Center.

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF SINGLE LANE ROAD -- CONTINUOUS

The Bikers' first reaction is to ignore the pursuing police and paramedic van, as though they've done nothing wrong.  They do so in defiance of the sound of the sirens.

The police authority prevails as they force the Bikers to yield and pull over.

EXT. MALL -- CONTINUOUS

The Bikers pull into a small mall parking lot and spin to a stop in front of a building marked the Kleinberg Museum, easily noticeable in the background of this sequence.

The police car pulls in next to them.  The paramedic van comes in just behind.  The Policemen, Daniel and Paul leap out of their vehicles to confront the marauding Bikers.

There is no Shinto Priest and no sports car.  Somewhere in the move to arrest the Bikers, Shinto Priest disappeared.

A few seconds later, behind the police car and the van, the Tourist sedan pulls into the mall. They pull in slowly and uncertainly, wishing they could disengage from the caravan.

EXT.-INT. TOURISTS SEDAN -- MORNING

1st Tourist taps his map triumphantly and points out to his companion the serendipitous good fortune of their arriving at their destination, the Kleinberg Museum.

The Tourists cheer their good fortune. 

The Tourists hop out of their car and bounce happily on their way to the entrance to the museum, now fully accustomed to the fact that a bizarre melodrama seems to be unfolding around them.  They send a broad gesture of thanks to the Policemen for getting them to the museum.

The Two Policemen don't notice it and don't acknowledge that the Tourists are still there.

EXT. MALL -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel plowed on to the street and saw that the police car had caught and detained the two bikers in a small mall parking lot on the other side of the street from the church. The officers were questioning the Bikers.
Daniel and Paul leaped out to confront the marauding bikers. 

“Where’s that cooler, you shit!” Paul screamed at Biker One. But the bikers were now free of their booty and regarded the police coolly as unwarranted and meddlesome. Tahe cooler was gone.

1st Policeman

“They claim they never took any cooler, and that the Japanese guy took it. 

1st Policeman
 We’ll have to search the grounds here.” 
Daniel rushes up to the Bikers belligerently and notes that they do not have the cooler any longer.  It is also the first time we're aware that it's missing.

Daniel gushes with pent-up animosity toward the Bikers: 

The Two Policemen flank Daniel to make sure there's no fight.

Daniel

Pigs. Where's my cooler! Take these bastarreds tp jail

Magna pounded on the car winddow  to get Vickie's attention. 

Vichkie runs to the police car, couldn't care less about the lost heart, and appeals tyo the 1st Policeman to l3et Magna out. 

VICKIE

Your cars back up the road. At the church.



Vickie gtoes to `1st Policeman

Vickie

I saw rthem with the cooler. Theey had it and tossed it down into the ravine.

Vickie still wasn't sure she was doing the right thing.

1wst Policemman goes to Bikers.

This woman says you had the cooler and ttossed it. I suspect an arrest would work here, unless you could produce the cooler.
Daniel

Where's the cooler, you goon!

2nd Biker

I'l take you back down the road.

1st Biker

yeah, we found it on the road. Thought we saved it.

2nd Biker it's back that way somewhere.

All take to their vehiccles.

Daniel and paul and Vickie to the van with a sleeping Jude..Officers to the pokice car with Magna.

The Policemen are firm and demanding, and the Bikers get back on their bikes to oblige.

Bikers lead the way, another caravan forms. pokicemen lead the road somewhere back down the Single Lane Road. 

ANGLE ON TOURISTS

The Tourists at the entrance to the Kleinberg Museum find the museum open.  They show their passports and wave a small American flag. Attendent just ushers them in. 

The caravan of Bikers One and Two, the police car, paramedic van and the Tourists' aligns once again on the Single Lane Road.

Vickie ot daniel

Look I know what you're thinkiuntg. You have to let me explain.

Explain? What are you going to explain.



It was all just an experiment.

An experiment.\

Yeah, how much fsereedom does a woman really have. Given societal conventions.

I don't want to hear your woman bullshit.

It's not bulllshit. It's for my Master's thesis.

Getting it on with a lesbian for a paper. How abouit women can be sailors today!

Look, I'm sorry. You're in a rage.

You're too damn smart. You'd be surprised how attractive dumb can be.

Enough, Paul screamed.

The caraavan turneed a corner. The church was just ahead.



They come to a complete stop. A many-vehicle funeral procession is turning on to the Single Lane Road at an intersecction just in front of them.

Vickie leads the caravan like a majorette, marching confidently back over the road they just covered toward the spot where everyone believes this campaign will sort out its crimes and misfortunes. 

EXT. SINGLE LANE ROAD -- MORNING

A many-vehicled funeral procession, long and black and lugubrious, was turning on to the main road in front of them and directly across the caravan’s route, blocking the caravan from advancing through either lane, the one coming or the one going. The funeral procession was about twelve cars long and moving glacially bumper-to-bumper.  
The caravan  - two bikers, the police car, the paramedic van - aligned once again on the single lane road. They came to a complete stop. The caravan had no escape until the procession completed its turn in front of them. 
And somewhere a chilled live heart sat waiting, keeping contamination and microbial destruction at bay. But it’s protective cell mechanisms were slowly beginning to break down. 

 
Vickie was the first to dash out of the back of the van, pacing up and down along the procession, trying to coax it up from its agonizing slog. “We need to pass here! Please let us pass,” Vickie appealed to the first few cars. 
1st Policeman runs up to join her.
 
The original caravan had turned into a full-blown parade with the string of mourners lined up ahead of Vickie, the bikers, the police car, the paramedic van. 
The parade crawled somberly. Daniel chaffed and squirmed behind the wheel. Paul too leaned impatiently out of the window looking for a gap or a delay where they could strike an advance.  His impatience was broiling into rage, and he was now looking for someone to spew it on. 
The bikers are having a good laugh. And that was enough for Paul. “You fat misfits! They should put your asses in a meat grinder for this! And feed it to the pigs!”  

 
Vickie with both hands on the hood forces an opening by refusing to let the car move another inch.  After a few seconds, a car-sized gap opened up. 
The original caravan wasted no time squeezing through to the oncoming lane.  Sirens back on full blast, the police car squeezed into it, pitched along the oncoming lane and pulled up in front of the hearse, getting out of the car. 
In his turn, Daniel forced the van through the gap tapping his horn respectfully as he went.  

The bikers saw their opportunity. Instead of following the police car and the van, they roared through the gap and then made an immediate turn up the private road from where the funeral had emerged, weaving along the shoulder and road and rushing away from the entire gridlock. 
When Daniel and Paul saw the disappearing bikers, Daniel tried to turn the van around sharply. But 1st Policeman was waving the hearse on into the same location, and as it proceded, the van slammed broadside into the hearse. 
Anguished SCREAMS and CRIES could be heard from the mourners. One of the deceased’s relatives in the car behind the hearse leaped out and ran bitterly at the van, 
MOURNING WOMAN

“Again? Again? Can’t this man rest in peace! He died in a car accident three days ago. you’re still trying to kill him!” 

ANGLE ON BIKERS

The bikers flee down in the opposite direction of the funernal. No one is in a position to follow them. 

Daniel climbs out of the van in deference to the smashed hearse and deceased occupant. 

PAUL

“What are you doing!“Follow the bikers. They’re the only ones who know where they dropped the cooler!” 

The scolding ends quickly when both men see the HEARSE DRIVER stagger from his seat, dazed and wobbly from injuries. 

Daniel and Paul rush to the man. 

Paul

(upset)

What kind of driving is that?! Thank God the people you drive are already dead!” 

Daniel notices that the Hearsedriver's leg is spurting blood at the thigh.  The pant leg is soaked. 

Paul and Daniel lay him down on the side of the road.

Daniel runs for his case of First Aid.
EXT.-INT. DOWN THE ROAD – CONTINUOUS



2nd policeman in the police car doesn't know what action to take.

Magna rushes out of the police car and looks around for Vickie.

MAGNA

This is Entropy. Pure and simple.

IST POLICEMAN 

Entropy. Is that a movie?

Magna runs to the front of the procession.

EXT. FRONT OF FUNERAL
Vickie and Magna try to get the cars to back up.  They can't.  

AERIAL SHOT 

We see the Bikers speeding off from the intersection.

And the surprise of the Tourist Sedan slowly reaching behind the police car.

The police car tries to move up on the shouolder.

ANGLE ON POLICE CAR

The police car shoves its way to the front of the jam.

2nd Policeman comes to the hearse to check on passengers.

2nd Policeman

I've called for a tow truck. Everything will be okay. Cemetary's not that far.

ANGLE ON TOURISTS

The Tourists pull up to a funeral car behind the hearse with their map and ask mourners for directions.  They get nowhere.  They're stuck.

INT. VAN COACH -- CONTINUOUS

Paul digs through a small bag of organ preservation tools, which includes additional bags of ice and flasks of other tissue preservatives. He has several of the solutions and apparatus he needs. 

He rushes to the police.

PAUL

to poliice

Can we please go after those bikers. 

EXT. BACK OF CARAVAN

The the  tourists, in order to deal with the sorrows, begin to do acrobatics by the cars behind the hearse, while the procession waited for a tow truck to arrive. 

Demonstrating professional skill as performers, the tourists do an acrobatic dance that tangles their limbs together into what looked like a many-limbed creature. The boredom from the traffic jam had become so tedious, a few of the mourners, mystified at first, began gently applauding and tittering even while hidden away in dark clothes within the shadows of the grim funeral cars. 
EXT.-INT. HEARSE -- CONTINUOUS

MOURNING WOMAN

He's dead. You want to kill him again! The poor man never bothered anybody. (turning to coffin) Howard, you are so unlucky.

INT. VAN COACH – CONTINUOUS

Paul is on the cell phone.  He checks his watch.

INT. HOSPITAL OFFICE -- MORNING

A clock indicates the time: 10:20. 

ANGLE ON Dr. Lehman with his phone

Dr. Lehman 's nose is still running.  He goes from a file at his desk and gets a tissue as he listens to Paul.  He blows his nose.

Ext. Single lane road – same time

Paul watches Daniel patching up the Hearse Driver.

Paul

We've had some bad luck. But we're on track. 

Dr. Lehman listens.  He's aghast.  He wants to scream, then catches himself as he regards others in his office.

As the CAMERA widens a view of Dr. Lehman 's office, we see that he's speaking to the Dead Man's MOTHER and FATHER, who are going through the Dead Man's jacket and personal belongings at Dr. Lehman 's desk.

DR, LEHMAN

A-OK. Now, there's a team of professionals.
Dr. Lehman sneezes again on the Circulating Nurse.

EXT. SINGLE LANE ROAD -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel is patching up the Hearsedriver's wound.

The chaos has become so all consuming, the heart has been forgotten. 
Daniel has finished patching up the Hearse Driver.
PAUL
(to Daniel) 

Follow the bikers. They’re the only ones who know where they dropped the cooler!” 
Vickie runs to Daniel

vICKIE

No. They dropped the cooler back at the church somewhere.

Daniel hasn't a clue where to turn.

He jumps into the van. Vickie joins him.

DANIEL

You better know what you're talking about.

Paul jumps into the van coach.

EXT. SINGLE LANE ROAD -- CONTINUOUS
With professional skill as performers, the tourists continue an acrobatic dance that tangled their limbs together into what looked like a many-limbed creature. 

A few of the mourners, mystified at first, began gently applauding and tittering even while hidden away in dark clothes within the shadows of the grim funeral cars. 

INT. VAN COACH -- CONTINUOUS

Paul digs through a small bag of organ preservation tools, which includes additional bags of ice and flasks of other tissue preservatives. He has several of the solutions and apparatus he needs. 

EXT. ROAD

MOURNING WOMAN

(to Daniel)

Rest in Peace? Go ahead try to kill him again. You're too late. This will be the second time in a week.

ANGLE ON VICKIE

Vickie

(to magna)

The car's at the church.

ANGLE ON TOURISTS

Applause and cheers erupt from the cars in the funeral procession at the display of agility and muscular control on the part of the enterprising Tourists.

ANGLE ON MEDICAL VAN

Daniel leaps into the van cab. Vickie joins him. 
Magna hops onto the back and sits with her feet dangling out the back.
The van backs up and turns to go back to the church.
ANGLE ON POLICE CAR 

Both policemen are in their car now.
Paul

shouting to policemen

Get those bikers. I want them prosecuted.
Daniel slowly advances the van and heads off while a tow truck arrives for the hearse.
EXT. SINGLE LANE ROAD -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel squeezes into a turn and heads back up the road in the smashed van. He drives off.

ANOTHER ANGLE

Daniel's van  drives for a bit then approaches the church lawn. 

Vickie 

There it is!

(pointing to a tiny driveway) 

They dumped the cooler somewhere down there.

EXT. CHURCH

Hidden under some trees is Magna's sports car. 

Magna is delilghted. She jumps out of the van and rushes to her car.

Daniel gets out and kicks into a sprint and charges to the sports car. 

Paul stays with the van.

Before Magna can take off, Daniel stops her to check the car for the cooler.

Magna

I'll run you down, you try to stop me.

Daniel finds no cooler.

Magna gets into the sports car.

Vickie rushes to where she beieves the Bikers threw the cooler.  She points down a ravine.

Daniel rushes down the ravine.

LONG SHOT: wide open field with some farm houses. 

One house in particular is hidden along a corn field.



EXT. SPORTS CAR 

Magna

Vickie, come on.

