The Shovel

by
Nick Childs

Based on the story
by
Steve Hamilton



EXT. HANK'S HOUSE - DAY

ANGLE ON the outside of a small house. Everything is still.
The front bumper of a car parked in the driveway is barely
vigible on the edge of frame.

From inside, the sound of a woman's LAUGH. She LAUGHS again
-- a sexy GIGGLE -- and her feet DRUM as she runs across the
floor.

A gingle title against black: The Shovel.

EXT. PAUL'S BACK PATIO - NIGHT

Late at night. The moon high, the sky black. Bright clouds
scud acrosgs the sky.

PAUL MULLIN, early 50's, gits in an Adirondack chair on the
brick patio at the back of his house. He's dresgsed in Jjeans
and a T-shirt damp with sweat. He has a pad on his lap and a
couple of yellow, #2 pencils. He writes. Stops to think.

Paul lifts a bottle of beer and takes a swig, then writes
again. Behind him, insects BUMP against the screen door.

Paul stops mid-sentence, listening to other, stranger sounds
coming through the darkness. It's the kind of night where
necise carries a long way.

A sharp THUNK. A muffled, scattered THUD. The SCRAPE of
steel against stone. Silence. THUNK. THUD. THUNK. THUD.

A little further away, a dog BARKS.

Paul looks toward the lawn. Beyond the patio, the grass runs
to a line of trees marking the edge of his property.

He puts the pad and pencil down next to his chair and stands
up. He crosses the bricke and his lawn, then stops. The
SOUNDS are louder now. Closer. THUD... THUNK... SCRAPE...

Paul moves quietly into the shadows.

EXT. HANK'S FIELD - SAME

HANK, Paul's neighbor, i1s digging a hole. In his mid 30's,
he's whiplash thin and wound tight. He's buried to his
knees, shirt socaked with sweat and covered in dirt.

Breathing heavily, Hank lifts a shovelful of dirt and throws
it high in the air. It lands with a THUD.
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Working quickly, he turns back and stabs the shovel into the
dirt. THUNK. Tosses the dirt high again. THUD.

Behind Hank, out of his line of sight, Paul appears around
the side of a weathered barn. Paul walks silently toward
Hank, stopping a dozen feet from the hole.

PAUL
Evening, Hank.

Hank YELLS, jumping a mile. He spins around.

HANK
Jesus! Motherfucker! Paul...
Christ, vou scared the shit outta
me!

PAUL
Sorry to bother vou.

HANK
You can't sneak up on someocne like
that! What the fuck you think
vyou're doing?

PAUL
{stepping closer)
Well, I was Jjust sitting on my
porch, listening to a nice quiet
evening. Now I'm wondering, what
are you up to

Behind him, inside Hank's house, a dog is BARKING.

HANK
What's it look like?

PAUL
I figured that part out. One thing
I know is the scund of a man
digging a hole. Nice looking
shovel you got there.

HANK
Yeah, well, I'm kinda busy right
now, sSo-—-—

PAUL

Yeah, well it locks just like mine.
Remember? You borrowed it a few
months ago?

Hank stares hard at Paul, then looks at the shovel.



HANK
What do you know? It's your shovel,
all right. I'll bring it back when
I'm done. Okay? Right now I got a
little work to do.

Hank stabs the shovel into the dirt. Paul waits, then can't
help himself.

PAUL
Kind of strange, digging a hole in
the middle of the night.

Hank tosses dirt on Paul's shces and keeps digging.

HANK
Too hot during the day.

Another load of dirt lands on Paul's feet. He steps out of
the way.

PAUL
What's it for?

HANK
Dog died.

PAUL
Dusty? I could've gworn I heard her
barking over at the house just now.

HANK
Wasn't her. Another dog. Not her.

Hank throws another load of dirt. The dog BARKS more
frantically.

PAUL
Didn't know you had two dogs.

HANK
Shit... It's an old dog. Never
came out. He died and I gotta bury
him and as soon ags I'm done, I'1ll
bring vou your goddamn shovel back.

PAUL
I'm just saying, Hank, I'1l1l
probably be going to bed and I
don't need it tonight, so--



HANK
No, no, no! I'll bring it back
tonight. I wouldn't want you to
live another fucking minute without
your precious shovel.

PAUL

I just don't want you to go out of

your way, that's all. You've had

it for four months, what's another

day, right?

Choking the shovel, Hank takes a sudden step toward Paul.

HANK

Would vyou just get the fuck outta

here?

Surprised, Paul steps back from the hole, hands up.

PAUL
Okay, Hank. Okay... okay.

When he's a safe distance away, Paul turns and disappears
around the barn.

Hank stabs the shovel deep intc the black dirt.

EXT. PAUL'S BACK PATIO - NIGHT

Returning to his patio, Paul picks up his bottle, pad and
pencils and openg the screen door. He stops in a slanted
beam of the light, listening.

The scund of DIGGING drifts through the trees, louder.

Paul waits, then goegs in. The door BANGS home.

EXT. PAUL'S HOUSE - MORNING
Paul opens the screen door in a clean T-shirt and boxers.
The shovel is on his back steps, angled against the house.

Paul picks it up. Looks at it. Then carrieg it ineide.

INT. KITCHEN - PAUL'S HOUSE - SAME

Paul comes into the kitchen heolding the shovel. A coffee
maker is going on the counter.






























