By James Vanderbilt

Based on the books
wrodiac” and “Zodiac Unmasked”
by Robert Graysmith



This raally happened.
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FADE IN ON:
AN AMERICAN FLAG

Fluttering in the breeze. It's twilight. The sun, giving
wWay toc a crisp Northern California summer evening.

SUPERIMPOSE - July 4th, 1969 - Summer of Love

FIREWORKS streak into the sky behind the flag. Kids in
backyards, sending up bottle rockets. Burgers on grills.
Welcome to Suburbia. The American Dream.

SUPERIMPOSE ~ Vallejo, California

EXT. PEECHWOOD AVENUE ~- NIGHT

A bronze Corvair ratiles down the street. At the wheel is
DARLENE FERRIN, 22, clad in a WHITE AND BLUE JUMPSUIT. Long
fake eyelashes and braces, which make her look more like 17.
She pulls up in front of a house. HONKS.

MIKE MAGEAU races out. Tall and skinny at 19. Face lit up
with a textbook crush on Darlene.

INT. CORVAIR -- NIGHT

‘Mike gets in, breathless. Darlene puts the car in gear.

DARLENE
We have to get fireworks. I told
Dean I'd invited some people over.

MIKE
How'd he take it?

DARLENE
He'd rather have me home with him
than out running around with strange
men.

Darlene giggles at this, Mike doean't. Dean is Darlene's
husband - therefore, Mike's competition. She lights up a
cigarette, oblivious to Mike's longing stare. She takes a
right. The car behind them does too.

MIKE
I like your jumpsuit.

DARLENE
I made it myself. This guy I know
sent the fabric from Mexico.

MIKE
You're married. 1 don't think it's
proper for guys to send you things-—



, DARLERE
You send me things.

MIKE
Yeah, but that's different-

DARLENE B
Is it?

Mike squirms. Darlene just smiles. Keeps driving. She
takes a left. The car behind them does tos. Mike notices.

MIKE
I think someone's following us.

Darlene looks - A PAIR OF HEADLIGHTS behind them. Normal.

DARLERE
You're being paranoid.

MIKE
RBe's been with uvs since my house.
Take a left up here.

DARLENE
That's not the way we have to go-

She stops, looking at him. He actually seems scared.

DARLENE {(CONT'D)
He's just going to drive past.

She puts on her blinker. Caming up on Oakwood. Takes the
left. The HEADLIGHTS DISAPPEAR. Darlene and Mike, both
watching the rearview mirror. The HEADLIGHTS REAPPEAR.
Reach the intersection. .. And TAKE THE LEFT too.

~ DARLENE (CONT'D)
It's a coincidence. He's just going
the same we are-

MIKE
Take another left.

She looks at him.

MIKE (CONT'D)
Head back towards my house like we
forgot something. If he's not
following us, there's nc reason for
him to turn around, too.

No argument from Darlene. She puts on the blinker. Takes
the left. They watch the rearview. Holding their breath.
The headlights reach the intersection behind them. ..

And turn to FOLLOW THEM.



DARLENE
{scared)
It could still be a coincidence-

MIKE
You know it's not-

Cut off as Darlene pulls a HARD RIGHT, no blinker this time.
Behind them, the HEADLIGHTS FOLLOW. Taking the turn.

DARLENE
Oh, shit, oh shit...
MIKE
We can't panic, we just have to lase
him-
DARLENE
How?
MIKE

Maybe get on a side street that you
know really well-

DARLENE
He's speeding up.

And he is. The headlights, GAINING...

DARLENE l(COHT'D}
What do we do?

MIKE
Go straight, I need time to think-

DARLENE

What's there to think about? Rhat
do we deo?

The headlights, RIGHT BEHIND THEM. Riding their bumper.

MIKE
Slow down.
DARLENE
What?
MIKE

But no brake lights. Take your foot
off the gas and just coast.

Darlene's foot, coming off the gas. The spesdometer needle,
falling - ‘5! 44’ ‘3- - »

DARLENE
Tell me this is a joke...
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The head_hghts. slowing with them. Staying on their bumper.
39, 38, 37..

DARLENE {(CONT'D)
Tell me that's Dean in the other car
and you guys are just messing with
me. ..

34, 33, 32...
MIKE
Next left is a straight away - don't

signal, just take it and floor it.
Can you do that?

Darlene nods. Face tight. She can. Through the windshield,
we see the left, fifty yards up. She automatically moves to
signal and then remembers not to. Grips the wheel instead.
The turn, thirty yards up. The speedometer - 28, 27, 26...
MIEKE (CONT'D)
(softly)
Accelerate ipnto the turn...

In the rearview - the headlights, still right on them. Ten
Yards till the left. Mike grips the door handle.

Three yards, two yards, one...

Darlene CRANKS the wheel left and FOUNDS the GRAS. Tires
SQUEALING around the curve as the Corvair SHOOTS FORWARDS,
Mike and Darlene pinned back into their seats. ..

Behind them - the headl:l.ghts, trying to make the turn.
Heading for an embankment..

The Corvair FISHTAILING as it pulls onto Blue Rock Springs. ..

MIKE (CONT'D)
Don't take your foot off the gas!

Darlene struggles to maintain control of the wheel...

Behind them - the headl:n.ghts. barely swerving past the
embankment. . .

Darlene, straightening cut the car. The engine ROARS as she
runs the Corvair FLAT-OUT on the straight away...

The speedometer - 48, 49, 50...

Behind them - the headlights SKID onto Blue Rock Springs and
SPEED DP. All pretense dropped. Caming after the kids.

Mike, gazing at them through the back window.



MIEKE (CONT'D}
He's still coming!

Darlene's foot to the floor, but the headlights are once
again GRINING. Cutting the distance between them...

The Corvair's engine straining - 62, 63, 64...

CHOOM! The Corvair's interior LIGHTS UP as their pursuer
SWITCHES TO HIGHBEAMS.

Darlene terrified. HONKIRG the horn, tears in her eyes.

- DARLERE
GO AWNAY!

The headlights don't go anywhere. Nearing the Corvair's
rear bumper again. She holds the HORN DOWN. Weeping.

DARLENE (CONT'D)
PLEASE!

68, 70, 71...

Out of the corner of her eye - Darlene spies a RIGHT TURN.
She cranks the wheel right into a PARKING LOT for the BLUE
ROCK SPRINGS GOLF COURSE...

As the headlights shoot past, MISSING THE TURN. ..

The Corvair skidding into the lot, Darlene's foot flying to
the BRAKES... ‘

: MIKE
Turn and go!
Darlene about to turn when...

WHAM! The Corvair HITS A LOG. Front wheels crunching over
it, undercarriage slamming onto it. HUNG DP.

Panicked, Darlene stomps the accelsrator. Wheels spinning.
The engine sputters...

DARLENE
No! NO!

The engine DIES.
Silence.

The lot, PITCH BLACK. The only light comes from the road.

THE HEADLIGHTS - Leisurely TURNING AROUND and COMING BACK
towards the parking lot...

Darlene, desperately trying her key. Nothing.



DARLENE {CONT'D)
Oh, Jesus...

The headlights enter the parking lot slowly. Swinging around.
Coming to a halt eight feet behind the Corvair...

And then THE HEADLIGHTS GO OUT.

Darlene and Mike, plunged into DARKNESS. The other car sits

behind them. Engine rumbling. Beige, possibly white. Looks

like a *'58 or '59 Falcon with old California plates.

A flicker of recognition in Darlene’s eyes. Mike notices.
MIKE

{whispering)
Do you know who it is?

She doesn't respond. Can't take her eyes off the car. Just
sitting there. The driver, making no move to get out...

MIKE (CONT'D)
{(whispering)
We could run-

"She puts her hand over his. Looks at him.

Don 't move.

Darlene, Mike, and the other car sit there for what seems an
eternity. And then...

The other car PULLS FURWARD. Headlights clicking BACK ON. ..

Passing the Corvair, HEADED FOR THE EXIT. Like a lion who's
SOrnered it's prey and then decides it's not hungry. LEAVING.

They watch it ga, finally disappearing over the horizon.
ke exhales for what seems like the first time in minutes.

MIKE (CONT'D)
Did you know who that was?

DARLENE
I- I didn't get a good look-
MIKE
Darlene.
She looks up at him.
DARLENE

I don't know.
Mike studies her face. Decides to let it go. For now.

MIEE
Try the engine again.



She does. It won't turn over.

DARLENE
I think it's dead. We'vre gonna be
sc late... :

And she begins LAUGHING. A release of all the tension.
Mike laughs with her.

MIKE
Your husband's gonna think the
worst...

That gets Darlene going even more. They sit there together,
laughing till tears run down their cheeks. Finally:

MIKE (CONWT'D)
We should- I need to find a pay phone-

He stops short. Through the windshield...
HEADLIGHTS, COMING BACK over the horizon.

Darlene and Mike, frozenm in fear. The headlights reach the
entrance to the parking lot. THEY TURN IN. B

DARLENE
No, no, no...
bl Pulling to a stop behind the Corvair. In an off-line

Position, sort of like a COP. Suddenly a SPOTLIGHT from
inzside the other car hits the Corvair. Mike exhales.

MIKE
It's the cops.

The door opens and THE COP inside gets out.

MIFKE (CONT'D)
We need our I.D0.'s.

Darlene reaches for her purse. The Cop walks up to the car.
Flashlight outstretched, shining it in Mike and Darlene's
faces, practically blinding them. He reaches Mike's door.

MIKE {CORT'D)
Man, you've got no idea how much you
scared us...

e trails off. Noticing something odd.

The flashlight is taped to the BARREL OF A GUN.

