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REVISED - "THE MEPHISTO WALTZ" - 6/2/70

CLOSE SHOT - ANOTHER:  MOUTH

Or so it seems until the CAMERA PULLS back. It is really
a grotesque hole torn through the wall of a house, beyond
which there is some kind of dark movement: a grove of

cypress trees weaving in the wind.

INT. RUINED NINETBENTH CENTURY HOUSE- "NIGHT"

v2.r, Patiie) stands on the landing of the staircase
halfway between the ground floor and the upper floor. She
Wwears an old-fashioned, long, white nightgown, like she
did as a child. A1l that is left of the balustrade are a
few . ornate pickets. Paula has been listening to the
SOUND of the CYPRESSES. They SCRAPE on the torn roof.
The PIANO is being PLAYED somewhere in the house.

Paula looks down the staircase -- into a vast, empty
1iving room. The long, yellowed lace curtains billow
inward from the broker panes. The room is completely
empty of furniture, except for & brass bed, stripped to
its mattress; and on the mattress lies a black Labrador
dog. He 1lifts his heed to 1ook up at Paula, SNORTING

to get the scent.

MED, CLOSE SHOT - PAULA
She's been staring down at him, but now she twists around,
to look at the stained mirror hung on the wall of the
landing, It reflects the upper staircase and the corridor
on the second floor, full of vague shadows. ”

MED, SHOT -. PAULA

reflected in the mirror. Thers ista movg?ent beyong ger;

some sort of floating moving light, as 1 someone ha

ARl i "MEPHTSTO WALTZ"

CONTINUES, growing insistently louder.

' PAULA

Is that you?

At this L tion, the PIANO‘STOPS.

the SOUNgngagiarp,’decisive FEET coming up the staircase

below her, Paula turns again. Frighteneifag wgag she

Sees : - sinst the mirror &s o let some-
» she backs up agf e FOOTSTEPS CONTINUES,

one pass by. SOUND O

Now, past Paula and her reflection, climbing to the

landing, and then beyond , Duncan Ely. His skin is
ite bloodless. The blue suit in

pale; the lips are qu ;
Whicﬁ o hadeeen bgried 1g moldering 1in several
; Cont.

Myles?
Silence. Then




157 Cont.

places, and has great ragged holes in it where the
Open-eyed, he nevertheless

f recognition.

fabric has rotted away.
passes Paula without a sign o

DUNCAN
as he reaches the
second floor)
I'm here. I'm ready to do it.

nd to one side can.see Duncan's

Paula, by moving away a
nd floor corridor and enters

back as he crosses the seco
a door, leaving it open.
thumbtacked to the door flutters in the wind:

A drawing
15 crayon portrait of her mother.

it's Abby

MED, CLOSE SHOT - PAULA

PAULA
gwarning)
Abby --:

MED. SHOT

As Paula climbs the steps up from the landing, her
knees, her arms strain to run, SLOW MOTION. She presses
against the weight of the air.

MED. SHOT - DUNCAN ELY - IN OPEN DOORWAY

He is holding somethi he light: 1t's the vial with

ng to t
the blue oil. He is see the level of the liquid.

trying to

DUNCAN

(to Paula)
Really. I don't want to hurt her.
ttle thing. But

She's a bright 1
T have no choice. He wants 1t
done -- right now.

PAULA
Please don't!

DUNCAN

turning back
into the room
I'm sorrye. 118 part of the

bargain.

Don't.

MED, SHOT
which now reflects the

to the mirror,
oom which Duncan has Just

CAMERA MOVES in
pstairs I

whole inside of the U
entered.
Cont.




161 Cont,

Tt 1 .
is Abby's room in the Laurel Cenyon house. She is
tehwork cover which Paula

g&gligdgp% as%eep, under the pa

1 or her before she was bor!

s r n. Dunca

Abby's hands, and in his other hand, he hglggytgglg; ox
L en

vial.

CLOSE SHOT - PAULA
S
he screams, but there is absolutely no sound.

MED, CLOSE SHOT
MOVING WITH THE V.
TAL as Duncan tilt
drops onto Abby's forehead. ilts it, to pour several
ABBY
(not moving)

Mommy, ==
DIRECT CUT TO:

INT. CLARKSON BEDROOM - CLOSE SHOT - PAULA - NIGHT

A child‘'s hand touches her shoulder.

ABBY
-- Mommy, Mommy-~}

Pauls awakes.

MED, CLOSE SHOT - MYLES
put he shuts them now.

His eyes have been partly opens
HOT - ABBY AND PAULA

MED, CLOSE TWO S

PAULA
Darling, what's the matter?
ABBY

4 the most awful dreafm.

I ha

PAULA
So did I. Itte nothing. It's not
real. ILt'S not poal, L'l go aWay.
(14£t1ng Tier up)
parling, you're warm. Maybe we'll
take your temperature. A1l right?

Paule carries Abby out of the room.