Vickiel isn't sure.

Magna

Come with me. Back to class.

Vickie 

Can't do it.

Magna

Man's got you twisted and confused.

Vickie

Maybe I confused him. About who I am.

Magna

No, you're confused about who you are.

Vickie

I don't know who's confused. You were just all for my paper.

Magna

We have something going on up here.

Magna taps her head.

Magna

I'm mensa. I can explain string therory. He does bar tricks for money.

Vickie

Magna, he doesn't do bar tricks. 

VICKIE AND MAGNA'S POV: ROAD



the hearse comes by hanging off the end of a tow truck.
magna

“I can be a fire in your brain, Vickie.  I can be Bergson's vital impulse for you, ready to tame confusion and complexity.

VICKIE

Magna, okay. But there's stuff going on here. Seriouws stuff. Letkl's talk later.

magna
“What's your problem?  It's natural.  It's beautiful.”   

 

“I can THINK about it.
 

“So, you're not really the transcendent female archetype I imagined, are you?” 

Magna

I was doing a paper.

“Tell me.  Are you the transcendent female archetype? Are you?
Magna, you're the trns3endent female ardch3etype.

NO, you are.a transcendent female archetype.

VICKIE

I don't even know what a transcendent female archetype is.

It's you. The female that automatically draws attention.
Please stop. That's not a transcendent female archtype. That's a bra commercial. 
 
He doesn’t own you!” 

 

Magna, shut the hell up!

A few seconds later, the coffin goes by on a long dolly.
MAGNA
“Just like that,“You toss me off? And I wanted to have your adopted baby!” 

paul

Jude, Vickie, stay with the van.

Vivkie turns to go.
Magna

Oh, you”re so screwed up.

Vickie

I have to go.

The sports car pulls out.

Magna

Good bye, love.

Vickie runs to the van, guarded by Jude.

Vickie climbs into the van passenger seat.

VICKIE

Life is a movie script, first draft.

Jude is about to quote.



VICKIE



Jude, don't. Kant or deCart, They never went through this.


Paul finally heads down after Daniel.

EXT. WOODS BEHIND CHURCH – MOMENTS LATER

Paul in the woods

Paul checks his watch.

Paul ticked off a phone number.

1NT. DONOR HOSPITAL

Dr. Lehman ansers. He looks at the wallk clock. It re4ads 10: 40.

Paul

It's me. A little delay here.We're just off I95... we tried to bypass any trafic but-- 

Dr. Lehman clicks off.

Paul

… we took in a movie and a massage... screw you.

EXT. WOODS BEHIND CHURCH – MOMENTS LATER
Daniel, gritty now from plowing through wilderness sees

a house is suspiciously wrapped with a high wire-mesh fence topped with razor wire. Around the house for an acre were tall corn stalks everywhere. 

He sees motion blustering within the stalks. 
He ran into the cornfield and found the priest deep into his own search mission and paying no attention to Daniel. 
Daniel, a sweaty pile of torn clothes covered in grit, charged at him, never breaking stride. “Where's that cooler!” Daniel shouted. 
The priest, his clothes stuck to his body with sweaty filth from his race with Daniel, prowled through the corn like a desperate escapee. He threw up his hands to say the search had gotten him nowhere, then he slumped into a heap of resignation and began to mumble in Japanese and then in English. 
DANIEL

Remember, my friend, that cooler belongs to me.

SHINTO PRIEST

It belongs to my brother. 

With their mutual animosity still roiling, both seize the woods like ambushers and hunt in separate directions for the cooler.

They continue to move into the woods.
Shinto priest

It’s here somewhere. If I find it, you'll have to kill me for it.
INT. VAN 

Jude, still with a welt on his head, continues to upchuck favorite philosophical musings.

Jude

Truth, like morality, is a relative affair: there are no facts, only interpretations. And language is also interpretable.  Nietzsche could be such a pompous ass.

Jude's phone rings.

Jude

Yeah, Ma. Ma, I'm in the middle of a big thing here with the heart delivery. All right. I'll be trhere in a little while. No, hang on to the chickens.

(to Vickie)

For the homeless.Frozen scchickens nobody will eat. And the woman says she'll deliver them herself on her bicycle. Can't let her do that. Dementia. Last time she went out, she didn't know where she was. Police had to take her home.

VICkie

Why won't people eat them.

JUDE

My grandfather... well he's old world... you know... and well, often he'd sort of fall in love...

VICKIE

Jesus. No, Don't go any further... I don't want to know. 

JUDE

She's only 2,3 minutes from here.

VICKIE

Jude, you can't leave here. 



Jude drives off.





JUDE





The woman's a danger to herself.

EXT. BACKWOODS -- MOMENTS LATER

Shinto Priest too is filthy from sweat and dirt, but he still has his strange shoulder bag hanging from his shoulder.  

Both men seem desperate prison escapees as they slash through the corn. 

INT. TRANSPLANT CENTER -- MOMENTS LATER

CLOSE ON: Morning talk show on TV.  The bit on demonstrating how to make balloon animals.  

The Recipient is still watching it.

The TV demonstration has just produced generous applause.

We note that the Recipient nods his pleasure at the show.

The RECIPIENT NURSE pulls out a rubber glove and inflates it.  She then ties the wrist end to make what looks like a small cow's udder.  The Recipient is amused.  

The Recipient Nurse further amuses the Recipient by pretending to milk the udder, simulating the balloon art on TV. The distraction is lame and silly, but it works for the patient.

ANGLE ON RECIPIENT SURGEON

Off to the side, sitting worried and taut by his cell, the Recipient Surgeon looks at his watch, and without the Recipient noticing, shakes his head despairingly.  

EXT. WOODS -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel and Shinto Priest continue to search for the cooler.  They hear dogs BARKING, and each looks up to see where the barking is coming from.  They gradually converge on a pathway that leads down to a little creek.  At the edge of a very shallow creek, they spot the cooler.  It's battered from being tossed away, and it's streaked with mud, but seems intact.

Shinto Priest rushes to retrieve the cooler.  Daniel dashes after it at the same time.

Shinto Priest gets there first. He grabs the cooler, still closed and rushes away with it.  He tries to rip open the cooler to check on its contents. 

Daniel chases him to stop him from opening the cooler, but Shinto Priest pushes him away.

DANIEL

Don't open that!

Shinto Priest opens the steel container gingerly to peek inside at the condition of the precious contents. He takes out the steel container. 

Daniel is still wrestling with him.

Shinto Priest tries to resist. He punches Daniel. Daniel falls backward into the river mud.

Shinto Priest drops the cooler and opens the steal container

as he rushes away.

As he does, TWO DOBERMAN PINSCHERS leap with a ferocious eagerness from out of the woods on Shinto Priest.

Shinto Priest tries to protect the steel container with the iced heart exposed. The guard dogs are too much for him.

Shinto Priest falls, drops the steel container with the bag holding the heart.

Daniel bounds back to help fight off the dogs.  His first reaction is to grab a fallen tree limb and try to club the dogs away.  But the dogs are determined.

Shinto Priest, shoulder bag still intact, stumbles along the creek on his buttocks, still clutching the empty steel container at his breast, trying to recover the plastic bag with the heart.

Shinto Priest is no match for the viciousness of two hungry and agitated guard dogs.

ANGLE ON DANIEL

Daniel duels with one of the dogs at the end of his tree limb.  The next time Daniel looks over at Shinto Priest, the other dog has gotten into the open steel container and has the heart, which is still encased in its plastic bag, dangling by the plastic from its teeth. 

Daniel leaps into the creek after the dog who has taken possession of the plastic bag with the heart.

On that clumsy action, the two dogs run off through the stream and into the woods, the plastic bag containing the heart still dangling from the jowls of the lead dog.

Daniel and Shinto Priest take off after the dogs, stumbling and falling in the creek as they negotiate their way along the trail of the dogs. 

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE WOODS – MOMENTS LATER

Daniel and Shinto Priest continue to chase after the dogs.

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE WOODS -- MOMENTS LATER

The dogs never stop, and neither do Daniel and Shinto Priest. 

INT. TRANSPLANT CENTER -- MORNING

Recipient Nurse checks Recipient's signs on the monitors.

The morning talk show is over, and the recipient is still watching tv.  The new show is "Bewitched."  We hear its familiar musical theme, and the cloying voices of its characters.

We watch it for a few seconds.  We note that the Recipient is now getting bored and shows some signs of impatience in his expression. 

INT. DONOR HOSPITAL -- MORNING

Close up on a PHOTO of the smiling Recipient.  

As the CAMERA zooms back, we see Dr. Lehman sitting solemnly with the Dead Man's japanese Mother and Father, as the couple look on proudly at a photograph of the heart Recipient.

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE WOODS -- LATER

The dogs charge into a secluded area protected by a ridge of young trees and a rusting, tumbledown old fence.  A sign on the fence says: Beware.  Guard Dogs.  Another sign displays the printed words: Trespassers will be prosecuted.  The word 'prosecuted' has been crossed out and the word 'shot' has been painted over it.

Daniel and Shinto Priest check the signs, look about cautiously, and then rush the fence without further deliberation.

The dogs have disappeared, and the pursuers scramble to a spot where they can pull the slumping fence down and climb over it.  

As they cross over, SHOTS are fired and PING at their feet.  They both hit the ground for cover and crawl to the back of a large aluminum outbuilding built like a small airplane hangar.

EXT. BIKER'S PLACE -- CONTINUOUS

The shots continue to pop around the two rescuers. 

They scramble inside the aluminum outbuilding until they realize they are bedded down among a harvest of potted marijuana plants.

They pull some of the celebrated weed out and smell it.  Shinto Priest begins stuffing it into his pockets.

Daniel looks up and sees two heavy-booted legs tread down hard on his hands.

When he looks up, he's looking right into the badly-stained lap and crotch of Biker One.  The full-bodied Biker Two is just alongside.  Both have small rifles beaded down on the intruders.

EXT. WOODS BEHIND CHURCH -- MOMENTS LATER

Paul with his bag heads into the wooded area around the farm, looking for Daniel and the priest.

Paul's phone rings.

INT. DONOR HOSPITAL

Dr. Lehman is on the phone. Clock on the wall says 10:50

DR. LEHMAN

Deiner, wherer the hell are you?

Lehman wipes his nose with a small towel.

Paul

Look, Dr. Lehman, we were assaulted and we're okay now. We lost the van for awhile. But we got the van back and we're heading in.

Lehman

Deiner, this may be over, but you're still going to have to explain.

Dr. Lehman had to lower his voice when the dead man's tearful mother and father study the man on the phone that they trusted.

Dr. Lehman

Okay, things are okay. Good.



(Lowered voice)

Deiner take care of this. Or I;m going to start extracting hearts-- Mayan style.

Paul

We're cruisin' along right now.




`







QUICK CUT:



The Shinto Priest is being duck-taped to a chair against a 

garage wall.

EXT. SINGLE LANE ROAD – SAME TIME

Tourists are driving unemcumbered by the chaos now.

2nd Policeman in police car with siren blaring speeds north in the southbound lane with the injured Hearsedriver in the back seat.  

EXT. ROAD

mEDIC van is driving along.

INT.-EXT.  VAN CAB

VICKIE

Jude, this hass to be fast. 



Jude drives on.





JUDE





The woman's a danger to herself. Oh, and you're going to have to go in to get the chickens. Can't let her see me with this welt.

VICKIE

oH, NO. not  doing it.

JUDE

Vikie, you have to.

VICKIE

Are they wrapped up. I mean like in fiberglass insulation?

Jude

yeah, yeah. She'll pack them up tight. Here we are.

EXT. BIKERS' PLACE -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel is standing in an area outside the marijuana hut where the dogs are kept. One of the dogs is sitting quite contentedly by his decrepit old dog house.  Another is digging a hole.  

Beside him, not looking especially hospitable, is Biker Two.

DANIEL'S P.O.V. BIKERS' GROUNDS

Daniel sees spread around ten square yards in front of the dogs' houses a bumped and tufted topography of small freshly dug burials.  

One of the dogs has just completed filling in one of the holes as we pan the area.  There is no heart in sight.

Biker One has just finished tying Shinto Priest up with chains and tape to a chair by the side of the outhouse with duct tape over his mouth.  Shinto Priest's bag is tossed aside by the chair.  The idea appears to be that Shinto Priest remains a guarantee for Daniel's taking his heart and remaining quiet, if he can find the heart. 

Biker One gtoes back to his BBQ.

Biker One pulls the dog away from the freshly dug hole and permits Daniel to rush to it and dig it up.  Daniel does so frantically.  He pulls out nothing but a bone.   

He rushes to another hole and digs it up.  The dog objects and barks viciously at the intrusion.  Biker One restrains the dog.  Daniel turns up an old doll's head, badly mauled and chewed up.

Daniel looks over and sees Biker Two with a spade about to thrust it into one of the mounds.

Daniel leaps on the spade head and arrests it, fearful that it will only destroy the fragile heart. 

Daniel digs more frantically at this hole.  This time, he pulls up a billiard ball: the 8 ball.

Daniel is overwrought, his exasperation energizing his body to act, but without knowing what action to take.  There are too many holes left to check.  He looks at his watch.  He's running out of time.

He collapses to a sitting position on the ground in defeat. 

BICKER ONE

hey, maybe it's up here on the grill.

Both Bikers laugh.

