EXT. SHALLOW GRAVE - DAWN

A bl eak horizon bleeds fromindigo to gray. Mst rolls | ow
across a patch of earth. Wnd huns. Not a bird in sight.

KNEELING in the dirt - a CLOMWN
H s makeup is sneared to dull pinks and whites, nore pathetic
than comc. H s gloved hands nove slowy, nethodically,
piling dirt onto a body.
He stops. Reaches into his jacket pocket.
CLOMN takes out a tube of lipstick, he paints her lips.
He lingers, staring at the finished nouth. Unblinking.
VWaiting. Then, he tosses a final handful of dirt onto her
face.
EXT. NARROW CI TY ALLEYWAYS - DAWN
The CLOMWN s boots tap through puddl es as he enters a narrow
alley - walls high and close on either side. The world feels
heavy, gray, claustrophobic.
The CLOWN junps up and kicks his feet together.

CUT TO BLACK. TI TLE CARD " PAPER CRANES"
EXT. CTY STREETS - N GHT

The CLOMN perfornms on a busy street corner: sign-twrling,
spi nni ng, dancing awkwardly to invisible nusic.

He of fers paper cranes to passersby, No one stops.

A group of YOUNG MEN stunble toward him |aughter |oud and
car el ess.

One of them peers into the CLOAW S hat, where a solitary bil
lies folded. He grins, snatches it up, and pockets it. The
CLOMWN reaches for it.

The MAN keeps the bill just outside of the CLOAWN s reach

The CLOMWN steps forward, hand out in a silent plea, eyes w de
and desperate.

MAN
Dance for us funny man!



The group explodes into | aughter again. One shoves himin the
chest. Anot her kicks his hat away.

They surround himnow, circling |ike dogs.

The CLOM reaches into his pocket and offers them a paper
crane.

The | aughter turns violent. A punch |ands. Another kick.
The CLOMWN col | apses, curling i nward, nmakeup sneared across
his arns.

| NT. SURREAL TRANCE

A Weddi ng scene. The CLOMN is a formal suite even though he
is still in CLOMN nakeup. Opposite fromhimis his bride,
face covered in a veil and lace. Red colored |ips shine

t hrough the veil

EXT. CTY STREETS - N GHT

The CLOMN i s awoken by his trance by a punch to the face, he
shortly goes into another trance.

| NT. SURREAL TRANCE

A projected version of a blurry wonen is enlarged on a wall,
the CLOMN s sil houette is seen in front of it, reaching his
hands out to touch the wall.

EXT. CTY STREETS - N GHT

The CLOM i s awoken by his trance by another blow to the
face, he tries to get up. The MAN pushes the cl own back down
to the ground. He spits at the ground near the CLOMWN s face,
then turns on his heel and wal ks off. The rest of the gang
follows, their silhouettes stretching | ong across the norning
street.

The CLOWN al one now, crunpled in the gutter.

Bl ood trickles fromhis nouth and nose. One eye swol |l en shut,
red paint running down his chin in streaks |like tears.

He turns his head weakly - there, in the gutter, a paper
crane, soggy, its folded wings flattened.

The CLOM reaches for it.
H s hand - bl oodied, trenbling - drags across the wet
asphalt, fingertips grazing the fragile w ng.



He Iifts it, just barely, the crane sticking to his palm

He holds it above his face, light piercing through its thin
paper.

I NT. BAR - NI GHT

The CLOM is slunped at a dingy bar, face bandaged. He takes
a shaky sip of liquor. His hands trenble - the glass rattles
softly agai nst the wood.

The CLOM pulls his duffel bag fromthe stool beside him
He unzips it - a pile of eviction notices, debt letters, and
unpaid bills spill out onto the counter.

He stares at themfor a |ong nonent. Then, quietly -
met hodically - he begins folding one of the papers into a
paper crane.

He finishes one crane, then another. Soon, several take shape
before him standing like frail little soldiers across the
counter.

The BARTENDER wi pes a gl ass nearby, eyeing the clown with
thin patience.

BARTENDER
This ain't a charity bozo, you got
noney or not ?

The CLOMN blinks up at him He |ooks down at his cranes -
then slides one across the counter toward the bartender.

The BARTENDER stares at it, then at the clown. Hs lip curls
into disgust. The BARTENDER raises up his hand, ready to
smack the CLOMN

The CLOWN anticipates it and squeezes his eyes shut.

Not hi ng happens.

He opens them sl owy.

A sl eek hand has appeared on the counter, slipping fol ded
dollar bills toward the bartender. The BARTENDER hesit at es,

t hen takes the noney and turns away.

The CLOM gl ances to his side - the owner of the hand
reveal ed.

A WOMAN sits beside himnow, dark curls frane her face, red



l'ipstick, her expression is calm

The WOVAN reaches over and picks up one of the paper cranes
he's been fol di ng.

The CLOWN | aughs.

The WOVAN smiles at him she puts the paper crane in her
pocket and gets up to | eave the bar.

The CLOMN, slightly disappointed that she left so soon, takes
another sip of his liquor. He thinks for a nonent and foll ows
t he wonen.

