CALL ME THURSDAY
by Daryl Henry

FADE | N:

Chostly first light. A cold, lingering fog clings to the black
surface of a glassy sea, envel oping a towering--

EXT. O L-DRILLI NG PLATFORM - DAWN

Looning above the cold ocean on barnacled stilts, its |ower
catwal ks dri ppi ng seaweed. No | andnmarks, no idea where we are.

OPENI NG CREDI TS BEG N OVER as, between us and the oil rig, the
| assy veneer of the sea is pierced by the bul bous prow of a
UBMARI NE. White water cascades fromits sonar done, its |ong

snoot h foredeck, its aerodynamc sail, as 300 feet of sinewy
vessel silently breaks the surface. On the--

SUBMARI NE

an oversize hatch opens, black-clad SAILORS spill out, dragging
a rubber boat. Well-rehearsed, no talKking. hey | oad a

menaci ng, stainless steel CANI STER, the size of an oil drum
aboard the dinghy. Supervising fromthe--

BRI DGE

is the CAPTAIN, fog condensing on his flaxen beard. He is
acconpani ed by a LEXKCUT armed with a nightscoped Rl FLE who
scans the brightly-lit rig, warily.

EXT. OL PLATFORM GALLERY - DAWN

A narrow bal cony surroundi ng the upper deck.

EXT. SUBMARI NE - DAWN

The Lookout directs the Captain's attention to the gallery,
al armed. The Captain glances quickly up to see--

EXT. OL PLATFORM GALLERY - DAWN

A CREWVAN exits the command center, |eans over the rail,
staring off. Should he |ower his gaze he would see everything,
i ncluding the--

RUBBER BOAT

gliding toward the massive R g Support Colums where the
sail ors unl oad the canister.

ON THE RI G

The crewran eventual |y yawns, stretches, goes back inside.



ON THE SUBMARI NE

The | ookout silently lowers his rifle. The captain returns his
attention to the--

SUPPORT STRUCTURE

As the sailors make the canister fast to the | owest cross beam
in the belly of the rig, then paddle back to the--

SUBMARI NE

cl ambering aboard, hauling their boat after them One SAILOR
inPs clinbing the conni ng tower, naking a racket. The Captain
cuffs himon the ear. The |ast sailor down the hatch closes it
soundl essly. Now the sub sinks out of sight. A few bubbl es,
then no trace. OPEN NG CREDI TS END

EXT. SANTA BARBARA, CALI FORNI A - EAST BEACH - DAY

The dawn sun cl i nbs sIomAK above the majestic Santa Ynez
Mount ai ns, gliding down the canyons one by one, bathing themin
anber. The nuted |ight gradually spreads across the city
toward the sea, nelting the fog, casting the shadows of tal
pal ns across the beach |ike bars on an adobe wall .

The beach is deserted. At first all we hear is the surf gently
nuzzling the shore, then gradually, the creaking SOUND of a
much- used t hree-speed BI CYCLE approachi ng al ong the Bl KE PATH
ri dden serenely by a--

TALL YOUNG WOVAN

Early twenties, not nuch jewelry, |ess nakeup, wearing a |ong
skirt to conceal her |egs, which she believes are too nuscul ar
and a | oose sweater to conceal her breasts, which she believes
are too large. Her name is THURSDAY HOLT.

EXT. STATE STREET - DAY

At Ji m Bottons' DOLPH N FOUNTAIN, Thursday turns away fromthe
ocean, starts up Santa Barbara's main thoroughfare, the
bur geoni ng sun now pai nti ng her handsone face in bronze.

Behi nd her stretches STEARNS WHARF. Beyond t he wharf, receding
into the haze, are the prinordial CHANNEL | SLANDS. | nterceding
between the islands and the city is a bal eful phal anx of
DRILLING RIGS, |ike space stations cone to earth.

EXT. DE LA GUERRA PLAZA - DAY

Thursday enters a downtown patch of |ush green | awn surrounded
by white walls and red roofs, including CITY HALL and the Santa
Bar bar a NEWS- PRESS bui | di ng. She steers toward an--

ANTI QUE SHOP

with a rented OFFI CE above it. She parks her bike, approaches
the foot of the STAIRS, pauses to |look at a small tarnished
brass nanepl ate that reads:



CRI FFI TH WYATT | NVESTI GATI ONS

Thursday nmakes a vain attenpt to w pe away the snudges, then
starts up the stairs to--

I NT. WYATT' S OFFI CE - DAY

It's a nmess-- stacks of newspapers, unfiled paperwork, enpty
whi skey bottles and full ashtrays. On one wall, a frayed nap
of Santa Barbara, on another, a Private Investigator's |icense
in a dusty frane.

Stretched out on a recunbent exercise bike |like on a chai se
| ongue is GRIFF WYATT, m d-forties, scuffed cowboy boots,

readi ng the norning paper, listening to a cassette of the Best
of Brubeck. He glances up as Thursday enters.
GRI FF

Mornin', Thursday.

Di sgusted, Thursday steps over sone cardboard file boxes, takes
down a can of brass polish and a handful of paper towels froma
saggi ng shel f, stops, |ooks at himhard.

THURSDAY
I don't think this is going to work out,
Watt.

&Rl FF
Hey, | thought Kou were tired of hittin
the books. | thought you wanted sone
real -worl d experience.

THURSDAY
And | thought you were a real detective,
i ke in Chinatown.

Giff grins, synpathetic.

THURSDAY ( CONT' D
Instead you lie around. You don't even
pedal that thing.

GRI FF
It squeaks.

THURSDAY
When does the housekeepi ng end? Wen do
I get to answer the phone~

&Rl FF
VWhen it rings. Pass me ny snokes, will
you?

Thursday does. American Spirits. He smiles appreciatively.
She scowl s, exits.
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