EXT. WOODS -- CONTINUOUS

Paul straggles through the woods.  In a moment, he sees the smashed cooler on the bank of the creek.  He rushes to it and scoops it up.  When he sees that there's no heart in it, he imagines the worst.

He snaps at this point.  He puts the cooler over his head and begins banging his head into a tree as a form of self-flagellation.

INT. TRANSPLANT CENTER OPERATING ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

Recipient Nurse is trying to keep Recipient amused.  The tv broadcast is off.  Recipient Nurse is doing the classic hidden thumb trick that gives the illusion of the thumb being stretched and separated at the joint.  It's a silly amusement. 

EXT. WOODS -- CONTINUOUS

Paul takes out the Walkie, throws the cooler from off his head and tries to reach Daniel.

Paul

Daniel!  Talk to me. Can you hear me. You couldn't be that far.

EXT. BIKERS' PLACE -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel, who is now lost in his own tragedy, still digging hopelessly among the tiny dog-burials hears the SOUND of the Walkie.

He rolls over on his stomach to release it from his belt.  He answers it.  He listens.

EXT. WOODS -- CONTINUOUS

Paul pleads for some information.

Biker kicks the Walkie out of his hand.

EXT. BIKERS' PLACE -- CONTINUOUS

Finally, Daniel, on his stomach looks over at Shinto Priest, still chained to the chair, but squirming and kicking to get free.  At Daniel's level he sees Shinto Priest's feet kicking up the dirt around the chair. 

SUDDENLY, a tiny pice of plastic sprouts up by the chair leg.
“Hey, sweetheart, let’s just find this damn heart and give it to this guy and be done with it.” That was Biker One, wanting to get the whole intrusion over with. When the chain-bound priest heard the change of heart, he tried wrestling with his shackles again, his two legs and the front two legs of his chair becoming a four-tined earth-digging machine, ripping and punching holes into the dirt around the chair.  

Shinto priest still had fight left in him. He inadvertently hoed up the turf around his chair and at Daniel's grass-leaf level on the ground Daniel noticed something at the priest’s kicking feet. It was the barely discernable tiny triangular corner of a plastic bag peeking up from the ground by one of the chair legs like a transparent flower bud.  

 
Daniel leaps at it.  He throws the chair with Shinto Priest in it unceremoniously to the ground.  He digs the bag out gently.  He noted, while the bag had been chewed up pretty badly, it had only opened in tiny punctures around the seal.It was filthy all over. Daniel grabbed the bag, stuffed it in the steel container, which was only a pace and a half away from the chair. Very little of the cold water remained in the container. But that could be changed. 

 The bag is a mess of filth and bite marks, even a tear at the top closing strip. The view should be of a bag that was battered and chewed and almost opened.
“So where do you think you’re going, Sweetie,” Biker Two said, waggling the shotgun barrel in Daniel’s face. “We’re out of business if we let you go.” 

 

“You’ll never hear from me again. I swear.” 

 

“Oh, well, in that case, I guess we can just give you a ride back to the police station,” Biker Two chided and then sprayed a big laugh all over Daniel. 

 

“I won’t say anything to anybody.” 

With that appeal, Daniel noticed the small propane container connected to the barbeque by a slender hose and well within reach. He needed, he thought, only to distract the gun toter for a second and yank the container so that the hose ripped out of the barbeque. The problem was there was no distraction. The biker’s gun barrel was plugged into Daniel’s temple, and his demise or the disposition of his person seemed to have become a next priority. 

 
Biker One spit out a big laugh he couldn’t contain. “I don’t know,” Biker One said playfully, “Maybe it is good to donate your heart to save somebody else. I mean what’s the point in feeding it to the dogs!” 

 

“A heart belongs to one person only,” Biker Two replied. 

“Would you give me a kidney if I needed one of your kidneys?” That became a serious challenge from Biker One. 

 
Biker Two had to think a moment. “Yes, I guess I would.”  

 

“You had to think about that? Well, screw you! I wouldn’t take your old fairy kidney if you begged me.” Biker One said. 

 

“I wouldn’t beg you. You either take it or you don’t, my lovely.” 

 

“Wow, could your feelings run any deeper.” 

 

“It’s gone, dude,” Biker Two said. “These here dogs. Hungriest damn critters on the planet. All’s left of that heart will be a couple belches and some gas tonight.” 

But Biker One had another change of heart. “I don’t like to harm people. I think we should just let him go. He’s a good guy, just trying to do a job.” 

 

“Are you nuts!” 

 

“We never killed nobody!” 

 

“We’d have to move the hell out of here in an hour. You gonna hire a U-Haul for the weed and do a Grapes-of-Wrath get-away?” 

 

“I believe the guy. All he wants to do is deliver his heart.” 

 

“That’s right,” Daniel confirmed. 

 
Both men were flummoxed. They thought for a moment, a moment that might have gone on and on if Daniel hadn’t made another appeal. “I swear on my father’s soul that I won’t tell anybody about this place.” 

Silence.

1st BIKER

The priest. Give him the heart. Hes staring at you. He likes you. 

2nd Biker

No, they're just brain neurons transmitting at their normally tardy pace, 

Laughter.

Daniel eyed the propane canister once again. 

Biker One

“I can’t make up my mind.”
  Biker Two
“Oh, it’s time for his profound mind to think through this heavy problem.”
 Biker One 
“We aint killers, Bash!” 

 This was the first time one biker called the other by name. It stopped both men short, rabid glares skittering off one another.  

 

“He knows my name now, you warthog!” 

 

“Police can’t find people named Bash. That’s not even your real name.I call you that. Cause you're... well, a basher.” 

 

“Well, how would you like it if I did that to you… Desmond?” 

 

“I think it’s just spiteful, Mr. Bash Ronald Ordenale.” 

 

“You bastard! Well, aren’t you in a mood, Mr. Desmond (Desie for short) Vernon of Riverview, Delaware!” 

  Biker One
“You can’t let anything go, can you? You have to turn everything into a fight! Well, maybe while we’re at it, our friend here would like to know that your mother lives at 241 Foxglove Lane in Yardley Township. That’s 2-4-1 Foxglove.” 

Biker Two

“You started this, you fat fag!” 

 

“All I said was that I didn’t know what to do.” 

 
A voice close by, sounding dismal and lost, disrupted the dickering, 

PAUL

“Daniel? Hey, Daniel!” 
At that distraction, Daniel leaped at the propane canister, tore it out of its barbeque socket and threw it on the fire. It flashed into a shower of flames and heat, scolding everyone and blowing the two bikers off their feet. Scorched and blackened, Daniel grabbed his steel container and fled with it in his arms like a football. 

Daniel raced back out of the bikers' farm, over the fence, through the brush and back in the direction of the creek. He never looked back. Paul, still lugging the empty cooler, was shouting into the Walkie, hoping to reconnect with Daniel. “Daniel, talk to me. Are you there? What’s happening?  What's going on!” Paul was muted in mid sentence when he walked right into Daniel, as he said, “Talk to me, you idiot!”  

 
Daniel, still bruised and burnt from the exploding BBQ, didn’t bother stopping. 

Daniel

“Let’s go,” “I have the heart. Run.”  

 

“Let me see it.” 

 

“Not until we get out of here.”
EXT. wOODS
Paul turned and matched Daniel’s stride as they ran back along the side of the church to the road. Finally catching his breath, Paul wrested the container from Daniel and lifted the lid to look inside. 

“Holy shit!” he shouted. 

Appalled at the condition of the heart.

Close on heart

 he opened the plastic bag and instantaneously made an injection with a long needle filled with preservation chemicals. '

“We need ice,” he concluded. Paul closed the steel container and placed it back in the empty cooler. 

On the road, the space where Paul left the van was heart-sickeningly empty. “It was here.  I drove it here myself. I left Jude and Vickie with it.”  

 
They looked all about them, but it was nowhere.  Again, both men cursed in bitter and ugly expressions of rage and disgust. The cursing was the only thing their weakened bodies could emit. But it didn’t help. The van didn’t reappear.

Where the hell is my Paramedic's van. \

Paul

Shut the hell up. Which way are we going.

Daniel points.

The two medical practitioners try to thumb out a ride.
 
Moments later, the van, beaten up and dragging, chugs casually up the road at half its engine power. Jude was at the wheel, functioning well despite his head injury.  The van hooked into a loop alongside Daniel and Paul and came to a halt.  

Daniel

“Where the hell did you go!” 

Jude climbed out of the driver’s seat. “I felt better. “I wanted to see if I could drive. I was gone two-three minutes. I met my mother at the ramp to pick up those frozen chickens.” 

 \
Paul leaped into the cabin of the van with the cooler. “Let’s go.” 

“Chickens!  Chickens!  You left us here because of those goddamn chickens!” 

 
Daniel, you’re driving. Let’s go!” 

 
Jude and Vickie hurried into the van coach and barely got the doors closed as Daniel drove off. 
 “They're for homeless people!” The chickens.
 

“You have a job to do, dimwit!” Paul scolded. 

 
You weren’t here! I was two minutes.”
“You still don’t get it, do you? So let me rephrase that! You have a job to do, dimwit!”  

 
Jude
“Hey, I wasn’t the one who entered the Medix in the Gay Pride Parade!” 
 
Defenseless, Daniel attended to getting up some speed. 

Paul’s indignation cooled and he returned his attention to keeping the sun off the cooler. He stuffed it at his feet on the van cab floor and rested his legs over it for shade. Sheets of smoke were wafting up from under the van hood, but the engine huffed and kicked on. 
Paul pecked out a number on his cell. He said simply, 

Paul

“I have the heart. We’re on our way.” 

Dr. Lehman was listening while the circulating nurse stood sternly at the DEAD MAN’S PARENTS’ side providing a strong, squared jaw for support.

DR. LEHMAN

(screaming)

You have the heart!

Lehman rushes away with the ;phone.

Lehman

What the hell does that mean.

Turning to the parents, Dr. Lehman added a reassuring smile and said in a voice the parents could hear, “Yes.  Yes. Isn’t that wonderful!
“It's now almost eleven forty-five! You have another fifteen minutes and then it’s going to be a huge civil suit.”  He sprayed a few chuckled ha-ha-ha’s over his shoulder, then lowered his voice again to say, “Get your asses moving!” He closed with a loud “Right on, boys!” and hung up. 

 
Meanwhile, the Shinto priest, with a scuffed and battered battle helmet on his head and his clothes charred and torn, was one with the back of Biker One, whose shirtsleeves were also in black tatters while his fat face was burned and lathered in skin cream. There was also a white bandage around his jaw from his chin to his neck, and he was looking keenly vengeful.  

 
Both were about to take off, except for the completion of a deal involving money. The priest was stuffing money into Biker One's hands for a thick roll of weed wrapped in cellophane. 

Biker Two, also gritty with soot, stepped out from the old aluminum weed plant and took the money. The deal seemed to include contracting the biker to deliver the strange religious man onto the road in pursuit of his brother’s heart. 

Clinging like a monkey pup to its mother, the Shinto priest, closthes torn and burned, face covered in soot, hung on to the back of Biker One as the motorcycle streaked forward into the hunt. Conjoined in a hot mission on the motorcycle seat, the two men went at illegal speeds through dusty back trails and over unused farmland to catch up to the wayward heart.  

Shinto Priest
The priest’s name was Nozomu Sakata.  “I’m a Shinto priest. I believe that nature itself provides all the answers we need to restore health, no matter what the problem is. Even for bad hearts.”  

Biker Two

What about first degree burns, genius.
Biker One wasn’t interested in the priest’s professions or his philosophical explanations. 

Biker One shouted back with, “I don’t believe in anything! A point of pride in my family for years.” 

Shinto Priest
“The old wisdom of our ancestors. Often, it gives the right answer. Shinto has arisen from the spirits of all the people – as natural as the lotus flower or the swell of the sea. We believe in respect for the individual spirit and of love for one another.” 

Biker Two

“As soon as you tell somebody about your respect and love and all that, they want to kill you. They don’t care what you believe. It’s not what they believe, so they want to kill you.”So keep it to yourself. 
EXT. HIGHWAY – SAME TIME
About a mile and a half along I95, the battered van encountered more bad luck. Its engine power dropped and it slowed to a crawl. 

Daniel tried to restart it, but it didn't make a peep. It was dead.
Paul ignited into rabid condemnation of Daniel’s “stupid,” “childish” “frigging stupid” and “irresponsibly frigging stupid” decision to join a gay pride parade. 

Daniel

That's not helping, Dr. Genius!

Paul

And no one in the history of the civilized world ever crashed into a HEARSE!

And then there's the philosopher. Who had to go and pick up frozen chickens.

Jude

For the homeless.

Paul

We're not out to save the homeless.
JUDE

Floor it.

DANIEL

“Flooring it isn’t going to help. You’re going to screw up the carburetor,” 

Paul clung protectively to the cooler as the engine coughed and coughed again, spit and spit again and then stalled in the middle of the highway expiring amid plumes of black smoke.



Paul tapped out emergency.

PAUL

 “Listen, I have an emergency here, This is the same emergency call about the emergency earlier. No. We have the VAN. Look, we’re not in Yardley, Monroe Street, anymore. We’re back on I95. I don’t know where. Somewhere north of Yardley…” 



Daniel



Just call a cab.



Paul
Look, if they went to Monroe Street they missed us THERE, because we’re not at Monroe Street any more. 



We’re now on I95 going south from Yardley. We still need the police or a fire 

truck, or anything you got that breaks speed limits. 