EXT. QUTSI DE BAR - N GHT

A few paces ahead, the WOVAN noves down the narrow street,
coat collar turned up. The CLOM catches up to her and taps
her on the shoul der. The CLOM taps her on the shoul der

The WOVAN tilts her head at the CLOMN

WOVAN
| have a job for you. This could pay a
| ot of noney.

THE CLOMN TI LTS H S HEAD AS WELL.

She slips a hand from her coat pocket. A small teacup gl eans
in the lanplight. The cl own peers over the teacup.

In the teacup, he sees not hinself, but seem ngly another
version of hinself. (Mrrors "Wddi ng Scene" surreal trance
fromearlier)

Everybody would pay to see their
better sel ves.

The CLOWN i s astoni shed, he does exaggerating hand novenents.

The WOVAN puts the teacup back into her purse. The CLOMN nods
faintly, he takes the WOMAN S hand and shakes it in
agr eenent .

CLOMWN
Every paper crane | fold shall be
yours.

MONTAGE BEG NS



|/ E. MONTAGE

The nontage starts with a group of people hovering around the
teacup and are amazed.

Peopl e lining up and handi ng noney to the CLOMN and t he WOVAN
The CLOMN and the WOVAN are sitting in the back of the tram

t he WOVAN counting noney while the CLOM is fol ding paper
cranes.

The CLOMN and WOMAN are | eaning on the wall with newspapers
over their face, a group of people walk up to them and ask
themto do the trick

The CLOMN and WOMAN are sitting next to a shore, the WOVAN
| eans on the CLOMs shoul der

The CLOMWN and WOMAN run and cel ebrate, we see their
si | houette.

EXT. STREET - N GHT

The CLOMN and WOMAN | ean agai nst the street wall. The CLOMN
counts stacks of noney while the WOVAN | ooks di sinterested
and her eyes waver around her surroundi ngs.

The WOVAN spots anot her CLOMNN nearby and is doi ng exagger at ed
nmoti ons and dances to earn noney. She wanders off towards
that direction

I N EVERY LOCATI ON PREVI QUSLY | N THE MONTAGE, THE WOVAN
WANDERS OFF AND THE CLOMWN | S CONFUSED

EXT. PARK - AFTERNOON
The CLOMWN and the WOMAN sit underneath a tree.

WOVAN
Fortune snmles on us on | ast.

The CLOM doesn't smle. He sits unnaturally straight, eyes
fi xed on her.

The WOVAN, uneasy, noves cl oser.

CLOMN
You said that before. At the weddi ng.

The WOVAN | ooks confusedly at the CLOAN, she shakes her head
and starts to nove away.



A breeze noves through the grass. The WOVAN gl ances down.
Sonmething pale juts fromthe dirt near her shoe.

She frowns and | eans forward, brushing a little earth aside.

WOVAN
VWhat's this?

The CLOMWN sits up, watching.

The WOVAN wi pes away nore soil - a curve of flesh, red |ips
beneath the dirt. Her smle falters. She | ooks to the CLOMWN
She points down to the ground.

Her smle falters. She | ooks to the CLOM.

He scranbles forward, trying to cover the ground with his
hands.

WOVAN ( CONT' D)
You buried her here.

The CLOWN s breath stutters. He hovers over the WOMAN, he
brings his hands shakily to her neck.

He punches down to the ground, dirt flies up.
| NT. SURREAL TRANCE

The Weddi ng Scene, The CLOM lifts up his bride's veil to
reveal the a distorted uncanny WOMAN. This cuts between her
lips in this scene and the very first burying scene. The
WOVAN starts hysterically | aughing.

EXT. PARK - AFTERNOON
The CLOMWN digs at the ground- but the WOMAN i s gone.

He's al one, pounding at the ground - each strike throw ng up
soil and dust. He's not killing - he's digging, desperate,
wild.

The POLI CE energe through the trees, slow and deliberate. The
CLOMWN | ooks up, breathless, nud streaked across his paint.

CLOMN
Don't arrest ne, | have noney

The CLOM grips the duffel and shakes it wildly - what used
to be noney are now paper cranes, they erupt into the air,
swirling everywhere.swi rling everywhere.



The CLOWN grabs the teacup and places in front of the police,
not hi ng appears.

The POLI CE shove himon the ground.

The POLICE get the CLOMN to his feet and start putting his
hands behi nd hi s back.

CLOMN ( CONT' D)
Pl ease! You can't arrest ne, |'m
married to the noon, beloved by the
stars, the world's eternal clown!

The CLOMS finger noves into frame and places the fina
excl amation mark.

I NT. JAIL ROOM - AFTERNOON

The CLOM sits alone at a netal table.

Hi s costune is gone - replaced by plain, colorless clothing.
Hi s nmakeup has been scrubbed away, |eaving a pale ring where
his collar once sat. He stares at nothing for a | ong while.

A newspaper lies in front of him The headline reads: "PSYCHO
KILLER: CLOMN S DESCENT | NTO MADNESS. "

He traces the words with one trenbling finger, alnost tender.

Fold by fold, the paper begins to take shape.
A crane.



