DEATH CAN WAI T
By Mary Hahn



INT. PAMS CAR - N GHT - MoVI NG

Behi nd the wheel is PAM an attractive woman of 45. The
radi o plays a sappy | ove song. Pam appears to be in a trance
as she cruises past a strip mall.

PAM (V. Q)
Darl ene St. John desperately needed
to conmt suicide. The bridge she
had chosen was perfect but the timng
couldn't be worse being Valentine's
Day. At |east she wouldn't have to
buy a gift for -- ugh -- Larry.

She gl ances at the "ShoeTown" shopping bag on the front seat
where a pair of gaudy stilettos peek out.

PAM (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Darl ene was pretty once. She was
talented. A witer. But now that
she was married, there was nothing
to wite about. There should be
more to life than | aundry and
| axatives and Larry, shouldn't there?

She careens through a busy intersection with a florist on
the corner. A big sign says "W have Valentine's Day roses!”

PAM (V. QO.) (CONT' D)
VWhat was she thinking when she marri ed
hi n?

She continues down the street and turns into a swanky
subdi vision, parks in the driveway of a nice, two-story house.

I NT. PAM S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NI GHT

Pam pauses at her desk with its "Pant coffee nug and photo
of her, Larry, and their spoil ed-I|ooking daughter Chloe.
Larry is bald, plunp, and content. Pams eyes are sad and
| ongi ng.

PAM (V. Q)
Larry the conputer nerd. No, it was
better this way, wth Darl ene out of
the picture. Nobody would even notice
she was gone.

Pam slips on the stilettos she has bought and wobbles to the
full-length mrror. The pink shoes with bows | ook ridicul ous
wi th her Mom shorts and tee.

PAM (V. Q. ) (CONT' D)
Onch!  Darlene woul d have to do better
than this for the burial. Her feet
woul d swell up |ike marshmal | ows.



2.

10-year-old CHLOE bursts into the room wearing an | Pod and
chewi ng gum

CHLCE
Cool shoes, Mm

Pamteeters to the bed, sits down, takes off the shoes, rubs
her feet. Chloe sits down too, attenpts to put on the shoes.

CHLCE ( CONT' D)
These | ook just |ike the ones in
Dad' s tool box!
Pam turns her head in slowno and stares at her daughter.

PAM
WHAT DI D YOU SAY?

CHLOE
Yeah, only Dad's are a LOT bigger

I NT. GARACE - NI GHT

Pam drags a tool box across Larry's workbench, opens the
lid, gasps as she renoves the shoes whi ch have been worn.

PAM
Where did he get them | wonder?

She stands very still and a smle tugs at her |ips.
| NT. PAM S HOUSE - BEDROOM - NI GHT

Pam hops into her conputer chair, flexes her fingers, dons
her gl asses. She glances at the famly photo then plants a
huge kiss on Larry's face.

PAM (V. O.)
Thi s changes everyt hi ng.

She focuses on the conputer nonitor and types, slowy.

PAM (V. Q) (CONT' D)
My Larry? | had no idea he was so --
i nteresting.

She types faster as sentences energe on the screen.

PAM (V. Q. ) (CONT' D)
Death can wait.

She continues to type, inspired, as the room around her fades
to a soft blur.

PAM (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Chapter one: Lareena was a starl et
trapped in the body of a nerdy
sof tware engi neer. .
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