This is no cop. A CLINK of metal as the gun taps the window
frame. Mike stares at it. Confused.

~~~~~ : This will not be "stylized”. This will not be “cool".



Thig is what reazl bullets from a real gun can do.

The man PULLS THE TRIGGER.
THE GUN ROARS.

Mike's BLOOD AND TEETH EXPLODE onto the dashboard.
The Man KEEPS SHOOTING. The gunshots are DEAFENING.

BULLETS PUNCH through flesh and bone. ARTERIAL BLOOD SPRAY
GOUTS across the Corvair's interior, bathing it red.

Some shots rip straight through Mike and into Darlene.

Mike ism shot once in the face, once in the neck, and once in
the arm. Darlene is shot twice in the right arm, twice in
the left arm, and three times in the back.

The Man fires WINE TIMES. Then he stops.

Silence, save for the GURGLING.

The Man turns away from the Corvair. WNo emotion. Walking
back to his car. Satisfied. Opens the passenger door shean. ..

A GROAN. The Man turns at this. Walks back to the Corvair.
Mike. Still alive. 1In agony.

‘The Man raises the gun again. FIRES TWO MORE SHOTS into
Mike, propelling his body into the BACK SEART. Then TWO MORE
into Darlene for good measure.

The Man lowers the gun. Turns. Walks away.

FADE TO:
OVER BLACK:

WE HEAR - a coin clink in a pay phone. Three numbers dialecl.

FEMALE OPERATOR (0Q.S.)
Vallejo Police Department.

A MAR (0.5.)
1 want to a report a double murder.
If you go one mile east on Columbusg
Parkway to the public park, you will
find kids in a brown car. They were
shot with a nine millimeter Luger.
I also kiiled those kids last year.
Goodbye.

CLICK. The line goes dead.

SMASH 7O OUR TXTLE SCREIM.. .



FADE IN:
EXT. SAN FRANCISCO SKYLINE -- MORNING

We're SOARING OVER WATER towards the Bay City. Magnificent
spires and bridges. Bustling to life with morning commuters.

Jt is the First Day of August. h
INT. GRAYSMITH HOME -- BATHROOM -- MORNING

ROBERT GRAYSMITH stands in his robe at his sink, brushing
his teeth. Early 30's, dark hair and handsame. Next to
him, his youngest child BRAD brushes his teeth as well.
Mimicking his father's movements.

Graysmith does his top teeth - Brad does his. Graysmith
does his bottom teeth - Brad does his. Graysmith smiles.
Brad smiles. Graysmith scrubs his tongque - Brad scrubs his.

GRAYSMITRH
And spit.

Graysmith spits. Brad does not.

BRAD
I swallowed it.
GRAYSMITH
Why?
BRAD

It was minty.

Graysmith langhs and scoops Brad up. Heading off to dress
his son, humming. Brad attempts to hum, too.

INT. LIVING ROOM -- MORNING
CAL, Graysmith's clder son, watching the NEWS.

NEWSCASTER -
... respongible for six rapes.
Arresting officer Inspector David
Toschi declined to comment.

ON TV - DAVE TOSCHI going up Police Headquarters steps waving
off reporters. Tall and dark, with an omnipresent bow tie.

WEWSCASTER (CONT'D}
Sources inside the Department peg

Toschi as a possible future candidate
for Chief. '
{ro co-anchaor)

And how about that bow tie, S5ally?

CO-ANCHOR
Can't beat it, Steve.
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Graysmith bounds down the stairs holding Brad.

GRAYSMITH
What are you watching?

CAL
Rapists and murderers.

Graysmith frowns and shuts off the TV.

GRRYSMITH
Get your shoes on, we're late.

Brad, meanwhile, has found a word he likes:
| _ BRAD
{giggling)
Rapists! Rapists!

GRAYSMITH
Do daddy a faver and don't yell that
while you're at prescheool, okay?

- BRAD
Rapists!

.. GRAYSMITH
Much better.

Cal finishes with his boots.
CAL
Are we gonna see Mom tonight?
GRAYSMITH
No, that’s this weekend. Come on,
in the car...
Grayemith hustles his family out the door...
EXT. S3AN FRANCISCO CHRONICLE -- MORNING

A grand old three story building on Fifth and Mission. Foot
traffic everywhere. The paper's logo above the entrance.

We follow a MRILMAN. Walking briskly towards the front
entrance, MAIL BAG slung over his shoulder. We move in CLOSE
on the bag and TRACK WITH IT as the Mailman enters

INT. SAN FRANCISCO CHRONICLE -~ LOBBY -- MORNING

Vaulted ceilings. The mailman, crossing the marble floor,
headed for the OPEN ELEVATOR doors. Passing

GRAYSMITH - Standing by a COFFEE CART, purchasing his moming
Java, chatting with the vendor. We drop the mailman and
Stay with him, overhearing:
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VENDOR
.».liked this morning's cartoon...

Seeing the elevator doors begin to close, Graysmith hurries
to catch it, but the DOORS CLOSE before he can reach it, and
we PLUNGE BETWEEN THEM to resume following

THE MAILMAN - Standing in the ELEVATOR alone and we're close
On the bag as it RSCENDS THREE STCRIES, docrs opening onto

INT. SAN FRANCISCO CHRONICLE THIRD FLOOR -- MORWING

Phones ring. Typewritera clack. Reporters hustle. The
controlled chaos of a major paper's editorial offices.

The Mailman, exiting the elevator, taking a left into
INT. MATL ROOM —- MORNING )
Where he DUMPS his MAIL BAG onto a sorting desk.

He stay on the LETTER PILE as LUCY THE MRILROOM WORKER begins
to sort through them. We follow ONE LETTER in particular.
Lucy sorts it into a MAIL CART. Through the door, we see

GRAYSMITH - Grumpily emerging from the elevator and we leave
the letter to PICK HIM UP AGAIN walking down the

INT. SAN FRANCISCO CHRONICLE HALLWAYS -- MORNING

As he balances coffee, a sketchbook, and the morning paper
in his hands. Rounding a corner to see reporter PAUL AVERY.
Who plucks Graysmith's coffee and takes a swig.

AVERY
Doesn't it bother you that I earn -
the accolades of the entire city of
San Francisco as a crack investigative
journalist while you basically draw
funny pictures for a living?

GRAYSMITH ‘
Every night, before I go to sleep, I
cry a little more.

As behind them

THE MAIL CRRT - Emerges from the Mail Room, pushed by IUCY,
who begins distributing letters. Focusing in on that SPECIAL
LETTER as it PASSES Graysmith and Avery who take a left into

INT. GRAYSMITH'S OFFICE —- MORNING
The cluttered office of an EDITORIAL CARTOONIST. Rough

sketches everywhere. Almost as many books crowd shelves
here as at home. Graysmith dumps his stuff on the desk.
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AVERY
How are the kids?

\ 'GRAYSMITH
Dealing with it.

AVERY
She moved out yet?

Graysmith nods. Doesn't want to talk about it. Avery decides
to keep things light. Glances at some of the sketches.

AVERY (CONT'D)
- Nixon with a big nose. You truly
are a master of political subtlety.

GRAYSMITH
That's what I've been saying for
years. Finally, saoamebody gets me...

AVERY
(grinning}
Wanna grab lunch later?

GRAYSMITH
Sure.

Avery smiles and leaves and we follow him back out into the
HALLWAYS where he heads back to his desk again passing

THE MAYL CART - Empty now except for that SPECIAL LETTER and
we FOLIOW IT as lucy wheels the cart towards a LARGE CLOSED
DOOR marked EDITOR IN CHIEF and Lucy takes the letter and
Slips it through the slot and we FOLLOW IT INTO

IRT. EDITOR IN CHIEF'S OFFICE —— MORNING

As it lands in the IN-BOX of Chronicle Publisher CHARLES
DEYQOURG THEIRIOT. Glances up from his coffee, curious, he
3Coops it up, slices it open, and pulls out the first page.

Scanning down the chickenscrawl words, his EYES GO WIDE...
CUT TG:

INT. GRAYSMITH'S OFFICE -- LATER

Graysmith looks up from his desk. Through the glass

Partition, he sees the entire EDITORIAL STAFF gathered in

the CONFERENCE ROOM. Strange. Something's going on...

Graysmith rises, curious. Leaving his office, headed for

- INT. EDITORIAL COMFERENCE ROOM —— DAY

The EDITORIAL STAFF of the Chronicle stands around a long
mahogany conference table. Avery and sixteen others. At
the head sits Theiriot, grave look on his face.
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THEIRIQT
It arrived in the morning post.

The HANDWRITTEN LETTER, on the table on front of him.

THEIRIGT (CONT'D)
It's Avery's story if we run with
ir... You want to do the honors?

A-strange silence. BAvery slowly picks up the letter.
Unnoticed, Graysmith slips into the back of the room.

. RVERY
{reading aloud)
Dear Editor. This is the murderer-

He stops. Shocked.

THEIRIOT
Yeah.

AVERY
{continuing to read)
This is the murderer of the two
teenagers last Christmas at Lake
Herman and the girl on the 4th of
July near the golf course in Vallejo.
To prove I killed them, I shall state

some facts which only I and the police
know.

He looks up at the others. Sees Graysmith, in the back.
Face, wvhite.

AVERY (CONT'D)
Christmas - Brand name of ammoc Super
X. Ten shots were fired. The boy
was on his back with his feet to the
car. The girl...

He pauses. This is hard to comprehend.

AVERY (CONT'D)
The girl was on her right side, feet
to the west. July 4th - One girl
was wearing patterned slacks...

FLASH CUT TO:

DARYLENE - Lying behind the Cdrvair's wheel, covered in blood.
We gee the PATTERNED SLACKS among the DARK RED STAINS...

AVERY (V.0.) (CONT'D)
The boy was also shot in the knee.
Brand name of ammo was Western.

BACK TO SCENE - Graysmith swallows hard. Avery, continuings:
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AVERY (CONT'D)
Here iz part of a cipher. The other
two parts of the cipher are being
mailed to the editors of the Vallejo
Times and §.F. Examiner.

_ REXT PAGE - Full of strange symbols. R CODE.

EDITOR
You gotta be kidding...

AVERY
I want you to print this cipker on
the front page of your paper. In
this cipher is my identity. If you
do not print this cipher by the
afternoon of Fry. The lst of August
69, I will go on & kill rampage Fry
night. I will cruise around all
weekend killing lone people in the
night then move on to kill again
antil I... )

He )looks over at Theiriot.

_ THEIRIOT
(finishing the line)
"Until I end up with a dozen people.
over the weekend”.
{pause)
It's unsigned except for a symbol.

Avery puts the letter down. Other editors move forward to
examine it. Seeing the SYMBOL:

-

Lost among them, Graysmith picks up TRE CODE.

THEIRIOT
1 called Vallejo, they confirmed the
murders did occur - a2 couple shot to
death in December and another last
month. The boy survived. The girl
didn't. .

Graysmith turns the cipher over in his hands. DOZENS OF
WETRD SYMBOLS litter the page in UNBROKEN BLOCK PARAGRAPHS. ..

AVERY
Not to be a nervons nelly, but today -
is hugust first. This guy wants the
code In the afternoon addition.

GRAYSMITH
S0 we print it.
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The entire room turns at this. Surprised that Graysmith's
even there. Theiriot gives him a funny look.

THEIRIOT
Last time I checked, I was the
publisher, Robert.

Another EDITOR steps forward.

EDITOR
e run this, we set a precedent -
threaten to kill people and you can
get the Chronicle to print whatever
you want-

GRAYSMITH
And if the guy makes good and kills
twelve people this weekend?

EDITOR
{to Theiriot)
Remind me again what the cartoonist .
is doing here?

An awkward beat. Everyone stares at Graysmith. Theiriot
looks at him, apologetic. Showing him the door.

THEIRIOT
We'll let you know what we decide,
Robert.

INT. GRAYSMITH'S OFFICE —- DAY

Graysmith stands by his overstuffed bookshelves, scanning
his many volumes for something useful. Through the glass
partition, we see the meeting conclude without him. The
other men in the room file ocut. Avery walks over.

AVERY
They're gonna run it. And they're
sending the code over to Naval
Intelligence- What are you doing?

Graysmith has climbed onto his office chair. Now on tip-
toes, trying to retrieve something from the top shelf.

GRAYSMITH
I think I have a book on serial
killers somewhere-

Cut off as TEN BOOKS SHOWER DOWN on him. Avery watches,
amused, as Graysmith tries to clean them up.

AVERY
Yeeeeah.
{pause) _
It could be a crank. Bven if the
detalls do match up, it could ;till—
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GRAYSMITH

Paul, have you ever Been anything
like that letter before?

A beat. They both know - it's not a crank.

AVERY
Look, if this guy is egotistical
enough to write us, much less give
us a code with his identity in it,
he's gonna get caught. Shit, he wants
to get caught-

GRAYSMITH
He's not gonna give his name.

AVERY
- How do you know that?

Graysmith looks up at him.

GRAYSMITH
Would you?

IRT. SAN FRANCISCO PUBLIC LIBRARY —- AFTERNOON

Graysmith and his boys, locaded down with kids' books.
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The

LIBRARIAN smiles as she checks them out. They're regulars.

LIBRARIAN
Did you find everything you needed,
Mr. Graysmith? ‘

BRAD
Lorax!

‘ GRAYSMITH

We have the Lorax at home. Actually,

Patty, do you have anything on...
(embarrassed)

Serial killers?

The Librarian, shocked. Whispering, huffy:
LIBRARIAN
I'm certain this institution deoesn't
carry anything of the sort.

Brad, meanwhile, finding another phrase he likes:

BRAD
Serial killer! Serial killer!
GRAYSMITH
Brad-
BRAD

Serial killer! Serial killer!
