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FADE | N:

| NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOMVE - GARAGE - NI GHT (LATE AUTUWN)

Late, and the building dark but for one bulb. VERN (60s)

wor ks al one at the open back of a hearse -- rolling a casket
in, cinching the straps, three buckles checked tw ce, the
old habit. He noves slow and sure, a body that has done this
so long it no |l onger has to ask him

He fills a dented thernos froma nachine that has nmade bad
coffee since the mll was still running. On the wall, a
phot ogr aph gone anber: three nmen in front of this building,
decades back. Vern is one of them He does not |look at it.
He stopped looking at it a long tine ago.

He clinbs in. Sits a nonent, both hands on the wheel, eyes
closed -- a man at the start of a road he has driven ten

t housand tinmes and woul d give a great deal never to drive
agai n.

Then he opens his eyes, and puts it in gear.

| /E. HEARSE - NI GHT

Fog on a river road -- black water off to one side, the
Chio, wde and slow, the state Iine running along the far
bank of it. Through the w ndshield of a HEARSE, the world
arrives slow and gray.

VERN drives. Steady hands, the radio |ow, the thernos
steami ng in the cuphol der, the casket riding quiet behind
him He drives like a man who has done this a thousand

ti mes. Because he has.

The road unspools ahead into the dark. Bare trees. No ot her
headl i ghts -- just the hum of the engine, the | ow radio, and
the fog opening and cl osing behind him

EXT. STATE LINE - N GHT

Ahead, out on the highway, a state weigh station sits at the
edge of the road -- it sodiumyellow, the kind the |ong
trucks pull into and idle and wait. The hearse is not a
truck. It is nobody's freight, subject to nobody's scale. It
holds its lane and rolls on past, unwei ghed and unrenmarked
-- the way the dead nove everywhere.

Nobody stops a nman carrying the dead. Nobody ever has.

The hearse crosses the bridge, over the water, into Chio and
t he dark.



| / E. HEARSE - CONTI NUOUS

An enmpty stretch of road. Then, for no reason at all, the
hearse sl ows. Eases onto the shoul der. Stops.

Vern sits. Breathes. Sonething crosses his face -- a shadow,
a question. His hand drifts to his chest. Rests there.

A |l ong beat.

Then it eases. Watever it was, it lets go. He works his
jaw, puts the car in gear, pulls back onto the road.

The taillights shrink. The fog takes them

MATCH CUT TGO

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - VI EW NG ROCOM - DAY

The sane darkness, warnmed. Lanplight and lilies. An open
casket. An organ sonmewhere, playing low This is the
tenperature of grief. This roomknows it well.

And noving through it, unhurried, is MARV COYLE (52) -- dark
suit, soft voice, the gentlest hands in three counties.
Wat ch hi m wor k.

A big man in a too-tight collar stands rigid at the casket,
jaw l ocked -- a man told his whole life that nmen don't. Marv
does not tell himit's all right. He sets a hand on the
man' s shoul der and says sonething | ow we do not hear, and
the man | aughs, a wet, startled bark, and the |ock breaks.
Marv is al ready noving on before the tears cone, |eaving him
his dignity.

Alittle girl, six maybe, clings to her nother's |eg,

frightened of the still figure in the box. Marv crouches to
her hei ght. \Whatever he says, she goes fromterror to solem
wonder -- and reaches out, and touches the dead man's fol ded

hands, and is not afraid.

An old friend of the widow s hovers near the guest book,
winging a programto pul p, stuck.

FRI END
| don't know what to say to
her, Marv. | never know what to

say.



MARV
You don't have to say the right
t hi ng. Nobody's got the right
thing. You just have to be the
one who cane -- and you al ready
did the hard part.

She nods |ike he has handed her a |lanp in the dark, and goes
to her friend with her shoul ders down from around her ears.

Three people. Three exact readings. Three small nercies --
and not one of themw || renmenber it was Marv who gave it.
The nost necessary man in this county, and the nobst
invisible. Aroomfull of people he is holding up, and not
one of them hol di ng him

Then, at the far side of the room RUTH (70s). And sonething
in Marv settles. He does not cross to her the way he crossed
to the others -- reading, deploying, giving. He just crosses
to her. Sits. Knee to knee. Wth Ruth he is not the
undertaker of three counties; he is a boy she once held by

t he hand, and they both know it. One of his hands rests on
her forearm Every ounce of the man is turned toward her.

MARV
Take all the tinme you need,
Rut h. He's not goi ng anywhere.

(a small smle)
That's the one nercy of ny
busi ness. Nobody's ever in a
hurry but the |iving.

Rut h al nost smles. Al npst.

RUTH
| don't know how to do the
after, Marv. The quiet part.

MARV
Nobody does. That's the secret
nobody tells you.

(beat)
You don't do it. You get up
tomorrow, and I'Il be right
here, and we'll do tonorrow
That's all it ever is.

Rut h nods. Draws on her gloves, one and then the other.
Then, carefully, a question with an edge to it:



RUTH
How much do | owe you. For al
of it.

MARV

Rut h. Bury your husband. W'l
tal k about the small things
when the big thing s done.

She rises. At the door she turns and takes himin -- the
whol e of him

RUTH
You're a good man, Marv Coyl e.

And she's gone.

Hold on Marv. Alone now, anong the flowers. The warnth
| eaves his face by slow degrees, the way heat | eaves a stone
af ter dark.

And no one is left in the roomto need him

He straightens a single lily that did not need
straightening. Lets his hand fall.

CUT TO

| NT. A COVPANY HOUSE - BEDROOM - NI GHT

Three in the norning. A cranped bedroomin a house that has
not been painted since the mll closed. An old woman has

died in the bed she shared for fifty years, and her husband
-- ninety if heis a day -- sits in a chair drawn up beside
her in his undershirt, holding her hand, and will not let it

go.

Marv works quietly at the far side of the bed with a young
man fromthe famly, unfolding the cot. And nothi ng about
the nechanics of it is gentle. The dead are heavy, and the
doorways are narrow, and gravity does not nake exceptions
for grief. It is close, awkward, breathless work, and Marv
has done it countless tinmes, in the dark, for people who
will never once in their lives picture himdoing it.

The old nan says, to no one, that she was cold. That he
shoul d have got another bl anket on her. Marv stops. Cones
around the bed. Crouches down to the old man's |level -- the
way he crouched to the frightened girl at the casket -- and
takes the old man's free hand in both of his.



MARV

(low, certain)
She wasn't cold, M. Danko. Not
with you right there. A body
gets cold. She was gone on
ahead of it a good while before
that -- sonewhere warm-- and
she went know n' exactly whose
hand was in hers. That's not a
small thing. That's the whole
thing there is.

And the old man lets go of her hand at | ast, because Marv
has gi ven hi m sonewhere else to set it down. They lift her
toget her, the grandson and the undertaker, and carry her out
t hrough the narrow house into the cold. Marv slides the cot
into the back of the hearse and shuts the door soft, and
stands a nonent in the enpty street, alone with the one kind
of work nobody ever sees himdo. Then he drives her hone.

FADE QUT.

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - MARV' S OFFI CE - DAY

A cranped office. Dark wood, three generations of franed
Iicenses going yellow on the wall, a | edger the size of a
Bi bl e. Across the desk sits EARL PRU TT (60s) --
mllwight's hands, thirty years in the hot end of the
Weirton works, and nothing to put themto now He turns his
cap over and over in themand cannot quite neet Marv's eye.

EARL
| prepaid the whol e thing back
in oh-nine. Casket, the plot,
the stone. But Betty and ne are
movin' across the river to
St eubenville, by her sister,
and there's a place over there
does it for less, and noney
bein' what it is...

|"msorry, Marv. | am

It is the third one this season. The Hendersons went to a
cremation outfit off the interstate. The Yost boy drove his
not her back over to Ohio to bury her cheap. The town is

| eaving Marv Coyle a prepaid plan at a tinme, packing itself
up across the river where even the dying cones cheaper. He
knows the shape of it by now

And still Marv doesn't flinch. If anything, the warnth cones



up brighter.

MARV
Earl. You don't apologize to
nme. Not ever.

He's already opening the | edger. The pen finds the line --
and stops there. One breath. Earl, deep in his cap, does not
see it. Then Marv wites.

MARV ( CONT' D)
You take care of your famly.
That is the whole job, start to
finish. Your noney'l|l be back
to you inside the nonth, Earl.
Take it where you pl ease.
Fair's fair.

Earl stares at himlike a man who expected a fight and got
absol ution i nstead.

EARL
You' re about the | ast decent
man in this town. You know
t hat ?

Marv gives himthe smle. It is warm and true, and worn as
snooth as a stair. Even Marv may not know anynore where the
craft ends and the nman begi ns.

MARV
Tell Betty |I said hello.

Earl goes. The smle holds one beat past the door -- then

| eaves Marv's face entirely. He finds the line in the colum
where Earl Pruitt has sat since two thousand nine, and
strikes it out, and carries the rest to the foot of the
page. It is a smaller nunber than it was this norning, and
it will not get bigger. He sits with it a noment. Then he

cl oses the book.

CUT TO

EXT. VEIRTON - MAIN STREET - DUSK

Marv drives the hearse back through town at the grey end of
the day, and the town gives himno reason to hurry. Half the
storefronts on Main are papered over. A hardware, a
five-and-dine, a lunch counter -- all dark, all a long tinme



7.

dark, the signs still hung over doors that nobody opens. FOR
LEASE gone yel l ow behind the glass. Atraffic |ight works a
dead intersection, patient, red to green to red, for no one
at all. Atown crewon a lift strings the munici pal
snowf | akes pole to pole, sane as every Novenber, over the
dark wi ndows bel ow.

And over all of it, up on the bench above the river, the
mll. Weirton Steel. Mles of it -- the thing the whole town
was poured around -- gone cold and silent now, rust the
color of dried blood down the great sheds, the stacks that
once ran day and night just standi ng agai nst the sky the way
a headstone stands. A town built to feed one furnace. And
the furnace went out.

Marv has driven past it every day of his life, and he does
not look at it anynore, the way you quit |ooking at a thing
you cannot fix. He passes a knot of young nen on a corner
with nowhere in the world to be, and they watch the hearse
roll by -- the one business left in this town, a man m ght
tell you, that never once ran short of trade.

The river runs on past the dead works, brown and w de and
indifferent, toward the Onhio bank on the far side. Marv
drives home through the ruin of the place, and the ruin does
not trouble him It is just the weather he has always |ived
in.

FADE QUT.

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - NI GHT

The place after hours, dark but for one desk |anp. Marv runs
an addi ng machine. Tears off the tape. Reads it. Runs it
again, as if the nunber m ght reconsider. It does not.

On the blotter the appointnent book lies open to a week with
nothing witten init. Atown dying faster than it has in a
generation, and not one of themcan afford to do it in his
roons. He closes the book. Coyle & Son has stood on this
corner since his grandfather's day, and he can feel it going
out from under himnow, slow and sure, the way a tide goes
out.

| NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - PREP ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

Fl uorescent hum Stainless steel. A body under a sheet on
the table, routine and unremarked. Marv eats a sandw ch
standi ng over the sink, still in shirt and tie.

He catches his own reflection in the dark glass of a
cabinet. Straightens. And -- quietly, privately -- he
practices. Soft eyes. The gentle tilt of the head. The face
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he wears for the grieving. He runs it once. Adjusts. Runs it
again. Perfect.

For no one.

Behi nd him VERN shrugs into his coat,

the end of a | ong day.

VERN
Keep talkin' to yourself like
that, Marv, sonebody's |iable
to lay you out on one of these
t abl es and never know the
di fference.

MARV
(not turning)
Just keeping in practice.

Vern watches hima nonent, the coat half on

He works the coat the rest of the way on.

VERN
Thirty years |'ve watched you
get that face just right. For
everybody but yourself.

MARV
(l'ight)
Sonebody's got to do the
honors.

VERN
(a beat, quieter)
Mn Sonebody al ways does.

sl ow - -

an old man at

And then, for just

a nonent, he stands there not |eaving -- |ooking around the
roomlike a man trying to renenber why he canme into it. Then
it passes.

Marv turns.

years of

it,

VERN ( CONT' D)
Go on hone. Them dead' || keep
till nornin'. They al ways do.

Sonet hi ng passes between these two nen -- thirty

none of it ever once said out | oud.

MARV



Ni ght, Vern. Lock the back

VERN
Al ways do.

Vern goes. The back door opens on cold dark, and cl oses.
Qut si de, an engine turns over, pulls away.

Marv stands alone in the hum He does not know it is the
last tine he will see the nan alive.

He reaches over and draws the sheet a little straighter over
the body. Habit. Care. The very sane gesture as the lily.

CUT TO

EXT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOVE - MORNI NG

Gray norning, the light only just comng up -- winter is
close now. Vern's old truck already sits in the lot, its

w ndshield frosted over: it has stood here since well before
dawn. Vern is always first in -- hours before Marv, thirty
years running, an old man who | ong ago stopped sl eepi ng much
and |iked the building best when it was only him the quiet,
and the dead. MARV cones up the wal k bal anci ng TWO paper
coffees and a ring of keys, doing the small clunmsy dance of
a man with no free hand.

| NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - PREP ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

He shoul ders in, already talking.

MARV
Brought you the burnt one, the
way you like it. Still say it

tastes like a tire fire, but a
man's got a right to his--

He stops.

VERN is on the floor by the table. Collapsed md-task, a
cloth still in one hand. Gone a while now -- since before
the light, by the stillness of him He cane in before dawn,
the way he always did, and sonewhere in the dark and the
qui et his heart sinply stopped -- the same hand that reached
for his chest once, on a dark road, conme back to finish the
sentence. The roomis very quiet.

The coffees go down on the counter -- set down fast,
forgotten. Marv is across the roomand on his knees before
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he has decided to nove, two fingers going to the side of
Vern's throat, the back of his hand to the gray cheek. He
has done this nore tinmes than he could ever count. He knows
before he touches. But he touches anyway -- and the cold
under his fingers finishes the sentence: hours ago. Nothing
to be done, and nothing to be done quickly.

He |l owers hinself the rest of the way to the floor beside
his friend. Does not shake him Does not call out. Just
| ooks at him a |long while.

Then his hands begin to nove -- the old habit, the one
tenderness he has ever fully trusted. He straightens Vern's
collar. Smooths the thin hair back into place. Conposing
him the way he has conposed a thousand strangers.

MARV ( CONT' D)
(barely)
...You couldn't wait for ne to
get the coffee?

The two cups steamon the counter, side by side, and go
col d.

CUT TO

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - PREP ROOM - NI GHT

Later. The ot hers have conme and gone -- the county nman, the
forms that turn a person into a case nunber. Now it is only
Marv, and Vern on the table.

And Marv does the thing no man shoul d have to do: he
prepares his own. The hands Vern trai ned, working now on
Vern. Very gentle. Very exact. He gives this man every snall
ki ndness he has given ten thousand strangers -- and for the
first tinme in longer than he can renenber, the face he wears
is not a performance. There is no one here to performfor.
There is only grief, plain and unrehearsed, doing its sl ow
wor k t hrough hi s hands.

For a while there is only the small clean sound of the work.
Then Marv stops. He sets down what is in his hands, braces
both pal ns on the edge of the table, and stands a nonent,
head bowed over the body of his friend. Wien he speaks, it
is low-- the way you' d speak to a man you did not want to
wake.

MARV
Thirty years. Every tine |
asked after where you cane
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from what you were before --
you had a way of setting it
down gentle and picking up

sonething else. | let you. A
man's quiet is his own, |
figured. | never once pushed on
it.
He pauses -- sonething in the set of that cold, famliar

face, or in his owmn tired m nd.

MARV ( CONT' D)
...Now I'"mstartin' to wonder
if you were keepin' ne out. O
keepin' ne cl ean.

