THE WRECK

by
Daryl Henry

FADE | N:
EXT. BI G SUR COAST - DAWN

OPENI NG CREDI TS BEG N over a continuous AERI AL SHOT as we fly
at sal tspray hei ght above the Pacific toward shore, the sound
of the surf blending with an unusual, el egaic FLUTE SONATA.

Ahead, noist-green headl ands bury their feet in the sea, |apped
wi th hal froons of white sand, crowned with gnarled cypresses
that guard the m sted redwood peaks beyond.

At the shoreline the helicopter banks |eft, sweeps north up the
coast toward Monterey. OFf to the right, an inposing stone,

gl ass and redwood house built into the rocks, dom nating a
desol ate cove. W circle the cove.

THE VI EW BELOW

On a spur of granite, the ruins of a |ighthouse accessible by
wooden steps angling down the cliff-face; on shore, a bl ack
rubber Zodiac pulled up on the beach; a giant swarthy NMAN
repairs its outboard notor; around a point of land a tall pale
G RL sunbat hes nude; on the broad terrace of the stone house, a
fl axen-haired ol der WOMAN tends a nmuffled MAN in a wheel chair.
All stare up at the circling helicopter.

NORTHBOUND AGAI N

Finally the helicopter rolls |evel and continues up the rugged
coast to the outskirts of Monterey.

EXT. MONTEREY HARBOR - DAWN

CREDI TS CONCLUDE as the HELI COPTER-- a bl ack Hughes 500 with a
scarlet "W enblazoned on both doors-- approaches Cannery Row.

EXT. SALVAGE YARD - DAWN
The helicopter touches down in a parking |ot opposite a sign:

GREAT ATLANTI C & PACI FI C SALVAGE COVPANY
CLOSE ON HELI COPTER

As a corpulent MAN in a runPIed bl ack suit clinbs out. He is
Chi nese, age 50, | ooks perplexed but isn't.

( CONTI NUED)



W follow himthrough a maze of rusting ﬁunps, cabl e drunms and
scrap netal to the edge of a pier where he stops, peers down.

H S POV BELOW

The ranshackl e tug called the KATHLEEN i s being nade fast. She
is 55 feet long, displacing as many tons. Her diesel engine on
good days can turn 300 horsepower. Her stem and stern are hung
with old truck tires. Her hull is dirty black, her
superstructure rusty red. A string of drying laundry is
stretched across her poop.

On her stern, gangly YOUTH with curly yellow hair listens to
a Wl kman as he wor On the bow, a gaunt, bare-chested MAN
COI|S a hawser; sunburned, red hair, age 35 He gl ances warily

up.
| NCLUDE THE CHI NESE

The portly oriental settles his gaze on the red-headed crewman.

CHI NESE
Wul d you be interested in finding your
father, M. Quinault?

The man called Quinault is startled by the nmention of his
father. A flash of pain crosses his angular face. But the
sentinment is conceal ed behind a taciturn voice.

QUI NAULT
My father's dead.

CHI NESE
Have you seen his body?

QUI NAULT

Hardly. He went down with his ship two
hundred mles off the coast.

CHI NESE

More precisely, he went down with his
ship on the rocks at Big Sur.

Qui nault squints up. The Chinese waits.

QUI NAULT
Who are you?
CHI NESE
My nanme is Wah Ling. | know where the
Molly Qsank. | can lead you to her
QUI NAULT
uar ded)

Wy ? S%e's of no value. She was on her
way to the scrapyard.

( CONTI NUED)



WAH LI NG
L know where she was bound. | chartered
er.

QUI NAULT
She was enpty.

WAH LI NG
Not entirely.

Qui naul t studies Wah Ling through narrow jade eyes, then turns
to watch a stooped, bearded MAN exit the wheel house, ask in a
boom ng voi ce:

_ BEARDED MAN
Everythin' all right, Quinault?

QUI NAULT
Personal matter, Farley.

CaEtain Farley Vogel is a sea dog, winkled and threadbare,
like his tuP. He starts to say sonmething, fights the inpulse,
clinmbs the ladder to the pier. Quinault waits till he's gone.

QUI NAULT ( CONT' D)
VWhat's your interest in the Mdlly Q?

WAH LI NG
| have a... sentinmental attachnent to
her cargo.

QUI NAULT

| told you, she had none.

Wah Ling smles for the first time, as though to a child.

WAH LI NG
| f the ghost of your honorable father
does not cry out to you, sir, perhaps
money wl | .

QUI NAULT
(tight)
| f you want a professional salvage | ob,
talk to ny boss.

WAH LI NG
| don't think we should involve your
boss just yet, M. Quinault.

QUI NAULT
Thanks, but |'m not interested.

Qui nault grabs his shirt froma stanchion, clinbs the |adder to

the pier. Behind him the kid with the Wal kman battens down

Eﬂe Kat hl een' s hatches, staring all the while at the noon-faced
i nese.
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