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The Librarian, appalled. Brad, happily BEGINS TO SING:

BRAD (CONT'D)
Serial, serial, killer, killer!
Serial, serial, killer, killer!

Drawving stares from other PATRONS. The Librarian, desperate
to get the out of there. She practically trips over her
feet, running to the stacks:

LIBRARIAN
11~ 1I'l]l check in back-

Brad, gleefully finishing up his NEW SONG:
" BRAD
Serial killllllllllller! Serial
x3i11111111111er!
EXT. LIBRARY -~ EVENING

Graysmith and the kids bound down the front steps, each
Carrying HUGE STACKS of SERJAL KILLER BOOKS.

GRRAYSMITH
{to Brad)
Nice work.

Brad grins back, happily.
INT. GRAYSMITH'S HOME OFFICE -~ EVENING

A desk and walls off the living room. Cluttered with
overstuffed bookshelves and bulletin boards.

Graysmith clears a space and deposits the NEW BOOKS on the
desk. Looks around at the OLD BULLETIN BORRDS - Most of
them covered with reproductions of JRMES BOND NOVEL COVERS.

He sighs. Deciding. He takes one down. Clearing a space
Onh the wall. Then begins taking the plastic wrap off a NEW
BULLETIN BOARD. .. -

Cal and Brad watch from the LIVING ROOM.

CAL
Th-oh.

BRAD
what's uh-oh?

CAL -
Dad bought a new bulletin board.

BRAD
(agreeing}
Uh-oh.
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Graysmith takes out a COPY of the CIPHER. Tacks it to the
center of the board. As we push in on the SYMBOLS...

RAVY PROJECT LEADER (V.O.)}
All right, people, listen up...

INT. NAVAL BASE -- SAN DIEGO -- NIGHT
SUPERIMPOSE - U.S. NAVAL INTELLIGENCE - CRYPTOGRAPEY

A group of TEN CRYPTOGRAPHERS seated arcund a table with the
cipher. The PROJECT LEADER addresses them.

NAVY PROJECT LEARDER
The cipher is broken into three
sections - each one is eight lines
with seventeen symbols each...

INT. GOVERHMENT BUILDING —— RASHINGTON D.C, -- NIGHT
SUPERIMPOSE -~ ¥.S. DEPARTMENT OF DEFENSE - CODE INTELL
A gimilar gathering of codebreakers.

D.0.D. PROJECT LEADER
Each chunk was sent to a different
California newspaper, with no way to
differentiate in what order they
should appear in the overall cipher...

P

INT. FBI BUILDING ~-- SAN FRARCISCO ~- NIGHT
Another gathering of codebreakers.
SUPERIMPOSE - FEDERAL BUREATD OF INVESTIGATION

F.B.1. PRCJECT LEADER
Thare are no breaks between the
symbols denoting different words, no
numbers or clues to demonstrate
substitution keys...

INT. CIA BUILDING ~- LANGLEY, VIBGINIA -— NIGHT
Row upon row of codebreakers, hard at work.
SUPERIMPOSE ~ CBNTRAL IMTELLICENCE AGERCY - DECRYPTION

CIR FROJECT LERDER
The symbols themselves are taken
from no less than seven different
sources - contained within the cipher -
are Greek Characters, Morse Code,
Alphabet Letters, Ravy Semaphore,
Weather Symbols, Astrological Signs...

e Striding past one HARRIED RRALYST who runs his fingers through
his hair in frustration.
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HARRIED ANALYST
Fucking thing's unbreakable...

INT. SUBURBAN ROUSE —- SALINAS, CALIFORNIA -- MORNING
SUPERTMPOSE ~ RESIDENCE OF DONMALD HARDER - BREAKFAST ROOK
A married couple, DONALD and BETTYE HARDEN sit drinking orangef

juice and pursuing. their morming papers. Donald examines
the PRINTED CODE. He studies it. A beat.

DONALD
You see this code thing?
BETTYE
Uh-huh.
Another beat.
DONALD

Wanna take a crack at it?
INT. GRAYSMITH'S HOME QFFICE -~ MORNING

Graysmith, surrounded by books on SERIAL KILLERS. Pouring
through, fascinated. Dark circles under his eyes. CAL comes
bounding down the stairs. Stops when he sees his dad.

CAL
Were you up all night?

GRAYSMITH
These books are amazing. You know
who the last guy to commit murders
and then write the press about them
was? Who actually taunted the public?
They s5till don't know his real name,
but they called him Jack the Ripper!

Cal takes this in.

CAL
I'm gonna get some Cheerios.

He heads to the kitchen. Graysmith goes back to reading.
The phone rings. Graysmith answers. Before he can say hello:

RVERY (Q.S.)
{on the phone)
They cracked the code.

Graysmith drops the book.

GRAYSMITH
FBI? RNaval Intelligence?
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AVERY (O.S.)
A history teacher and his wife in
Salinas.

'GRAYSMITH

You're kidding.

RAVERY (0.5.).
Hope. You were right, by the way.
He doesn't give his name.

GRAYSMITH
S0 what does it say?

AVERY
You better come 1n._

INT. GRAYSMITH'S OFFICE -~ MORNING

Graysmith, reading the translation. Ris face white. Avery

next to him. We PAN DOWN the words, TYPED in BLOCK LETTERS. ..

Sllence. Graysmith, shaken. A&ery too.

AVERY
Why the hell is he even writing us
in the first place?

GRAYSMITH
Govindan believes that for some
sociopaths, the revelation of the
act is the completion of it.

AVERY
And Govindan is... Who?



Graysmith

GRAYSMITH
I read a couple books. What are
those letters at the bottom?

AVERY

Leftovers. Maybe an anagram of his
name ?

shakes his head.

AVERY (CONT'D)
Yeah, I don't think so either.
(reading)
Man is the most dangerous animal of
all...

GRAYSMITH
It's like that short story. "The
Most Dangerous Game."

AVERY

- Don't know it.

GRAYSMITH

Psycho guy has his own island, hunts
men for sport?

[off Avery's blank

look) *
Don't you ever read?

AVERY
Don‘t you ever not?

GRRYSMITH
The phrasing is pretty specific. I
should get a copy of the story...

Avery stares at him. Realizing:

A beat.

AVERY

You started a bulletin board, didn't
you? )

GRRYSMITH
Mavbe. ..

AVERY
Robert, you know how you get when
you're into something. You obsess-

GRAYSMITH
I don't obsess, I just get interested-

21.
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AVERY
Like when you drove to Pomona at
three in the morning because you
heard there was a guy selling his
fourth edition of Hound of the
Baskervilles?

GRAYSMITH
Third edition and that wasn't

obsessive, I just happen to be a fan
of literature.

AVERY
At three in the morning?

GRAYSMITH
I couldn't sleep.

AVERY ’
I'm just saying, I have to be close
to this because I'm covering the
story. But if I wasn't? 1I'd get as
far away from this case as I could.

From outside the office:

COPY BOY (0.S.)
Ne got another letter! )

Graysmith and Avery exchange a look and sprint out the door. ..

INT. EDITORIAL CONFERENCE ROOM —— MORNING:

The EDITORIAL STAFF huddled around the table, already going

through the various pages. Graysmith and Avery push threugh
the crowd. Bumping intc Theiriot.

THEIRIOT
It's mostly more of the same - details
about the murders.

AVERY
{reading)
He taped a flashlight to the barrel
of his gun. That's how he could hit
them in the dark...

The asshole Editor ey=s Graysmith.
EDITOR
Robert, we talked about your presence
here. ..

Graysmith ignores him. Staring down at the pages. ..

GRAYSMITH
He gave himself a name...
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And we push in on the first line of the letter:

IEAR EDITOR,
THIS IS THE IXODIAC SPEAKING. ..

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. PACIFIC DUNION COLLEGE CAMPUS -~- DAY

Rolling fields and brick buildings. Two COLLEGE KIDS walk
hand in hand across the campus. Young. Pretty. Smitten.
They are BRYAN HARTNELL and CECELIA SHEPARD.

SUPERIMPQOSE - Raps County, Califormia - September 27, 1969

BRYAN
So what do you want to do on onr
last day together, Miss Shepard?

CECELIA
Have fun- Let's go to San Francisco.
Eat lots of take out and get drunk.

Bryan laughs. Turms and kisses her on the forehead.

BRYAN
Actually, I have a better idea. But
you have to trust me.

It's clear she does. Smiling, gazing into his eyes...
EXT. FOREST ROAD -- AFTERNOOR

Bryan's white VOLKSWAGEN KARMANN GHIA CONVERTIBLE speeds
around a winding road carved out of the forest above LAKE
BERRYESSA. The only car around for miles.

CECELIA
Where is everybody?

BRYAN
It's off season.

Cecelia gazes down at the huge placid Lake.

BRYAN (CONT'D)
There used to be a town down there.
The county decided the land would
work better as a lake, so they flooded
it. There's an entire hidden city
under the water.

Cecelia takes in the vista. Amazed.
BRYAN (CONT'D)

So - better than bad San Francisco
take out? '
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EXT. LAKE BERRYESSA -- TWILIGHT

The sun, creeping down. The light's gome golden.

Bryan and Cecelia lie side by side on a PENIRSULA that sticks
three hundred yards out from the shore. Surrounded on three
Sldes by water, it has a SMALL GROVE OF TREES and a picnic -
table at the end of it. No one else in sight.

Tou can see for miles in literally every direction.

Bryan on his back, facing away from the shore. Cecelia on
her stomach facing toward it.

She SEES SOMETHING. A FIGURE, 250 yards away. In the brush.
Be seems to be looking at them.

CECELIR
Somebody else 1s here.

BRYAN
It's a public park.

CECELIA
I think he's watching us.

BRYAN
Well, we're very good looking.

Cecelja playfully swats him. He tickles her back. She laughs
and rolls away from his hands. Looking back to the brush.

The figure, GONE.

CECELIA
Where'd he go?

BRYAN
Don't worry about it. Probably a
park ranger.

CECELIRA
He wasn't.

BRYAN
Then a hunter-

- CECELIA
There.

Bryan rolls over to look with her. We see NOTHING.

BRYAM

Where?

CECELIA
He just stepped behind that tree.
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She points. The large cak, only TWENTY FEET AWAY. Much
tloser than the figure was before.

CECELIA (CONT'D)
How'd he get so close without me
seeing him?

Bryan opens his mouth to respond...

When a MAN IN BLACK steps out from behind the tree.

A BLACK HOOD hangs over The man‘s head like a four corner
EXECUTIONER'S MASK. Slits cut for eyeholes and over them,

sunglasses. The hood's front covers his chest like a bib
with a CROSS STITCHED into it which QUARTERS A CIRCLE.

The SYMBOL OF THE ZODIAC.

Protruding from the man's jacket is some white hollow-core
plastic CLOTHESLINE. A SHEATHED BAYONET hangs from his left
Side, at least a foot long. On his right hangs a LEATHER
HOLSTER. Flap open. Empty.

Empty because the Man HOLDS A GUN in his hand.
Bryan and Cecelia, frozen in fear. Neither speaks.

R surreal amount of time passes as the Man walks over to
them. Other than the gun, he makes no offensive moves. He
reaches them. Stands over them. Gun pointed down. Then:

THE MAN
I want your money and your car keys.
1 need the car to go to Mexico.

Bryan exhales in relief. Just a robbery.

BRYAN
I'm gonna get my keys and wallet out
of my pocket, okav? Don't shoot.

THE MAN
I won't.

The Man seems very calm. Bryan reaches into his pocket and
Pulls out the keys. Hands them to the Man. Bryan pulls out
his wallet. Checks it. No bills. Only some change.

BRYAN
I only have seventy-six cents.
THE MAN
Seventy-six cents... I'm flat broke.

But the Man takes it. Pockets it, AND HOLSTERS THE GUN.
Bryan and Cecelia relax a little.
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THE MAN (CONT'D)
Don't get any ideas, don't try and
grab the gun.

CECELIA
{eyeing Bryan)
We won't, right?

BRYAN
Right. Why Mexico?

THE MAN
I killed a man.

Cecelia blanches.

THE MAN (CONT'D)
Prison guard. I was in prison in
Deer Lodge, Montana. I had to kill
a guard to escape.

BRYAN
What were you in for?

The Man eyes Bryan. <Cecelia explaining:

.. CECELIA
He's a sociology major.

BRYAN
Listen, all I have is that change,
but if you really need help, maybe
there are other things we can do.

THE MAN
Time's too short. I'll just take
the car. Thank you, though.

BRYAN
You're welcome.

THE MAN
Lie on your stomach. I'm going to
have to tie you up.

BRYAN
Come on, man...

THE MAN
I have to 30 you don't follow me.
Just do it, and then I'l] go.

Bryan looks to Cecelia. She just wants this over. Bryan
S8ighs and rolls onto his stomach. The Man takes a section
of clothesline and tosses it to Cecelia.

THE MARN (CONT'D)
Tie him. Feet to hands.
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Cecelia does. Loosely. The Man stands watching, a2 short
distance away. Bryan, to Cecelia as she works:

BRYAN
(whispering) .
Get him closer, I think I can get
the gun.

She eyes the holstered weapon and shakes her head.

CECELIA
(whispering)
Just do what he says and he'll go.

Bryan doesn't like it, but he goes along. Cecelia finishes.

THE MAN
How you.

Cecelia lies down on her stomach, too. The Man takes a second
length of rope and HOG-TIES her as well. Feet to hands.
TIGHT. She GRUNTS as the ropes tighten.

THE MAN (CONT'D)
Sorry. I'm getting nervous.

He finishes and stands. Goes back over to Bryan.
THE MAN {CONT'D)

She tied you loose, didn't she?
Just hang on...

He RETIES Bryan.' As tight as Cecelia. Then stands. Looking
down at the two hog-tied kids.

BRYAN
Mow that this is over, can ] ask you
something?

THE MAN
Sure.

BRYAN

Was the gun really loaded?

THE MRH
Why wouldn't it be loaded?

BRYAN
Sometimes in robberies...

Be trails off as the Man takes out the gun and pops the clip.