The dead keep their counsel. He gets no answer, and does not
really expect one. He finishes the work. Draws the sheet.
And turns out the light on the only man who ever knew the
whol e of him and told himnothing of hinmself in return.

CUT TO

EXT. THREE SPRI NGS CEMETERY - DAY

A hard little wind on the hill above town -- the Chio River
a gray seam bel ow, and beyond it the dead stacks of the
Weirton mll, cold against a colder sky. A handful of
mourners, no nore -- an old man's whol e account cone due,
and this is the balance of it. A MN STER reads the words.
They are the sanme words Marv has heard read over nore graves
t han he can count.

Only today Marv stands in front. On the other side of it.
And it is a strange and terrible thing: the one man in this
county who knows exactly what to say to the grieving has no
one to say it to him No one reaches for his arm He is the
conforter; there is no confort pointed his way, and he would
not know where to put it if there were.

He keeps his face still. He is good at faces.

At the edge of the little crowd, apart, stands a MAN we have
not seen -- sixties, dark overcoat, a good hat. Hands
folded. A stranger. And in a town this small, at a funeral

a face nobody can place is its own quiet event: every other
soul here Marv has known his whole life. This one he has
never laid eyes on. This is DUTCH He is not watching the
casket.

He is watching Marv.
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Marv feels it, and gl ances over. For a nonent the two nen
sinply regard one another across the graves -- a long, flat
beat, no nod, no sign, nothing offered. Then the man turns
and goes, unhurried, the way a nman | eaves a pl ace he has
every right to be.

Marv wat ches himthread out through the headstones, and
gone. He does not know the face -- and in thirty years he
has known themall. That man cane from sonewhere el se.

Wnd takes the mnister's last words. Dirt goes down on the
box.

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - MARV'S OFFI CE - NI GHT

The desk lanp again. Marv in shirtsleeves, tie | oosened, the
| edger open. Beside it a small drift of w ndow envel opes --
the kind of mail nobody opens twce. One is torn open: FINAL
NOTI CE, and a bank's nane.

He works the adding machine. Studies the tape. Sets it down.
Wi chever way he works them the nunbers do not reach spring
with the house still standing. A dying town ought to be good
country for an undertaker. But the dying here have nothing
left either -- the mll took that with it when it went --
and a man can |ay his neighbors down for thirty years and
still lose the roof over the roomhe does it in.

He sits with that. Then he gets up.

He crosses to Vern's corner -- a battered desk, a coat still
on the hook, thirty years of a man in one square of a dark
room Marv stands over it like a trespasser. He is | ooking,
t hough he could not say for what. Anything. Sonething to
sell. Sonething to nmake a nunber nove.

He opens the deep bottom drawer.

| NSERT - THE DRAVER

Under a folded rag, a coffee can. Marv pries the lid. Cash
-- banded, ordered, patient. Mre than an old enbal ner ever
carried hone in a year of honest Fridays, and years of it
laid by, and not one dollar of it ever near a bank.

BACK TO SCENE

Marv does not touch it. He looks at it. Then he lifts out
the thing beneath it: a cheap prepaid phone, the kind sold
in a blister pack at a gas station. Black. Silent. Dead, or
of f.
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And beneath that -- a notebook. Not the funeral |edger.
Vern's own hand, cranped and careful: dates, a colum of
figures, a mark agai nst each. No nanes. No services. No
dead. Just noney, com ng and going on its own private tide.
A second set of books a nman keeps for one reason only -- so
t hat sonmeone, soneday, cannot say it never happened.

Marv turns the pages slowy. And a col d understanding
settles over him the way it settles over a man who has
finally read his own house right. O course Vern kept it
here. Not at honme, where a landlord, or the county man who
cones for the effects of a man with no famly, mght turn it
up. Here. A funeral hone takes cash and asks no questions.
Hearses conme and go at every hour and no one blinks. A body
is the one box in Anerica nobody opens. The trade was never
just Vern's cover for the thing. The trade was the thing
that nade it possible.

He shoul d be afraid, and sone cellar-level part of himis.
But a man three nonths fromlosing everything his famly
built has a gift for the harml ess expl anation, and Marv
reaches for his now -- half aloud, the way you gentle a
spooked hor se.

MARV
(qui et)

...You just kept it. That's al
it is. Thirty years, no w fe,
no vices, nowhere to spend it,
and never nuch trusted a bank.
A careful man keeps his own.
Good for you, Vern.

He al nost believes it. He wants to, and wanting is
ni ne-tenths of the way there.

He sets the notebook by Vern's desk cal endar -- the paper
kind, a box for every day. A notation stops him

A date, this week. Atinme. Two words in Vern's cranped hand:
Pl CKUP - MERCER

Marv checks it against the funeral schedule. Flips a page.
Fl i ps back. There is no Mercer. No death called in, no
famly, no body, no service. A pickup with nothing to pick

up.

He stands hol ding the two books, the legitimte one and the
ot her, one in each hand. Wi ghing them

Then -- because it is easier, because the other thing has
edges he does not want to run his thunb along -- he cl oses
t he cal endar. Whatever it was, it was Vern's, and Vern is
gone. It wll keep. O it won't.
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He puts the coffee can back in the drawer. He does not put
it back all the way.

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - RECEI VI NG DOOR - DAY

The trade door -- where the dead cone in. A buzzer sounds.
Marv opens it. A MAN stands in the gray afternoon: THE
RUNNER (30s), w ndbreaker, a gym bag over one shoul der,

wor king a piece of gum He | ooks past Marv into the building
i ke a man wei ghing a roomhe's been told is partly his.

RUNNER
You'd be the new fella.

MARV
(evenly -- not confirmng
a thing)
... And who woul d you be?

RUNNER
Came for Vern. But Vern's not
around anynore, way | hear it.

He reads Marv's face, and the still room behind him and
finds his answer there.

RUNNER ( CONT' D)
So it's you now. You the new
fella, or ain't you?

A beat. Marv decides to be.

MARV
.1 guess | am

RUNNER
Vern. Heard he passed. That's a
shane. Real steady hand, that
man.

MARV
He was t hat.

The Runner lets hinmself in, uninvited, and drifts through
the prep area -- the steel tables, the drains -- with a
proprietary ease that lifts the hair on Marv's arns.



He runs a thunb along a steel table, checks it, finds it
spotl ess. Nods, |like that tells himsonething.

RUNNER
Cl ean shop. Vern ran a cl ean
shop. That's half of it right
there -- nobody ever wonders
about the cl ean ones.

(turni ng back, easy)
You do the work yourself? O
you got a fella cones in.

A test, dressed as small talk. Marv hears the floor under
-- the real question is how many hands touch the bodies.

many pairs of eyes.

MARV
Mysel f. Al ways nysel f. Vern
taught nme, and Vern didn't
teach two.

RUNNER

Good. Keep it that way. One set

of hands, one set of eyes --
that's how a thing like this
gets to be old. Vern was ol d.

He drifts to the doorway of the garage bay.
hearse a while. Then, w thout turning:

RUNNER ( CONT' D)
M ssed a date this week. The

Mercer pickup. That's why they

Looks at the

sent ne down -- see is the new

fella squared away, or is he
gonna be a problem

So it has been only days. The dirt on Vern is barely
settled, and al ready the machi ne has noticed the gap and

sent someone to fill it. Marv says nothing.

Lets it hang.

15.

it
How

The Runner takes the silence for the thing silence usually

is between nen like this.

RUNNER ( CONT' D)
Happens. Man dies, things sli
But upstairs don't |love a sl
y'follow GCets 'em wonderin'

is the new fella squared away.
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Is he reliable. Is he steady.

MARV
(gi ving not hi ng)
|"ve buried this town thirty
years w thout one conplaint.
You tell upstairs | don't mss
dat es.

The Runner grins. He |ikes that.

RUNNER
So how d' you wanna do it. Sane
as Vern? O you got your own
way of things.

Atrap with no floor under it. Marv does not know sanme as
Vern from Adam But he reads the man in front of him --
reads that the Runner wants easy, wants nothing new to

| earn, wants to be told the world has not changed.

MARV
(choosing the man's own
wi sh)
Way fix what isn't broke. Sane
as Vern.

RUNNER
That's what | |like to hear.

He unzips the gymbag and lays its contents out on the
steel, unhurried, the way a nan sets down tools he is not
ashanmed of: bricks, wapped tight in plastic. Marv | ooks at
them and keeps his face -- the practiced face --
professionally, perfectly still.

RUNNER ( CONT' D)
Sane as al ways. Sone | oads you
sit on and they cone to you.
Sone you run yourself -- the
phone tells you which, and
where, and when. You never
touch the count. Your end cones
back to you clean, paper in the
drawer, sane as it always cane
to Vern. You know the drill.

MARV
The drill.
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The Runner pauses. Sonething flickers behind his eyes.

RUNNER
...Vernreally didn't | eave you
nothin" witten down, huh.

There it is -- a thin blade of suspicion, and the whol e room
tilts toward an edge. One wong syll able and Marv stops
being the new fella and starts being a | oose end. He reaches
for the truest thing he owns and lays it down soft.

MARV
Vern trusted ne with the dead
of this whole county. He didn't
need to wite down what a nman
al ready knows.

"Il take care of it. | always
take care of it. That's the
whol e of what | do.

The Runner holds his eyes a nonent. Then buys it -- because
Marv sells it, and because the Runner would dearly like to
go hone.

RUNNER
... Yeah. Ckay.

He zips the enpty bag. At the door, he stops.

RUNNER ( CONT' D)
Sorry again. About Vern. He was
st eady.

And gone. Marv stands alone with the bricks laid out on the
steel table where the dead are nmeant to |lie. He does not
touch them

CUT TO
| NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOVE - PREP ROOM - NI GHT
The bricks, still there. Marv sits on a stool across from
them keeping a kind of vigil -- the sane stillness he would

give a body. Hours in it, maybe.

At last he takes one up. Turns it in the light. Wighs it in
his palm He lifts a scalpel fromthe tray -- his
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instrunments -- and nicks the plastic. Alittle powder bl oons
at the seam

He knows what it is. Everyone in this town, this year, has

| earned what it is. Wien the mlIl went dark it took the
paychecks, and then the nmen, and then sone quiet thing that
had held the place upright -- and into that hollow this cane
fl oodi ng. The powder that fills his caskets now. The young
ones. The ones whose not hers cannot | ook. Wirton poured
steel for a hundred years; now the only thing it turns out
in any nunber is the dead, and Marv Coyle is the man they
are brought to.

He sets it back anong the others and does a piece of
arithmetic no funeral bill ever taught him

A KNOCK -- the front. The |iving people's door.

CODY (O. S.)
Marv? It's Cody.

Marv noves -- fast, snoboth, no wasted notion. Bricks into
the bag, bag into the cold room door drawn to. Scal pel

down. By the tinme he reaches the front, his face has
conposed itself into the only face anyone here has ever seen
hi m wear .

| NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOMVE - FRONT HALL - CONTI NUOUS

CODY (30), sheriff's deputy, out of uniform holds a
foil-covered dish in both hands |ike an offering.
Open-faced, earnest -- a boy half raised by this building.

COoDY
Mom made you the chicken thing.
The one with the -- she says
you' Il know the one. Said no
man ought to be eatin'
funeral - hone coffee for
Thanksgi vi ng.

(alittle hel pless)
| know a casserole ain't nuch
agai nst -- against all this.
But it's what we got.

Marv takes the warm di sh. What nmoves in himnow is not

performance -- it is the last of the real thing, and it
aches.

MARV
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You tell your nother she's the
ki ndest wonman in three

counties, and I'll deny | ever
said it.
Cody | aughs -- and for a nonent he is not a deputy at all

but the boy who did his homework at the front desk while his
not her cl eaned these offices, who Marv taught to drive in
the big Cadillac out back because it was the heaviest,

safest thing on the lot. He has loved this quiet man |ike an
uncle his whole life, and it is in everything he does not

qui te know how to say.

Then he works up his nerve for the harder thing.

CoDY
He was just always around,
y' know? Vern. Like the
buil ding. First real cold snap
of the year, and | keep waitin'
on himto cone linpin' in
conpl ai nin' about his knees.
You don't ever figure the
bui I ding' s gonna up and- -

(lets it go)
...You doin' all right out
here? Al by yourself now?

And here is the open door. Cody is the aw. Cody |oves him
One true sentence -- I'min sonething, son, help ne out of
it -- and none of the rest need ever happen.

Marv feels the sentence rise in his chest. He | ooks at the
boy holding the warnth of his nother's kitchen.

MARV
I"mall right, Cody.

The No that never gets said. Quiet as a held breath.

COoDY
(let off the hook,
bri ght eni ng)
Good. That's -- good. At |east

the place is still standin',
huh. Good to know you're still
her e.

MARV

Still here.
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Cody raps the doorframe twice -- affection -- and goes. Marv
stands with the warmdish in his hands and the poison in the
cold roomtwenty feet behind him and not one flicker of
either thing reaches his face.

FADE QUT.

I NT. RUTH S HOUSE - KI TCHEN - DAY

A small, tidy kitchen -- a wdow s kitchen, everything in
its place because there is too nuch tine now to keep it that
way. Over the stove, a bare hook -- the one Warren's cedar

wreat h hung on, forty Decenbers running. RUTH pours coffee
she never asked if Marv wanted. He sits at her table

| ooki ng, for once, |like a man being taken care of instead of
t he ot her way round.

RUTH
You |l ook like hell, WMarv.

MARV
And you | ook |ike a woman about
to tell nme why.

RUTH
(sitting)

You buried Vern and then you
kept right on goin'. No day
off. No sittin" down. A man
does that, it's 'cause he can't
stand to be in a quiet room

wi th hinself.

Marv smles -- the real one, smaller than the work one.
MARV

That's a |l ot of diagnosis for
one cup of coffee.

RUTH
It's free. So's the refill.

A beat between them easy, decades deep.

MARV

(quietly)
l"mall right, Ruth. Just been
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RUTH
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Mn They cone in stretches.

(a l ook, kind and | evel)
You conme to ne if this one gets
l ong. You hear? | can't do nuch

for anybody anynore.

But | can

put coffee in front of a tired
man and tell himthe truth

That's a service too.

Marv hol ds her eyes a nonent. He canme here to | ook after
her. Sonehow she is the one doing the | ooking after.

MARV
. Yes, ma'am

He rises. At the door, coat half on --

RUTH

Marv. That fella at Vern's,
stood off at the back.
Overcoat. Never cone up to the
grave, never signed the book.

You know hi nf?

MARV
(truthfully)

No. Figured himfor one of
Vern's, fromthe ol d days.

Rut h 1 ooks at hima nonent |onger than the question needs.

RUTH

Mn Probably so. Funerals draw

strays.

She waves himoff. The door. She stands a nonent at the
wi ndow over the sink, watching himcross to the hearse. Then

she lets the curtain fall.

CUT TO

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - PREP ROOM - NI GHT

The bricks out on the steel again.

And on the second tabl e,
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under a sheet, a BODY -- a transfer. An out-of-town deceased
with no famly within three hundred mles, routed to Marv
the way freight gets routed.

And now, standing between the two tables, he lets the pieces
cl ose. The bricks the Runner left. A body no one is com ng
to claimor to grieve. And in Vern's cranped not ebook, the
sanme two words paired over and over, thirty years of them a
pi ckup, and a passenger, and no nane for either. The nethod
was never hidden. It was sitting in plain sight the whole
time, the way the best hiding places are. You do not smnuggle
the thing. You put the thing inside the one box in Anerica
nobody ever opens -- and you nove the box.

There is only the question of where. And for that, there is
t he phone.

He takes Vern's burner fromthe drawer -- the dead little
thing, the nerve he has not |let hinself touch. He thunbs it
on. It hunts, finds a signal. And after a nonent it buzzes,
once: not a call. A nmessage. A place, a tinme, nothing else.
The machi ne does not introduce itself. It sinply assunes he
is Vern now, because soneone has to be.

