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“BODY HEAT”�by Lawrence Kasdan


INT. FIFTH AVENUE PAVILION - NIGHT


The Neptune High School Band is playing to a full, sweating house. People come and go frequently, now spotting an empty seat, now heading for an imagined coolness outside.


The atmosphere is as important and informal as the music the band is playing now.


Racine leans against the entry door, smoking his eyes playing over the scene with no expectations.


Then, down near the center aisle, a WOMAN rises.  As the band plays on, this extraordinary, beautiful woman, in a sample white dress, moves up the aisle.  She moves wonderfully.  The dress clings to her body in the heat.


Racine watches , mesmerized as she walks directly toward him.  She passes within a few inches of him, her eyes lowered.  Racine’s body sways a moment as she goes by, as though buffeted by some force.  But they do not touch.  She goes out onto the Boardwalk.


ext. the boardwalk - NIGHT


The woman, MATTY, has walked to the rail.  She stands there now lighting a cigarette.  She presents her face to the ocean, hoping for a breeze.  We move in on her, with Racine.


Racine lights a new cigarette and smiles at her.  She looks at him and, for an instant, her eyes race over his body, then she looks back at the ocean.


RACINE


You can stand here with me if you want, but you’ll have to agree not to talk about the heat.


She looks at him and there is something startling about the directness of her gaze.  When she speaks, she is cool without being hostile.


MATTY


I’m a married woman.


RACINE


Meaning what?


MATTY


Meaning I’m not looking for company.


She turns back toward the Ocean.


RACINE


Then you should have  said -- “I’m a happily married woman.”


MATTY


That’s my business.


RACINE


What?


MATTY


How happy I am.


RACINE


And how happy is that?


She looks at him curiously.  She begins walking slowly down the Boardwalk away from the pavilion.  He walks too.


MATTY		


You’re not too smart, are you?


Racine shakes his head “no”


MATTY


I like that in a man.


RACINE


What else you like -- ugly?  Lazy?  Horny?  I got’em all.





MATTY


You don’t look lazy.


Racine smiles.











“GREMLINS”�by Chris Columbus


INT. BILLY’S ROOM - EVENING


Dimly lit with Billy’s small desk lamp, Billy waters his plants with a spray bottle.


Mogwai’s case sits on the bed.  The creature is inside.


Billy finishes his watering.  He sits at his desk.  He takes a drink from a glass of milk and snacks from a plate of brownies.  He proofreads some pages from his novel.





PETE (O.S.)


Hello?  Is anybody home?


BILLY


(shouts)


In here, Pete.


Pete enters.  Billy holds the tray of brownies to him.





BILLY


Want some?


PETE


I’m s’posed to be on a diet...


He grabs a brownie.  He notices Mogwai’s case.


PETE


What is it?


BILLY


A present from my Dad.


Pete picks up the creature and pets it.  Pete likes Mogwai.


PETE


It’s neat.


Billy shrugs.  Mogwai sees the brownies.  The creature hops from Pete’s hands, onto the desk.  Mogwai grabs a brownie and starts to eat.


PETE


Hey, Billy... you think I might be able to borrow it?  Just for a night?


BILLY


I dunno, Pete.


PETE


C’mon... my mom will never know. I’ll hide it under my bed.


Pete reaches down to pick up Mogwai.  His hand clumsily knocks over the water bottle.


A few drops of water splash Mogwai.


The creature arches it’s back and lets out a high pitched scream.


Billy is surprised.  Pete takes a step back.  Scared.


Mogwai tenses up.  The spots on it’s body that were hit with water begin to bubble... expand...


Billy can’t believe his eyes.


Mogwai writhes in pain.  The spots on it’s body expand more, getting bigger, bigger... ready to explode.


Billy and Pete stare.  Fascinated.


The spots burst.


FOUR NEW CREATURES


pop out.  Clones of Mogwai.














“PULP FICTION”


by Quentin Tarantino


INT. LANCE’S BEDROOM - NIGHT


Lance, late-20’s, is a young man with a wild and wooly appearance that goes hand-in-hand with his wild and wooly personality.  Lance has been selling drugs his entire adult life.  He’s never had a day job, never filed a tax return and has never been arrested.  He wears a red flannel shirt over a “Speed Racer” tee-shirt.


Three bags of heroin lie on Lance’s bed.





LANCE


Now this is Panda, from Mexico.  Very good stuff.  This is Bava, different, but equally good.  And this is Choco from the Hartz Mountains of Germany.  Now the first two are the same, forty-five an ounce -- those are friend prices -- but this one...


(pointing to the Choco)


... this one’s a little more expensive.  It’s fifty-five.  But when you shoot it, you’ll know where the extra money went. Nothing wrong with the first two.  It’s real, real, real, good shit. But this one’s a fuckin’ madman.


VINCENT


Remember, I just got back from Amsterdam.


LANCE


Am I a nigger?  Are you in Inglewood?  No.  You’re in my house.  White people who know the difference between good shit and bad shit, this is the house they come to.  My shit, I’ll take the Pepsi Challenge with Amsterdam shit any ol’day of the fuckin’ week.


VINCENT


That’s a bold statement.


LANCE


This ain’t Amsterdam, Vince.  This is a seller’s market.  Coke is fuckin’ dead as disco.  Heroin’s comin’ back in a big fuckin’ way.  It’s this whole seventies retro.  Bell bottoms, heroin, they’re as hot as hell.


Vincent takes out a roll of money that would choke a horse to death.


VINCENT


Give me three hundred worth of madman.  If it’s as good as you say, I’ll be back for a thousand.
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