Showing Bryan the BULLETS.

THE MAN
Good th:mg you didn’ t try and grab
it, huh?
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BRYAN
Yeah.

Silence. The Man’'s not leaving. Bryan figures out why.

BRYAN (CONT'D)
My car's up on the road. Just cut
straight through there and you'll
find it.

The Man nods slowly. Then leans down between Bryan and
Cecelia. Almost apologetically:

THE MAN
I'm going to have to stab you pecople.

A shock goes through Bryan and Cecelia. The Man slowly draws
the FOOT LONG BAYONET from the scabbard. .

CECELIA
Please don't....

THE MAN
1 have to.

CECELIA
Please-

THE MAN
shhhhro - - .

He shushes her. She begins to cxry. Then he looks between
them. BAs if choosing. Bryan swallows hard.

BRYRAN
Do me first, I'm chicken. I couldn’t
stand to see her stabbed. '

The Man moves towards Bryan.

THE MAN
I'll do just that.

He KNREELS on Bryan. Full weight on him. EKnees in his back.
He RAISES the KNIFE...

And Dear God, we're actually going to have to watch this...

I:Ie PLUNGES THE KNIFE DEEP BETWEEN BRYAN'S SHOULDERS. Rips
1t out. Plunges it again. Rips it out. Plunges again...

Bloed flowing. On Cecelia. Crimson flecks on her face.
And she's SCRERAMING...

Bryan's face, in a daze. Jarred forcibly every time the Man
Stabs down. Tearing through meat. Tearing through him.
Hi= glazed eyes find Cecelia's. ‘ '
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BRYAN
...donp't... ...1look...

But she can't stop looking. Or screaming.

The Man lurches off of Bryan. Finished. In a bacchanal
daze, he turns with the bayonet and HACKS DOWN INTO CECELIA. ..

She tries to roll. He just keeps stabbing. Her side. Her
chest. To the HILT. Steel rips flesh and cracks bones.

The man's knuckles, covered with gore. Still she screams.. .
On Bryan's blood splashed face. Dazed eyes still locked
with Cecelia’s. In hell. Unable to help, only to watch.
Her screaming, now CHOKED WITH LIQUID...

The man hits an artery in her chest. The BLOOD FOUNTAIANS.

Bryan can't take it. He breaks her gaze. Leaving the Man
to continve his work on Cecelia.-.

CUT TO:
EXT. FOREST ROAD —— NIGHT
Later. MAbove the Lake. Bathed in red and blue police lights

and cordcned off. We move through the CROKD OF COPS towards
BRYAN'S VOLKXSWAGEN. Scrawled in marker on the DPriver’s Door:

&
YALLEJo
12-20-68
7469
SEPT 27-69-630
BY KNIFE
cur T0:

CLOSE ON - Graysmith's fingers gripping a pencil. SEKETCHING.

GRAYSMITH {0.S.)
Three dates on the car door - the
two Vallejo killings and now the ane
in Hapa. Why Napa?

Pulling back to reveal it's a sketch of 20DIAC TN COSTUME.
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GRAYSMITH (C.S.) (CONT'D}
What’s he doing cut of Vallejo? Did
he foliow the victims? Admittedly,

the lake is a perfect isclated
location, but still...

AVERY (O.S.) _
What are you drawing?

By now we can tell we're in

INT. GRAYSMITH'S OFFICE -— MORNING

GRAYSMITH
The kid who survived at the lake,
Bryan Hartnell - this 1s what he
said Zodiac was wearing.

Avery takes it. Creepy.

GRRYSMITH {CONT'D)
and then there's the weapon change -
guns at the Vallejo scenes, but now

knife and rope. Serial killers don't
usually change weapons.

Overhearing, THEIRIOT pokes his head into the office.

THEIRIOT
Zodiac?

AVERY
{re: Graysmith)
He started a bulletin board.

THEIRIOT
God help us all.

AVERY
Did he tell you his "Most Dangerocus
Game™ theory yet?

THEIRIOT
No, but please, Robert, regale us.

But Graysmith isn't listening. Instead, he SNATCHES the
DRAWING back from Avery. Studying it intently. .. :

AVERY
Are you cokay?

Graysmith's EYES GO WIDE as it clicks...

GRRAYSMITH
Qh, my gGod...

30.
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INT. SAN FRANCISCO PUBLIC LIBRARY -~ EVENING

At a table, Graysmith frantically pages through a FILM BOOK.
Avery, across from him, confused. Looking around.

AVERY
We're at the library.

{pause)
Why are we at the library?

GRAYSMITH
Here.

He turns the book to Avery and stabs the page. Avery looks.

A black and white FILM STILL from an old movie - a man DRESSED
IDENTICALLY AS THE ZODIAC. Avery looks back up, stunned.

AVERY
What is this?

GRAYSMITH
The evil character of Count Zarroff
in the 1932 silent movie adaptation
of "The Most Dangerous Game”.
(pause)
Paul. He's hunting people.

Graysmith and Avery stare at each other as we PRELAP the
opening of Creedence's Bad Moon Rising...

DISSOLVE TO:
TV WEWS
NAPA POLICE CHIEF
The following is an advisory for all
Rorthern California residents...
"I see... A bad moon rising..."
EXT. VARIOUS FAST FOOD RESTAURANTS -- NIGHT
Once teeming with TEENAGERS, now DESERTED after sundown...
NAPR POLICE CHIEF
Please keep your children inside
after dark...
"I see... Trouble... on the way..."
EXT. LOVERS LANES -~ NIGHT

Also deserted. We see several CRRS, driving off...
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NAFA POLICE CHIEF (V.0.)}
I1f any parents are concerned abocut

sons or daughters sneaking off to
lovers lanes...

"I see... earthguakes and lightning..."
INT. TEENAGER'S HOUSES -- NIGHT
MAPA POLICE CHIEF (V.D.)
¥We suggest you allow them to neck

inside your house...

A Teenage boy and girl frenching on the couch. An unhappy
dad watches from the doorway. Better this than dead. ..

"I see... bad times today...”
EXT. VALLEJO TOWN SQUARE -~ NIGHT

Dozens of CANDLES and PICTURES of victims lay on a shrine.
The American Flag, still flying at half mast....

"Don't go round tonight..."
EXT. NAPA POLICE HEADQUARTERS —— NIGHT

ANGRY PICKETERS holding SIGNS with anti-police and Zodiac
Eméssages. Shouting at the COPS.

"Cause it's bound to take your life..."
INT. YELLOW CAR —— NIGHT

THE CAB, pulling to a stop in a posh part of the city. The
sidewalks are deserted.

" ..there's... A bad moon... On the rise.”
As the Creedence Song concludes on the radio.

CABR DRIVER
That's six-fifry-

BOOM! The Cabbie's HEAD EXPLODES onto the windshield and
dashboard, showering it with gore. BHe slumps, obviously
dead. Shot by his PASSENGER, who we don't see-

Silence. As ve begin to pull away from the BLOODY CAB...
SUPERIMPOSE - San Francisoo - October 10, 1969

INT. GRAYSMITH HOME -- NIGHT

The upper hallway. Graysmith, walking past his sons' room.
Overhearing:
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CAL (0.8.)
...2o0diae. ..

Graysmith stops. Eavesdropping.

BRAD (0.S.)
_Is Daddy gonna catch him?
CaAL (0.5.)
Of course not.
BRAD (0.S.)
Why?
' CAL (0.S.) B
Grow up, Brad. Dad's just a
cartoonist.

Graysmith's face falls...
INT. BRAD AND CAL'S ROOM -- NIGHT

BRAD
Then who is gonna catch him?

CAL

The same people who always catch the
bad guys.

BRAD
(hopeful)
The good guy?
Cal smiles at his younger brother.
- CAL
Yeah. The good quy.
INT. BEDROOM ~- NIGHT

A married couple, asleep. The PHONE RINGS. The man groggily
reaches for it. Misses. EKnocks over the bedside lamp.
CRASH! -

TOSCHI (0.5.}
Ah, crap...

Wife CAROL switches on her lamp. The man sits up and we get
our first real loock at INSPECTOR DAVE TOSCHI. Handsume,
Italian-American. And a pretty decent good guy.

Bleary eyed, he answers the phone.

TOSCHI (CORT'D}
Whoever this is, you owe me one lamp.
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ARMSTRONG (0.58.)
(on phone}
Yellow cab driver's been shot three

_ blocks from the Presidio.

TOSCHI
I didn't do it. I've been with Carol
all night, she can wvouch.

_ ARMSTRONG (0O.5.}
Pick me up in twenty.

TOSCHI
Let me just describe the lamp youn're
gonna buy for me. Mahogany base
with a stained glass shade-

TOSCHI (CONT'D)
Hello?

EXT. SAN FRANCISCO STREET CORNER -— NIGH?

A lone cop standsz waiting. Plain clothes. S$Silver hair.

Kind face.

This is BILL ARMSTRONG. A CAR pulls up to the

corney, driven by Toachi. Ammstrong gets in.

INT. TOSCHI'S CAR (MOVING) -- NIGHT

TOSCHI
I was asleep.

ARMSTRONG
1 called Operations, had them lock

off the cab and get uniforms to secure
the crowd.

TOSCHI
Seriously, dead asleep. My eyes
were closed and everything.

ARMSTRONG
You ever try Japanese food?
{off Toschi's look)
I don't mean like sushi, I mean
Japanese food. -

TOSCHI
Like the non raw stuff?

ARMSTRONG
Yeah.

TOSCHI

No. You?
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ARMSTRONG
No. Always wanted to, though.

TOSCHI
Then why don't you?

Amstrong stares back out the window.

ARMSTRONG
Guess I haven't gotten around toc it.

EXT, WASHINGTON AND CRERRY — NIGMT

CHOOM! Huge KLIEG LIGHTS snap on, illuminating the entire
block. Uniforms work through the crowd, comparing faces to
2 physical description they've gotten. M.P.'s guard the
Acene, being heckled for Vietnam by onlookers.

Toschi pulls to a halt at the edge of this circus and gets
out along with Ammstrong. They teke it all in. Toschi
Straightens his signature bow tie as A UNIFORM approaches.

UNIFORM
Looks like a botched cab robbery.
We got foot patrols going through
the park checking tree to tree and
the dogs are on their way. Victim's
name was Paul Lee Stine. Perp fired
one shot, back of the head, grabbed
the driver's wallet, and tore off a
big chunk of his shirt to boot.

- TOSCHY
He took the Driver's shirc?

UNIFORM
R piece of his shirt. Most of it's
still on him.

TOSCHI
That's new,

ARMSTRONG
Witnesses? ’

UNIFORM

Not exactly. Two kids who called it
in clocked the perp from that window.

He points to a THO STORY HOUSE across the street.

DNIFORM (CONT'D}
Not a good view - dark jacket, crewcut
hair, stocky, Caucasian.

TOSCHI
{to Artmstrang)
You want the body or the scene?
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ARMSTRONG
Scene.

TOSCHI
‘Right.

The partners split up. A well practiced ritual. Armstrong
WOrks the crowd, Toschi goes to the body. Reaching the cab
where LAB TECHS are dusting down the car and photographing
the DRIVER, who still lies in the bloody front seat.

TOSCHI (CONT'D)
Tell me a story, Bobby.

FIRGERPRINT TECH
Perp wiped the cab pretty good.
We're gonna back check prints he
missed against the fare book.
{grinning} ’
Hew tie?

. TOSCHI
Y hate you.

Toschi flips open his notebook and begins to SKETCH the scene.
He works quickly and methodically, only pausing to use a

Smal)) TAPE MEASURE to gauge distances between the head and
the dashboard, body and the door, etc. Armstrong walks up.

RRMSTRONG
Nothing from the crowd.
TOSCHI
Well, there's a surprise.

{to the Photographer)}
Got enough?

The PHOTOGRRPHER nods.

TOSCHI (CONT'D)
Let's roll him,

He and Ammstrong take hold of the body. As they hoist him:

ARMSTRONG
Having fun yet?.

TOSCHI
I was asleep.

They roll the body out of the cab and onto the pavement.
he crowd MURMURS at the sight of the corpse on the street.
TOoSchi leans in to check the cab's floor. Discevering:

TOSCHI (CONT'D)
We got a casing. Single. Nine mil.
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The Photographer leans in. Flashbulbs pop. Documenting the
position of the shiny copper 9mm shell casing. Toschi
measures it's position. Adds it to the sketch.

TGSCHI {(CONT'D)
Tweezers?

A LAB TECH hands him tweezers. Tosachi gingerly bags the |
casing. Then scans the ctar with the flashlight again. S5tops.
Seeing something.

TOSCHI (CONT'D)
What's that?

Armstrong follows the beam - a BLOODY PALM SPLOTCH on the
passenger divider between windows.

_ ARMSTRONG
Right hand?

Toschi nods slowly. Thinking it through.

TQOSCHI
Driver's body was laid out wrong for
that. He wouldn't have reached over
that far.

They exchange a look. Only the Killer could have made that
Print. A beat. They both turn to the Fingerprint Tech...

TOSCHI AND ARMSTRONG
{in unison)
Babby?
INT. SAN FRARCISCO CHRONICLE -- MATL ROOM -- DAY

LUCY, a mail room worker. Putting letters through an
ELECTRONIC SORTER. CLOSE on the RETURN ADDRESSES as they
riffle past at high speed. The sorter finishes the batch.
Stops at the last ane.

A CRGSSED CIRCLE in the return address corner.

Lucy stares at it. Knowing what it means. The address on
the front in BLUE FELT PEN:

SF CHROMICLE, SAM FRAM, CALIF..

PLEASE RUSHE 70 EDITOR

PLEASE RIUSE TO EDITOR.

She takes a letter opener and slices open the top...
INT. GRAYSMITH'S OFFICE -- DAY

Graysmith, sketching. From down the hall comes Lucy's BLOOD
CURDLING SCREAM!
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THE MAN (V.0.)}
This is the Zodiac speaking...

EXT. SAN FRARCISCO CHRONICLE ~- DAY

Toschi and Armstrong push thréugh the revolving doors into
the newspaper's lobby...

THE MAN (V.0.)
I am the murderer of the taxi driver
over by Washington Street and Maple
Street last night...

INT. SAN. FRANCISCO CHRONICLE HALLWAYS —- DAY

. Toschi and Ammstrong stride down the corridor towards the

conference room, past staring REPORTERS...

THE MAN (V.O.)
To prove this, here is a blood stained
piece of his shirt...

CUT TO:

A 3 py 5 PIECE of grey and white SHIRT CLOTH, SOAKED IN BLGOD.