Marv reads it. Commts it. Deletes it. Now he knows where
t he road goes tonight.

He draws back the sheet.

We do not linger on the work. W see Marv's face -- the
practiced calm holding -- and his hands, sure and terrible,
doing a thing hands Iike his were never neant to do. A

scal pel . A space nmade. The plastic tucked where grief wll
never think to look. It is a nmethod for a body nobody is
waiting for -- routed, unclainmed, going on to hands that

al ready know what is in it. The ones with a famly at the
far end will want another way.

He cl oses the body up with the sane care he would give a
man's own not her. Then he washes his hands a |l ong tine.
EXT. THE STARLI TE - PARKING LOT - N GHT

The last |lit windows at the edge of town -- a supper club

that has outlived every other place on this stretch, and
only barely. Late now inside, a waitress stacks chairs and

a man reaches up to kill the neon. The gravel |ot nearly
enpty. And in it, hazards ticking, a pickup with its hood up
and HAL (60s) -- a neighbor, a good and boring man -- bent

over a battery that picked a hard cold night to quit on him
Hs wife MARIE waits in the cab, out of the w nd.

The hearse conmes down the road, Marv at the wheel, the quiet
passenger behind him-- on his way out of town, the first
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run, his stomach up around his throat. Hal steps into the
headl i ghts and waves hi m down. Marv's stomach drops. But a
man does not roll past a stranded nei ghbor, and he knows it.
He sl ows.

HAL
Marv? That you? Battery's stone
dead -- sat right through
supper and now she won't turn
over. Any chance you got a
mnute for a --

But Hal's eyes have already drifted past him to the draped
shape in the back. The plain curiosity of a small town.

HAL ( CONT' D)
...AW. You're workin'. Who is
it -- anybody | know?

The whol e run bal anced on the next sentence. And Marv does
the thing he was born to do: reaches for a small
true-sounding grief, and hands it across.

MARV
Nobody you'd know, Hal. Fella
fromover in Chio. No people
left to speak of. What famly
there is wants hi m hone.

(a mournful half-beat)
Long drive for a quiet
passenger.

Hal nods the way people nod at death -- keen to be done with
t he subject.

HAL
...\Well. That's decent of you.
Haulin' himall that way.

MARV
It's the job.

Marv brings the hearse nose to nose with the truck and runs
the cables -- the snuggler and the stranded nei ghbor, a body
ten feet off, small talk about the cold.

Wil e the cables do their work, Hal drifts a step toward the
back of the hearse -- just a bored man killing tine, the
small idle pull of a neighbor's curiosity. H's hand cones up
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toward the tail gate.

MARV
(easy, not fast -- never
fast)
Best get Marie on hone before
she freezes, Hal. How s that
hip of hers holdin'" up this

W nter?

HAL
Aw, she grouses at it when the
cold sets in -- but the doctor
says she's nendin'. | keep

after her to stay off it, and
you know how nuch good t hat
does.

And a man will always turn toward the sound of his own life.
Hal is faced full at the cab now, at Marie, and the draped
shape in the hearse mght as well be a mle behind him The
nmonment cl oses, soft as a drawer, and he never knew there was
a nonent at all.

The truck coughs alive under the cables. Hal's whol e face
l'ights.

HAL ( CONT' D)
There she is. Marv, | don't
know what we'd have done out
here. You're a good one.

MARV
Get on hone, both of you. Gve
Marie ny best.

Hal waves, grateful, swi ngs up beside Marie, and they rol
off toward town. He never |earns how close he stood to it.
EXT. STATE H GHVAY - NI GHT

And Marv turns the other way -- out. Past the town |ine,
where a weat hered sign stands in the last of the sodi um
light: WEIRTON -- GATEWAY TO THE VALLEY. It has said that
| onger than Marv has been alive.

EXT. STATE LINE - LATER

The hearse holds its |ane, unwei ghed and unwat ched, and
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crosses the water into GChio.

| / E. HEARSE - CONTI NUOUS

Marv drives. Alone now, the thing done. He waits to feel
like a crimnal.

It does not come. There was no line to slip, no barrier to
beat -- just a dark road, a quiet passenger, a county he has
crossed his whole life. Nobody | ooked. Nothing happened. It
was the nost ordinary night's work in the world -- and that
is the part he cannot get past: not that he got away with
sonet hing, but that there was never anything to get away
from How little it asked. How easily it went down.

He tells hinself it was the once. It is a lie, but an easy
one, and it carries himhone. He drives on into the dark.

FADE QUT.

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - ARRANGEMENT ROOM - NI GHT

Marv cones in the back, still keyed up fromthe road. He
flips a light -- and stops.
DUTCH is already there -- the stranger fromthe grave, the

one face in this county Marv could not nane. Sitting in the
good chair, unhurried, a casket catal og open on his knee

i ke a man keepi ng an appoi ntnent. Overcoat fol ded. Hat on
the table beside him He does not startle. He has been

wai ting, and he does not mnd that he waited.

DUTCH
(turning a page, not
| ooki ng up)

Mahogany. Vern always tried to
talk the famlies out of the
mahogany. Said it was good
nmoney going in the ground.

(a small, fond sound)
Senti nmental man, though.
Under neat h. The careful ones
usual ly are.

Marv stands very still. Every instinct he owns for reading a
roomtells himthis is the nost dangerous person who has
ever stood in it -- and that the danger is precisely the
calm

MARV



W' re cl osed.

DUTCH
| know. That's rather the point
of com ng now.

(sets the catal og aside,

finally | ooks at him
Sit down, Marv. You' ve had a
long night. | can snell the
interstate on you

That | ands. Dutch knows about the run. Marv sits,
across fromhim-- two nen in the roomwhere grief

DUTCH ( CONT' D)
Thirty years. | bought that man
his first drink, and near
enough his last. He answered to
me the whole while. Wich
means, as of two weeks back, so
do you.

MARV
(carefully)
| don't know what you think

DUTCH

(gently, cutting it off

W t hout heat)
Don't. Please. Not the w dow
voi ce. | have sat through nore
funeral s than you have buri ed,
son. | know that voice fromthe
inside. It's a fine instrunent.
Don't play it at me and we'l|l
get al ong.
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s!omn
is sold.

A silence. Marv recalibrates -- this man cannot be char ned.

DUTCH ( CONT' D)
You did the run tonight. C ean.
Even tal ked your way past a
stranded nei ghbor with a body

in the car -- oh, | had a nan
on you for that. First tine
out, | like to see how a fell ow

carries hinself. Vern couldn't
have done it snoot her.
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(leans in)
You want to know how |' m sure
you'll be fine at this?

And here it happens: Dutch does to Marv the thing Marv does
to everyone el se.

DUTCH ( CONT' D)
| stood at the back of that
man's gravesi de and wat ched
them grieve Vern. And | watched
you. You weren't grieving Vern.
You were grieving sonething
ol der. And not one soul on that
hill was | ooking at you. Not
one.

(qui et)
You' ve spent your whole life in
roons |like that. Being the one

nobody sees.

Marv says nothing. It is the truest thing anyone has said to
himin years, and it has cone out of the wong nouth.

DUTCH ( CONT' D)
| know that |look. |I've worn it.
A man that invisible can go
anywhere. Carry anything.
Nobody stops him because
nobody sees himto stop.

(rising, taking up his
hat )
Loneliest thing in the world.
O it's agift. Vern never
coul d deci de which

At the door, he pauses -- and cracks the one door that wll
never fully open.

DUTCH ( CONT' D)
You' ve got better hands than he
did. And you're hungrier. Vern
| ost his appetite, there at the
end. Started wanting out.
That's what killed him |
expect.

(mld)
Not the heart. The wanti ng-out.
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MARV
... \Wat's that supposed to
nmean.

DUTCH
(final, alnost kind)
It nmeans we'll talk soon. Lock
up, Marv. You never do know who
wanders in.

And gone, into the dark. Marv sits alone with the casket
catal og and the snell of the road on him For the first tine
in his |life someone has seen himall the way to the bottom
-- and it was the last man on earth he woul d have chosen to
be seen by.

FADE QUT.

| NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOVE - ARRANGEMENT ROOM - DAY

Not every | oad | eaves the sanme way. Sone Marv drives into
the dark hinself. This one cones to him-- the other half of
the trade, the paying half, exactly as the phone said it
woul d.

The room where a funeral gets planned. Soft chairs, a binder
of caskets, a box of tissues set out on the |low table. Marv

sits across froma MAN (40s) -- THE CLI ENT, though he w |
never give a nane. Good coat, bad nerves. He | ooks at the
door, the wi ndow, the tissue box -- everything but Marv.

Qut of thirty years' reflex, Marv slides the tissues a
courteous inch toward him The COient flinches at it.

MARV
(warm easy)
Most folks find it helps to
start with what they're | ooking
for. Something sinple.
Sonet hi ng that nmakes nore of a
st at ement .

Code, and they both know it. But the Cient is frightened,
and frightened nen test.

CLI ENT
...How do | know you're not
wearin' a wire under that
funeral suit, Marv.



29.

The room goes very still. Everything rides here. Marv does
not bristle. Does not protest -- those are a guilty man's

nmoves. He does the opposite. He goes quieter. Leans in the
way he |l eans toward the bereaved, and lets the dient feel
the full warnth of the nost trusted man in the county.

MARV
Son. Look at nme.

(and the Cdient does,

hel pl ess)
| have buried this town's
mot hers. | have buried its

children, and held the nothers
up while I didit. Thirty
years, every secret this county
ever cried into a chair |ike

the one you're in -- | kept.
Every one.

(beat)
| don't get it wong. And | do
not tell. It is the one thing |

have ever been truly good at.

It is a seduction, and it works the way it always works --
because it is ninety percent true. The fear goes out of the
Client's shoulders like air froma tire. He believes. They
al ways bel i eve.

CLI ENT
(qui et)

. Yeah. Ckay.
He reaches into the coat and lays a thick envel ope on the
tabl e, beside the tissues. Slides it across.
CLI ENT ( CONT' D)

Half now. Half when it's done.
And here is the hinge of the whole picture. Marv could | et
it lie. Could say there's been a m stake. Could still, even
now, be a man who buries people and does not hing el se.
He | ooks at the envel ope a | ong nonent.
Then his hand closes over it. Draws it in. Unhurried.

MARV
(soft, certain -- the
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funeral voice, but neant

now)

"1l take good care of him

The dient nods, relieved, rises, and goes -- a man who was
never here, whose name Marv never asked. Because Marv is
| earning the shape of this now Learning what not to know.

Al one, Marv sets the envelope in the drawer -- Vern's drawer
-- beside the coffee can. And he notices a thing, and we
watch himnotice it.

Hi s hands are perfectly steady.

FADE QUT.

EXT. RIVER VALLEY ROADS - NI GHT - SERIES OF RUNS

The hearse eats the mles now, sure and unhurried. A nontage
of a man getting good at a thing he should never have
t ouched:

-- First snow catches himat the Pennsylvania line the first
week of Decenber. By Christmas it stands a foot deep on the
shoul ders, and the runs go on through it, steady as the

mai |

-- And one night, on the Chio route, a state cruiser pulls
out of the weigh station dark and settles onto the hearse's
bunper. Two mles it rides there. Marv's hands at ten and
two, the needle a hair under the limt. Then the Iight bar
cones alive -- and the cruiser swings out and past, away up
the valley toward sonebody else's trouble. The tail lights
shrink and are gone. Marv unl ocks his hands fromthe wheel
one finger at a tine.

CUT TO

I NT. A TRUCK-STOP DI NER - N GHT

The far end of a run, off the interstate. Vinyl booths gone
tacky, a pie case with one slice left, a waitress who
stopped listening to anybody years ago. In a back booth Marv
sits across froma wary man in a canvas coat -- a MOWER
forties, all forearns and few words. A thernos between them
To the room two tired nen waiting out the weather.

And the talk that passes has two floors. The top floor, for
anyone near enough to hear. The basenent, for the trade.
Marv runs both at once, easy as breathing. The day they put
Vern in the ground he could not have managed it. Now it is
not hing at all.
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THE MOVER
West side's no good tonight.
Staties are sittin' on the Ghio
approach, both ends. Everything
goes east or it don't go.

MARV
(mld -- a professional
soot hing a nervous fam|ly)
Then it goes east.

THE MOVER
East is a state |ine.

MARV
East is a farmroad and a green
sign, five mles fromny back
door. | carry the paper for it.

The nover doesn't nove. So Marv gives himthe rest, quiet,
the way you'd tell a famly the casket won't be open.

MARV ( CONT' D)
Load goes in before | close
hi m

THE MOVER
And if a scale ever asks?

MARV
Nobody wei ghs the dead, friend.
It is the one indecency this

country still will not stoop
t o.
The nover studies hima nonent -- the way you study a card

pl ayer who just did sonething clean you did not see com ng.
He slides a thick fold under the napkin dispenser.

THE MOVER
(grudgi ng, alnost a
conpl i ment)
...Vern used to sit where
you're sittin'. Good man
Al ways | ooked |i ke he'd
swal | oned a stone doin' it.
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(rising, canvas creaking)
You | ook Iike you're enjoyin
yoursel f.

And he is gone, out into the lot, into a truck wth no nane
on the door. And Marv sits a while wwth the cold coffee and
the fold of bills and a conplinent he did not want and
cannot answer. He pockets the noney and does the one thing
he has al ways done best in all the world: he does not | ook
at it too close. Then he drives hone.

FADE QUT.

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOMVE - MARV' S OFFI CE - DAY

Marv at the desk, the FINAL NOTI CE squared in front of him
and the checkbook open beside it. The desk phone rings. The
bank's nunber. He picks it up.

MARV
Coyl e and Son.

BEV (V.Q)
Marv? It's Bev -- over at the
bank.

MARV

(warm ng at once)
Bev. How ve you been keepin'?

BEV (V.Q)
OCh, upright. Listen -- I'm
sorry to bother you over there.
It's the cash deposit. Anything
over the ten |I've got to note
where it cane from and the
formwon't take "Marv Coyl e"
for an answer.

MARV ( CONT' D)
(no pause at all)
Preneed. Cash pl ans goi ng back

years -- Vern took 'emthat way
and never wote a receipt in
his life. I"'mstill digging out

fromunder his filing.
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BEV (V. Q)
i eved)

(rel
"Il doit.

That

MARV ( CONT' D)
Send '"emto ne if anybody
upstairs wants the contracts.
"' m not hiding anything but
Vern's handwiting.

A pause on the line. Then a small | augh.
BEV (V.Q)
. Marv. Nobody thinks that.
He sets the phone down. And then he wites the check that
clears the bank -- all of it, with roomto spare. The pen
moves sl ow and sure along the line --

And in the drawer, the burner begins to buzz.

Marv's pen does not stop. He finishes the signature to the
|ast letter of his nanme. Folds the check into the envel ope,

seals it, squares it on the blotter -- the house safe, the
famly's whole | egacy out of danger, the exact finish line
he set out to reach -- and the phone buzzi ng agai nst the

wood t he whol e while.
He sets down the pen. Looks at the seal ed envel ope a nonent.

Then he opens the drawer.

MARV
(into the phone)
...Yeah. |'m here.

He listens. And on the corner of the blotter, beside the
envel ope that was supposed to be the end of it, he wites a
tinme.

He hangs up. He tells hinself he will stop, after the next
one. He has been telling hinself that a while now.

He catches his reflection in the wi ndow gl ass, and for once
does not reach for the kind face. He just |ooks. And he
cannot say anynore whet her the nman | ooking back is the one
who carried this town's grief for thirty years -- or the one
who has spent all wi nter keeping his eyes off what his own
two hands are doi ng.

MARV ( CONT' D)
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(to no one, quiet)
...0One nore. Clear one nore,
and |' m done.