DANIEL

And ice.



PAUL



And ice. Please tell them to hurry! Levinstein's Used car dealership? Where the hell is that?  No, I dont see it. 
INT. COACH 
Vickie gets an idea in the coach.

She grabs Judes bag of frozen chickens. She shoves them at Jude.

Jude understands.

INT. VAN

Jude is now placing frozen chickens around the plastic bag holding the heart. Paul is impressed.
EXT.

Daniel was now under the hood of the van trying to negotiate with several hidden components of the engine. 

Vickie has joined him.

VICKIE

 “I want you to have sex with twins. Quads. Whatever will give you the experiences in life you fantasize about,” she said, trying to screw herself under the hood to explain. “Whatever your fantasy is. I want you to have it.” 

Daniel was stooped into the van’s entrails banging around with wrenches and other tools. He had no interest in Vickie’s attempt at advanced relationship advice. 

 

“I want you to live your fantasies.” 

 

“Vickie, I got a problem here. I can’t fantasize right now!” 

 

“I’m just trying to open up a dialogue.” 

 

“Okay. I’ll have sex with every woman I see. Now hold this wrench here!” 

 
Vickie stuck her tiny hand around the wrench handle. Her breath was now warming Daniel’s cheek. He noticed it and couldn’t ignore its source, those big plump lips that could drive him to madness.  

 

“This is the only chance I had to talk to you.” 

 

“If every time I see a woman, I decide that’s a fantasy, and I go after her, are you going to be okay with that.” 

 

“No.“Experiment. It’s okay. But it has an expiration date once we're married. 

Not for me.” 

VICKIE
You get a pass to get rid of your irrepressible drives. 

Vickie’s argument got meeker. “It’s just to free us. Free us of our curiosities.” 
Daniel

“I can think of a hundred possibilities for living out fantasies. That means you don’t fit in anywhere until I’m dead.”

Vickie thought about that.
  Paul
“Daniel, is this thing going to move again?” 

He drags Vickie back from her inquest. 

 

“What do you know about carburetors?” 
“Nothing.” 

  Daniel
“Great. I have a philosophy student. A science student. A cardiologist. And not one of us knows anything about fixing a carburetor

Vickie

It's not the carburetor. It's the ignition. Porobably a loose wire.
 

“And you would know!” Paul screamed, kicking the van in frustration and hurting himself.

SUDDENLY, the engine went to start. 

Vickie

A loose wire.

Daniel got back behind the wheel. Jude in the passenger seat. Vickie and Paul in the coach. Evverybody found their places in the van in a snap. 

Daniel tried to drive off. And the car cut out again and jiust stopped.
INT. COACH – CONTINUOIS

Vickie is looking after Jude, giving him bottled water.

Jude (O.s.)

Knowledge comes from logical, rational deduction.  And it also comes from experience.  We have to combine them both. - That's Emmanual Kant again. He's a stuffy, pig-headed old guy but he--

Vickie shoves the bottle neck into his mouth to shut him down.

DANIEL

Damn it!

INT. TRANSPLANT CENTER -- MOMENTS LATER

Recipient Surgeon listens on the phone to the update, while the Recipient Nurse sits with Recipient reading a magazine.  The Recipient's eyes are closed, and he is resting peacefully.  Recipient Nurse checks the monitors.  She looks over at Recipient Surgeon to point out that the patient's vital signs may be slipping.

Recipient Surgeon comes for a closer look.

ANGLE ON RECIPIENT

RECIPIENT PATIENT

I believe the almighty Lord looks after us all. But... does anyone know when the surgery will begin. 

EXT. HIGHWAY – SAME TIME 

The Tourists drive by again.  As before, they are totally immersed in their maps.  

They pull up because they recognize the van.  They assume everything is okay.

The Tourists stop their car just behind Daniel, get out, and take this opportunity to snap a photo of one another in front of the van.

Daniel sees this as his opportunity to get back to his mission.  He rushes into the Tourists' gray sedan before they can escape.

Paul runs to the back of the van and releases the doors.

Vickie and Paul rush Jude, who is still challenged, down once again from the back of the van.

Jude

Chaos theory has the potential of explaining many of the mysteries behind quantum mechanics.  I wish I knew something about quantum mechanics.  But I don't.

Without another thought, Daniel commandeers the Tourist's gray sedan by throwing all of the Tourists' souvenirs into  a stack unceremoniously.

The Tourists look on flabbergasted.

When they attempt to object, Daniel screams for them to get back into their sedan.  This shuts them up.  But they don't move.

Daniel jumps into the driver's seat. 

Vickie and Paul take over the sedan.

PAUL

Jude, stay with the van. Until the ambulance comes.

Jude stumbles to the driver's seat of the van. 

Jude (CONT'D)

Small variations in initial conditions result in huge, dynamic transformations in the concluding events.  That's Chaos Theory. 

INT. TOURISTS SEDAN -- CONTINUOUS

Paul gets into the back of the sedan with the cooler, and orders the Two Tourists to get in, one in the front and one in the back.

TOURIST

Americans!

INT. MEDIC VAN – CONTINUOUS

Jude

What seem to be identical dynamic systems appear to diverge as time goes on until all resemblance to the original system disappears.

The Tourists hesitate to get into the car, unwilling to leave their booty in the road.

Daniel 

Get in.

1st Tourist takes a seat in the middle of the back row. 

2nd Tourist takes the Elvis CD player bust to protect it, and crams it into the front passenger seat with him.

2nd Tourist

We thought of an adventure in America. But--

DANIEL

You're helping to save a life!

EXT.-INT. TOURISTS SEDAN -- CONTINUOUS

Four  men, three of whom  are quite large, a brightly painted bust of Elvis, and a filthy, battered cooler are stuffed uncomfortably in the tiny sedan.

2nd Tourist places a CD into the mouth of the musical icon. 

Daniel takes off.

ANGLE ON VICKIE

Then we see that Daniel has totally forgotten about Vickie.

Arms akimbo, Vickie has placed herself in front of the gray sedan to prevent it from leaving.  Her expression is aimed at an answer from Daniel about whether he intends to leave her behind or not.

INT.  SEDAN -- CONTINUOUS

All sit in silence staring at Vickie.

ELVIS'S VOICE comes on and drowns out any comments.  He's singing I'm All Shook Up.
Vickie is determined she won't be left behind.

EXT - INT. TOURISTS SEDAN -- MOMENTS LATER

The sedan is cruising along the highway.  And Vickie is sitting on 2nd Tourist's lap, the only spot that could accommodate her. Elvis is between her and leaning on Daniel. 

CLOSE UP: ELVIS'S FACE

The Elvis CD player is blaring Elvis's I'm All Shook Up.

EXT. HIGHWAY -- MOMENTS LATER

The sedan is moving quite freely. 

INT. TRANSPLANT CENTER -- AFTERNOON

Recipient Nurse and Recipient Surgeon continue to monitor Recipient's vital signs and note that they continue to slip.

They vote to give their patient a shot of adrenaline to bolster his fighting power.

RECIPIENT PATIENT

The only way to eternal life is through the grace of God. 

QUICK CUT

INT. TOURISTS SEDAN -- CONTINUOUS

CLOSE UP: ELVIS'S FACE

The Elvis CD is still singing I'm All Shook Up.
EXT. INT. TOURISTS SEDAN -- AFTERNOON

Five men, a brightly painted bust of Elvis, an angry woman, and a cooler continue on their way to the Transplant Center. All drive along in silence.  Each is either agitated, anxious, fearful or zombie-like.

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE HIGHWAY -- MOMENTS LATER

The Tourist sedan continues down the highway to Jailhouse Rock.
INT. TOURISTS SEDAN -- CONTINUOUS

Paul is back on the phone. 

PAUL

Yes, nurse, we're only a few minutes away now.We're a little overtime. But not much to worry anybody.

There's a grace period in these cases. Another 30 minutes.

Paul simply clicks off his cell phone.

INT. TRANSPLANT CENTER -- AFTERNOON

Recipient Nurse continues to monitor Recipient's vital signs. He responds to the injected stimulant.  He starts to come to.

Recipient Nurse huddles by Dr. Rush.

RECIPIENT NURSE

Dr. you do realize that we are at the expiration point.

ANGLE ON Dr. Rush

He walks over to the map and moves the van pin closer to the Transplant Center.  He remains sober and concerned. 

ANGLE ON MAP

We can now see from the pins that the van has been all over the map.

ANGLE ON RECIPIENT SURGEON

Recipient Surgeon looks at his wall clock.  It reads 12:00.

INT. TOURISTS SEDAN – CONTINUOUS

EXT. ANOTHER PART OF THE HIGHWAY -- MOMENTS LATER

The Tourist sedan continues down the highway to the completion of Jailhouse Rock.
EXT. INT. TOURISTS SEDAN -- CONTINUOUS

Five men, a brightly painted bust of Elvis, a large woman, and a cooler continue on their way to the Transplantation  Center.  Daniel is watching closely for his exit off the Highway. He spots it and points it out to everyone.

DANIEL

We're there.

EXT. RAMP -- CONTINUOUS

The gray sedan takes the ramp off the highway and continues into a large metropolitan area.

EXT. LARGE CITY STREET -- CONTINUOUS

The gray sedan continues a few blocks through town.

Elvis MUSIC flares up again: Blue Suede Shoes. 
INT. TOURISTS SEDAN -- CONTINUOUS

2nd Tourist spots the LINDEMAN MUSEUM.  Excited and momentarily forgetting that he's been kidnapped,  he points it out to 1st Tourist. Both men smile at the achievement.

ANGLE ON LINDEMAN MUSEUM

The name of the museum can be read clearly over its large front doors. 

BACK TO SCENE

Vickie decides now is the time to try to make up with Daniel.

Vickie reaches over clasps Daniel's shoulder tenderly to show how proud of him she is.

Daniel is still furious with her.  Their relationship has been rocked, and Daniel has been using his emergency to put Vickie and his problem out of his mind.

Vickie feels that he's still approachable.  She smiles that she's forgiven him.

ANGLE ON TRANSPLANT CENTER

The hospital is a huge inner-city bastion of health services, with a huge parking lot and many entrances.

EXT. INT. TOURISTS SEDAN -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel continues to monitor for obstacles.  There are none.

EXT. TRANSPLANT CENTER PARKING LOT -- AFTERNOON

The sedan pulls into the emergency section of the Transplant Center parking area.

Daniel drives up quickly to a spot as close to the emergency entrance as he can.

INT. TOURISTS SEDAN

Paul checks his watch.

ANGLE ON WATCH

Watch says 12:10 AM.  

EXT. TRANSPLANT CENTER PARKING LOT -- AFTERNOON

Daniel leaps out of the sedan.

INT. TOURISTS SEDAN -- CONTINUOUS

Hugging the precious cooler, Paul slips out of the sedan.

EXT. TRANSPLANT CENTER PARKING LOT -- AFTERNOON

Daniel rushes toward the emergency entrance with Paul just behind him.  Paul has the priceless cooler tucked triumphantly under his arm as he races up to the entrance.

Tourists are delighted to have their car back. They waste no time recovering it and driving off to the new tourist site.

EXT. FRONT STAIRS OF TRANSPLANT CENTER – CONTINUOUS

With a sudden leap, Shinto Priest appears like a psychotic from behind a parked car. He's still on 1st Biker's motorcycle. 

ANGLE ON SHINTO PRIEST

Shinto Priest on the motorcycle has a TASER.  He beads it on Daniel.  Shinto Priest is also carrying his shoulder bag stuffed with some peculiar items we can't identify yet.

EXT. TRANSPLANT CENTER PARKING LOT -- CONTINUOUS

Daniel stops in his tracks.

Paul stops.  

Paul taps a few short urgent references to his wristwatch.

Shinto Priest insists that he wants the cooler. He's still sitting on Biker One's motorcycle waving the TASER around like a revolver.

EXT. HOSPITAL FRONT DRIVE – CONTINUOUS

Tourists notice what's happening at the Center's entrance. They are having a moment of empathy that surprises them.

EXT. FRONT OF TRANSPLANT CENTER – CONTINUOUS

Daniel and Paul once again are left with an impossible decision.  They stall.

Daniel stands in front of Vickie as a shield. 

Paul and the cooler drop behind Vickie.

Paul is weary and is starting to show it. 

Daniel moves to clear the way for Paul and the cooler.

Shinto Priest fires the TASER at Daniel.  Daniel is jolted on to his heels. He slams into Vickie and falls back into Paul and the cooler, knocking everybody down. 

The cooler takes another crash into the concrete.

Paul leaps on the cooler.  

Daniel is out of the contest, dizzy and weak. He struggles to his feet.

Paul is out of reach of the TASER. 

PAUL

Sir, you are committing a serious crime. Or crimes. Theft. Illegal use of a weapon. Kidnapping. Stalking. I can have you put in prison for years.

Just as Paul is getting back up,TWO ORDERLIES come rushing out at Shinto Priest on the motorcycle.

The 1st Biker spurts away. 

Orderlies pursue. 

Shinto Priest raises the TASER at the Orderlies.

Behind the 1st Biker the Tourist Sedan appears. It has driven over the flank of the conflict and come out behind Shinto priest and 1st Biker.



2nd Tourist isn't sure what to do.

ANGLE ON SHINTO PRIEST 

Shinto Priest rushes to Vickie and holds the TASER to her head, and at the same time, waggles his finger that he wants the cooler.  Paul stops.