Neatly torn, not cut. It sits on a table in

INT. EDITORIAL CONFERENCE ROOM —- AFTERNOON

Surrounded by Graysmith, Avery, Theiriot, and the Editorial
Staff. WNext to it is the handwritten letter...

THE MAN (V.0.)
I am the same man who did in the
people in the North Bay Area. The
S5.F. Police could have caught me
last pight if they had searched the
park properly instead of holding
road races. The car drivers should
have just parked their cars and sat
their quietly waiting for me to came
out of cover.

The doors open and Toschi and Armstrong enter. Theiriot
Cilizes to his feet. Handshakes are exchanged.

THETIRIOT
Charles de Theiriot, publisher of
the Chronicle.

TQSCHI
Dave Toschi, my partner Bill
Armstrong. Where's the shirt?

Theiriot leads him over to the tabhle. Toschi and Armstrong
look at the bloodstained cloth. Then they share a look.
Fucy)y, Avery notices.



39,

AVERY
That's really it, isn't it?

. TOSCHI
I understand he takes credit for the
Stine killing in the letter?

GRAYSMITH
It's worse than that.

The room turns to look at him. The asshole editor:

EDITOR
- Roberxt...

Graysmith frowng. Heads for the door. Once again KICKED
OUT. when he's gone, Toschi turns back to Thejiriot.

TOSCHI
What did he mean “worse"?

THEIRIOT
Read the last part.

Toschi stands over the letter and does just that.

TOSCHI

{reading) o
Scheol children make nice targets
I think I shall wipe out a school
bus gsome wmorning. Just shoot out
the front tire and the pick off the
kiddies as they come bouncing out...

{pause)
Jesus Christ. Who handles buses-
Department ¢f Transportation?

ABRMSTRONG
School board, I think-

Toschi, heading for the door:

TOSCHI
We'll call from the car. Bag it,
let's go.

INT. GRAYSMITH'S OFFICE -- DAY

Graysmith sees the Detectives exit the Conference Room. He
Snatches up several of his books and follows them. Toschi
and Armstrong in rapid conference as they walk:

TOSCHI
We need lab matches on blood and
fabric-

ARMSTRONG

What about handwriting?
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They reach the elevator. Toschi stabs the button

40.

TOSCHI

Yeah- yeah- Sherwood Morrill.
ARMSTRONG

Questioned Documents? That's in

Sacramento-

impatiently.

TQSCHI
We need the best. I'm gonna call
Napa and Vallejo, pull all the other
letters and get them up to Sherwood-

ARMSTRONG

They're not gonna want to cooperate
with the big city boys-

TOSCHI
Tough~-

GRAYSMITH
Excuse me, Inspector?

Toschi and Armstrong turn to see Graysmith. Nervously

fidgeting.

‘Armstrong

Holding the boaks.

TOSCH1 o
You're the guy they kicked out.

GRAYSMITH .
Robert Graysmith. I just- I had a
thought. About the code-

ARMSTRONG
Code was already broken.

GRAYSMITH
I know, i- IYI've been reading these—
{fumbling with them)
Books on~ On ciphers- and 1 thought
if we could figure what book Zodiac
used to come up with the codes, maybe
we could learn more about him-

ARMSTRONG
Or her.

GRAYSMITH
Well, yeah- but serial killers are
almost vniformly male.

TAPS HIS BADGE. Annoyed.

ARMSTRONG
I know.
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k . GRAYSMITH
- Y just- What if he sends another
cipher-
TOSCHI

{has had enough)
Look, Ronald-

GRAYSMITH
Robert.

TOSCH1
Robert, right. You're a reporter?

GRAYSMITH
Cartoonist.

Armstrong rolls his eyes.

TOSCREI
Robert, we appreciate that you're
trying to help, but we have a lot of
gqualified people working on this-

The elevator DINGS open behind the cops. They step in.
Togchi gives Graysmith a kind smile..

TOSCHI (CONT'D)
‘‘‘‘‘‘ Just let us handle it, okay?

The doors close between them,

IRT. CLUTTERED OFFICE -- DAY

Bearclaw in mouth and phone to ear, MORRILL maneuvers past
gingerly balanced reams of files that populate the office.
The best handwriting man on the West Coast.

SUPERIMPOSE - Sharwood Morrill - Chiaf of (Quasationed Docoments

TOSCHI {(0.S5.}
(through phone)
Three confirmed Zodiac letters, one
possible. We need handwriting
confirmation on the possible fast.

He's threatening to take out kids,
Sherwood.

MORRILL ,
I'll have something by tomorrow.

INT. SAN FRANCISCO CHRONWICLE --. EVENING

B The third floor offices. Theiriot has gathered the entire
staff. We PAN across their faces as he speaks...
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THEIRIOT
In cooperation with the police, we
will rum the Zodiac letter without
including the threat on school
children. We do not want. top start a
citywide panic so I'm asking all of
you to keep this confidential.

- -..ending on Graysmith. His face, wracked with concern.

THEIRIOT (CONT'D)
Just go about your daily business...

INT. GRAYSMITH HOME -- NIGHT

Graysmith, wearing the same expression. Watching his KIDS
from the living room door, horsing around on the couch. His
DAILY BUSINESS. Their gales of laughter fill the room...

INT. OFFICE OF QUESTIONED DOCUMENTS -- NIGRT

Wearing magnifying glasses, Morrill studies Zodiac letters
Slde by side. Tracing the pen strokes with his eyes.
Similarities in lower case r's. Meticulous, slow work...

EXT. SEN FRANCISCO STREET -- MORNING

Graysmith stands on a corner with Cal, who's dresgsed for
School.. A little uncomfortable with his fathexr's presence.

CAL
You don't have to wait with me,

GRAYSMITH
It's okay. I want to.

Cal rolls his eyes. Whatever, Dad- Graysmith peers down
the street. A YELLOW SCHOOL BUS rounds the corner a few
blocks down. Rumbling towards them. He exhales. Nerwous.

Cal slings his backpack over his shoulder as the bus
approaches. Graysmith watches hi= son. Prepaxing to get
on. Preparing to become a possible Zodiac target.

The bus pulls to a stop. The Driver cranks open the door.
A beat. Cal takes a step forward to get on...

Graysmith can't take it. STOPS HIM.

CARL
Dad?

Graysmith looks to the Driver. Apologetic.

GRARYSMITH i
I'm gonna drive him myself today.
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The Driver shrugs and puts the bus in gear. Graysmith leads
a confused Cal back to the house to get the car...

INT. TOSCHI HOME -~ MORNING

Toschi and wife Carol, having breakfast in silence. He looks
harried. She notices. Concerned:

CAROL
Are you feeling all right?

Toschi doesn't respond. Lost in thought. The PHONE RINGS.
Toachi practically bolts out of his chair to get it...

TOSCHI
Hello?

ARMSTRONG (0.5.)
{through phone)
Handwriting's a match.

CUT TO:
TELEVISION NEWS REPORT

ANCHORMAN
The Zodiac Killer has come toc San
Francisco.

Cut to SHOTS OF THE CITY - c:oncerned citizens, crime photos
of Stine's Cab, etc.

ANCHORMAN (0.5.) (CONT'D)
Confirmation came early this morning
that his latest taunting letter takes
credit for the murder of San Francisco
cab driver Paul Stine, who was shot
once in the back of the head execution
style sevaral nights ago. If you
think you know who the Zodiac is,
you can call the newly formed tipline

- at €55-9801...

INT. S.F.P.0. BASEMENT -- ZODIAC TIPLINE -- MORNING

A lone COLLEGE INTERN mans a SWITCHBOARD - the Zodiac Tipline.
Taking calls as fast as he can. Overwhelmed.

COLLEGE KID
I- uhhbhh- I need some help down here!

INT. S.F.P.D. HOMICIDE UMIT --NIGHT

The place has become ZODIAC CENTRAL. Suspect pictures on
every wall, timelines on chalk boards and stacks and stacks

of hundreds of =lips on desks. All 20DIAC TIPS. Amstrong,
flipping through his stack:
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ARMSTRONG
"A gquy who lives down the street
from me is the 2Zodiac"...
(next one)
"A guy in my church is the Zodiac™...
(£lipping faster)
Guy down the street, guy down the

street, guy in my AR Meeting, guy
down the street-

Interrupted by their CAPTAIR MARTIN LEE who strides out of
his office. Taking in the new Zodiac themed decor.

CRAPTAIN LEE
Where's the name?

ARMSTRONG
The what?

CAPTAIN LEE
Our suspect, Inspector. Who is he?

Togchi taps a huge stack of files.

TOSCHI
We've got about three hundred of
‘them.

ARMSTRONG

With at least a hundred new ones
coming in a day-

CAPTAIN LEE
Northern California is in a full-on

state of panic and yocu have three
hundred suspects?

TOSCHI
Well, really only about ninety of

those are good suspects-

CAPTAIN LEE
I've detailed you eight detectives.
Get it done.

INT. COFFEE ROOM -- AFTERNOON

Toschi and Armstrong sit in silence on torn couches in the
Cops' makeshift lounge. Tired. Dour. Alone.

TOSCHI _
We're not gonna luck our vay though

this one, are we?
Armstrong shakes his head. S$ips his coffee.

. TOSCHI (CONT'D)
This quy's different. This guy's...
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Amstrong is quiet for a long time. Then:

ARMSTRONRG
It's & career killer, Dave.

Toschi looks up.

ARMSTRONG (CORT'D)
All the attention, all the press?
We don't put this one down, it puts
us down, you hear what I'm saying?

Toschi nods, slowly.

ARMSTRONG (CONT'D)
This one's all or nothing.

A SECRETARY pokes her head in, interrupting:
SECRETARY

Toschi, you got Paul Avery from the
Chronicle on line two.

Toschi grabs a phone and punches through the call.

TOSCHI
Paul? .

INT. AVERY'S OFFICE -- RFTERNOON

Avery, typing a Zodiac Article. Phone cradled on
shoulder. INTERCOT:

AVERY
I need a guote for the article.

TOSCHI
We're "pursuing all leads."

AVERY
- That'll really set the front page on
fire, thanks.

Toschi, about to hang up when

AVERY (CONWT'D)
Hey, 1 heard you were accosted by
our cartoonist on the way out.

TOSCHI
Yeah, what's the deal with that guy?

AVERY
Robert?
{chuckling)
Robert is the original boy scout.

his

415.



TOSCEI
What do you mean?

AVERY
. Let me put it this way - I asked him
once why he became a cartoonist.
Know what he maid? Because he wants
to change the world. -
{smiles)
Doesn't drink, smoke, or curse, dotes
on his kids, gives to every charity
he can find.

TOSCHI
For a cartoonist, he was pretty
interested in the case.

AVERY
Robert doesn't get interested, he
gets swallowed whole. I'l]l tell you
something else, though...

Be looks through the glass partition in his office to see
GRAYSMITH, weorking at his desk....

AVERY (CONT'D)
I've never seen him start anything
he didn't finish.

INT. GRAYSMITH'S HOME OFFICE -- NIGHT

Many of the old book covers are gone, replaced by Zodiac
CASE EVIDENCE. Rewspaper clippings of Avery's articles,
pPhotos of the victims, and photocopies of the letters.
Graysmith, pouring over them when

CAL (0.5.)
You okay, Dad?

i6.

Graysmith looks up, startled, to see his oldest son at the

door. He gives his boy a reassuring smile.

GRAYSMITH
of course.

CAL
You've been weird lately. W®With all
this Zodiac stuff.

GRAYSMITH
it's Just a hcbby.

CAL
{unsure)
Like the book collecting?

GRAYSMITH
Yeah. Like the book collecting.
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Cal studies him. Not buying it. He turns to go.

GRAYSMITH (CONT'D)
Cal?

Cal turns back.

GRAYSMITH (CONT'D) -
I'm gonna keep driving you and your
brother to school for awhile, okay?

Cal shrugs. Another Whatever, Dad. He climbs the stairs to
Graysmith watches his son go. His whole world.

He turns back to his work. Re-examining the FIRST 20DIAC
R. Scanning until he reaches the line

4th July

1. Girl was wearing patarned
slacks

He frowns. Rereads the line.. CIRCLES it...
INT. AVERY'S OFFICE — MORNING

GRAYSMITH (0.5.)
How did he know what she was wearing?

Avery looks up as Graysmith enters.

AVERY
What?

GRAYSMITH
Darlene Ferrin. Zodiac writes that
she was wearing patterned slacks.

RAVERY
and she was.

GRAYSMITH
He walks up to the car in total
darkness, shoots them with a
flashlight taped to his gun, walks
away instantly - and he remembers
her pants?

Avery sighs.

AVERY
I'm sure if it were samething, Toschi
would have picked up on it by now.
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INT. 5.F.P.D. HOMICIDE UNIT ~~- MORNING

TOSCHI
How did Zodiac know what Darlene
Ferrin was wearing?-

Ammstrong locks up from his coffee. Toschi, standing over
him. Holding a report. -
TOSCHI (CONT'D)
Mike Magean's statement. Zodiac
never lingered by the car. HNever
took stock of the scene.

ARMSTRONG
You think the key to the 2odiac case
lies within a woman's pants.
{musing)
There's a joke in there somewhere.,.

TOSCHI
Get in touch with Vallejo, we need a
caomplete work up on Darlene - who
she knew, who knew her, friends,
enemies, the whole shebang. Meantime,

let's talk about the print in the
cab...

EXT. S5AN FRANCISCO STREETS -~ DAY

Graysmith and Avery stroll down the street, eating hotdoegs.
Having the SAME DISCUSSION.

GRAYSMITH
The print Zodiac left in the cab -

they run it through some sort of
database?

AVERY
Combined database - local and federal.

You ever been arrested, they have
your print.

INT. S.F.P.D. HOMICIDE UNIT -- DAY

ARMSTRONG

There's no match for the print in
the database.

TOSCHI
This man bas killed four people in
cold bleod. How is it possible for
someone that psychotic to have never