He does not believe it, even as he says it. That is the true
measure of how far in heis -- not that he lies to an enpty
room but that he has gotten so good, this winter, at not
hearing hinself do it.

CUT TO

I NT. A H GHWAY ROADHOUSE - NI GHT

Not Weirton, and not Steubenville. A dying roadhouse out on
the four-lane that stitches the two vall eys together --
neutral ground, chosen with care: truckers, drifters,
nobody's regul ars, a place where a Weirton undertaker and a
Steubenvill e stranger can sit in a back booth and be not hi ng
to anybody. Dutch does not drink where he is known, and he
is careful never to be known anywhere that counts. That is
why he has | asted.

Two gl asses. DUTCH pours froma good bottl e he brought
hinmself -- and it is the first time he has poured for Marv
as an equal. Marv feels the weight of it settle -- not
warnth, quite; nore like a hand laid on the back that he
understands, dimy, is never going to lift off again.

DUTCH
You cl eared your paper. The
bank. 1 heard.

MARV
...You hear a lot.

DUTCH
It's the whol e job, hearing.

(lifts the glass an inch)
You could stop now, you know.
Some nen do. O ear the debt,
tidy up, go back to burying the
Met hodi sts. The door's right
there. It's always right there.

And it is not a trick. The debt is cleared. The house is
standing. Nothing on this earth requires Marv Coyle to cone
back next week.

He does not npbve. He does not reach for his coat.
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MARV

(qui et)
... But.

DUTCH
(a small smle)
No but. Just watching which way
a man | eans.

(settl es back)
You know what Vern's m st ake
was, there at the end? Thirty
years, steady as a clock. And
then one day he deci ded he
wanted to be a good man agai n.
Late. Right in the thick of it.

(swrls the glass -- and

here, softly, the bl ade)
H s heart went before he ever
got the chance. Kindest thing
it ever did for him

(easy again, as though it
wer e not hi ng)
There's a place across the
wat er where | sit of an
eveni ng. Back booth, bigger
town. Don't ask for ne by nane
-- there's nobody in there
who' d know it. Just cone in.

He lifts the gl ass.

DUTCH ( CONT' D)
To Vern.

A beat. Marv | ooks at the man across fromhim-- the calm
the patience, the thing that |ives underneath. And he
under st ands every word of what he has just been told: the
door is right there, and no one who reaches for it lives to
wal k t hrough

Marv raises his own glass, level with Dutch's. But he does
not drink fromit -- he never has, not once in his life, and
sonme quiet ballast in himw Il not start tonight. He holds
it up a nonent, and sets it back down, full.

MARV
To Vern.



36.

Dut ch notes the untouched gl ass. He says nothing. But he
sees it -- the one small thing this man keeps back -- and
files it away, the way he files everything.

FADE QUT.

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - CHAPEL - DAY

A good funeral. A real one. WALT KESSLER, ei ghty-one, went
in his sleep the honest way, and half the county has conme to
see himoff -- a man who fixed their furnaces for fifty
years and never once padded a bill. The roomis full. The
flowers are real -- poinsettias, banked deep around the
casket, it being the week of Christmas -- and the grief is
real .

And Marv noves through it at the very height of his gift --
a word for the widow, a hand for the grandson, the whole

war m machi nery of confort running flaw ess. This is the
thing he was put on earth to do, and he does it better today
t han he ever has. Nobody in the room has ever seen himnore
hi nmsel f.

Nobody in the room knows that in the good mahogany box at
the front, tucked into the false lining beneath old Walt's
fol ded hands -- hands Marv set just so, an hour ago, with
real and unhurried tenderness -- rides a payl oad bound east
across the Pennsylvania line the nonent the | ast nourner
goes hone.

He has done both with the same two hands, in the sane
nmorning, in the sane room The sacranent and the smuggli ng,
folded into one seanm ess act of care. It should stop him
cold. It does not.

MRS. KESSLER
(clasping his hand at the
door, wet-eyed)
Fifty years | had him Marv.
You nmade him |l ook |like the day
| married him | don't know how
a man carries this kind of work
and stays so gentle.

(a breath, steadier)
W're layin' himdown in
Bur gett st own Sunday. My people
are all up there. He al ways
said he didn't mnd, long as |
was comn' too.
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MARV

(and it is true, and it is

a lie, and he can no

| onger feel the seam

bet ween t hen
It was the honor of ny life,
Ms. Kessler. Walt was one of
t he good ones.

She goes. And Marv stands al one a nonent with the box, and
old Walt init, and the thing hidden under Walt's hands --
and he closes the Iid dowm over all of it with the same sl ow
reverence he has given ten thousand others. Then he goes to
bring the hearse around, for the long drive east, across the
I'ine.

FADE QUT.

EXT. A GRAVEL TURNOQUT - N GHT

A not hing place off a county two-|ane, where Marv was told
to wait with his lights off. He has already done the part of
t he work nobody sees: the lid raised on the shoul der of an
unlit road, old Walt's folded hands lifted aside by the man
who arranged them four hours ago, the payl oad drawn out from
under them Then the hands set back exactly as they were.
Walt goes down in Burgettstown Sunday, and no one alive wll
ever know his hands were noved tw ce.

And the one who cones up out of the dark for the hand-off is
a KID. N neteen, maybe twenty. Hood up, hands raw and
restless, a sniff he cannot stop, eyes that go everywhere
and settl e nowhere.

The sane age, near enough, as the boy Marv will bury in
t hree weeks and does not yet know it.

THE KI D

(too fast, too friendly,

needing it to be friendly)
You're the funeral guy. Man,
that's smart, that's rea
smart, nobody'd ever -- hey,
you need anybody el se? To run
stuff? 'Cause |I'mreliable, I
swear, ask anybody, there's
just nothin' out here, man.
There's nothin'.

And for one second the kid is not a link in a chain. He is
the very thing Carol will nane over her son's casket -- a
scared boy in a town with the bottom gone out of it,
reaching for the one hand that reached back. Marv coul d say
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a word here. Marv could look at him

Marv hands hi mthe package, and does not | ook at him Keeps
his eyes on the dark past the boy's shoulder, his voice flat
and cl osed, and gives himnothing -- no warnth, no face, no
mercy. The one thing the whole trade runs on.

MARV
(flat, final)
Go honme, son

He pulls the hearse back onto the road. In the mrror the
kid stands alone in the turnout, getting smaller, and then
the dark takes him Marv does not watch himgo. He has
gotten very good, this winter, at not watching people go.

FADE QUT.

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - PREP ROOM - NI GHT

This run is different. Marv works over an open casket -- but
he is not tucking bricks into a body. He took no drill to
it. He wal ked the display-roomrow and chose: poplar, no
gasket, no seal, a lid that sits on wood and lets the air
cone and go. Half the boxes in his trade breathe. He has
known it thirty years and never once had cause to think of

it. He tests the latch with two fingers -- a catch a man
could work fromthe inside -- and sets the |lid where it wll
rest.

The job came down plain: north, this time. Across the real
line -- Canada, over the water. A passenger. Marv does not
get told who, or why. He has | earned not to ask.

EXT. NORTHERN HI GHWAY - NI GHT
Snow, and the great dark of the | ake sonmewhere out past the
trees. The hearse runs north. Behind Marv, in the casket,
rides sonmething that is not the dead.
A voice. Small. Muffled by the wood. Human -- we never see
the face, then or ever.
PASSENGER (O. S.)

...You hear me up there?

Marv does not answer. Eyes on the road, on the com ng-down

SNOW.

PASSENGER (O S.) (CONT' D)
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They tell you where |I'm goi n?
Nobody' Il tell ne. That's how
you know it's real, | guess.
When nobody' Il tell you.

(a breath in the dark)
Been in this box so long |'ve
lost the feelin' in ny feet.
But | keep tellin' nyself -- a
man drivin' this slow, this
careful, that's a man used to
carryin' folks gentle. Mybe |
drew t he gentle one.

(filling the dark agai nst

hi s own nerves)
... This a Cadillac up here? Has
to be, ridin" this soft. My old
man had a ' 76 Coupe DeVille.
Green as a beer bottle, boat of
athing. First car | ever drove
was that boat -- fourteen years
ol d, himwhite-knuckl ed besi de
me, hollerin' the whole I ength
of the | ane.

Marv says nothing. But his eyes flick to the mrror. Sone
old reflex in him-- the one that has never once been able
to | eave a tal king soul un-tended -- stirs against his wll.

PASSENGER (O. S.) (CONT' D)
...You had a first car.
Everybody's got a first car.
C nmon. Long road. G ve a nan
back here sonethin' to hold

ont o.
A long beat. The snow. And then -- because he has never once
in his |life been able to deny a frightened soul the smal
mercy of his voice -- Marv answers. Quiet. Al nost against

hi nsel f.

MARV
...Sixty-eight Fairlane. Three
on the tree. Belonged to the
old man who raised ne up in
this trade. Tires worn down to
not hin'.

PASSENGER (O S.)
(l'it up, alive back there)
There he is. Three on the tree



40.

-- see, that's how a nan

| earns. Kid today couldn't
drive a stick to save his life.
Lost art. Crimnal, is what
that is.

MARV

(and sonet hing al nost |ike

a smle finds hinm
...Stalled it forty tinmes on
the hill by the church. He
never once raised his voice.
Just said -- again. Every tine.
Agai n.

PASSENGER (O. S.)
Now that's a good man. That's
how you know one -- how he sits
in the passenger seat when it
ain't goin' good.

(warm-- the trap he

doesn't know he's | aying)
That's what |'ma do for ny
girl. She's six. Find us sone
enpty | ot when she's big
enough, let her stall it a
hundred tines, and not say one
word but again. Teach her on a
stick, like ny old man taught
me. Sonmethin' to hand on down
the line. You know?

And there it is. The road has run, warmmle by warmm|le
straight into the one thing Marv cannot sit in the dark and
hear: a father, folded into a coffin at his back, dream ng
out | oud about teaching a six-year-old to drive -- reading
ki ndness into the snoothness of a ride Marv is being paid to
give. The small smle goes out of himlike a match pinched
col d.

MARV
(low -- and the shutters
cone down)
... That's enough, now. Long way
yet. Save your strength. Rest
of this road's a quiet one.

The warnth is gone out of his voice. Not cruel. Just shut --
a door drawn quietly to. And the passenger hears it. O
course he hears it; a man in his position hears everything.



41.

PASSENGER (O. S.)
(smal | er)
... Yeah. Sure. Ckay.

And for a long while there is only the engine, and the snow,
and the dark. Marv thinks it is finished. It is not.

PASSENGER (O. S.) (CONT' D)
(out of the |ong dark,
qui et now)
...Can | ask you one thing. And
you tell nme true. Then I']

hush, | swear it.
MARV
(after a | ong nonent)
... Ask.

PASSENGER (O S.)
Are you a good nan?

Marv's hands on the wheel. The snow com ng down. The
question hanging in the cab of a hearse that is carrying a
living soul toward a line that was never his to cross.

MARV
(quiet, and it costs him
ever yt hi ng)
...l used to be able to answer
t hat .
Border lights bloomahead in the snow -- the real line, at
| ast. The one crossing on this whole route where a man in a
uniformcan look himin the eye and say no. A booth. An
officer. Marv straightens his tie -- the funeral face -- and
rolls dowmn to the gl ass.

Papers. A transit permt and a death certificate -- real
ones, filed by Marv's own hand for a real man on a real

ni ght. He knows the nanme on them He washed that man, and
dressed him and drove himnorth hinself, on a night when

t he paper and the box agreed. Now he hands himthrough a

wi ndow to carry a living one across. Every line of it true.
None of it about the man in the box.

OFFI CER
(readi ng, unhurried)
...And this is him
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MARV
(the funeral face, up and
runni ng)
Going hone to his people. It's
a long way. |I'd as soon get him

there before the weat her turns.

The officer plays a flashlight over the poplar lid -- and
somewhere in that box, a man holds his breath. A |ong
nmonment. The nane on the paper. The box. The undertaker with
hi s hands at ten and two.

Then two fingers |ift off a paper coffee cup. Go on. Nobody
stops a man carrying the dead -- not even here, where they
are paid to. And the hearse rolls across the real line, into
Canada and the dark, a living soul riding in a coffin at its
back.

FADE QUT.

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - VI EW NG ROCOM - DAY

A young person in the casket. Nineteen, maybe twenty. Far
too young. The room holds the particul ar devastation of an
overdose in a small town -- the thin crowd of the county's
shel | -shocked young, the parents scooped hol | ow.

Marv works the roomthe way he always has: the soft eyes,
the steady hand at the el bow. But we know what waits in the
cold room W know what he drove north. W know what fills
t he drawer.

A MOTHER -- CAROL (fifties, worn thin) -- stands at the
casket. She catches Marv's sl eeve when he passes and hol ds
it. She needs him the way this whole town has al ways needed
hi m

CARCOL
You did himup so nice, Mrv.
He | ooks |like he's just -- like

he's sleepin' one off. Like he
used to on the couch. How do
you do that? How do you nmake
"em |l ook |ike they're comn
back?

MARV
(automati c now)
Because part of himis still
here. In this room In every
soul who wal ked in that door



for him That's the real work
we do today, Carol. W aren't
sayi ng goodbye to him W're

t eachi ng ourselves howto carry
hi m

CARCL
My not her buried her nother
w th you. My grandnother buried
her husband with you. Coyles
have been puttin' ny famly in
t he ground three generations.

(searching his face)
You're the only one left who
does it right. Who cares.
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And Marv takes it -- the trust of the woman whose son his
own cargo killed -- and carries it like a live coal,
a flicker of it reaches his face.

MARV
| care about every soul that
conmes through ny door, Carol
That nmuch | can prom se you

and not

She believes him O course she believes him And then
sonet hing gives way in her -- not anger, sonething worse:

t he | ost,

gropi ng search of a nother for a reason

CARCOL
Then you tell ne. You know this
town. Know everybody in it, al
its business.

He wasn't a bad boy, Marv. He
was bored, and he was scared,
and there was not one thing
left in this towm for himto
grow up and be. Not since the
mll. A scared kid in a pl ace
with the bottom gone out of it
-- and sonmethin' cane al ong and
filled the hole.

(barely a whisper)
So who does it? Wio brings a
thing like that into a place
like ours -- a place full of
people just tryin' to hang on
-- and hands it to sonebody's
baby? What kind of a man?
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And there is the question, hung in the air between them
Marv -- who knows the answer, who is the answer, who has the
next | oad boxed in the cold roomtwenty feet away -- | ooks
this woman in the eye and gives her the only thing he has
left to give.

MARV
(softly)
.l wish | knew

Carol nods, and takes the small confort of it. Marv gathers
her in and holds her while she finally weeps. And over her

shoul der, his face -- and for the first time the practiced

calmhas a hairline crack init. Something is getting

t hr ough.

Not enough to make him stop. But enough that he will feel it
now. Every single tine.

FADE QUT.

EXT. THREE SPRI NGS CEMETERY - DAY

And a week | ater, Marv buries the boy. Carol's boy. The
whol e thin, gutted town turns out for it -- because in a
place like this an overdose is not one famly's grief, it is
the town's again, the fourth, and every soul at the
graveside is quietly doing the math on their own Kkids.

Marv presides -- which is to say he runs it, the way he runs
themall: the pallbearers cued, the famly gotten to their
feet and kept there, the whole terrible machinery of a
burial turning so snoboth that the grief has nothing to do
but happen. He reads the crowd the way he reads every crowd
-- the nother who cannot stand, the father who cannot cry,
the boy's friends in their one good shirt apiece, terrified.
And he gives each of themexactly what they can carry. The
gift, working at the very top of its powers, over a hole in
the ground his own cargo hel ped to dig.