Shinto Priest then starts taking a beautiful African silk cloth out of his shoulder bag, as a magician might.  He also holds up an incense burner.

ANGLE ON Paul

Paul stalls at the crisis.

ANGLE ON DANIEL

Daniel comes alive again and we see his face crinkle with fear at Vickie's peril.

BACK TO SCENE

Vickie squirms to disengage, but Shinto Priest overpowers her. 

Paul decides he can wait no longer, regardless of the consequences.  He ignores Shinto Priest's threats and starts inside.

ANGLE ON DANIEL

Down but not out, Daniel has a ​nano-second to consider what action to take.

Daniel manages to get on all fours and tackle Paul.  He grabs the cooler and takes it to the Shinto Priest, still believing Shinto Priest to be a ruthless maniac, who would have fried Vickie's brain.

Shinto Priest holds off the Orderlies from intervening.

BACK TO SCENE 

Once he has assumed full control of the cooler with Daniel's help, Shinto Priest tosses Vickie aside and back-pedals with the cooler in his arms holding the TASER as defensive weapon on the crowd and joining 1st Biker.

We follow him, as Daniel and Paul do, slowly, carefully.  The Orderlies follow close behind them.

ANOTHER PART OF THE TRANSPLANT CENTER PARKING LOT -- CONTINUOUS

1st Biker can be seen in the background as we approach it.



Daniel looks at his wristwatch.

ANGLE ON WRISTWATCH

Watch reads 10:50.

BACK TO SCENE 

Paul also continues to fret out the time left.  

Finally, SIRENS can be heard.

Daniel rushes to welcome the Two Policemen back and directs them to the crisis.

ANOTHER PART OF THE TRANSPLANT CENTER PARKING LOT -- CONTINUOUS 

The Tourist sedan emerges behind Shinto Priest on the motorcycle with the cooler and is about to drive off.

Shinto Priest is still brandishing the TASER.

The Touris sedan rolls up alongside, rolls down his window and grabs the TASER.

He backs into the driver seat and speeds along where the protagonists are standing. He flips the TASER to Daniel.

Daniel takes it and attacks Shinto Priest.

1st Biker, who has no horse in this race, realizes he's beeen beaten and roars off.

INT. TRANSPLANT CENTER -- AFTERNOON

Paul rushes through the doors and down the hall.  He never breaks stride.

A sign on the corridor wall read CARDIAC WARD, and Paul with Daniel just behind him raced into a turn past the row of diagnostic chambers, past more signs for the Cardiac Ward past washrooms, past employee only equipment closets, past what seemed to Paul like endlessly useless until a sign that read: Operating Rooms. 

Paul flew past all of them until he met a stern-faced ELDERLEY NURSE, who greeted him outside the doors to the admission desk. 

PAUL

“Deiner. Delivery of donor organ. Recipient name, Hershield,” 

He is catching his breath and expecting to just dash through. Daniel skidded up just behind him. A dark, sluggish look came over the nurse's face, and after a check of her paperwork, she regarded the two men sourly, saying. This heart was harvested over four hours ago.” 

Not sure what duty required of her, the ELDERLEY NURSE drooped back into her paperwork, continuing to look deferential, but suspicious. Finally, she took the cooler from Paul and gestured for him to follow her. 


“Is the Hershield patient ready?” That was Paul hurrying ahead 

of the pack, even though he wasn’t sure where he was heading. 
INT. ANOTHER PART OF THE TRANSPLANT CENTER

He sees the forlorn look on the Nurse's face.

Paul checks his watch.

ANGLE ON WRISTWATCH

Watch reads 11:10.

BACK TO SCENE 

INT. TRANSPLANT CENTER OPERATING ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

The Recipient Nurse rushes the cooler into the OR, where the Dr. Rush and two stern-faced SPECIALISTS who are standing by as the transplant team.

Paul follows closely behind her. 

Paul looks down and sees that the Recipient is under anesthesia.

Paul drops the cooler on to a steel table, rushes into a gown, washes up.  

Dr. Rush opens the cooler, takes the dented and scuffed steel container out of the mess of styrofoam and rags, and places it on to a steel table. 

Dr. Rush and two specialists move to the table to examine the heart.

They lift the soiled, chewed plastic bag out of the container.  They are not impressed. 

DR. RUSH

Was this heart used in a soccer game?

Paul sucks up his embarrassment.

Finally, Dr. Rush, backed by the Two Specialists, check the time on the wall clock, and question whether the heart is still viable.

ANGLE ON WALL CLOCK

Clock reads 11:40.

BACK TO SCENE 

The transplant team have sunken postures.  They look into the eyes of one another and shake their heads.  

Paul looks around him at their faces, and refuses their verdict.  His own posture is animated, and he barks out orders at them.

PAUL

this has been an agonizing journey.

PAUL

Put that heart in your patient. It's still viable.

They stall.

Paul

I'm the cardiologist here. That heart and its viability are my responsibility. And I say ACT! Your man dies. Headlines read, team fails to install heart. Recipient dies. 

Dr. Rush

This is dog meat, Doctor.

PAUL

There's still time.

Dr.Rush

Did you play Dodge Ball with this?

PAUL

We're wasting time.

Dr. Rush

Dr. Deiner, all our reputations rest on this transplantation. 

Paul

And you're squandering away our remaining time.

Dr. Rush

Our remaining time ended an hour ago.

Paul grabs a pair of forceps and waves it threateningly.

Dr. Rush

Are you going to squeeze my nose with that?

Paul throws the forceps back where it belongs.

Paul taps his phone.

Dr. Lehman. Yes, we're here. Problem. Big Problem. No, heart is fine. Drr. Rush refuses to transplant.  Yes. Expiration.

Paul hands phone to Dr. Rush.

Dr. Rush listens. Takes a big indignated sigh. Taps off.

He then signals his team to go into action.

Dr. Rush

Time frame designed for delays.



Reluctantly, they go into action. 

INT. SURGERY CHAMBER – MOMENTS LATER

The entire surgical team are fast at work on the Recipient.

EXT. TRANSPLANT CENTER -- MOMENTS LATER

Shinto Priest, handcuffed and flanked by the Two Policemen, is being taken into the police car. 

Shinto Priest's face writhes with guilt and anguish.

Daniel is there watching Shinto Priest a respectful moment, then turning to go into the Transplant Center.

In a blink, Shinto Priest clutches his own chest and collapses in the parking lot.

Vickie and Jude come out of the Center, Jude rushes to check his vital signs and administers CPR.

SHINTO PRIEST

I hated my brother all my life.  He was so good.  I was bad.  I needed to be better than him somehow.  That's why I had to save him from this - somehow.

Surprisingly, Shinto Priest isn't coming to.

Jude indicates to the 1st Policeman that Shinto Priest must be taken into the Transplant Center for treatment. 

JUDE

And he did nothing wrong, Officer.

Vickie was impressed with Jude's action.

Jude

He was just trying to honor his brother. We delivered the heart, his deceased brother's heart, and we hope it will live again. I hope he understands. 

1st Policeman helps Shinto Priest with Jude and Vickie into the Center.
INT. CAFETERIA – MOMENTS LATER

Vickie

Jude, I'm impressed with your calm and confidence when you act. It is impressive. Women love men like that. What do they call them Gamma males. Better than Alpha males. That's what they say.
The couple’s conversational isolation ended sharply when Daniel returned unexpectedly. 

Daniel

”Aren’t you two leaving?” 

 

“No, we were talking,” Vickie said. “About stuff you wouldn’t be interested in.” 

 
“I guess you’re experimenting again - for a paper on the brain-damaged, right.” 

Jude did what he promised to do. That's all.

Yeah, rigght.

Vickie ignored Daniel and turned back to Jude who was no longer sure what position he was in.
 
Jude stood up straight and sure, “Here. I have some money. We could get a limo.

Daniel 
“Sit down, I’m going to wait and see how the operation turns out.”  

 

“Yeah, that’s what we’re doing,” Vickie said, “I missed my classes, so why not?” 

 
Jude agreed and poked his attention back into Vickie’s discussion on the his calmness. 

“I find both nation’s in my background to be weak and insecure in their defiance,It's a strange thing sometimes. But everybody's got some view of themselves that is dissonant because of th3eir self-awareness” 

Vickie 

“Yes, but first you have to have self-awareness.

Daniel knew that was aimed at him,but ignored the comment and went on reading his magazine.

Vickie 

Love doesn’t mean being imprisoned in the tiny orbit of one person, especially when there’s a universe of experiences out there.” 

 
Jude was lost in the displaced commentary that had nothing to do with him. He groped for something to say. He could see that others in the cafeteria were listening to Vickie’s one-woman show. 

VIKIE

“Women need the stimulus of experience just like men.”  

 
“Maybe, I should’ve explained first… maybe I made some mistakes… but you’d think somebody would have the intelligence to pick it all up,” Vickie added, daring to tilt into Daniel’s sightline.   

 
Jude needed to take a turn in Vickie’s little playlet but lowered his voice in contrast. “Look, I know this is sudden. But I really have always been there. You just never noticed me. I’m not a hunk like Danny. But I’m not bad-looking. Sometimes when you’re really not bad looking, you seem ugly when one of your best friends looks like Danny.” 

 

“Hey, Danny’s not that good-looking,” Vickie said for large numbers of people to hear. “He’s a little too self-conscious and shy to be really good-looking. You know what I mean. Being sexy means knowing you’re sexy sometimes, and acting sexy. And Danny just doesn’t get it.” 

 

“I’ve always thought you couldn’t be interested in somebody like me,” Jude clung to the idea that the conversation was about him.  

 
Vickie obliged. “Jude, there has never in the world been such a thing as ‘the right guy.’ Or ‘the right type.’ People respond to different things in different people all the time. Yeah, maybe a tall woman’s looking for a tall guy. But that’s about as far as it goes. Tall comes in many species. Just because a guy is good looking doesn’t mean he’s the one.” 

 
Twiddling a forelock of his thick black hair back from his eyes, Jude grinned that he agreed fully with Vickie’s assessment of mating. Daniel sniggered and waggled his head skeptically as a challenge to the honesty of Vickie’s argument. 

 

“Look, I’m going to Israel next month to continue studying,” Jude whispered to Vickie. “I’m hoping to study there for a while. Why don’t you come with me? Given my split personality, we could live on the border of the east and west bank there. I guess that would be the river. We could live on a boat. Read Spinoza and Gibran. And open our eyes to new things.” 

 

“Read Spinoza and Gibran. Oh, I want to come too,” Daniel finally interjected loudly, mocking the invitation. 

 
Vickie and Jude both turned blankly to regard the source of the comment, as though Daniel were a deranged stranger talking to himself.  

 
In another stagy outburst, Vickie said to Jude, “It’s refreshing… an analytical mind. I like that. That’s the kind of person I am, you know, a fun person, who likes to do new things that stimulate the intellect.” 

 

“Well, you do that,” Daniel said to himself loud enough for Vickie to hear. 

 

“I need to take everything out of this life that I can,” Vickie said to Jude but really to Daniel. “Know everything I can possibly know. Understand what science understands.” 

 

“I know. I’ve watched you. You are exciting to watch… to listen to.” That was Jude, still not totally aware he was no more than a sounding board. 

 

“When do we go to Israel?” Vickie said spitefully, facing Jude, but addressing Daniel. 

 

“Do you really want to go?” 

 

“When?” Vickie told Daniel. 

 

“Next month. End of the month.” 

 

“Daniel doesn’t go anywhere. He watches television. Says he’s seen every place in the world on television. Is that the dumbest thing you ever heard?” 

 
Jude looked over at Daniel to evaluate what if any involvement he was having in this discussion. Daniel never looked up. “Look, my mother’s funding this, so I can pay for your ticket,” Jude said, testing Vickie’s sincerity. “And I’ve got enough money saved up for us to live comfortably for at least three months. What about school?” 

 

“Semester will be over by then. I’ll skip a semester, and get back when we get home.” 

 

“You will not!” Daniel made his hidden antagonism vocal for the first time.   

 

“Oh, Daniel, I’m sorry. I didn’t know you could hear me,” Vickie lied. 

 

“You’re not leaving school. You’re the top student in your class, and if you leave you may not come back.” 

 

“Oh, you’re worried about my academic career. Isn’t that nice of him, Jude. He doesn’t care if I run off with you to Israel. But not if it costs me my scholarship.” 

“I know a great Thai place for dinner.”  

I like Thai.

 
Jude was delighted. He stood up and nodded imposingly to concur at the invitation. Vickie came to his side and wrapped her arm around his waist provocatively as though decisions were firm and final. With a snickery little snort, she meandered to where Daniel was sitting. “Some of the things Daniel said about me are true,I think I do give a nickel and expect a dollar back. I think I do need a lot of attention. And I make it happen sometimes, I guess.” 

Daniel refused to acknowledge that Vickie was now standing at his toes, still talking in a voice that sounded like a prosecutor in a courtroom. 

 

“He’s a rather private person, you know, sometimes too private and maybe too normal. He’s got duties and principles and standards. You know. And sometimes, he’s… well… too dutiful and too principled, and he comes off as narrow-minded. I don’t know… maybe he’s just too Safe. Dependable. Practical. Yes, and I guess I try to shock him out of it sometimes.” 

 
Daniel refused to acknowledge that he’d become the principal player in Vickie’s playlet. His most noticeable reaction was a faint wagging of his head as a sign of his amused indifference. 