been fingerprinted before? Hell,
how is it possible he left one in
the first place?
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GRAYSMITH
Think about it. Four crime scenes -
two in Vallejo, one at Berryessa,
one here. No prints at the Vallejo
scenes, no prints at Berryessa, and
no prints on the letters. And every
surviving 2odiac victim says the
killer wore gloves...

INT. S.F.P.D. HOMICIDE UNIT -- DAY

TOSCHIX
S50 how does our master criminal
suddenly come to San Fran and leave
2 bloody latent for the world to

see? I mean, he wiped down the
fucking cab but managed to miss this
one?

EXT. SAN FRARCISCO STREETS -- DAY

" GRAYSMITH
There's something else. First attack,
David Farraday, Betty Lou Jensen.
Both die, but from there on out, he
only manages to kill the women.

AVERY
Rot for lack of trying.

INT. S.P.P.D. HOMICIDE UNIT —- DAY

TOSCHI
But that's not the point. Second
attack, Mike Mageau lives, Darlene
Perrin dies. Third attack, Bryarn

Hartnell lives, Cecelia Shepard
dles...

EXT. SAN FRARCISCO STREETS -- DAY

GRAYSMITH
He gets so0 caught up with the women,
he forgets to finish off the men.

INT. S.F.p.D. HOMICIDE UNIT -~ DAY

TOSCHI
They were all couples, all in lovers

lane type spots. And then there's
the water thing...

49.
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EXT. SAN FRANCISCO STREETS —- DAY

GRAYSMITH
Geographically, every attack took
place nmar either a physical body of
water, or something with a water
based name.

INT. S.F.P.D. HOMICIDE UNIT -~ DAY

TOSCHI
Lake Herman Road, Blue Rock Springs
Road, and Lake Berryessa...

EXT. SAN FRANCISCO STREETS —- DAY )

GRAYSMITH
A single male cab driver killed on
the corner of Washington and Cherry
streets domsn't fit the profile.

INT. S.F.P.D. HOMICIDE ONIT -- DAY
Toschi sighs. Rubbing his temples.

ARMSTRONG
What the fuck is this guy doing in
San Francisco, Dave?

EXT, SAN FRANCISCO STREETS —- DAY

Graysmith and Avery have reached the steps of the CHRONICLE.

GRAYSMITH
Maybe he's breaking the profile.

INT. S.F.P.D. HOMICIDE UNIT -- DAY
Toschi shakes his head. Considering. ' From offscreen:

COP (0.5.)
You guys better get over here!

Toschi and Armstrong hurry into the COFFEE ROOM where they
find a group of cops watching a PRESS CONFERENCE OR TV:

. ATTORNEY GENERAL
{on television]
..-in the interest of California
families, I felt it was imperative
you receive this information now -
the 2Zodiac has threatened to "wipe
out a school bus and pick off the
kiddie=s as they come bouncing off”.

Toschi CURSES loudly...
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INT. S.F.P.D. BASEMENT —- ZODIAC TIPLINE -- DAY

As ALL FIFTY LIGHTS on the tipline switchboard GO RED, CLOGGED
WITH CALLS. The College Kid, poverwhelmed.

COLLEGE KID
Holy SHIT!

EXT. BUS GARKRGE — NIGHT

Toschi and Armstrong walk briskly from their car, passing
ROWS OF SCHOQL BUSES on the way to a LARGE GARAGE. Toachi,
looking grim. Wearing his game face.

ARMSTRONG h
You don't have to do this-
TOSCHI
I want to.
ARMSTRONG

Before you go in, I talked to Vallejo -
Darlene Ferrin was being followed.

Toschi stops in his tracks.

TOSCHI
WHhat? ‘

ARMSTRONG
Vallejo P.D. was already onto it.

TOSCHI
And they didn't tell us?

ARMSTRONG

Zodiac's their Holy Grail, Dave.

They want to clome it first. Anyway,
this gquy would came by where she '
waitressed, get into fights with

her, that kind of thing. When she
and her hubby moved into their new
digs, they threw a painting party-

TOSCHI
What's a painting party?

ARMSTRONG
It's a party where people come over
and help you paint. I talked to
Darlene’'s sisters, Pam and Linda,
apparently this guy showed up and
Darlene was scared shitless of him.
Stecky, balding, glasses-

TOSCHI
Our Zodilac description...
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ARMSTRONG
Yeah.

TOSCHI
What's tbe name”?

ARMSTRONG
Sisters can't remember. Said it was
short - like a nickname or something.

TOSCBI
Rick? Jon? Sam?

ARMSTRONG
They don't know. Vallejo's on it.

TOSCHI
Fuck Vallejo, we gotta be on it-

ARMSTRONG
Darlene died in their jurisdiction,
Dave. Gotta let them take lead.

TOSCHI
This is the guy, Bill.

ARMSTRONG
Maybe. But in the meantime, our job
is the Stine murder.
{points to the garage)
And keeping those people alive.

INT. BUS GARAGE -- NIGHT

A collection of BUS DRIVERS sit in folding chairs. Smoking.
Bleary eyed. Toschi sits in front. Looking just as bad.

TOSCHI
Your A Number One priority is the
kids - you hear gqunshots, you tell
them to get down on the ground, below
the windows. Lay on the horn and
keep driving. This guy's a marksman,
s0 he'd probably go for the tires
first - if he manages to hit one,
you drive on. the fucking rims till
you get to a well populated area,
then duck and cover with the kids.

On the drivers. Shell shocked. ‘Toschi rubs his brow.

TOSCHI (CONT'D)
Look, 1 know this is nuts. I know
you didn't sign up for this. But we
are doing everything we can-

WOMBRN BUS DRIVER
Like what?
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Toschi surprised by the interruption. Looks to see a large
WOMEN BUS DRIVER in the second row.

WOMAN BUS DRIVER (CONT'D)
Cops always sling that bullshit. I
got three kids toc scared of Zodiac
- to go near the windows in our house
much less to school. So what are
you doing for them?

A general MURMORING of support from the other drivers.
Togchi, shocked into silence.

HWOMAN BUS DRIVER . (CONT'D) -
That's what I thought. C'mon, Sully.

The Woman and several others rise to leave in disgust.
Toschi, watching them go. Paralyzed. Finally...

TOSCHI
T will find this man.

The Woman turns back to see Toschi stand up. Arms at his
Sides. Staring her in the eye. DERDLY SERIOOUS.

TOSCHI (CONT'D}
I will find this man and I will put
him in jJail. I will make this city
safe again. I swear to God.

This has become more than a case to him. The Woman sees
this in his eyes. She and the others retake thelr seats.

INT. GRAYSMITH'S CAR (MOVING) -- MORNING

Graysmith, driving the kids to school. Stonefaced. Cal,
watching him from the back. Knowing now why his father was
90 insistent on driving them. HNo one speaks.r

Both boys, scared.
As we hear a HELICOPTER SOAR overhead...
EXT. SAN FRANCISCO SKYLIRE -- MORNING

The POLICE HELICOPTER cuts through the sky. Tracking a SCHOOL
BOS as it begins it's morning route. A SNIPER sits by the
chaopper door, rifle at the ready.

CHOPPER PILOT {O0.S.)
{filtered)
Principal is taking a left on Mission.
Situation is five by.

As the Bus takes a left, the chopper soars out of frame,
following. RAcross the city we see DOZERS OF SIMILRR CHOFPERS,
211 tracking buses...
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EXT. NAPA COUNTY — MORNING

A SMALL PLANE zooms over WOQDED MOUNTAINS. A SCHOCL BUS
drives on the road carved out below. 2 similar situation.

SOPERIMPOSE - Rapa County, California
INT. SCHOOL BUS (MOVING) -—~ MORNING

Elementary school kids horse around. Hair ijs pulled. Fart
jokes are made. 1It's your typical dull roar of noise.

The DRIVER scans the empty road in front of him. Nervous.

A GIRL'S . SCREAM from the back of the bus JOLTS him. He
SWERVES, eyes flying to the huge rear view, She's smiling,
SCreaming because a boy she likes gave her a noogie. The
kids don't even notice the swerve. The Driver wipes his
brow. Chuckles to himself. Takes a gulp of coffee.

And that's when it happens.

BOOM! An explosion that sounds like a SHOTGUN BLAST! Hot
Coffee splatters across the Driver's lap as the bus careens
across the center lane! Struggling to maintain control:

BUOS DRIVER
Get on the floor! Houg the floor!

Screaming and crying for real now, the kids hit the deck.
Keeping his head below the dash, the Driver FLOORS IT. Just
trying to make it to a populated area, he keys his radio...

BUS DRIVER (CONT'D)
HE'S HERE!

EXT. TOWN SQUARE -- MORNING

Pedestrians look up as the School Bus SCREAMS around a corner,
SPARKS SHOOTING from the rim scraping the concrete as MOLTEN
CHUNKS of RUBBER fly off the ruined back tire!

The Driver SLAMS on the brakes, the Bus SKIDDING up onto a
curb of the large grassy square. Children POUR screaming
out of the bus, the Driver shouting as they run:

BUS DRIVER
Get to cover!

Pandemonium. The Pedestrians SCATTER, caught up in the panic.
Several of the kids TRIP halfway across the grass. The
Driver, ducking any potential sniper shots, goes back,
Scooping one up under each arm...

In wunder thirty seconds the TOWN SQUARE EMPTIES.

Silence.
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INT. RVERY'S OFFICE —- NIGHT

Avery types up the headline - CITY OF FEAR - WHERE WILL ZODIAC
STIRE mEXY? Graysmith, reading over his shoulder

GRAYSMITH
"Bus Driver in Wapa had a blow out,
thought he was getting shot at-"

AVERY _
But wasn't. Whole state's going
nuts over this thing.

GRAYSMITH
I've been thinking, I should tell
the cops about "The Most Dangerous
Game"™ -

AVERY
They already put it together.
(off Graysmith's look)
They'ra cops, Robert, it's what they
do. Do yourzelf a favor. Go back
to collecting books.

INRT. TOSCHI HOME -- EVENING

Toschi sits in his easy chair. Big band on the phonograph.
Reading “The Most Dangerous Game™. Carol walks past.

CRROL
Busineas or pleasure?

TOSCHY
Business,

He doesn't look up. She watches him.

CAROL
How's it going?
TOSCHI
Fine.
A heat.
CAROL

Why won't you talk to me about this
case, David?

Before he can answer, the phone rings. He goes to it.

TOSCHIT
Taschi.

BARMSTRONG (0.S5.)
(through phone}
_ You better come in.



INT. S.F.P.D. HOMICIDE UNIT -~ NIGHT

As Toschi walks through the door:

ARMSTRONG
Andrew Walker. That's the name of
the man who was following Darlene
Ferrin.

TOSCRI
Holy shit, do they-

ARMSTRONG
They've got him. Have since last

night. Tip came from Darlene's older
sister, Pam.

TOSCHI
{(realizing)

Andrew for Andy, Andy's a nickname,
the other sister said-

ARMSTRONG _
He's the one fram the painting party.

TOSCHI
{elated)

And they got him.

R ARMSTRONG
Dave-

TOSCHI
Are they testing handwriting and-

ARMSTRONG
They did it already. Handwriting
and prints. HNo match.

Toschi blinks. Not comprehending.

TOSCHI
What? No, he's- the one who was
following her-

ARMSTRONG
Yes, and his handwriting and
fingerprints didn't match Zodiac.
It's a dead end, Dave.
{softly)
He's not the guy.

Silence. Toschi looks up at him.

TOSCHY
You know what this means, don't you?

Armstrong shakes his head.
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TOSCHI {CONT'D)
Someone else is gonna die.

EXT. HIGHWAY 132 -- NIGHT

Outside of Modesto. It's late. Almost no one on the road.
A lone duster of a SEDAN rattles down the highway.

SUPERIMPOSE - March 22, 1970
INT. SEDAN (MOVING) -- NIGHT

KATHLEEN JOHNS is at the wheel. Sweet face, 30's. Guz2ling
Coffee, trying to stay awake. Checks the rearview. Robody.
Changes lanes.

Rs if from nowhere, HEADLIGHTS are suddenly behind her.

Deja wvu for us, just strange for her. Kathleen signals.
Changing lanes so the HEADLIGHTS can pass. :

-They don't.

They pull up behind her. FLASHING, now. Kathleen frowns.
Keeps driving. The other driver becomes more insistent.
HONKING. wMotioning for her to pull over.

Finally she does. Pulling toc a halt on the SHOULDEK of the
Toad. The other car pulls in behind her.

And as it does, we PAN DOWN to see...
Kathleen's SLEEPING BARY on the passenger seat next to her.

A MAN gets out of his car and walks up. WE DON'T SEE HIS
FACE. Kathleen, nervous. Thinking maybe this wasn't the
best jidea. She reaches for her key to restart the car when:

THE MAR (0.5.)
{apologetic)
"1 hope I didn't scare you. Your
right wheel is loose.

Kathleen relaxes. Feeling dumb for being scared.

KATHLEEN
Really?

THE MAN (0.S.)
1 didn't want you to wreck and get
stranded. I could tighten the lugs
for you. :

KATHLEEN
Rould you?

THE MAN (0.S.)
Can't be too careful out here.
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He goes bhack to his car and retrieves a LUG WRENCH. Kneels
down behind her back tire, out of sight.

He's down there a long time. Kathleen checks her cearview.
Can't see him. Just as she's getting nervous again....

THBE MAN (0.S5.) (CONT'D)
All done.

She turns, he's STANDING by the passenger door.

THE MRN {0.S5.) (CONT'D)
Cute baby. Have a good night.

He walks away. Kathleen, breathes a huge sigh of relief.
She starts the car and puts it in drive...

She only gets fifty yards when her RIGHT WHEEL CRUNCHES OFF
the axle in a SHOWER OF SPARKS! Kathleen fights for control,
ag the Sedan SWERVES all over the road. She wrenches the
wheel right, finally managing to pilot it to the shoulder.

Silence. Kathleen sits there. Breathing hard.

THE MAR (0O.S5.) ({(CONT'D)
Are you okay?

She JUMPS at his voice. He's right by the door again.
THE MAN {O.S.) (CONWT'D)
Must’'ve been worse than I thought.

I could give you a lift to the service