A M N STER says the words, the sane worn words. But it is
Marv at the nother's el bow when her knees give way;, Mrv
whose | ow word to the boy's shaking friends is the thing
that finally breaks them open, clean and nerciful. G own nen
weep into their collars -- and not one of themcould tel

you it was the undertaker who gave them | eave to. The coa

he swal |l owed in the viewi ng roomburns |ower in himnow and
st eadi er, and does not go out.

The town leans on him all of it, the way it always has --
t he nost necessary man in the county, holding a whole
grieving crowd upright, one hand at a tinme, and never once
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seen doing it. The sane hand that fed the thing in the box.

FADE QUT.

| NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOMVE - OFFI CE - N GHT

Marv, still in the black suit fromthe boy's graveside, the
tie not yet | oosened. The house dark but for the desk | anp.
Nobody left to hold up -- and no idea what to do with

hi msel f i nst ead.

He opens the ledger. Turns back to an account: KOVACS
WARREN. The bal ance owing sits at the foot of the colum.

He goes to Vern's drawer. Counts it out of the envel opes,
used bills, to the dollar, into the canvas bank pouch. Then
he takes up the pen and wites across the account, in the
thirty-year copperplate: PAID IN FULL.

He sits back. And for the first tinme all day, his hands are
still.

Then he turns the page. And the next. Down the columm of the
ones who cannot pay.

CUT TO

I NT. A CGROCERY - DAY

The town's one real market -- fluorescent, half-stocked, the
ki nd of place where everybody neets everybody eventually.
Christmas tinsel still strung over the register, m dway

t hrough January. It wll come down when it falls. RUTH works
down a short list. And com ng the other way with a

hand- basket, off-duty, flannel in place of the uniform is
CODY. They know each ot her the way everyone here knows
everyone: her whole life, his whole |life, the sane forty
streets.

CcobY
M ss Rut h.

RUTH
Cody. You tell your nother her
ham was the only thing worth
eatin' at the church supper
And don't you let the Pruitts
hear | said it.

Asmall, tired smle between them Then it goes out of both
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their faces at once, because there is only one thing this
town is really tal king about this week.

CoDY
(1 ower)
You were at the boy's service.
Carol's boy.
RUTH

Fourth one, Cody. Fourth. | can
remenber when the worst thing

t hat happened to a famly in
this towmm was the mll novin' a
man to second shift.

(shakes her head, quiet
and hard)
Sonebody is carryin' that
poi son into this town, and
gettin' rich off it, and
sleepin' just fine. | hope |
live | ong enough to hear who.

COoDY
| evel, though it costs
i

We're workin' it, Mss Ruth.
Harder than folks in this town
know. It's a bad business --
keeps us runnin' ragged, nost
weeks.

And that is every word of it he gives her. Because it is a
thing he is working, and Cody does not tal k about a thing he
is working -- not even here, not even to her. Underneath the
| evel voice, though, it is the exact question that will not
quite lie flat in himeither. He lets it sit. The hum of the
coolers. A few seconds pass.

Then, because it is easier, and because it is the other
wei ght sitting on them bot h:

CODY ( CONT' D)
...You seen nmuch of Marv,
| ately?

RUTH
(careful -- sonething
guardi ng i n her)
... Some. \Wy.
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6054
| dunno. He's off. Quiet in a
way he didn't used to be, tired
all the way down. | keep
tellin nyself it's just Vern
-- losin" Vern hit himhard,
and this winter would break
anybody. But it's like a |ight
went out sonmewhere back of his
eyes.

Ruth | ooks at hima | ong nonent. She has watched that |ight
go out of a man before, slow, over forty years -- and she
has turned this over nore nights than she will admt. But
Cody is a good boy with a badge, and whatever this is, she
will not be the one to set it in his hands. Not until she
understands it herself.

RUTH
(gently, closing the door)
He buried his oldest friend
with his own two hands this
wi nter, Cody. Gief doesn't
keep a schedule. Gve the man

sone room
COoDY
(nods, letting it go --
for now

...Yeah. 'Course. You're right.

(softer -- the badge set
down a nonent)
...Good to see you out and
about, Mss Ruth. Don't go
workin' that list too hard.

RUTH
(the dry warnth back in
her)
Go on, get. And you tell your
nother 1'l1 trade her ny

chowder for that ham of hers --
fair's fair.

CobY
(a real smle now
She'll never in her life do it.

But I'Il tell her.
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And they part at the end of the aisle -- the deputy and the

wi dow, the two people left alive who | ove Marv Coyl e best --
having circled the truth of himtogether for the length of a
grocery run, and brushed it, and set it back down, and

wal ked away.

FADE QUT.

I NT. SHERI FF'S STATI ON - BULLPEN - N GHT

Late. Most of the desks dark. CODY at his -- a county nap
pi nned above it, a row of case folders fanned out under the
| anp. The overdoses: four of them and a fifth folder still
enpty with a nane already typed on the tab. He is not
supposed to be working this. It is a state natter, everyone
keeps telling him He works it anyway.

A highway map. A red pen. He marks where each of themturned
up. He marks the two dealers the state boys rolled up | ast
spring -- both small, both dry now, and still the stuff
keeps com ng. He sits back and | ooks at the nmess of red and
does not like the shape of it.

Atired ol der deputy -- HOLLIS (50s) -- drifts past with a
coffee, sees the map, and sighs |ike a man who has wat ched
younger nmen break their hearts on this exact wall before.

HOLLI S
You' re gonna give yourself an
ul cer, Kkid.

CoDY
(not | ooki ng up)
It's comn' from sonewhere.
Movi n' sone way. Stuff doesn't
just fall out of the sky onto a
ni net een-year - ol d.

HOLLI S
"Course it's novin'. Question's
whose problemit is when it
does. Turns up in our county,
that's us. Turns up across the
bridge -- that's Jefferson
County, Chio, and good luck to
you. Comes up out of
Pennsyl vani a, whol e other state
agai n.

(taps the map, three
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pl aces at once)
Son, we are the one town in
Anerica a man can stand in and
spit into three jurisdictions.
Anybody ever wanted to nove a
t hing through here, they picked
t he one spot on the map where
nobody owns the road it's
ridin' on.

He wanders off. Cody sits with it. And his eye drifts --
idle, unwilling -- to a scrap in his own hand, clipped to
not hi ng at the edge of the desk: PETRAK - hearse - Chio rd -
2anf

He | ooks at it a long nonent. Then takes it down, folds it,
puts it in his shirt pocket. Tells hinmself it's nothing.
Tells hinself he'll ask, just to put the old man's m nd at
rest. He turns off the |anp.

FADE QUT.

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - OFFI CE - DAY

COoDY
Hey, Marv. Brought you the
paper on the Tillman boy.
Coroner signed off this
nmornin'. QOpioid overdose. Sane
as the rest.

MARV
(gentle)
How many's that now, son.

CobY
(qui et)
...Five. He's the fifth this
wi nter. N neteen years old. |
went to school with his sister.

(rubs his face)
Now |' m hand-deliverin' his
death certificate over here
like it's a phone bill. State
boys keep sayin' the stuff's
comn' up through the valley by
t he truckl oad, and they can't
find the pipe. And neantine
we're buryin' the whole junior
cl ass.
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A silence. Marv -- who knows exactly how it noves -- puts a
hand on the boy's shoulder. The real confort and the lie of
it, both at once.

MARV
You're doin' right by 'em
Cody. That's all any of us can
do. See 'emdecent into the
gr ound.

Cody nods, grateful. Then, al nost an afterthought --
sheepi sh:

CaoDY
Oh -- hey. Can | ask you
sonethin, and it's probably
not hin. Feel dunmb even bringin
it up.

MARV
Al ways.

COoDY
add man Petrak swears he saw
your hearse out on the Chio
road a coupl e nights back. Two,
three in the nornin'. | told
hi m he was seein' things. But
you know how he is -- wouldn't
let it gotill I asked. So. |I'm
askin'.

And there it is -- the one thing this whol e operation cannot
survive: sonmeone |ooking. In the hands of a boy who does not
even know he is holding it. Marv reaches for the excuse that
wor ked on Hal, and hands it over warm

MARV
(easy)
.Ch, that'd have been ne,

sure. Petrak's not seein
things -- tell himhis eyes are
fine. Atransfer, is all: fella
fromover in Chio, no people
left but a sister out east who
want ed hi m brought honme. M ddl e
of the night's the only tine
the road's clear.
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(a small rueful smle)
Long drive for a quiet
passenger. Paper's in the file,
if Petrak wants it -- tell him
"1l run hima copy.

COoDY
See, that's what | figured.
Told himyou don't go haulin'
bodi es around for the fun of
It.

He | aughs. Marv | aughs. Then Cody sobers, and the real
reason he |ingered cones out.

CODY ( CONT' D)
...You ve seened a |l ong way off
|ately, Marv. Ever since Vern
You're about all | got left
that still feels |ike hone. So.
Just checkin' the hone's still
standin'.

And Marv -- the man who could end all of it with one true
word to the deputy in front of him-- smles the warmsmle
and lies with his whol e body.

MARV
Honme's still standin', son. Go
on. Go be the | aw

Cody goes, reassured. Marv watches the patrol car pull out,
and for a nonent cannot renenber the last true thing he said
to that boy.

CUT TO

EXT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOVE - PARKI NG LOT - N GHT

Marv cones out to the hearse in the back |ot, where the
pavenent gives out at the old Panhandle rail bed -- the
rails pulled up years ago, just a dark cut running off al ong
Harnmon's Creek and out of town. A man is | eaning on the
hearse, and does not nove off when Marv approaches. DEKE
(35) -- lean, hungry, a jailhouse stillness to him

DEKE
Marv Coyl e. The undert aker.



Marv turns.

He cannot place the man -- and in a town this
size, inthirty years, that has never once happened. That

alone is a wong note, sounding | ow

MARV
(even)
...Do I know you?

DEKE
No. But |'ve known about you a
whi | e.

(1 ooks hi m over,

uni npr essed)
That route was Vern's. Thirty
years. And the nman across the

river spent the last two of 'em

tellin® me it'd come to ne when
the old man was done. ' Soon,
Deke. Patience, Deke.' Danglin'’
it like a set of keys.

(harder)
Then Vern goes in the ground --
and it goes to the fella who
paints the faces on corpses.
Not so nuch as a word to ne.

(a ook up at the dark
bui | di ng)
You got your name on a
building. | got a truck that
don't start in the cold. You
was born under yours. | aimto
hang m ne.

MARV
(reaching for the voice --
warm di sar m ng)
What ever it is you were
prom sed, that's no doing of

mne. |'msure we can --
DEKE
(flat, cutting straight
t hrough it)

Don't. Don't do the voice.

(steps in)
|"ve had ny eye on this town a
good while, Marv. On Vern. On

52.
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you. Doesn't work on ne. 'Cause
|'ve watched | ong enough to see
what's under it. Nothin'.
There's nothin' under it.

(al nost admring, which is
wor se)
You're a soft man in a hard
busi ness, Marv. And soft things

break. |I'mjust gonna be

standin' right here when you

do.
He pushes off the hearse, unhurried, and goes -- down off
the lot and along the old rail line, swallowed by the dark

cut where the trains used to run.

Marv stands alone in the enpty lot. For the first time in
his life, the voice failed him

Then he goes inside -- to Vern's desk, to the drawer -- and
comes back out with the burner in his hand. One nunber in
it. No nane. He dials, and | ooks off down the dead rail bed
while it rings.

It rings. And rings. And sonewhere in there, before anybody
pi cks up, Marv takes the phone away from his ear and ends
it.

He puts the phone away and stands a nonent where Deke stood,
| ooki ng down the dark cut the man went into.

FADE QUT.

I NT. RUTH S HOUSE - KI TCHEN - DAY

Rut h takes his coat from himbefore he has finished deciding
whet her to stay. She is the one who buried a husband, and
yet here she is, fussing over Marv, because that is the
thing these two have al ways done: taken turns being the one
who carries the other.

RUTH
Sit. You're too thin. Al ways
were. Even as a boy -- your

father used to swear you' d bl ow
away in a strong wi nd, and then
who'd be left to bury us all.

MARV
(arare, real smle)
...He did say that. 1'd



54.
forgotten he said that.

RUTH
Course you did. You were too
busy trailin" him'round that
prep roomlike a duckling,
beggin' to be let hold the good
conb. Eight years old, in a
little black suit he had cut
down to your size.

(she sets the cup in front

of him
| held your hand at his
funeral, Marv. You didn't cry.
Whol e town said, what a brave
little man. | knew better. You
were already learnin' to do the
face -- to carry the whole
room so nobody'd ever have to
carry you

Marv sits with that.

MARV
(quiet, deflecting toward
why he cane)

.1 cane to tell you we're
square, you and ne. Warren's
funeral. It's taken care of.
Consider it thirty years of
your famly's kindness to m ne.

And the warnth in Ruth's face goes still. She is not a wonan
who mistakes a gift for a kindness.

RUTH
... The whol e thing? Mrv,
that's thousands.

MARV
It's done.

RUTH
Where's a man whose pl ace was
three nmonths of f the bank cone
i nto noney enough to wave off a
funeral |ike a cup of coffee.
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MARV
(the warnth, depl oyi ng)
Ruth --
RUTH
(quiet, and it stops him
col d)
Don't. Not that -- not with ne.

| knew you before you ever
| earned how to do that to
peopl e.

(she I ooks at himlike she

can see it on his skin)
"' m not gonna ask what's got
hold of you. I'mtoo old to
want the answer. But sonethin
has. And | can see it plain as

a brui se.
MARV
(the old reflex, reaching
for it)

...It"s nothin', Ruth. You' ve
got yourself worked up over a
hard winter, is all --

And there the voice fails him Not with her. The one

i nstrunment that has never once | et himdown, gone useless in
the single kitchen it was never any good in. He cannot
finish the lie, and he has nothing true to set in its place.

He | ooks at the coffee he has not touched. At the woman who
hel d his hand when he was eight, holding it still, the only
way she has left. Then he does the one thing the voice
cannot do for him he rises, and goes.

FADE QUT.

I NT. THE OLD LODGE BAR - LATE AFTERNOON

The | ow afternoon sun nmakes the near-dead tavern sadder than
the dark ever does. The door opens and MARV steps in -- a
funeral director in a drinking man's bar in the m ddl e of
the afternoon, its own kind of sight. The ol d BARMAN ( 70s)

| ooks up and knows him as the whole town knows him

BARVAN
Well. Marv Coyle. Either
sonebody died in here and |
mssed it, or the world's
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finally endin'.

MARV
(easing onto a stool)
Di et Coke, if you got it, Sam

BARVAN

(nock-di sgust ed, al ready

reaching for the soda gun)
Thirty years | been tryin' to
sell you a real drink. Mn
don't drink, don't snoke, don't
ganble -- | can't nmake one thin
dinme off you. You' re bad for
busi ness, Coyle, you know that?

MARV
(the ghost of a smle)
So |'ve been told.

The barman sets the glass down. Marv turns it in his hands
and does not so nuch as sip it. He is not here for the Coke.

BARVAN
So. You didn't put on the good
coat to cone drink soda pop
with me. Sonethin's on your
m nd.

MARV
(a beat -- easing toward
it)
This was Vern's pl ace. Back
when. Wasn't it.

BARVAN
(softening, the nenory
com ng up)

Vern. Sure. Renmenber him

| onger'n I remenber nost. Sat
right there on that stool,
forty years.

MARV
...How was he. At the end --
this past year or so.
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BARVAN
Funny you shoul d ask. Changed,
those |l ast few nonths. Used to
be, Vern closed this place down
every night. But he took to
comn' in alone. Wuldn't
drink. Wuldn't tal k. Just sat
right there, starin' at the
wal | .

(shrugs)
Like a man waitin' on a bus he
al ready knew wasn't comn'.