 
I have a poem. I never in my life thought I’d ever write a love poem. So, I consider it a special thing to do.” 

 
Daniel’s attention had been skewered. His whole body looked up from his magazine, although he wore an unconvinced, brazen expression.  

  

“I’m going to read this to you so I can throw it out and forget about it and you.” As she spoke, she took a little notebook the size of a wallet out of her shoulder bag. 

“I don’t know why I’m reading it. Maybe because it has some irony to it. Maybe because you won’t listen to anything else I have to say!” 

She flipped a few pages and came to her little opus. In the gruffest, most indifferent voice she could muster, she began to read her poem. 

 

3. “In a Heartbeat 

 
No one tells it what to do. 
It never needs a prod. 

 
I seldom wonder how it feels, 
Barely tossing it a nod. 

 
It’s the hidden marvel - my magic hub, 
That keen, old heart – lub dub, lub dub. 

 
When some say - by simile - 

“My heart, my love, I’d give to thee,” 

  
I say my sharing sacrifice is real and true-  
That my heart beats as much for you. 

 
It pounds to fuel your dancing sweep. 
And it flutters, as it watches you sleep.  

 
And if you laugh, the connection’s deep, 
In perfect sync, I feel it leap. 

 
And should it engorge my loins with blood, 
Oddly, for you too, it works a flood. 

 
And at rapture’s grip – tight, fierce embracing,  
It flies weightless off to racing. 

 
Ah, but when found throbbing its march distinct, 
It’s keeping our steps sure, light and linked. 

  
That’s why it’s never heavy when it beats for two 
But it sinks like lead - without you.”  

Daniel sparred with himself over what he should do. He chucked his magazine and found himself locked in a wordless exchange with Vickie and her patient pause for a reaction. Daniel’s internal sparring turned up no winning decision for action or comment. But the poem touched him. He knew it and so did Vickie. His entire body language changed to one of lilt and vigor. An expression of tentative trust came over his face. 

Jude’s jaw hung there looking as though it weighed down his entire skull. Vickie’s words seemed to knock him unconscious while still standing. 

 

“So, you’re going to let me go off to Israel with Jude?” 

 

“Well, you’re the big experimenter. I wouldn’t want to crimp your style,” Daniel explained. 

 

“This is all injured male ego.” 

 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

 

“I’m talking about…” Vickie stopped short to get back on track. “I just want to be real. You know, real and honest.”  

 

“So what’s real and honest?” 

 

“What I’ve been saying to you is real and honest. This is real and honest.”  

 

“Maybe you’re too real!” 

 

“No such thing as too real.” 

 

“So why do you have to work at being real? That means you’re not real… really.” 

 

“Maybe you don’t know what real is.” 

 

“I know what real is. You’re the one who doesn’t know what real is. You make it up as you go along. You’re real because you feel like making out with Magna. You’re real because you think you’re doing something cool that's gets attention. You’re real because you think women have to break rules and do crazy stuff to prove they’re not… I don’t know…” 

 

“captives of convention.” 

 

“You’re real because you can just throw off your responsibilities and run off to Israel. You’re real because you look after yourself first. You’re real, because you can justify all this craziness. Is that what real is?” 

 
Vickie had heard that tone and many of those insinuations before from family and friends. She's been silenced. 
“So go to Israel. I give you my blessing.” 

VICKIE

(meekly)

“I don’t need your blessing.” 

 

“Not only would it be a blessing. It would be a fantasy.” 

 

“So that’s how deep this relationship goes.” Vickie upped the ante. “I don’t think you ever really loved me. The minute I do something you don’t like, it’s goodbye baby. I’m glad I found out before it was too late.” Daniel no longer felt the two were having the same communication and turned back to his magazine. Vickie wasn’t done yet. “Okay. I have a confession. Let me explain. The whole Magna thing.” 

 
Daniel wasn’t convinced this new line of exchange was going to be any different.  

 

“I did it for us.” 

 

“Of course. That would explain it. How could I have missed that?” 

 

“I didn’t want to have secrets.  People’s lives fall apart because they have secrets. Like me wondering what it would like to be with somebody like Magna.” 

 

“What’s wrong with just wondering?” 

 
Wondering is no good. What if you wished you could have sex with twins… or with quads or whatever number you secretly wish you could have sex with. If you dispel the fantasies by engaging them, you know what they are and we can get on with it. And you can go to the bar and tell all your dimwitted male friends that you had sex with twins. And everybody gets drunk, and you’re king of the hill. And that’s the end of it.” 

 

“Suppose I don’t want to have sex with twins?” 

 

“But you will. And then… then… if we’re together… exclusively… you’ll break my heart.” 

 

“I don’t want to have sex with twins.” 

 

“Of course you do.” 

 

“No, I don’t.” 

 

“So who do you want to have sex with?” 

 
Daniel was fed up.

DANIEL 

“Maybe a Chinese woman!” 

 

“See!” 

 

“Yeah, a tiny Chinese woman. They always look so tiny and helpless. It’s sexy.” 

 

“See, and you never told me!” 

 

“No, I never told you. Why should I tell you?” 

 

“Because it’s honest to tell me.” 

 

“It was just a thought. You know, one doesn’t have to experience everything one imagines. It’s crazy!” 

 

“It’s not crazy. It’s just real. So it’s just as I thought. You like your women submissive and weak.” 

 

“I didn’t say that.” 

Daniel’s stiff resistance dropped. “What does this all prove?” 

 

“It proves that I’m not the woman for you. That’s what it proves. That you’re lying to yourself!” 

 

“Do you really want to go to Israel?” 

 

“No,” Vickie blurted. 

 

“So who’s lying to herself?” 

 
At the same moment, suddenly and startlingly like a television turning on by itself, the 

ELDERLEY NURSE 

appeared at the middle of the corridor. Her expression was grave, her poise frazzled. 







ELDERLEY NURSE

“Complications. Things aren’t going well. Heart’s not performing.
DANIEL

“What!” 
ANGLE ON: Behind the nurse, Daniel could see Paul and the transplant team speed past on a cross-corridor rushing to the intensive care unit. Tentacles of catheterization, IV tubing and breathing augmentation equipment flapped about as the team ran the gurney behind 

DR. RUSH 

Ice packs, plenty of ice packs. And get the big cooler ready for the patient! Hurry!” Along the way, an assistant continued to slap defibrillator paddles off Hershield’s chest, while an OR nurse assayed vital signs. “The heart’s on and off,” she screamed.  

 

“Strangest damn fibrillation shit I’ve ever seen,” Paul screamed back at her as the emergency scurried past.  

 

“Still nothing. There’s still nothing,” the OR nurse fretted.  

“Ischemic interval now over 5 minutes,” Paul fretted back at her. 

“2200 volts and nothing,” the assistant with the defibrillators brayed, adding to the din.  

“I told you this wasn’t going to work, Deiner! You bastard. You’re going to destroy good honest reputations, you megalomaniac!” 
Daniel caught up to the mayhem running alongside the gurney. Vickie stayed just behind him. “The heart was good. Wasn’t it?” Daniel appealed to Paul.  

“The man’s a giant. Pecks out to here,” Paul said, bulging his hand out in front of his chest. “Need more voltage!” The gurney was booming along as though motorized. The team ran to keep up with it. Daniel’s mind fractured into a dozen unrelated thoughts and then went blank for relief. Daniel for the first time felt helpless and defeated. Vickie noticed the TASER sticking out of Daniel’s back pocket. As though by robotic directive, she plucked it out, whirled into the space in front of the gurney and fired it – as confidently as though it were a fundamental of medical practice. The shot hit Hershield in the left lower segment of his rib cage with two electrodes. The patient flopped once and fell back into a dead weight, arms dangling and head rolling mortally to one side. “Stop that, you lunatic! You trying to kill him!” With that reprimand, Dr. Rush and the others wrestled Vickie into a corner and disarmed her. The two orderlies reappeared barreling down the corridor and smothered Vickie into the floor with muscle and duty. “The poor bastard never stood a chance!” Dr. Rush lamented. Paul disregarded the entire incident and continued to propel the gurney into the ICU. It was about to crash into two clumsily opened corridor doors, when the OR nurse sprinted ahead to open them all the way. But before she could get there, the patient’s arm sprung to life and grabbed one of the half-opened doors and flung it back himself, so the gurney could get through without a crash. At that sight, Paul stopped in his tracks. The gurney continued on its way on its own momentum, with the patient waving his arm in a circle in semi-conscious triumph. Still astounded, Paul caught up with the gurney. The other team members were stunned by the miracle. Daniel too watched in disbelief as Hershield’s arm summoned Dr. Rush to his lips. Hershield sat up, the stunning climactic drama of a corpse coming to life. Unable to speak, it mouthed a grateful something to Dr. Rush and was now gesturing chaotically with both arms, announcing his own successful surgery. Everyone watched, until the OR nurse had the good sense and presence of mind to check the man’s vital signs. The orderlies let Vickie go, and Vickie didn’t waste a second rushing out of the hospital and on her way, leaving her debates, Daniel, the day’s long and peculiar trials and the smell of hospital antiseptic behind her. 

A sign on the corridor wall read CARDIAC WARD, and Paul with Daniel just behind him raced into a turn past the row of diagnostic chambers, past more signs for the Cardiac Ward past washrooms, past employee only equipment closets, past what seemed to Paul like endlessly useless and unnecessary other closed doors to the large green arrows that said, Operating Rooms. Hospital corridors are almost always vacant spaces filled with the soft footsteps of nurses and doctors mulling decisions and moving mutely from chamber to chamber. Paul flew past all of them until he met a stern-faced ELDERLEY NURSE, who greeted him outside the doors to the admission desk. “Deiner. Delivery of donor organ. Recipient name, Hershield,” Paul said, catching his breath and expecting to just dash through. Daniel skidded up just behind him. A dark, sluggish look came over the nurse's face, and after a check of her paperwork, she regarded the two men sourly, saying, “It’s 12:30. This heart was harvested over four hours ago.” Not sure what duty required of her, the ELDERLEY NURSE drooped back into her paperwork, continuing to look deferential, but suspicious. Finally, she took the cooler from Paul and gestured for him to follow her. 

 

“Is the Hershield patient ready?” That was Paul hurrying ahead of the pack, even though he wasn’t sure where he was heading. 

 

“You were expected here two hours ago, Dr. Deiner,” the nurse commented respectfully. 

 

“Yes, of course. But we’re a little late. So now you have a patient and we have a heart, so let’s go.” 

 
The nurse rushed the cooler into one of the operating rooms, where the recipient's surgeon, a Dr. Emmanuel Rush and two grim assistants were standing by. “Dr. Rush, the donor heart is here,” the nurse said. 

 

“We're well past the time recommended for heart viability…” That was Dr. Rush, a small man with no hair on his head and an austere frown that made him look more like a coroner than a surgeon. 

 
Paul took the cooler from the nurse, dropped it on a steel table, rushed into a gown and started to wash up, while he goaded the nurse to other chores. “Get the patient ready,” Paul ordered. “I’ll be fine.” The nurse accepted a nod from Dr. Rush to alert the anesthesiologist on call and prepare the patient. During the same action, Dr. Rush opened the cooler. His first shock came when he saw a filthy steel container wrapped in a mess of gritty rags and surrounded by a dozen frozen chickens.  

 

“What the hell!” he belched. From within this mess, he wasn’t sure what or how to retrieve its precious contents. He sunk his hands into the chicken packing and lifted the muddied steel container on to the tabletop. Then, like a man expecting to see something macabre, he looked inside the steel container to see something truly macabre. The sight of the plastic bag, partially chewed and punctured, smeared with mud and containing what resembled a piece of flesh bathed in murky saline solution, rocked him back. The two assistants were summoned to examine the organ. All three men were speechless, and none were sure whether to touch the bagged organ or to simply replace the lid on the steel container and call for the dignified disposal of the organ.  

 
Paul noted their faces sagging, but refused their verdict, bellowing out more orders. “Get the thing out!” 

 

The transplant team remained mute and motionless, their faces glistening with sweaty anxiety and indecision. 
“Dr. Palin, could you please remove this… this… organ for us, please. Forceps.” 
That was Dr. Rush to his assistant surgeon, trying to mask a paralyzing distrust. Dr. Palin snapped on a pair of rubber gloves and grabbed a forceps. He fished out the plastic bag from what looked a lot like aged lentil soup. 

Paul completed his preparations and joined the others at the heart.” 

It’s fine. Let’s go.”  Paul took the bag in his hands and began daubing the mud off it with a linen towel.  

He then unzipped the bag, extracted the heart with his hands and placed it in a steel tray, which was already filled with cold saline solution and ice. 
The others, still skeptical, froze.  Their mutual uncertainty remained. Hey!!!  Let's go!  We don't have a lot of time.  A little dirt.  That's all it is.  It's still a heart.”   

 

“We might as well sew a pork chop into this guy,” Dr. Rush came to terms with his reluctance. 

 

“Nonsense. You know there’s a margin for delay built into these timelines. And a little dirt isn’t going to matter.” 

 

Dr. Rush grew defiant. “No.  No.  We're not going to ruin our reputations trying to make you look good.  I'm not doing it.  This time, you're going to have to accept failure, Diener.”  

The faces of the other doctors told the same story. 

 

“What are you saying? You’re refusing to go ahead with the procedure?” 

 

“I'm not risking my reputation on this surgery,” Dr. Rush replied, “I’m going to halt the anesthesia.” 