station.

KATHLEEN
I don't want toc be a bother-

THE MAN (0.5.)
Ho bother. Come on.

He OPENS her door for her. Kathleen, deciding. She gathers
UPp her baby and follows the man to his PARKED CAR.

INT. MAN'S CAR —- NIGHT

A complete mess. Trash and wrappers everywhere. Kathleen
Slides in the passenger seat. Putting her baby on her lap.
The Man shifts into drive. They pull back onto the highway.

Riding in silence. Quite fast, too. Kathleen, uncomfortable.
KATHLEEN
So... do you always go around helping
people on the road like this?

The Man, staring off at the passing woods.
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THE MAN
#When 1 get through with them, they
don't need help.

And they're SPEEDING UP. Doing near 70. The Man, CRANKING
DOWN his WINDOW. Howling air fills the car. Kathleen's
Baby WHINES at the cold.

KATHLEEN
Shhhhhh. It's ckay. Mommy's here.

The Man looks over at her. Casually:

- THE MAN

I'm going to throw your baby out the
window.

Kathleen's face turns to HORROR as we

INT. SAN FRANCISCO CHRONICLE ~- GRAYSMITH'S OFFICE -- NIGHT

Graysmith packs up his things when Avery enters. One look
3t his face says it all. Graysmith stops what he's doing.

GRAYSMITH
Zodiac?

AVERY
A woman and her baby...

Graysmith can't form words. But we realize, the look on
Avery's face - it's not shock. It's amazement.

AVERY (CONT'D)
Ho, Robert, you don't understand.
They escaped.

INT. BAR -- NIGH?

Graysmith and hvery sit. BAvery, recounting what he's heard.

RAVERY
The guy turns to her and says “I'm
gonna throw your baby out the window™.

GRAYSMITH
Jesus. ..

RVERY
She begs him not to. He tells her
she's gonna die. He's driving around
all these back roads, but ha gets
lost. Stops the car to put in reverse
and she jumps, baby and all. Runs
like hell, gets away.

(MORE)

CUT TO:
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AVERY {(CONT'DY)
Goes to the cops. They're about to
show her mug shots when she sees the
Zodiac composite on the wall, points
at it and screesms - *That's him".

GRAYSMITH
That's a hell of a story.

AVERY
You ain't lying.

He =1ugs back the rest of his drink. Graysmith sips his
Shirley Temple and looks across the bar.

GRAYSMITH
Isn't that Toschi?

It is. He sits alone, nursing a Manhattan.

AVERY
He comes in bere sometimes. Always
alone. Always drinks Manhattans.

GRAYSMITH
How do you think he does it?

We MOVE IN on Toschi as Graysmith speaks.

GRAYSMITH (O.S.} (CONT'D)
For six months, you got the whole
city scared. And they're all locking
to you. To catch the guy. To take
away the fear. How do you live with
that?

Toschi pays for his drink. Orders another.

AVERY (0.5.)
What he needs is a break...

INT. SAN FRANCISCO CHRONICLE -- CONFERENCE ROOM —- DAY

CLOSE ON - Multiple sheets of paper spread out across them
conference table. Covered with Zodiac's familiar scrawl.

THEIRIOT (O.S.)}
Two letters. Mailed a day apart,
got here this morning. He's pissed.

SUPERINPOSE - april 19, 1970

The chronicle Staff, Graysmith, Toschi, Amstrong, Avery,
and Theiriot and an ARMY OF COPS. Armmstrong reaches down to
eXtract a bloody piece of cloth from the pile.

ARMSTRONG
Stine's shirt.
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TOSCRI
Couple more letters, we'll have the
whole thing. '

AVERY
The letter mentions Kathleen Johns,
the woman who escaped.

Toschi sifts through the other pages to find a GREETING CARD
with a SKELETON printed on it. Opening it. Reading:

TQSCHI
*"This is the Zodiac Speaking. I
thought you would need a gaood lawgh
before you hear the bad news®...

AVERY
That ‘s encouraging.
(£rowning)

One of the pages has a diagram on
iv. ..

We see - A CRUDELY SKETCHED DIAGRAM. Armstrong takes it
from him. Studying it. His EYES GO WIDE...

ARMSTRONG
Dave. It's a homb.

The ROOM ERUPTS. Cops and réporters pushing to get a look.

ARMSTRONG (CONT'D)
He says instead of shooting, he's
qoing to attach this to a school bus-
{(to an underling)
Shit, we need to sweep the garages-

TOSCHI
Get dogs-

ARMSTRONG
Yeah, dogs for the sweep-

TOSCRI
He says he's not going to describe
his murders anymore, he's just gonna
keep doing them in silence--
We see the bottom of the letter:

I hope you have fun trying
figyure ont who I killed

+—10 SFED — O

ARMSTRONG
Ten? We only have four confirmed-
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GRAYSMITH
(can't hold it in)
He's saying he's already killed six
more people.

Silence, as people take this in. The asshole editor:

) EDITOCR
And that would be Robert's cue...

Graysmith, used to it. Starts for the door. Toschi, looking
through more of the pages. FINDING samething. ..

TOSCHI
Hang on!

Graysmith stops.

Toachi lifts up a piece of paper FILLED RITH CODE. 2 NEW
ONE. Remembering what Graysmith said when they first met:

TOSCHI (CONT'D)
Be stays.

INT. COFFEE SHOP —- AFTERNOON

Graysmith and Toschi sit in a booth. Drinking coffee.
Graysmith, looking over-a copy of the new cipher. Excited.

GRAYSMITH
This new one's different. He's using
a more complex system-

TOSCHI
How'd you know he was gonna send
ancther code?

Graysmith looks up.

GRAYSMITH
1 guessed.

TOSCHI
You guessed?

GRAYSMITH
You know Dr. D.C.B. Marsh? Head of
the Rmerican Cryptogram Association?

Toschi stares at him. Deadpan:

TOSCHI
Mot personally, no.

GRRYSMITH
Marsh said, with the first code,
that Zodiac was obviously an expert
{MORE)
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GRAYSMITH (CONT'D)
in ciphers. W®Why did he say this?
Becanse FBI, CIA, and Naval
Intelligence all struck out -
therefore, whoever stumped them had

to be a genius with ciphers. HMakes
sense, right?

TOSCRI
Right.

GRAYSMITH
Wrong. Who actually cracked the
code?

TOSCHI

The history teacher-

GRAYSMITH
And his wife, yeah. They’'re not
experts, they're just a married couple
from Salinas who like puzzles. So,
1 started thinking - if the people
who cracked the code are just
amateurs, then maybe the guy who
wrote the code 1s too. Take a look
at the first one.

Graysmith pulls a rumpled copy of the FIRST CIPHER from his
Pocket and spreads it out on the table.

, GRAYSMITH {(CONT'D}
At first glance it's pretty complex,
a fifty-five character cipher with
no breaks in it-

TOSCHIL

You actually carxry that around with
you?

GRAYSMITE
Yeah, why?

- TOSCHI
(smiling)
HNo reason.

GRAYSMITH
S0 what the Salinas couple did is
start locking for patterns. 2cdiac's
a killer, therefore it makes sense
that the word "kill™ would come up a

bunch of times. Factor in the
Irequency table-

TOSCHI
The what? '
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GRAYSMITH

Frequency tables show the comparative
frequencies of letters, groups of
letters, and syllables. In English,
it's like - the average amount of
times somebody is likely to use the
letter "E™ in a in a sentence. 5o
frequency tables tell us that a double -
"L" is the most common double
consonant found in the English
language - "Will", "Stilil%, "BRill",
"Chill", and of course "Kill", which
the Hardens know Zodiac's gonna use
at least once. So what do they do?

TOSCHI
Start looking for double symbocls.

GRRYSMITH
Right. Which they find here, hers,
and here - sach with the same two
symbols preceding them. S0 now
they've got a repeating four letter

word ending with two identical symbols
that they assume stand for “L®-

TOSCHI
{getting into it)
And since they believe the whole
vord is "“Kill"-

GRAYSMITH

That gives them the symbols for "K*
and "I". And they're on thelr way.
See, even though Indiac used fifty-
five characters for the twenty-six
letters in the alphabet, it's still
just a substitution code, like the
kind we all did as kids - A is 1, B
is 2, and so on.

TOSCHI
Okay... 50 how does a guy go from 2
is 1 and B is 2 to this?

GRAYSMITH
The same way I did. He goes to the

library.

opens his briefcase and pulls out a STACK of LIBRARY

puts them on the table. Pulls the first one.

GRAYSMITH {(CONT'D)
"The Codebreakers™ by David Kahn.

In the preface; Kahn presents a simple
substituetion alphabet.
{MORE}
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GRAYSMITH (CORT'D)
B of the 26 symbols he suggests were
in the first Zodiac cipher. 2Zodiac
must own a copy of this.

TOSCHI
What about the other symbols? The
religious looking ones? B

GRAYSMITH

I thought they looked religious too.
Then 1 remembered hearing about a
cipher used during the Middle Ages.
I found it irn here.

(pulls a second book)
"Codes and Ciphers®™ by John Laffin.
Guess what the cipher was called.

TOSCHX
I'm all out of guessesa-

‘ GRAYSMITH
The 2odiac Alphsbet.

A bheat. Toschi stares at him. Takes the book. Looks at

the page. The Zodiac Alphabet sits there, many of the symbols
.Adentical to the ones in the First Code. Toschi, floored.

GRAYSMITH {CONT'D)
Everything an amateur would need to
create the First Code is in these

books. If you can track the books...
(softly)

Maybe you can find the man.
A heavy silence. Toschi studies him.

TOSCHI
Why are you doing this?

GRAYSMTTH
What do you mean?

. TOSCR1
Looking for a serial killer is a
little above and beyond cartooning.

GRAYSMITH
{isn't it dbvious)
He's a bad man who needs to be
stopped.

TOSCHI
Lot of people think that. They're
not doing what you are.

Graysmith looks up at him.
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GRAYSMITH
I'm not a lot of people.

INT. S.F.P.D. HOMICIDE UNIT -~ NIGHT

Toschi enters like a 'Hhirl\-rind, addressing the DETECTIVES:

TOSCHI -
I need a list of every man, woman,
and child who checked out any of
these books from any library in San
Francisco, Vallejo, or Mapa in the
last twenty years.

He slaps the list down on a table. One DETECTIVE scans it.

DETECTIVE
There must be twenty books here...

TOSCHI
Then you should start, shouldn't
you? Get the list, cross it with
our- suspect file.

Armstrong enters at a near run:

ARMSTRONG
They' re checking every bis before it
rolls tomorrow morning. The letter

mentions we won't know if he's already
planted it-

TOSCHI
What was the phrasing on that again?

He digs a copy of the LATEST LETTER out of his pocket.

ARMSTRONG

You actually carry that around with -
you?

TOSCHI

{reading)
"What you do not know is whether the
death machine is at the sight or
whether it is being stored in my
basement for further use"- We need
to get on the phone with the building
camnission and get the architectural
plans for every suspect's home-

ARMSTRONG
Dave-

TOSCHI

Not many people have basements in
California.
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ABRMSTRONG
I know, and we're on it.

Toschi doean't respond. Lost in thought...

ARMSTRONG (CONT'D)
What?

TOSCHI
This gquy's a jack of all trades,
right? Marksman with at least three
different weapons, knife work, rope
tying, codes, and now explosives.

(pause)

Bill, am I crazy or is this starting
to sound like the U.S5. Military?

EXT. S.F.P.D. READQUARTERS —— MORNING
The sun, rising over the building...
INT. S.F.P.D. HOMICIDE UNIT —- EVENING

Toschi, asleep at his desk. Jarred awake as the Detective
drops a HUGE LIST onto it.

DETECTIVE
List of the people who checked ocut
the books, crossreferenced with the
suspect list. It narrows the pool
down, but not by much.

Toschi, checking the list. Indexed by Library. He first
turns to the PRESIDIC LIBRARY LIST. Almoat the entire column
©f books have the word "MISSING" written by them.

TOSCHI
"Missing”?

DETECTIVE
That means the book was stolen.
Happens more than you'd think.

- TOSCHI
So almost every book on ciphers was
stolen from the preeminent West Coast
Naval Library?

DETECTIVE
And the Cakland Army Terminal Library -
Weird, huh?

TOSCHI
(thinking)

He didn't want to leave a record of
checking them out, so he stole them.. .

Armstrong enters with a BROAD GRIN on his face:



ARMSTRONG
You want to talk military? Let's

"~ talk military!

He slams a PHOTO OF A BOOT PRINT down on Toschi's desk.

ARMSTRONRG (CONT'D)
They're called Wing Walkers.
Manufactured by the Weinbrenner Shoe
Company in Merrill), Wisconsin, over
one million pairs produced as part
of a government contract and 103,700
pairs were shipped to Air Force and
Navy instillations on the West Coast.
Military issue boots worn by the

" Zodlac Killer at Lake Berryessa.

Toschi stares up at him. Furious.

He CLERRS a stack of papers from his desk.

TOSCHI
How did we miss this?

ARMSTRONG
More jurisdiction bullshit. I had

to call Napa personally to get the
photo-

TOSCHI
They didn't give it to us originally?

_ ARMSTRONG
Berryessa's their case-

TOSCHI
{(losing it)
It's our case! Jesus Christ, we
could've been onto the military
connection months ago!

Drawing the stares of everyone else in The Squad Room.
CAPTAIN LEE pokes his head out of his office.

Silence.

TOSCHI (CONT'D)
The biggest case in the history of
this state gets fucked because three