Marv nods, slow. That is the Vern he found on the prep-room
floor -- a man who had already left, nonths before his heart
made it official.

MARV
He ever tell you what it was?
What changed hi n?

BARVAN

(shakes his head)
Vern? Naw. Forty years, and |
don't believe | ever knew that
man one inch beneath the
surface. Kept his own counsel
What ever was eatin' at him he
carried it down into the ground

with him
And there it is. The man who knew Vern | onger than anyone
left alive never truly knew himat all. Watever began it,
what ever ended it, lives in one place only now -- with the

man who was t here.

Marv stands. Leaves the soda untouched on the bar. Sets down
a bill anyway.

MARV
| gotta run, Sam Got sonethin
| need to take care of.

BARVAN
(a small nod, no idea)
You al ways do, don't you

The line the whole town would say about Marv Coyle --
dependabl e, always seeing to things. Only tonight, what he
is seeing to is the man who buried Vern alive thirty years
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before his heart ever stopped.

CUT TO

I NT. DUTCH S BOOTH - EARLY EVEN NG

Across the river, in the bigger town -- where nobody knows
Marv Coyl e, and nobody much knows Dutch either, which is
exactly how Dutch has al ways kept it. The place he naned,
and Marv never thought he would use. Dutch sits alone in the
back, unhurried over a drink. He | ooks up, not surprised --
Dutch is never surprised -- as Marv sits down across from
him uninvited, a new hardness in him

MARV
(the hard new edge)
How d you two neet. You and
Vern. In the beginning.

DUTCH
(mld -- he does not mnd
telling it)

The way these things al ways
begin. A kindness a man never
| earns the price of. He was
thirty-odd -- broke, scared,
dri nki ng al one on a weekni ght.

| bought hima beer. | never
saw a man so grateful in all ny
life.
MARV
quiet -- it |ands)

... The A d Lodge. Over in
Weirton. That's where you did
it.

DUTCH
(a small nod)
s that the name of it. | only
went the once. Thirty years
had no cause to go back -- til

your Vern died on ne, and | eft
the whole thing to a stranger.
You don't set foot in a town
li ke that, not once a thing's
been done right in it. Not
unless it drags you.
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MARV
(and here it costs him
Funny thing. | just canme from
there. Sat on his stool. Sam s
still behind that bar -- forty

years he's poured there. He

wat ched you hand Vern the rope,
and never knew to this day that
he saw a singl e thing.

DUTCH

(al nost tender)
That's the whole trick of it.
You don't take a man. You wait
till he's going under, and you
hand himthe rope -- and he
t hanks you, and never once
feels the anchor tied to the
ot her end. Vern thanked ne for
thirty years.

MARV
He wanted out, at the end. You
said so yourself. And then his
heart just -- stopped. Aw ul
conveni ent .

Dutch does not rise to it. He | ooks at Marv the way a man
| ooks at weather com ng in.

DUTCH

(unhurri ed)
You cane a |long way to say
that. Over the water, onto ny
side of it. Thirty years, Marv,
and Vern never once did that --
came out to ne, on ny ground.
He understood a thing you
haven't yet. Wose ground he
was standi ng on.

And Marv feels it then: the two nen at the dark end of the
room who have not once | ooked at hi mand have not once

st opped wat chi ng. Over here he is not the nost trusted man
in the county. Over here he is a stranger nobody woul d m ss,
on ground he does not own. He pushes the fear down and asks
it anyway.

MARV
(the hardest thing he has
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ever said)
...Dd you kill Vern.

A long silence. And Dutch's glass stops turning in his hand.
A full second. Then it goes on turning, and the cal mcl oses
over whatever that was |i ke water. And Dutch does not answer
t he question. He answers the man.

DUTCH
(al nost gentle)
No. You don't want to ask ne
that. You only think you do.

(leans in)
You didn't drive across a river
in the dark to find out what
happened to Vern. You cane to
find out what happens to you.
When the wanting turns a man
soft. When he starts | ooking
for the door. That's the
gquestion under your question,
Marv -- you just haven't got
the nerve to ask it plain.

It goes in clean, because it is true. To be read to the bone
by this man is its own kind of dying. Marv says nothing. He
cannot .

DUTCH

(sitting back -- and now

an awful generosity)
But you asked about Vern. So.
You want it -- the whole of it?
What Vern was to ne, what | was
to him right dowmn to the |ast
ki ndness | ever did the man?
Sit back down. 1'Il give you
every word.

(qui et)
Only understand what it costs
you. A man who hears a thing
like that is a man who's in it
to his teeth. No road back. No
daylight left. You'll be
standi ng exactly where Vern
st ood.

There it is: the one answer Marv crossed the river for, held
open |like a door -- and the drop on the far side of it. To
hear it is to belong to Dutch all the way, to be Vern, to
have no way back up. Marv is halfway to his feet before he
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knows he has deci ded.

MARV
(barely)
No.
DUTCH
(not surprised -- Dutch is

never surprised)
No. | didn't think so.

Marv goes. And behind him-- where Marv does not turn to see
it -- Dutch sets down the glass he has been turning al
ni ght, and does not pick it up again.

He cane for the truth about the one death that matters to
him and he | eaves having refused it -- because the
not-knowing is the last thin thing standi ng between himand
being all the way in. The man who reads every corpse in the
county chose, tonight, not to read this one. He will carry
that cowardice, and that mercy, to his own grave.

FADE QUT.

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - PREP ROOM - NI GHT

A night or two on fromthe river. Marv works |late over a
body on the table -- the ordinary version of the job, the
honest kind, the kind that once was the whole of it. He does
not hear the back door. He does not hear anything, until:

DEKE (O S.)
Long hours. For an honest man.

Marv turns. DEKE is inside -- in the prep room Marv's one
sanctum drifting the steel tables, trailing a finger down
the tray of instrunents |like a man browsi ng a shop he neans
to own. Nothing lazy in himtonight. He has sonething, and
he knows it.

DEKE ( CONT' D)
Fol | owed you out to the state
I ine. Couple nights back, two
in the nornin'. A hearse, no
funeral on the books, rollin'
over into Chio.

(lifts a scalpel, turns it
to the light, sets it down
out of place)



Now -- | didn't get a picture.
Didn't get the count, didn't
get a nane. Your little
operation's got that nuch goin
for it. Only works | ong as
nobody's | ookin'.

(sml es)
But I"mlookin'. And I know one
eager young deputy who'd start
| ookin'" too, he ever got the
whi sper.
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Marv sets down his own instrunent, slow. And he reaches --
out of thirty years of instinct -- for the voice. The
warnt h. The thing that has never once failed himwith a

frightened nman or an angry one.

MARV

(warm reasonabl e)
What ever you think you saw out
there, | expect there's an
easier road through it than the
one you're on. Sit down. Let
you and ne talk it out Iike
grown - -

DEKE
(not even annoyed -- he
just watches it slide off)
There it is. The voice.

(steps in close)
Told you once already. Save it.
| sat in the back pew of this
town nmy whole |Iife and watched
you pour that syrup over every
grievin' wdow in three
counties. Don't reach me. Never
di d.

The one weapon Marv owns, spent and usel ess,
one man it was never going to nove. Marv goes
Deke, close now, sets the knife where he alre
lives.

DEKE ( CONT' D)
| put in the tine. The dirt.
And instead they hand it to the
powder - and-rouge man -- paints
the dead, smles at the livin',
never once had the stonmach for

in front of the
still. And
ady knows it
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the real work.

(soft)
You ain't half the nman Vern
was. And even Vern -- they used

hi mup and dropped himin a
hol e. What do you figure they
do with you, when you stop
bein' useful ?

It |ands on every bruise Marv owns -- the invisibility,
Vern's shadow, the fear he will not say out |oud. Stripped
of the voice, stripped of the ground beneath him Marv has
nothing left to reach for but the plain, bare question.

MARV

(qui et)
... VWhat do you want.

DEKE

(the grin com ng back)
In. Vern's route, ny cut of it,
right off the top. O | put
that flea in your boy Cody's
ear and stand back and watch
this quiet little place cone
down around you

Marv says nothing. And maybe it is the silence, or naybe it
is the room-- but sonething in Deke keeps tal king.

DEKE ( CONT' D)

(qui eter -- the swagger
thinning, just for a
noment )

There's a garage sits enpty out
t he Moundsville road. Been
enpty six years. Bank'd let it
go for next to nothin'.

(off Marv's | ook)
VWhat -- you figure a man |ike
me wants this? R din' powder
for a cut of a cut? Three good
years and | buy that place
outright.

Then the grin comes down over it again, like a shutter.

He crosses to go. At the door, alnobst gentle:
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DEKE ( CONT' D)
Think it over. You got till |
get bored.

And gone. Marv stands alone in the fluorescent hum the
honest body still open on the table behind him

Then he crosses to Vern's desk -- to the drawer he has never
quite closed -- and lifts out the burner. One nunber in it.
No nanme. The single nunber that is the whole reason a man
keeps a phone like this at all. He thunbs it awake, dials,
and waits, and when it connects he does not have to ask who
is on the other end.

MARV
(flat, careful)
...lt"s Coyle. W got a
problem | need to see you.

He listens a nonent. Then sets the phone down.

CUT TO

I NT. DUTCH S BOOTH - NI GHT

Dutch is waiting when Marv cones across the water -- Marv
made the call, and Dutch nanmed the place, the way he nanes
everything. Two gl asses again, Dutch's habit. Marv sits. He
is not rattled. He nmade the call froma still, cold place,
and he has carried the stillness here with him

MARV
There's a man been fol |l ow ng
me. Qut to the line, two nights
back. Wants Vern's route -- a
cut of it. Says if he doesn't
get it, he goes and has a
conversation with the sheriff's
depart nent.

DUTCH
(unsurprised, turning his
gl ass)

Deke Whatl ey. Moundsville. In
and out of Northern Regi onal
since he was a boy.

(mld)
| know who he is, Marv. | know
who nost everybody is.
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MARV
Then you know he's a problem

DUTCH
| know he's a loud man in a
trade that runs on quiet.
That's a thing, yes. You, now
-- you noved ny northbound
frei ght and never once asked
what it was. Quality like that
| don't hand to the Dekes of
this world.

A silence. Dutch lets it sit -- the way a patient man lets a
thing sit, until the other man is the one who reaches for
it.

DUTCH ( CONT' D)
You could pay him A cut buys
men |ike that a season of
peace, maybe two. You could try
to scare him though |I don't
believe that's in your bag. You
could go to your deputy first,
get out ahead of it. Half a
dozen qui et roads through a man
I i ke Deke Whatl ey.

(1 ooks at him
And yet here you sit. Across a
river, at ny table, at this
hour. So we can | eave the half
a dozen to one side. Can't we.

The thing hangs in the air, unspoken and enornous. And Marv
-- who has spent a |ife making the unbearabl e sound gentle
-- reaches for the gentl est possible shape of it.

MARV
...l just came for advice. How
a man handles a thing like
t his.

DUTCH
(al nost tender -- the
wor st thing about him
That's the funeral voice, son
You're using it on yourself
now. You didn't cone for
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advi ce. You cane because you
want it to stop, and you want
the hands to be sonebody

el se's. That's a deci sion,

Marv. You' ve only trained
yourself so well you can't hear
your own voice nake it.

Marv says nothing. There is nothing to say that woul d be
both true and bearabl e.

DUTCH ( CONT' D)
(settles back, the matter
cl osed)
It's all right. That's what |'m
for. Leave M. Wiatley to ne.

(a small, final nod)
Go on hone. Sleep. The hard
part's already behind you, Marv
-- It was the phone call.

Marv rises, and goes. And the thing he feels, stepping out
into the cold, is not horror. He waits for it -- the way he
once waited to feel like a crimnal out on the road that
first night. It does not cone.

VWhat cones instead is relief.

CUT TO

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - PREP ROOM - NI GHT

Dutch has drawn the three of themtogether under a pretext
-- asit-dowmn, a deal to be struck. Steel tables. The
drains. The snell of the work. Deke | eans on a gurney like
he owns it already. And Marv stands apart by the instrunent
tray, and he knows -- because he made the call -- exactly
what this roomis for tonight. He has decided to say
nothing. He is holding to that decision the way a nman hol ds
hi s breath underwater.

Dutch is the very picture of reason, a |ledger-mnd | aying
out ternmns.

DUTCH
W're here to settle a thing,
the three of us. Say it plain,
settle it, and it's done.

(to Deke)



And there it

is winning. The tension goes out of his shoul ders.

You' ve been wanting Vern's
ground. The north end. \Wat was
hi s.

DEKE

(greed rising -- surprised

it's cone so easy)
...Dam right | do. The ground
you told ne was comn' to ne.
Two years of 'soon, Deke.
Pati ence, Deke.' Well -- the
old man's in the ground now. So
it's mne.

DUTCH
(mld -- waving it off
i ke snoke)
| said soon, Deke. | never said

when. A man shouldn't go
bui I ding a house on anot her
man's 'soon.'

(the pivot, easy as
arithnmetic)
So here's what's real. Nobody
carries all of it -- not even
our friend there at the table.

(a nod at Marv)
You' d run the south end.
Marshal |, Wetzel, on down the
river. Marv keeps the north.
You hold your own product, you
take your own count. Fifteen
off the top cones up to ne.

DEKE
(pushi ng now, enbol dened)
Twenty stays with ne. | know

that road better'n the
powder - man ever wll.

DUTCH
(mld, allowng it --
letting himw n)
Ei ghteen. And you learn to
knock before you walk into a
man' s pl ace of business.

67.

is -- the thing that damms hi m Deke thinks he

He is
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bei ng haggled with, man to man, and to a man |i ke Deke,
haggl i ng neans respect. He grins.

DEKE

(to Marv now, al nost

friendly, the swagger al

t he way back)
See, undertaker? This is how
it's done. No hard feelings.
You and ne, we're gonna do just
fine, you'll --

And he turns to Marv -- for the thing a man reaches for when
he thinks he has won: a witness to it. For one held breath,
the two of them | ook at each other. Marv knows what is

com ng. Deke does not. One word. One | ook held a beat too

| ong, and Deke m ght read the room m ght bolt.

And the word is in him His lips part. H's hand cones up off
the tray -- toward what, he will never afterward be able to
say.

Then the breath goes out of himunspent, and Marv | ooks
away. The hand settles on an instrunent that did not need
strai ghtening, and he straightens it. The old gesture -- the
lily, the sheet drawn over Vern. And with that smal

turni ng-away, Marv lets a man die.

Dutch, still seated, still easy, lets one hand drift inside
his coat -- unhurried, the way anot her man reaches for his
cigarettes. And he keeps talking, in the sane voice he used
on mahogany.

DUTCH
Your trouble was never
anbi tion, Deke. Anbition | can
use. But our friend at the
table -- he's got the rarer
gift, the one Vern had. Wirth
nmore to ne than anbition ever
was.

(the hand cones back out

of the coat, and there is

no hurry in it at all)
Your trouble is the one thing
this whole trade runs on. The
one thing you were never going
to learn --

DEKE
(the grin going, half a
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second too | ate)
...the hell are you --

A sound -- small, flat, and final. Deke stops. Looks down at
hi msel f, puzzled, alnost polite about it. Then folds to the
fl oor between the two steel tables. One nore body cone to
rest in the roomwhere bodies cone to rest.

DUTCH
-- patience.

Silence, but for the fluorescent hum Marv has not noved. He
said nothing, and the body is on his floor now, and it wl|
be his two hands that put it in the ground.

Dut ch pockets it. He gets up out of the chair the way a man
his age gets up out of a chair -- a hand on the armof it,
taking his tinme. Turns to Marv, and his voice is kind --
which is the very worst part of it.

DUTCH ( CONT' D)
Now. W see to him That's your
trade, isn't it -- quiet
departures. No name. No stone.
Just gone. You've done it a
t housand tinmes. And don't tel
me where. A thing only one man
knows stays known by one man.