 

“Like hell you are.” Paul took a moment to stare down the rebellion, and to prevent Dr. Rush from leaving the room. 
PAUL
“I'll do the surgery myself,
 

“But you’re not a surgeon.” 

 

“I know the job like the back of my hand. I did enough of them. And I have a paramedic out there who’ll assist!” 

 

“That’s insane.” 

 

“If I fail, it will be because of mutineers.  If I succeed – alone — a non-surgeon…“ Paul left his colleagues to deduce the conclusion to his syllogism. 
Their decision to bail suddenly seemed shaky and risky. “Papa surgeon,” Paul said to the elderly Dr. Rush, “we have the ICD implant. Can I have the data, please?” 

Paul saw sickly defeat standing around him, even before the defeated did. 

Dr. Rush lifted a glacially slow gesture for one of his associates to present the data on the defrillator implant. 
The transplant team had finally if reluctantly coalesced. The transplantation was about to begin. 

INT.
The hospital cafeteria was swarming with hospital personnel and hospital guests. The mood was animated, even high-spirited, the only zone within hospital walls where such upbeat chattiness occurred. Daniel entered the cafeteria and approached the long, glass choose-your-own-food display counter. Vickie sidled up behind him. Daniel knew she was there but didn’t acknowledge her. It was two hours since they arrived and rescued the heart. “Just get me a coffee, please,” she said to Daniel, who pretended she wasn’t there. 

 
Vickie tried one more time. “With sugar. Not a lot of sugar.” Daniel continued to ignore her. “Look, are you going to let me follow you all over the hospital before you talk to me. I said I was sorry for your getting the wrong impression.” 

 

“You’re sorry for me getting the wrong impression?” Daniel questioned her logic. 

 

“Thanks for saving my life.” 

 

“I didn’t want anything to happen to that amazing brain of yours.”  

 

“What else could you do, right? You couldn’t let him kill me.” 

 

“No, I couldn’t.” 

 

“Will you at least look at me, please? You think I'm narcissistic and egomaniacal, don’t you?” 

 
“Yeah.  You took the words right out of my mouth.”   

 
Vickie’s temper flared. “You don’t even know those words. How could I take them out of your mouth!” 

 

Jude walked out behind Daniel. “It’s Rango’s garage.”They sent a mechanic out.

 

Daniel picked up his coffee and ignored Jude. 
“He’s ignoring everybody,” Vickie said. “You have to take the words out of his mouth.” 
Vickie stormed out of the cafeteria leaving the two paramedics to themselves. Daniel sat down at a table and looked wronged and battle-weary. His clothes unrecognizable from those he put on that morning, Daniel wiped his face with a paper napkin to soak up some of the sweat and slumped over his coffee for a sip. 

Jude sat down with Daniel and pulled his chair up close. 

 

“You have to admit some of what happened today was funny,” Jude said, trying to prod a laugh out of his friend. 

“I get the feeling the whole Magna thing turned you off to her. So I thought maybe she’d go out with me. Just, you know, to see what would happen.” 
“Would you mind if I took Vickie out?” That was Jude getting to his real thought sooner than he planned. 

 “What?” 
Daniel was too exhausted to raise an objection.  “No, I don't care,” he said. “Welcome to her.” 

 

“She's brilliant.
 

Daniel’s scowl hung above his coffee like the lid of a stein. 

 

“She mastered the fundamentals of String Theory on her own.  By herself.” 

 

Daniel shrugged off the feat. “yeah. I taught myself to play squash! 

“Women don’t like to have their smarts ignored.” 

If youi want to be smart, do something smart.

“I don't know that philosophy. I haven't covered the Wizard of Oz yet.” 

 

“Look, I’m tired. I’m covered in mud. I’m sore. And I’m not happy! Do you really think I want to talk about Vickie right now?” 

 

Moments later, Vickie rambled through the doors to where Daniel and Jude were sitting. 

 

Vickie’s glance fell hard on Daniel. When Daniel ignored her, she said with an edge, “He blames me for the whole mess, today! So he doesn’t have to take any responsibility for it!

 

“No, he doesn’t,” Jude defended his friend graciously. 

 

“Yes, I do,” Daniel corrected him.  

 
The ELDERLEY NURSE who met the delivery team at the admissions desk stepped into the hospital cafeteria. Her little smile telegraphed her message, “The surgery has begun. We’ll let you know something as soon as we hear. Dr. Deiner asked me to inform you.” 

 

“Thank you,” Daniel said. The nurse turned and disappeared. “I think I’m going to wait around. 
Jude turned his attention back to Vickie. “I'm going for my PhD. Science. I’m in science. Maybe that’s not as exciting as… I don’t know, philosophy. But science and philosophy, well, they’ve always been intertwined.” 

 

Disgusted and with little fight left in him, Daniel threw up his arms and gave up. 

“More bullshit.” 
Daniel got up and bullied his friend by sticking his strong heavy jaw in Jude’s face. “Okay, enough.  Get out of here,” he ordered, trying to elbow Jude away. 

Jude wouldn’t move. 
“I’m doing this for your own good. Trust me. You don’t want to get involved.” 

 

“Maybe I do.” 

 

“I said you don’t.” 

 
I’m trying to help you here. I don’t want to see you ruin your life.” 

“Daniel, this is none of your business,” Vickie said, unable to fix her eyes on either man. 

 

“I don’t want him throwing his life away.” 

 

“Damn it, if he wants to throw his life away on me,” Vickie parried, “It’s his business. Now, leave him alone!” 

 

Daniel walked out of the hospital lobby, stomping out his anger with every step. 
 “I’m not coming after you,” she said, and then thought the rest of her reply: I love you, but you have to understand that I can’t chase you. I won’t chase you.  

  “Jude, I think I’m going to go,” she said, fixed on the space where she last saw Daniel while backing up to the table where Jude was sitting.   

 
“You must suffer so much,” she consoled. Being of two conflicting peoples.
Jude agreed with her. 

“So, the conflict of being of two peoples who are in constant conflict, and trying to understand the needs and motivations of both sides must be impossible. You must struggle with this every day.”  

 

“Yeah, I guess I do,” Jude said, tearing his sight from her billowy maroon blouse and the agonizingly tiny glimpse of her cleavage. 
 

“Do you see one side or the other having the stronger moral position?” Vickie asked.  

 

“No,” he said.  

 

“I have my own feelings about the issue. But I’m afraid to tell you about them, because I find fault with both sides.”  

 

“I know,” Jude replied, wishing he could stick his face into Vickie’s bosom. 

 

“Can I tell you what I think?” 

 

“Of course,” he replied, trying to swallow remaining vestiges of his randiness. 

 

“I think both sides have been brutally ethnocentric and intolerant.” 

 

“I know,” Jude agreed. 

 
The couple’s conversational isolation ended sharply when Daniel returned unexpectedly. ”Aren’t you two leaving?” 

 

“No, we were talking,” Vickie said. “About stuff you wouldn’t be interested in.”

“I find both nations to be weak and insecure in their defiance,” Vickie concluded, her once conversational tone growing louder. Her words projected like dialogue from a stage, bouncing sharply well beyond her little tete-a-tete with Jude. 
“Yes, I could never talk to Daniel about complex issues like the Middle East. He isn’t interested.” 

Daniel ignored the comment and went on reading his magazine. But Vickie was determined to get her boyfriend’s attention and agitate it. 

I did love him, Jude. But I never got the feeling he understood that love doesn’t mean being imprisoned in the tiny orbit of one person, especially when there’s a universe of experiences out there.” 

 
Jude was lost in the displaced commentary that had nothing to do with him. He groped for something to say. He could see that others in the cafeteria were listening to Vickie’s one-woman show. “Women need the stimulus of experience just like men.”  

 
Daniel, still pretending he wasn’t really there, was there in a state of near combustion, and he could feel he was there with every word Vickie heaved in his direction. 

Maybe, I should’ve explained first… maybe I made some mistakes… but you’d think somebody would have the intelligence to pick it all up,” Vickie added, daring to tilt into Daniel’s sightline.   

 
Jude needed to take a turn in Vickie’s little playlet but lowered his voice in contrast. “Look, I know this is sudden. But I really have always been there. You just never noticed me. I’m not a hunk like Danny. But I’m not bad-looking. Sometimes when you’re really not bad looking, you seem ugly when one of your best friends looks like Danny.” 

 

“Hey, Danny’s not that good-looking,” Vickie said for large numbers of people to hear. “He’s a little too aggressive to be really good-looking. You know what I mean. Being sexy means knowing you’re sexy sometimes, and acting sexy. And Danny just doesn’t get it.” 

 

“I’ve always thought you couldn’t be interested in somebody like me,” Jude clung to the idea that the conversation was about him.  

 

Vickie still showed little interest in Jude. 

Jude, there has never in the world been such a thing as ‘the right guy.’ Or ‘the right type.’ People respond to different things in different people all the time. Yeah, maybe a tall woman’s looking for a tall guy. But that’s about as far as it goes. Tall comes in many species. Just because a guy is tall, athletic and good looking doesn’t mean he’s the one.” 

 

Twiddling a forelock of his thick black hair back from his eyes, Jude grinned that he agreed fully with Vickie’s assessment of mating. 

Daniel sniggered and waggled his head skeptically as a challenge to the honesty of Vickie’s argument. 

 

“Look, I’m going to Israel next month to continue studying,” Jude whispered to Vickie. “I’m hoping to study there for a while. 
Jude, you see, men can be frightened when their woman goes off in an independent way.

Yeah.

It happens a lot.

Why don’t you come with me? Given my split personality, we could live on the border of the east and west bank there. I guess that would be the river. We could live on a boat. Right in the middle. Read Spinoza and Gibran. And open our eyes to new things.

 

“Read Spinoza and Gibran. Oh, I want to come too,” Daniel finally interjected loudly, mocking the invitation.
You see what he's like. HAS NO curiosity about life and its depths>

 
Vickie and Jude both turned blankly to regard the source of the comment, as though Daniel were a deranged stranger talking to himself.  

 
In another stagy outburst, Vickie said to Jude, “It’s refreshing… an analytical mind. I like that. That’s the kind of person I am, you know, a fun person, who likes to do new things that stimulate the intellect.” 

 

“Well, you do that,” Daniel said to himself loud enough for Vickie to hear. 

 

“I need to take everything out of this life that I can,” Vickie said to Jude but really to Daniel. “Know everything I can possibly know. Understand what science understands.” 

 

“I know. I’ve watched you. You are exciting to watch… to listen to.” That was Jude, still not totally aware he was no more than a sounding board. 

 

“When do we go to Israel?” Vickie said spitefully, facing Jude, but addressing Daniel. 

 

“Do you really want to go?” 

 

“Yes, I do. When?” Vickie told Daniel. 

 

“Next month.” 

 

“Daniel doesn’t go anywhere. He watches television. Says he’s seen every place in the world on television. 
 

Jude studied Vickie a moment. There was still something in her voice that suggested Daniel’s foibles weren’t so much problematic as endearing. He looked over at Daniel to evaluate what if any involvement he was having in this discussion. Daniel never looked up. “

Look, my mother’s funding this, so I can pay for your ticket,” Jude said, testing Vickie’s sincerity. “And I’ve got enough money saved up for us to live comfortably for at least three months. What about school?

VIKIE

Is that the dumbest thing you ever heard?” I watch television. So I've seen everything in the world.

Jude

What about school.

Vickie

“Semester will be over by then. I’ll skip a semester, and get back when we get home.” 

 

“You will not!” Daniel made his hidden antagonism vocal for the first time.   

 

“Oh, Daniel, I’m sorry. I didn’t know you could hear me,” Vickie lied. 

 

“You’re not leaving school. You’re the top student in your class, and if you leave you may not come back.” 

 

“Oh, you’re worried about my academic career. Isn’t that nice of him, Jude. He doesn’t care if I run off with you to Israel. But not if it costs me my scholarship.” 

 
Jude’s still wasn’t sure where in this odd arrangement his investment in professions of interest and affection was taking him. One moment he felt reassured and the next superfluous. But reassuring returned with Vickie’s next comment, accompanied by a flashy smile and a little hug. “Will your mother pick us up?” 

 

“She’s not that far from here.” 

 

“I know a great Thai place for dinner.”  

 

Jude was delighted. He stood up and nodded imposingly to concur at the invitation. Vickie came to his side and wrapped her arm around his waist provocatively as though decisions were firm and final. With a snickery little snort, she meandered to where Daniel was sitting. “Some of the things Daniel said about me are true,” she said to Jude while looking at Daniel. “I think I do put myself first. I think I do give a nickel and expect a dollar back. I think I do need a lot of attention. And I make it happen sometimes, I guess.” Jude stood perplexed. “You know what I think, Jude?” Jude hadn’t a clue what she thought. “I think he needs to talk about it.

 
Daniel refused to acknowledge that Vickie was now standing at his toes, still talking in a voice that sounded like a prosecutor in a courtroom. 

 

“He’s a rather private person, you know, sometimes too private and maybe too normal. He’s got duties and principles and standards. You know. And sometimes, he’s… well… too dutiful and too principled, and he comes off as narrow-minded. I don’t know… maybe he’s just. Safe. Dependable. Practical. Yes, and I guess I try to shock him out of it sometimes.” 

 
Daniel refused to acknowledge that he’d become the principal player in Vickie’s playlet. His most noticeable reaction was a faint wagging of his head as a sign of his amused indifference. 

 

“Well, I have something here I’d been saving for our first anniversary of our first date. But it was so soppy and so, well, goopy that I decided it wasn’t me. I almost tossed it out during one of our many chase scenes today. But I kept it. I don’t know why. It’s something that just came out of nowhere the other night, when I was thinking about Daniel. It’s a love poem. I never in my life thought I’d ever write a love poem.” 

 
Daniel’s attention had been skewered. His whole body looked up from his magazine, although he wore an unconvinced, brazen expression.  

  

“I’m going to read this to you so I can throw it out and forget about it.” As she spoke, she took a little notebook the size of a wallet out of her shoulder bag. “I don’t know why I’m reading it. Maybe because it has some irony to it. Maybe because you won’t listen to anything else I have to say!” She flipped a few pages and came to her little opus. In the gruffest, most indifferent voice she could muster, she began to read her poem. 

 
In a Heartbeat 

 
No one tells it what to do. 
It never needs a prod. 

 
I seldom wonder how it feels, 
Barely tossing it a nod. 

 
It’s the hidden marvel - my magic hub, 
That keen, old heart – lub dub, lub dub. 

 
When some say - by simile - 

“My heart, my love, I’d give to thee,” 

  
I say my sharing sacrifice is real and true-  
That my heart beats for me and as much for you. 

 
It pounds to fuel your dancing sweep. 
And it flutters, as it watches you sleep.  

 
And if you laugh, the connection’s deep, 
In perfect sync, I feel it leap. 

 
And should it engorge my loins with blood, 
Oddly, for you too, it works a flood. 

 
And at rapture’s grip – tight, fierce embracing,  
It flies weightless off to racing. 

 
Ah, but when found throbbing its march distinct, 
It’s keeping our steps sure, light and linked. 

  
That’s why it’s never heavy when it beats for two 
But it sinks like lead - without you.”  

Daniel sparred with himself over what he should do. 

He chucked his magazine and found himself locked in a wordless exchange with Vickie and her patient pause for a reaction. Daniel’s internal sparring turned up no winning decision for action or comment. But the poem touched him. He knew it and so did Vickie. His entire body language changed to one of lilt and vigor. An expression of tentative trust came over his face. 
Jude’s jaw hung there looking as though it weighed down his entire skull. Vickie’s words seemed to knock him unconscious while still standing. 

 

“So, you’re going to let me go off to Israel with Jude?” 

 

“Well, you’re the big experimenter. I wouldn’t want to crimp your style,” Daniel explained. 

 

“This is all injured male ego.” 

 

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

 

“I’m talking about…” Vickie stopped short to get back on track. “I just want to be real. You know, real and honest.”  

 

“So what’s real and honest?” 

 

“What I’ve been saying to you is real and honest. This is real and honest.”  

 

“Maybe you’re too real!” 

 

“No such thing as too real.” 

 

“So why do you have to work at being real? That means you’re not real… really.” 

 

“Maybe you don’t know what real is.” 

 

“I know what real is. 
You’re the one who doesn’t know what real is. You make it up as you go along. You’re real because you feel like making out with Magna. You’re real because you think you’re doing something cool. You’re real because you think women have to break rules and do crazy stuff to prove they’re not... I don’t know.

 

“Try captives of convention.” 

 

“You’re real because you can just throw off your responsibilities and run off to Israel. You’re real because you look after yourself first. You’re real, because you can justify all this craziness. Is that what real is?” 

 
Vickie had heard that tone and many of those insinuations before from family and friends. She had a history of alienating people because she was always “speaking the truth” without any attempt at shading or couching her comments so they could be accepted in some face-savingly palatable way. “I’m going to Israel.” 

 

“So go to Israel. I give you my blessing.” 

 

“I don’t need your blessing.” 

 

“Not only would it be a blessing. It would be a fantasy.” 

 

“So that’s how deep this relationship goes.” Vickie upped the ante. “I don’t think you ever really loved me. The minute I do something you don’t like, it’s goodbye baby. I’m glad I found out before it was too late.” 

Daniel no longer felt the two were having the same communication and turned back to his magazine. Vickie wasn’t done yet. “Okay. I have a confession. Let me explain. The whole Magna thing.” 

 
Daniel wasn’t convinced this new line of exchange was going to be any different from what he’d already heard, but he folded his arms in mock curiosity and listened.  

 

“I did it for us.” 

 

“Of course. That would explain it. How could I have missed that?” 

 

“I didn’t want to have secrets.  People’s lives fall apart because they have secrets. Like me wondering what it would like to be with somebody like Magna.” 

 

“What’s wrong with just wondering?” 

 
Wondering is no good. What if you wished you could have sex with twins… or with quads or whatever number you secretly wish you could have sex with. If you dispel the fantasies by engaging them, you know what they are and we can get on with it. And you can go to the bar and tell all your dimwitted male friends that you had sex with twins. And everybody gets drunk, and you’re king of the hill. And that’s the end of it.” 

 

“Suppose I don’t want to have sex with twins?” 

 

“But you will. And then… then… if we’re together… exclusively… you’ll break my heart.” 

 

“I don’t want to have sex with twins.” 

 

“Of course you do.” 

 

“No, I don’t.” 

 

“So who do you want to have sex with?” 

 
Daniel was fed up. “Maybe a Chinese woman!” 

 

“See!” 

 

“Yeah, a tiny Chinese woman. They always look so tiny and helpless. It’s sexy.” 

 

“See, and you never told me!” 

 

“No, I never told you. Why should I tell you?” 

 

“Because it’s honest to tell me.” 

 

“It was just a thought. You know, one doesn’t have to experience everything one imagines. It’s crazy!” 

 

“It’s not crazy. It’s just real. So it’s just as I thought. You like your women submissive and weak.” 

 

“I didn’t say that.” 

 

“That’s exactly what you’re saying. Relationships crumble because people need more or something else. And you have to know what it is you need. It’s obviously not me.” 

 
Daniel’s stiff resistance dropped. “What does this all prove?” 

 

“It proves that I’m not the woman for you. That’s what it proves. That you’re lying to yourself!” 

 

“Do you really want to go to Israel?” 

 

“No,” Vickie blurted. 

 

“So who’s lying to herself?” 

 
The drama had finally played itself out as far as Jude was concerned. He stood there in aching self-awareness like a voyeur in a shadowy doorway. As he became totally deflated, he recited his Hebrew. “I like to picnic,” he said to Vickie’s lack of intent. “Ani ohev piknik. Ani ohev piknik.” Jude repeated this as he turned and left the cafeteria, even abandoning his back-handed gift of chocolates. Neither Vickie nor Daniel noticed. 

 

“Get off your high horse!” Daniel kept up the barrage. “You’re a fake!” 

 

“I’m my own woman! I told you I’m not going to sigh and fall into your arms and pound on your chest and all the other dumb things you think women do, so get over yourself! And don’t make too much out of that stupid poem 
I wrote. It meant nothing.” Vickie made a little hook turn with an emboldened swish of her red hair and said with forced grace and a flat tone of finality, “Good bye, Danny.” With that exquisite exit line, she headed down the corridor without looking back. 

 

The change in Vickie’s attitude was too sudden, too ready, too glib, and it took Daniel by surprise. He waited for her to return. His gut started to flutter and fidget when she didn’t. He got up and started after her.

 

At the same moment, suddenly and startlingly like a television turning on by itself, the ELDERLEY NURSE appeared at the middle of the corridor. Her expression was grave, her poise frazzled. 
“Complications. Things aren’t going well. Heart’s not performing.” She said to Daniel, her voice in a tremor.  

 

“What!” 
No life.

Daniel said, leaping ahead of Vickie to the nurse. 

Behind the nurse, Daniel could see Paul and the transplant team speed past on a cross-corridor rushing to the intensive care unit. Tentacles of catheterization, IV tubing and breathing augmentation equipment flapped about as the team ran the gurney behind 

Dr. Rush “

Ice packs, plenty of ice packs. And get the big cooler ready for the patient! Hurry!” Along the way, an assistant continued to slap defibrillator paddles off Hershield’s chest, while an 

OR nurse assayed vital signs. “The heart’s on and off,” she screamed.  

Paul screamed 

“Strangest damn fibrillation shit I’ve ever seen,” back at her as the emergency scurried past.  

 

“Still nothing. There’s still nothing,” the OR NURSE fretted.  

Ischemic interval now over 5 minutes,” Paul fretted back at her. 

“2200 volts and nothing,” the nurse with the defibrillators brayed, adding to the din.  

I told you this wasn’t going to work, Deiner! You bastard. You’re going to 
destroy good honest reputations, you megalomaniac!” 

Daniel caught up to the mayhem running alongside the gurney. Vickie stayed just behind him. “The heart was good. Wasn’t it?” Daniel appealed to Paul.  

“
 The man’s a giant. Pecks out to here,” Paul said, bulging his hand out in front of his chest. “Need more voltage!” The gurney was booming along as though motorized. 
The team ran to keep up with it. 

Daniel’s mind fractured into a dozen unrelated thoughts and then went blank for relief. Daniel for the first time felt helpless and defeated. 

Vickie noticed the TASER sticking out of Daniel’s back pocket. As though by robotic directive, she plucked it out, whirled into the space in front of the gurney and fired it – as confidently as though it were a fundamental of medical practice. 

The shot hit Hershield in the left lower segment of his rib cage with two electrodes. The patient flopped once and fell back into a dead weight, arms dangling and head rolling mortally to one side. “

Stop that, you lunatic! You trying to kill him!” 

With that reprimand, Dr. Rush and the others wrestled Vickie into a corner and disarmed her. The two orderlies reappeared barreling down the corridor and smothered Vickie into the floor with muscle and duty. 
The poor bastard never stood a chance!” Dr. Rush lamented. Paul disregarded the entire incident and continued to propel the gurney into the ICU. It was about to crash into two clumsily opened corridor doors, when the OR nurse sprinted ahead to open them all the way. But before she could get there, the patient’s arm sprung to life and grabbed one of the half-opened doors and flung it back himself, so the gurney could get through without a crash. At that sight, Paul stopped in his tracks. The gurney continued on its way on its own momentum, with the patient waving his arm in a circle in semi-conscious triumph. Still astounded, Paul caught up with the gurney. The other team members were stunned by the miracle. Daniel too watched in disbelief as Hershield’s arm summoned Dr. Rush to his lips. Hershield sat up, the stunning climactic drama of a corpse coming to life. Unable to speak, it mouthed a grateful something to Dr. Rush and was now gesturing chaotically with both arms, announcing his own successful surgery. Everyone watched, until the OR nurse had the good sense and presence of mind to check the man’s vital signs. The orderlies let Vickie go, and Vickie didn’t waste a second rushing out of the hospital and on her way, leaving her debates, Daniel, the day’s long and peculiar trials and the smell of hospital antiseptic behind her. 

FADE OUT

FADE IN:

EXT. HIGHWAY -- LATER THAT NIGHT

The Two Japanese Tourists are cruising along, as though the events of the day have long passed.  They are on their way to new attractions, as they resume their holiday.  The Elvis CD player is on: MUSIC is Heartbreak Hotel.  And it appears that they were able to go back and pick up the rest of their souvenirs.
INT. TRANSPLANT CENTER GIFT SHOP -- LATER
Vickie comes out of the gift shop carrying a styrofoam cooler similar to the one they'd been chasing all day.

She walks outside with the cooler.

EXT. TRANSPLANT CENTER PARKING LOT -- NIGHT

Daniel is attending to his van, which is being attended to by a mechanic, hidden below the open hood.

Daniel is still in his t-shirt.  He's bloody from Jude's blood, filthy from road spatter and sweating from foot racing.  He's also visibly exhausted.

Vickie walks up to Daniel with the cooler. 

She places it in his arms with a smile.  He's not sure what it is or what it's for.

He opens it more out of obligation than gratitude.

ANGLE ON COOLER

Inside the cooler is a heart-shaped box of chocolates.

BACK TO SCENE 

Daniel thinks about the gift a moment, then looks over at Vickie with a quiet, affectionate smile and hands the elaborate gift back to her, shaking his head that he's unable to accept the sentiment behind it.

Vickie is astounded at the rejection.  She tosses the cooler aside.

Daniel turns back to the van, without making a comment.

Vickie is frozen in grief and disappointment.  She doesn't know what to do about her loss.  The time for overt anger seems to be over.  She begins to back-pedal unconsciously, until she can turn, drop the cooler, and leave Daniel behind. 

She does this until she is about twenty yards away from him.  Then, suddenly, Vickie turns with another complete change of mind and rushes at Daniel and kicks him in the shin.  He's injured.  

Daniel responds by threatening to beat her silly, and chases her out of the parking lot and up the road.  

Finally, we hear the van engine start.

Daniel and Vickie turn to it.

Daniel runs to Vickie, picks her up, as she tries to fight him off, and he races back to the van. He plops her down in the gurney. Locks the coach doors.

He pays the mechanic. Machanic is amused. Takes the few bills and gets back in his trick.

Daniel rushes to the driver's seat and speeds off.

INT. TRANSPLANT CENTER HOSPITAL ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

Jude has come to find Paul.  He smiles to see Paul still there.  

Paul is partying with the other surgeons. And there's laughter all around as Jude comes into the room and joins the festivity. A glass of champaign is immediately poured for him. And a chair to sucked out from the table for him to sit down.

It's only then that we see that everybody is picking over roast chickens.

FADE OUT