(beat)
Only difference tonight is
who' s wat chi ng. And nobody's
wat chi ng, Marv. Nobody ever is.

Dutch lifts his coat fromthe chair, unhurried, and goes out
into the night. To himthe matter is already cl osed, already
behi nd him

And Marv is left alone with the body between the two steel
tables. And then he does the only thing his hands have ever
known to do with the dead: he begins to tend it. Reaches to
fold Deke's hands across his chest. To straighten the
collar. To set the face at rest -- the small, holy work he
has given ten thousand strangers.

He catches hinsel f. Looks down at his own hands as though

t hey belong to sone other nman. This one gets none of it. Not
the folded hands. Not the snoothed collar. Not one soft
word. Marv draws his hands back.

Then, in silence, he does the other thing thirty years have
taught him-- the professional thing, the thing that makes
hi m so nuch better at this than any amateur with a shovel
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The pockets first: enptied into a manila envel ope, item zed
by habit, the way the trade has enptied ten thousand pockets
-- the hands doing the work so the man does not have to

| ook. The envel ope goes in the drawer where the uncl ai med
effects of the county's dead wait out their years. Then he
boxes what nust not be found. A plain casket, no plate, no
flowers. The lid drawn down. Just a box, and a man inside it
the world has already agreed not to | ook for.

Then the room He has scrubbed this floor ten thousand
times. Never once for this.

CUT TO

EXT. AN OLD FARM CEMETERY - NI GHT

Snow, and the frozen dark, high on a county back-sl ope where
a dozen sunk and nanel ess stones lean in the weeds -- one of
the old farm burying grounds scattered across these hills,
untended fifty years, the kind of forgotten ground only an
undertaker still keeps a map of.

Marv works the frozen ground the only way one man works it
-- the pick before the shovel, the crust comng off in
plates. It takes himthe better part of the night. Tw ce he
stops and stands in the hole with his breath going white and
hi s hands past feeling, and twice he starts again, because
the other choice is a body in his prep roomat daylight.

Then he | owers the plain casket into earth he chose for the
one reason that matters: no living soul will ever have cause
to come here. H s trade nmakes even this | ook ordinary. A
box. A hole of the right depth. A man who knows precisely
how deep.

He fills it in. In silence. The rite that would cone for any
ot her soul on earth never cones at all. And sonmething of his
own goes down into the dark with the box, and does not cone
back up.

FADE QUT.

| NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - FRONT HALL - DAY

The bell over the door. And here is CODY again --
shoul dering in backward out of the cold, two coffees
bal anced in one hand, cap in the other. Sane as ever.

CoDY
Hey, Marv. Brought you a real
coffee. Not that gas-station



tar you keep behind the desk.

He sets one on the counter. Marv takes it. He
man who has not slept -- because he has not.
the way you clock a friend, not a suspect.

The ol d,

MARV
Mornin', Cody. How re you
keepin' ?

CoDY
You | ook rougher'n half the
fol ks you work on, you know
that? This winter's got the
whol e county | ow -- col dest
anybody can renenber, river
froze near to the mddle. Mom
says you're not eatin'. She's
maki n' noi ses about startin' up
the casseroles again -- so
consi der yoursel f warned.

MARV
(the warm face, up and
runni ng)
Tell your nother I'mfine. And
that |'d never once say no to
t he chi cken thing.

COoDY
(grinning)
She' Il have it on your step by
Sunday. You just dooned
yoursel f, you know t hat.

easy rhythm the one true thing left

71.

| ooks |ike a
Cody clocks it,

in Marv's

week. And then Cody's face does the thing it does when the
job clinbs up over the friendship. He turns the cap in his
hands. Doesn't quite find Marv's eye.

CODY ( CONT' D)
...Listen. You know a fella
name of Deke Watl ey?
Smal | -tinme. In and out of
Moundsville his whole life.

MARV
(a small frown, like he is
searching for it)



Whatl ey... Don't think so.
Shoul d 17?

COoDY
Nah. No reason you woul d.
Smal | -ti me nobody. But truck's
been sittin' outside the Legion
three days runnin', and ain't a
soul laid eyes on himsince.

(a cop's shrug he doesn't
quite feel)
Probabl y ski pped out on
sonebody. Quys like that do.
But it got flagged, so | gotta
ask it around. You hear
anything, you' d |let nme know?

72.

Marv -- standing not two mles fromwhere he put the man in

the ground three nights back --

lies clean.

And that is that.

is Marv.

MARV
"Course | would, son

CODY

(pulling his cap back on,

hal fway to the door

al r eady)
"Preciate it. Anyhow -- m ght
get quieter around here before
|l ong. State boys are finally
makin' the smart play: gonna
sit on the river crossings,
startin' weekend after next.
Both bridges. Don't go
spreadi n' that around.

(a grin, at the door)
Drink that coffee while it's
hot, would you -- | didn't hau
it clear across town to watch
you let it go cold. Sunday.
Casserole. That's twi ce now you
been war ned.

The bell over the door, and he is gone.

And in the quiet,

Cody believes him O course he does --

gives his boy the warm and

it

the thing settles on Marv that would not
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settle while Cody stood there being kind. Cody has a nane
now. A flagged report. A reason to go |ooking. And every

| ast thread the boy mght pull -- the hearse out on the
state road, the funeral that never was, old Petrak watching
fromhis wndow -- runs back through this building. Back to
Mar v.

He | ooks at the coffee steam ng on the counter. At the door
to the prep room Hi s deadliest danger and his | ast cover,
wearing the sane young, trusting face.

Then he crosses into the dark of the prep room and the
burner is in his hand, and it is done before he has | et
hi nsel f think about it.

MARV
(into the phone, |ow)
...lt"s Coyle. They nean to sit
on the crossings, weekend after
next. Both bridges.

He |i stens.

MARV ( CONT' D)
...No. Just that.

He sets the phone down on the steel table. Don't go
spreadi n' that around.

In the front room the coffee Cody carried across town for
himis still warm

CUT TO

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - PREP ROOM - NI GHT

Marv al one, in the roomwhere he once practiced the kind
face. And now he goes |ooking -- deliberately -- for the
horror he knows a man i s supposed to feel.

He | ooks at his hands. Steady. He waits for the guilt to
climb up out of him

It does not cone. Not enough. And what he finds underneath
instead is the thing he could never say to a |living soul:
not hi ng. A great nunb quiet where the horror should be, a
stillness that has been spreading in himall winter. He has
sinply stopped being able to feel the edges of what he does.

But their voices are in the roomwth him Cody: all | got
left that feels like hone. Ruth: plain as a bruise. If he
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keeps on, he takes them down too -- and the last two threads
to the man he used to be.

And then the thought comes -- uninvited, enornous, the first
tinme it has ever cone at all: that there should be a way out
of this. Not how a man takes it. Only that it is there,
sonewher e, past the gl ass.

Marv | ooks at his own face in the dark wi ndow, the face no
one has ever once seen through -- and for a held breath his
eyes go past it, hunting the shape of a door. Hi s gl ance
flicks to the back door. To Vern's drawer. To the dark
beyond the both of them

Then he | ooks away. Not yet. He will not follow the thought
all the way to its end -- to the thing he already half-knows
and cannot yet hold: that Dutch lets no one | eave, and that
Vern is the proof of it. He shuts it down before it can
finish formng. But it does not go. It will not go now.

FADE QUT.

I NT. RUTH S HOUSE - KI TCHEN - DAY

Ruth sets a coffee down for himshe did not ask if he want ed
-- and beside it, an envelope, thick with cash. She slides
it across.

RUTH
That's for the funeral. Al of
it. 1'll not have it waved off.
MARV
Ruth. 1 forgave that nonths

ago. Let ne have done one kind
thing this winter and not take
it back.

RUTH
That's just the thing. A man
with nothin' to spare doesn't
go forgivin' bills. And a man
who's got plenty all of a

sudden -- deep in the worst
winter this town's seen in
years -- |'ve lived | ong enough

to know t he shape of where that
comes from

(she does not touch her
own coffee)



A man drownin' doesn't hand out
life rafts, Marv. Not unl ess
he's found hinself sonethin' to
stay afloat on. And | don't
believe | want to know what.

75.

Marv | ooks at the envel ope. And for the first tinme in his
life, in the one kitchen where he has never once had to run
the face, the thing rises up and wants out of him

And there it i
wal ked hi m al

MARV
(quiet, feeling for the
edge of it)

...You carry people your whol e
life, Ruth. Everybody's worst
day, you're the one holds it
steady. And not once, in fifty
years, does a soul think to ask
who's holdin" you up

(a breath)
And then sonebody finally does.
Looks right at you. Needs you.
And God help nme -- it felt |ike
gettin' warm Like I'd been
cold ny whole |life and never
once knew t here was supposed to
be a fire.

RUTH
(very still)
And what's it cost you. GCettin
war m

S -- the door, held open a crack.
the way to the edge of saying it.

| ooks at the one soul on earth he could tell --
The face cones down even here. Even now.

MARV
(barely)
.l can't.

RUTH
No. | don't suppose you can.

(quieter -- the
Vern-mrror)
| watched the |ights go out
behind Vern's eyes over forty
years, and never once knew what

She has
And Marv
and cannot.
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didit. You' re doin" it to
yourself in a single winter.
Whatever it's worth, Marv -- it
isn't.

She ri ses. Done.

RUTH ( CONT' D)
| buried ny husband. | knew
your daddy. | knew you when you
were a boy who cried at his own
dog's funeral. \Woever's
wearin' your face these days --
| don't shake his hand.

And she turns her back on him and busies her hands at the
sink -- the wwdow s ritual, the conversation over. The one
person whose good opinion Marv has lived his whole life to
keep will no Ionger | ook at him The one person who ever
truly saw himhas cl osed her eyes to himfor good -- and the
only eyes left that find himnow are the wong ones.

Marv stands a noment in the ruin of it. Then he sets his hat
on his head, and goes.

FADE QUT.

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - MARV'S OFFI CE - NI GHT

Marv cones in fromthe cold with Ruth's turned back still on
him and does not reach for the light. Vern's papers lie
where he left them spread across the desk, and his own
reflection hangs in the black w ndow above them

And the thought he would not finish three nights ago -- the
one he shut down in the dark glass before it could form--
finishes now Ruth broke the last of it open. He | ooks at
the man in the window, and this tinme he does not | ook away.
And this tinme the quiet part cones out of himin words: |ow,
rough, a man who has never once said a thing al oud sayi ng
the only thing left to say.

MARV
(barely)
...I"mgettin" out. Watever it
takes. I'mgettin' out of it.

And saying it is deciding it. There is only the how | eft
now.

He turns to Vern's papers -- read |like scripture, for weeks.
He has mapped what can be mapped: dates, routes, a shape.
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Nanes he hal f-knows. And above Dutch, a bl ank: a shadow he
can i nfer but never see, and never, ever reach.

There is no head to cut off, none he can find. So he turns
instead to the one thing in this whole machine that is his
-- the one body only he knows the |ocation of. Deke.

MARV ( CONT' D)
(quiet, working it)
...Can't reach the top of it.
But | can hand the | aw a body
that points the right way. Let
them do the digging | can't.

It is the plan of a man who has run out of every other kind.

CUT TO

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - PREP ROOM - NI GHT

The mani | a envel ope, out of the drawer of uncl ained effects.
Marv could not have said, the night he filled it, why he was
filling it. The hands did the trade. That is all the reason
t hey have ever needed.

Deke's pocket litter, laid out on the steel: a thin fold of
bills. A pocketknife. Keys to doors that wll never m ss
them And a little spiral pad, curling at the corner --
names, suns, hours, all of it in Deke's blunt block hand.

Marv sets the pad beside a scrap of butcher paper, and
begins to wite. The sane |line, over and over. H's own hand
is thirty years of |edger copperplate, and he works it
letter by letter until the copperplate dies out of it --
until what is left could have cone off any wall in
Moundsvi | | e.

From his coat, a matchbook. A bar across the water -- the
one with the back booth, the one Dutch chose. He turns it
over once and sets it with the rest.

Last, the dates. He counts backward, slow, the way he counts
everything -- howlong a man lies in frozen ground, and what
t he ground gives back, and what a coroner will read off the
body. There is one night that fits. He wites it in Deke's
hand: a tinme, and the name off the matchbook.

And there is the one thing in the man he cannot touch. It
will come out on a steel table sonewhere, neasured and

phot ographed and filed, and it will say what it says: a man
was shot. It will not say by whom That nuch the pockets
have to do.
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He | ooks at the small pile a long nonent -- a man's whol e
exit, forged out of pocket litter. Then he puts on his coat.

CUT TO

| NT. SHERI FF'S STATI ON - BULLPEN - N GHT (DEEP W NTER)

The map above

sane dead end.

Cody's desk has grown -- nore folders, nore
pins, string strung between them He hangs up a phone. The

CoDY
Ohi o again. Real polite about
it.

HOLLI S
(pulling on his coat)
They always are. It's February,
kid. Go on hone.

But Cody doesn't nove.

COoDY
Two weekends the state boys sat
on those crossings, Hollis.
Bot h bridges, dusk to dawn. Not
so nmuch as a taillight out of
pl ace.

HOLLI S
So there's nothin' novin' on
the river.

COoDY
O sonebody knew they were
comn'.

HOLLI S
(shrugging into the coat)
Whol e court house knew, kid. A
stakeout with a schedule ain't
a secret, it's an announcement.

And that is true enough that Cody lets it go.
once occur to himto count the people he told. He only told

t he one.

It does not



But Cody taps a new card pinned off to the side.

COoDY
| still can't get this Watl ey
thing out of ny head, Hollis.

HOLLI S
The Moundsville fella? Wose
truck's been snowed under at
the Legion for weeks?

CoDY
That's the one. Still nobody's
laid eyes on him And it just
won't sit still in ne.

HCOLLI S

Deke What | ey skippin' town
owi n' sonebody noney ain't
exactly front-page.

COoDY

(turning to the map)
No. Except a lowife |ike that
drops off the earth right in
the worst stretch of ODs this
county's ever seen -- and |
can't quit turnin' it over. |
keep gettin' the feelin' he
didn't skip. That sonmebody
tidied himup.

Hol lis says nothing. Cody's back at the map --

t he dead.

CODY ( CONT' D)
' Cause sonebody's still
bringin' it in, regular, right
past every one of us -- and |
can't find the hand doin" it.
It's ridin" on sonethin' that
runs this valley, crosses that
river, keeps whatever hours it
i kes, and not one of us ever
once thinks to wave it down and
| ook. Sonmethin' so plain the
road just forgets it's there.

the tines,

79.
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A silence. He is describing a thing no | awran alive would
flag or paw through -- and the nane that fits it does not
conme, because the nanme that fits it is the man who taught
himto drive this county, the last thing in his life that

still feels like hone. The thought gets as far as the edge
of him And Cody -- good, decent, half in love with the man
and never once calling it that -- does the thing this whole

town does. He | ooks away fromit.

CODY ( CONT' D)
(rubbing his eyes)
... Watl ey, the poison, all of
it. Feels |like one thing.
just can't nmake it be one
t hi ng.

HOLLI S
(a hand on his shoul der,
headi ng out)
Sone things you never do get to
the bottom of, kid. You just
learn to live on top of 'em

He goes. Cody al one under the lanp -- the map of the dead,
t he vani shed man, the invisible carrier -- all of it one
thing, exactly as he said, exactly where he will never |et
hi msel f | ook.

CUT TO

EXT. THE OLD FARM CEMETERY - NI GHT

The frozen back-sl ope again, the |eaning nanel ess stones.
Marv works alone wth a shovel and a hooded | anp turned | ow.
The ground fights him-- it has set |ike stone since he
closed it, and every foot has to be taken back by force, his
breath tearing white, his careful undertaker's hands
blistering inside their gloves.

He has put a thousand people into ground like this. He has
never once taken one back out. There is no rite for this. No
gentl eness, no gift he can carry to it -- only the shovel,
the cold, and the awful private know edge of exactly how
deep he dug.

The bl ade strikes wood. He clears the Iid by hand, and there
is the plain box, no plate, no flowers, exactly as he left
it. He kneels a nonent in the open grave before he can nake
himsel f lift it.

Then he does. He takes Deke Whatl ey back out of the earth he
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put himin -- the sane two hands, the whole rite run
backward, the obscene mrror of his trade. He works fast,
and he does not | ook at the face. A man can only turn away
froma face so many tinmes before the turning-away is the
whol e of who he is.

CUT TO

EXT. A COUNTY BACK ROAD - NI GHT

Far fromthat farmplot, on ground the county lawis sure to
conb, Marv |lays the body where it will be found by norning.

He has done the rest of it already, in his own room on his
own steel: the ground washed out of the hair and out from
under the nails, the clothes burned and swapped for the

pl ai n workcl ot hes a funeral honme keeps for the nmen nobody
cones to dress, the seans gone over twice for the dirt that
hides in seans. And the dark has settled in Deke where he
lay all those weeks -- so the body goes down in the one
attitude that agrees with it.

And then he does the thing only an undertaker would think to
do. He knows what a dead man carries. He knows exactly what
a coroner tips out of the pockets, and how a deputy reads
it. So he curates. Back into the pockets goes a dead man's
ordinary weight -- the fold of bills, the knife, the keys,
the license with his owmn nanme on it -- everything a body
ought to carry, and nothing that |ooks toward this town. And
with them the two things that were never Deke's to carry: a
mat chbook froma bar on Dutch's side of the river, and a
scrap of paper in Deke's own blunt, block-lettered hand -- a
night, a time that falls square on the night Deke died, and
a place, over there.

Far down the road, a light. Two lights. Com ng.

Marv straightens with a dead man at his feet and watches
them grow. There is nowhere to put anything. There is no
version of this that reads as anything but what it is. He
does not nove -- noving is the thing that gets a man | ooked
at -- and he stands there in the dark doing the arithnetic
of the rest of his |[ife while the [ights cone on, and on.

Then, a few hundred yards short of him they sw ng. Wde,
unhurried, a turn a man takes every night of his life. A
farmlane, a drive, a road that was always going to be
there. The lights go away sideways through the trees, and
the dark conmes back, and the road is enpty.

Marv lets out a breath he did not know he was hol di ng, and
goes back to the work.
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Not hing a killer left behind. Just a small-tinme man who
wrot e down where he was headed the ni ght he stopped com ng
home. Marv steps back and reads the body the way he has read
ten thousand -- and for the first time in his life, he has
made one tell a lie.

CUT TO

EXT. THE RI DGE ROAD - DAY

Cruisers pulled up crooked on a gravel shoul der. Tape
snapping in a cold wind. A county DETECTIVE (50s, been at it
alifetinme too |long) crouches over the body while a DEPUTY
wor ks the pockets. CODY stands a little apart, hands on his
belt, | ooking down at a face he hal f-knows -- the
smal | -timer he asked Marv about, not two weeks gone.

DEPUTY
(crouched at the body)
One shot. And he's froze

t hrough -- could be two days
out here, could be two weeks.
Doc' || have to say.

(goi ng through the
pocket s)
Wallet's on him |icense and
all. Deke Whatl ey, Mundsville.
Mat chbook's fromthe Riverside
-- that's the far bank, river
city, not ours. And there's a
note on him a tine, and the
Ri ver si de again

COoDY
That's about when his truck
quit novin'. Been sittin
out si de the Legi on since.

DETECTI VE

(not bothering to stand)
So he drove across the water to
meet a nman, and the nan drove
himback in a ditch
Congr at ul ati ons, boys.
Everything worth findin' is a
river-city problem

COoDY
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Body' s on our side of the line.

DETECTI VE
Body's the only thing on our
side of the line. H's trouble,
hi s noney, his peopl e, whoever
he went to see -- all of it's
over there. You want to spend
your whole winter buildin' a
case in another state, over
sone Moundsville lowife
nobody' s even cl ai ned?

He rises, knees cracking, already finished with it. Qut here
a dead small-tinmer with a sheet and cross-river friends buys
about this nuch daylight and not one m nute nore.

DETECTI VE ( CONT' D)
(a hand on Cody's
shoul der, noving off)
Wite it up, kick it over the
river, let "emlose it in a
drawer. That's the job, son.

And they go, and the tape snaps, and the case wal ks east
over the water exactly as it was built to. Only Cody stays a
beat | onger, |ooking down at the dead man. Sonething in him
will not quite lie flat. This is the one -- the lowife he'd
half-tied to the poison in his own head, the sane nane he'd
carried to Marv hinsel f two weeks back and wat ched hi m shake
off -- and here he is now, a body in the weeds, with a trai
runni ng straight across the water into the one place Cody
wll never be let to follow. H's whole theory, confirmed and
buried in the sane breath. He cannot meke it into anyt hing.
He just does not |like the shape of it. Then he tugs his cap
down and goes to wite the lie up as truth.

CUT TO

I NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - MARV'S OFFI CE - N GHT

The phone. Marv answers it the way he answers everything --
calm already of use.

CODY (V.0)
(tired, the end of a |long
day)
Marv, hey. It's Cody. You
hol din" up out there? This
w nter's about done the whole
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county in.

MARV
CGettin' by, Cody. Long as your
not her keeps threatenin' ne
W th casserol es.

CODY (V.0)

(a tired laugh -- then it

goes out of him
...She is. Listen, though. That
fella you never heard of --
VWhat | ey? Turned up out on the
Ri dge Road this nornin'. Been
dead a whil e.

Marv goes very still. His voice does not. It never does.

MARV
...Lord. What happened to hin?

CODY (V.0)
Got hinmself crossways with
sonebody over the river, |ooks
like. Note in his pocket, the
whole nine. It's ariver-city
mess -- county's al ready
kickin'" it across the water,
glad to be shut of it.

(a beat -- quieter, and it
is only kindness)
Sad thing, kinda. Nobody's even
cone askin' after him Fella
just stops, and the world don't
even blink.

And it |ands sonewhere in Marv it was never neant to --
because Marv knows exactly why no one will cone asking after
Deke Whatley. It is the very thing that made hi m useful

CODY (V.O.) (CONT' D)
So -- reason I'mcallin'.
Coroner'|ll cut himloose in a
day or two, no famly we can
turn up. You mnd comn' to get
hi m when he does? Nobody el se
to call. And, well. It's what
you do.
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CODY (V. O.) (CONT' D
(a tired hal f-1augh,
sof t eni ng)
...Startin" to thaw out there,
finally. River is breakin' up
Felt alnost |like spring this
nmornin'. Been a | ong dam
wi nter, huh, Mrv.

It is what he does. Marv | ooks at the wall a |long nonent. He
w Il be asked to collect the body he staged, and box it, and
put it in the ground -- a second tinme, with his own two
hands. The trade closing over his head |ike water.

MARV
(even, Kkind)
' Course. Send hi mover when
they're done with him 1'Il see
he's | ooked after.

He sets the phone down. And then he waits for it all to cone
apart -- and it does not. A day passes. Then another. The

| aw stays across the river, chasing a ghost through the

bi gger town. Cody suspects nothing. And slowy, for the
first tine since the | eaves cane down, Marv |lets hinself
believe it: the wong man is being hunted, in the wong

pl ace. It worked. Sonething clenched in his chest for nonths
begins, at last, to ease. He allows hinself the relief. He

t hi nks he has earned it.

CUT TO

EXT. COUNTY ROAD PAST THREE SPRI NGS CEMETERY - DAY

The thaw has found the hillside -- the snow gone patchy and
grey, the ground show ng through |ike sonething surfacing.
And up on the rise, small against the wet norning, CAROL. At
a new stone, clearing the winter off it with her bare hand.

She hears the hearse on the road bel ow. Looks up. And raises
one hand -- to the man who buried her boy right, the one
ki ndness this winter did her.
Marv rai ses his off the wheel. He does not slow, and he does
not look in the mrror after.

CUT TO

I NT. SHERI FF' S STATI ON - DAY
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And the proof of it, across town: Cody al one at the
corkboard, after hours. Pinned there -- the Watley file,

t he bagged nmat chbook fromthe far bank, a photo of the note
in the dead man's hand: a tine, and a bar on the far bank.
And the whole of it runs off the edge of the nmap, into
another state, into a quiet man the GChio boys sat with an

af ternoon and cl eared before the coffee went cold -- a nane
nobody over there will say a word against. The only thread
the winter left him and it was never going to be a case. He
has the far end of it and not the near. He rubs his eyes.

HOLLIS, coat on, stops in the doorway on his way out. He
| ooks at the board a | ong nonent -- the map, the strings,
the winter's worth of nothing.

HCOLLI S
It wal ked east, kid. Box it up.
County says so, and so do I.

(a beat -- then, on his
way out the door, to
nobody)

Thirty-one years | been doin
this. Wfe's got the stew on at
si x whether | solved a damm
thing or not.

He does not say it unkindly. He goes. And Cody stands a
while. Then he does it -- pin by pin, string by string, the
VWhatley file, the matchbook, the note. He packs the whol e
winter into a cardboard box and fits the Iid onit, and
carries it to the shelf where the county keeps the things it
has deci ded not to know.

FADE QUT.

| NT. COYLE & SON FUNERAL HOME - FRONT HALL - NI GHT

And then, one night, it cones -- a knock at the front door.
One. Then a second. Unhurried. Polite. Patient. The nost
frightening sound that has ever cone to Marv Coyl e's door
because he already knows there is only one man in the world
it could be.

Marv opens the door -- and DUTCH is al ready speaking, |ow
and unhurried, stepping in past him hat in hand, |ike a man
continuing a conversation they had only paused. Marv gives
ground without neaning to -- a step, then another, back into
his own front hall. Dutch does not hurry. He never has to.

DUTCH
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A body turned up on the Ridge
Road with nmy whol e side of the
river in its pockets. The | aw
canme across the water --
polite, apologetic, a few
questions they were half-sorry
to be asking. Sat with ne the
better part of an afternoon.

He finds the good chair as he talks and lowers hinmself into
it, unbothered, the way he settles into everything. \Whatever
relief was in Marv is gone as though it never was.

DUTCH ( CONT' D)
But |'ve taken quiet suppers
with the right people over
there for thirty years -- and a
dead nobody |i ke Deke Whatl ey
buys about an afternoon of
anyone's attention, and not one
mnute nore. So they went on
home. And never once thought to
turn around and | ook at you.

MARV
(careful -- for one breath
he lets hinself believe he
has won)

... Then it's done. The law s
across the river chasin' its
own tail. It's over.

Dut ch says not hi ng.

And it is the nothing that does it. Thirty years of reading
roons, and Marv reads this one.

MARV ( CONT' D)
(quiet -- the realization
arriving as he says it)
...If it was over, you'd have
sent word. You woul dn't have
cone.

DUTCH
(a small nod -- al nost
approvi ng)
That's the thing, Marv. You
keep thinkin'" the | aw was ever
the one you had to fool.
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(gently, the jaws

begi nning to cl ose)
That boy was in the ground. And
nobody in the whol e turning
worl d knew where -- but the man
who put himthere.

The fl oor goes out from under WMarv.

DUTCH ( CONT' D)
It was clever, I'll give you
that. Cost nme an afternoon
across a table fromthe law --
first mn in along tine to
manage that. The boy's own
hand, his own pockets.
Cl everest thing you ever did --
and all it did was sign your
name to a corpse, for an
audi ence of one. The lawis
never going to find you. It
didn't have to. | already have.
And now everything you'd |ay
down your life to protect --
your good nane, that trusting
boy with the badge who won't
quit driving out here -- all of
it sits in ny hand, to close
whenever it suits ne.

And there it is. The ganbit neant to free Marv has handed
Dutch the one thing he did not yet have: certainty. Not a
court's. H's own. Marv is not out. Marv is owned, down to
the |l ast inch.

A long silence in the dark hall. Marv sits in the ruin of it
-- Ruth's turned back, Cody in the noose beside him the
plan in ashes, his nanme signed to a corpse, everything he
set out to save gone past saving. And in the holl ow where
all of it used to be, sonething lets go, and goes still, and
col d.

A man with nothing left to protect becones, at l|last, the one
thing Marv Coyl e has never been in his life: unreadable. The
reader, gone bl ank. When he speaks again the fear has gone
out of his voice, and everything else with it.

MARV
(enmpty, calm
So here's howit lies. | walk
away tonight, | never say a

word, you never lay eyes on ne
again. That's one road.
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DUTCH
And t he ot her?

MARV
The other's the one where you
decide I'ma | oose end. Were |
go quiet, like Vern. Like Deke.

(and here, the strangest

calm
But here's the thing, Dutch. |
can't read you anynore. First
time inthirty years | can't
read a man in front of ne. And
you can't read ne either --
because there's nothing left in
me to take. You taught ne every
card in the deck. You just
never once sat across froma
man hol di ng none.

DUTCH
(studying him-- and for
the first time, we cannot
tell what he finds)

MARV
Two roads. You pick.

Dutch regards him A long nonent, and then a |onger one --
two readers, each for the first tinme a closed book to the
other. Dutch's face gives away nothing at all. H s hand
rests easy on the armof the chair.

He opens his nouth to answer.

CUT TO BLACK
And the black holds. Along tine -- longer than is
confortable. The length of a breath let all the way out, and
not drawn back in.

FADE | N:

| NT. ANOTHER FUNERAL HOME - PREP ROOM - NI GHT

Anot her town. Thirty, forty mles dow the river -- far
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enough that no living soul here has ever heard the nane
Coyle. A prep roomlike Marv's and nothing like it: newer,
brighter, a busier man's shop. CYRUS (40s) works over a body
wi th the unbot hered ease of a man who has done this a

t housand tines and expects to do it a thousand nore. He is
not new to any of it. He has been at it a |long while.

In the good chair, patient, a casket catal og open on his
knee, sits DUTCH Precisely as he once sat for Marv.
Preci sely as he nmust once have sat for a young man naned
Vern.

DUTCH
(turning a page, easy)
Two of the usual this week. And
one nore besides.

CYRUS
(not | ooking up fromthe
wor k)
The usual's no trouble. GChio
run?
DUTCH

Chio run. Sane as it always is.

(a smal |l pause)
And then the one nore. A
special. Needs to go quiet,
over the line. No nane on him
No stone. You understand ne.

Cyrus gl ances at the second table -- a shape beneath a
sheet. He does not lift it. He does not ask. He learned a
| ong tine back, the way they all learn, exactly what not to
know.
CYRUS
(a nod, entirely
untroubled -- it is only a
Tuesday)
...Yes, sir. I'll take good
care of him
Said now, by another man -- and Cyrus does not feel the
wei ght of themat all, because to Cyrus there is no wei ght

in them There never has been.

DUTCH
(the ghost of sonet hing,
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gone as fast as it cones)
| know you will.

CUT TO

EXT. STATE LINE - N GHT

Ahead, out on the highway, a state weigh station sits at the
edge of the road -- it sodiumyellow, the kind the |ong
trucks pull into and idle and wait. The hearse is not a
truck. It is nobody's freight, subject to nobody's scale. It
holds its lane and rolls on past, unwei ghed and unrenarked
-- the way the dead nove everywhere.

Nobody stops a nman carrying the dead. Nobody ever has.

| / E. HEARSE - CONTI NUOUS

Cyrus at the wheel. And behind him a quiet passenger.

The hearse rolls through, into the dark. The taillights
shrink. The fog takes them Exactly as another pair did, on
anot her night, before any of this ever began.

FADE TO BLACK

THE END.