different P.D.'s couldn’t cooperate
on jurisdiction!

CAPTAIN LEE ,
Go home, Dave.

TQSCHI
Cap-

6B.

Breathing hard.
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CAPTATIN LEE
Home.

INT. TOSCHI'S BEDROOM -- MORNING

'_ Carol, asleep. Peaceful. Toschi stands over her.

TOSCHI
I don't know what I'm doing.

Caro} wakes. lLooks up at him.

TOSCHI (CONT'D)
The longer I take to find him, the
more people die. The letter says
six more now. Up to ten.

CAROL .
It's not your fault...

TOSCHI
Yeah, it is. Some girl could be out
there right now, getting hacked to

pieces by him. We might never know.
And that's on me.

He slumps on the bed. Looking out the window.

. TOSCHI (CONT'D)
I'm a good cop, Carcl. This is what
I do. So why can't I fucking do it?

She takes his hand. He smiles through tears.

TOSCHI (CONT'D)
You said you wanted to talk...

She embraces him. Holding him tight. Rocking him back and
forth. Just trying to make it a little better.

INT. GRAYSMITH ROME OFFICE ~-- MORNING

The home office has now become a HUB of ZODIAC TINFORMATION.
FIVE FULL BULLETIN BOARDS covered with photos of the victims,
copies of the codes, etc. Stacks of books everywhere.

Graysmith, on the phone with Toschi. INTERCUT:

GRAYSMITH
Maybe he's doing it on purpose.
Three different counties, three
different police departments, everyone
wants to win. What better way to
Screw up an investigation than to
pit different departments against
each other?
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TOSCRHI
Maybe.
{rubbing his forehead)
You married, Robert?

Graysmith frowns at the guestion.

GRAYSMITH
Divorced. With kids.

TOSCHI
Kids need a mother.

GRAYSMITH -
Yeah, they’ve mentioned that once or

. twice. _
Toschi looks down the hall, watching his wife folding clothes.

TOSCHI
Life goes on, Robert.

Graysmith looks up at the PICTURES of the Z0DIAC VICTIMS.

GRAYSMITH
Tell that to Darlene Ferrin._

EXT. 10OS ANGELES CITY HALL STEPS -- MORRING

A PRESS CONFERENCE in full swing. A CARDIDATE FOR GOVERNOR
addresses the massed media. Flashbulbs pop. Cameras whir.

CANDIDATE
I believe some clues were overlooked
in the murder of Darlene Ferrin.

SUPERIMPOSE - Octcber 28, 1970

CANDIDATE (CONT'D)
In the last year the authorities
have received no less than ten pieces
of correspondence from the Zodiac
Killer, and =still are no closer as
to his identity...

PULL BACK to see this on a television in
INT. PAUL AVERY'S HOME -- MORNING

Avery getting ready for work, sorting through his BACK MAIL
by the door. On the phone with Graysmith.

BAVERY
They're tearing your friend Toschi a
new one - indirectly of course.

IN GRAYSMITH'S HOUSE - on the phone as he tries to wrestle
Son Brad into a jacket. INTERCUT:
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GRAYSMITH
Dave's doing the best he can.

Avery opens one letter. Bill. Tosses it.

AVERY
Oh, it's pave, now? You two gonna
be picking out china patterns any
time soon?

GRAYSHMITH
Ha-ha. BShe does have a point, though.

Avery opens another letter. Greeting card. _

AVERY
Which is?
GRAYSMITH
Darlene, Vallejo, the beginning. Go
back to the beginning, find out why
all this started. .
Avery opens the card... And DROPS THE PHOME.
INT. GRAYSMITH'S HOUSE —- MORNING
Graysmith hears the receiver CLATTER to the ground.

GRAYSMITH
Paul?

Nothing.

GRAYSMITH (CONT'D)
Paul? }

CLICK. The line GOES DEAD.
EXT. SAN FRANCISCO BROWNSTONE —- MORNING
Graygmith's car SCREECHES up to the curb. To his kids:

GRAYSMITH
Stay in the car!

Graysmith runs to the door. Rings the doorbell. MNothing.
Pounding on the door: '

GRAYSMITH (CONT'D)
Paul! 1It's me! Panl, open-

The ]lock CLICKS. The door swings open to reveal Paul Avery.
fheet white. Shit scared.

AVERY
He wrote me. Not the Chronicle.
(MORE)
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AVERY (CONT'D)

Not the cops.
iholding up the card)

He wrote me.

INT. 5. F.P.D. HOMICIDE UNIT ~- MORNING

Graysmith, Avery, Toschi, and Armstrong sit around a table.

The GREETING CARD between them. A SKELETON graces the front.
RAvery, still shaken.

RVERY
I got my fingerprints on it. I mean-
I wouldn't want anyone to find my
prints and think Y was the gquy-

RARMSTRONG
{gently)
We can disqualify them when we analyze
it.
TOSCHI

Paul, you wrote the bulk of the Zodiac
articles. It's only natural for him
to try and communicate with you-

AVERY
Fuck “communicate™ Read it.

Using tweezers, Toschi examines the card. The front reads:

FROM YOUR SECRET PAL.
Below that is a printed verse. Toschi reads aloud:

TQSCHI
I feel it in my bones, you ache to

know my name, and s¢ I'1ll clue you
in...

He yg9es the tweezers to open the card. Finishing the rhyme:

TOSCHI (CONT’D)
...But then why spoil our game!
Boo! Happy Halloween!

Inside the card - another skeleton, pasted from a different

card and many hand drawn sketches of EYES PEERING OUT. Below
that, this message:

PERK-~A-BOO -~ YOU ARRE DOCMEDS
4—-TxEn
GRAYSMITH

Fourteen. Is he saying he's killed
four more peaple?
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Toschi looks sick at this. RAvery lights a cigarette, shaking.

AVERY _
No. He's saying he's killed three
more and 1'm suppcsed to be next.
{ lLooking up!}
I want a qun.

INT. SAN FRANCISCO CHRONICLE -- GRAYSMITH'S OFFICE -~ DAY

Graysmith sits back in his chajir, RERDING ALOUD from the
morning paper to Avery:

GRAYSMITH
"Chronicle Newsman Paul Avery is
living dangerously. His investigative
reporting into the activities of the
Zodiac Killer have won him the
accolade of 2 message from the Zodiac
warning - "You are Doomed", as a
result of which, several Chron Newsman
are wearing lapel buttons reading T
Am Not Paul Avery'."”

Graysmith lowers the paper. Revealing HE 1S WEARING ONE OF
THE BUTTONS. Looks over to Avery, who WEARS ONE TOO.

RVERY
I thought it was a good move.

GRAYSMITH
Are you kidding? Sell 'em around
the building, you could make a mint.
{pause) o
Did you really get the gun?

Avery opens his jacket to show Graysmith the shoulder holster.

GRAYSMITH (CONT'D)
He's not caming after you, Paul.

AVERY
You don't know that. And I'm not
gonna sit around here and wait for

him - I'm gonns help catch this
bastard.

GRAYSMITH
How?

- RVERY
Got about million tip letters since
we published the threat on my life.
1'm gonna run ‘em down, one by one.
(picking up a letter}
I'm going down to Riverside tonight
if you want to tag along - anonymous
{MORE)
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AVERY (CONT'D)
tip about an old murder there, might
be related to Zodiac.

GRAYSMITH
I can't.
‘ AVERY
Why not?
GRAYSMITH
(sheepish)

I kind of have a date.
Avery blinks. Clearlj; this is news.
AVERY
Why, Rcbert Graysmith, there may be
hope for you yet. .
EXT. AVERY'S BROWNSTONE -~ EVERING

Kissing his wife goodbye, Avery trots down the steps and
gets into his car. Starts the engine and pulls away.

It's begun to rain.
EXT. SAN FRANCISCO STREETS ~- EVERING

Using a newspaper as a makeshift umbrella, Graysmiih hurries
through ths downpour to a RESTAURANT. Late for his date...

INT. TOSCHI'S APARTMENT -- EVENING

Big band plays on the phonograph. Rain licks the window
Panes. Toschi sits, going through ARCHITECTURAIL RECORDS
looking for basements. His face, a mask of concentration.. .
INT. ARMSTRONG'S HOUSE -- EVENIMG

Armstrong playé a game on the living room carpet with his
THREE YOURG DADGHTERS. Tiddlywinks.

They all look up at a CRACK of THUNDER...
INT. RESTAURAMT -- EVENING

Graysmith enters, soaked. late. Fumbles his way up to the
table where his date is on her second glass of wine.
Beautiful. Her name is MERYL.

GRRYSEMITRH
Meryl, I'm Raobert. Sorry I'm late-

In attempting to shake her hand he knocks over a WATER GLASS.
Grabbing a napkin, he dabs up the spill.



MERYL
Are you all right?

: GRAYSMITH
It's just been a dsy. Talking to
the police, trying to crack a code-

MERYL
You're a detective?

GRAYSMITH
(absently; still
cleaning)
Cartoonist.

EXT. INTERSTATE 5 -— NIGHT

15.

Right has fallen. - Avery pilots his car south through the

deluge. Headed for Riverside...
INT. RESTAURANT -- WIGHT

Gré}smith and Heiyl sit, having hors d'oeuvres.
little weirded out, but still enjoying the date.

MERYL
It's funny - most men don't mention
their obsession with serial killers
until dessert.

GRAYSMITH
I like to get it out up front, see
how it plays.

Mexryl laughs.

MERYL
So your friend who got the anonymous
letter—- He's tracking a clue?

GRAYSMITH
About an old murder in Riverside.
He's going down there to meet with
the writer tonight-—
(realizing)
Anonymous letter. ..

MERYL
That's what you said-

GRAYSMITH
What if it's a trap?

EXT. INTERSTATE S -- NIGHT

Avery takes the RIVERSIDE EXIT off the Freeway.
the address he’s written on a piece of paper...

Maryl, a

Checklng
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EXT. SAN FRANCISCO STREET ~- PAY. PHONE -- NIGHRT

Graysmith and Meryl, huddled half in and half out of a phone
booth. Being soaked by the rain as Graysmith feeds coins
into the phone. Shouting over the storm:
) GRAYSMITH
I'm sorry, I just want to make sure
my friend isn't hacked to pieces!

MERYL
Understandable!
Graysmith dials.
GRAYSMITH

This must be the worst date ever!

MERYL
You'd be surprised!

EXT. RIVERSIDE -- NIGHT

Avery pulls up to a SMALL HOUSE on a treelined street. All
the lights are off. He double checks the address. This is
it. ©Be shuts off the engine and gets out of the car...
INT. TOSCHI'S HOME — NIGHT oo

Toschi, on the phone with Graysmith.

., TOSCHI
Fhere in Riverside?

GRAYSMITH (0.5.)
I don't know!

TOSCHI
I'm calling their Chief of Police.

He hangs up and dials...

EXT. RIVERSIDE HOUSE -- NIGHT

Avery reaches the front door. Rings the bell. Nothing.
Goes to knock... And realizes the DOOR IS AJAR. A beat.
He pushes on it. It CREAKS OPEN...

AVERY
Helle?

No response.

AVERY (CONT'D)
I got your letter?

Still nothing. The moment of truth. Avery STEPS INSIDE...
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AVERY (CONT'D)
I'm Paul Avery-

VOICE (0.5.)
That's not what your button says...

Avery SPINS to see a FIGURE BEHIND HIM....

SMASH COT TO:
INT. GRAYSMITH HOME -- DAWN

Graysmith sits in his chair, phone by his side. Face haggard.
He's peen up all night. Waiting for the call. Across from
him, Meryl is curled up on the couch, still in her dress.

Been there the whole time. She blinks awake.

MERYL
Still no word?

GRARYSMYITH
No. 1It's six. You don't have to
atay-

MERYL

Are you kidding? This is the most
exciting date I've ever had-

THE PHONE RINGS. Graysmith, snatching it up:

GRAYSMITH
Paul?

INTERCUT:

TOSCHI
No. But he's fine.

Graysmith exhales, relieved. Nods to Meryl.

TOSCHI {CONT'D)
He's up in Sacramento with Sherwood
Morrill, getting handwriting
confirmation. :

GRAYSMITH
Handwriting confirmation on what?

INT. RIVERSIDE POLICE DEPARTMENT ~- LECTURE HALL —--- DAY

A meeting of POLICE - all the cops from Riverside, Napa,
Vallejo and San Francisco who are working the wvarious murders.
Toschi stands at the podium

TOSCHI
On an anonymous tip, reporter FPaunl
Avery traveled to Riverside.
{MORE)
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TQSCHI (CONT'D)
There he was given information by a
man regarding the only unsolved
homicide in Riverside's history.

A SLIDE is projected behind him of a PRETTY, YOUNG GIRL.

TOSCHI (CONT'D)
Cheri Jo Bates attended Riverside
Community College and was murdered
October 30th, 1966 - over two years
before the first recorded Zodiac
killing. She was studying at the
Community College Library the night
of her death. She left with an
unidentified male at closing - 9
P.M. Her body was found the next
morning in the library parking lot
by a grounds crew. She sustained
multiple stab wounds, including, but
not limited to three acro=zs the
jugular. A neighbor reported hearing
an "awful scream™ at 10:30 P.M.
Sherwood? :

Sherwood Morrill, the handwriting expert, takes the podium.

MORRILL .
Soon after, a typewritten letter was
received by Riverside P.D. from a
man calling himself “Enterprise®™ 1In
it, he described the murder in detail.
referred to it as a "Game" and
demanded that the letter be published -
all patterns that emerged in the
later Zodiac letters. No prints or
fibers were found on the letter.
However, the killer wrote again,
nearly six months tc the day of Ms.
Bates' death. Slide?

A NEW SLIDE - A photo of a handscrawled note which reads:

BATES HAD TO DIE

:HEREWILLBE!DRE

This single SQUIGGLE adorns the bottom of the note.

MORRILL (CONT'D)
When police first examined the note,

they believed the symbol on the bottom
to be the number two, denoting that
this was the second letter from the
killer. We now believe that agquiggle
to be not a "2" but a “Z".



A beat as the others take this in.

MORRILL. (CONT'D)
Even more interesting is a poem that
was found carved into a desk inside
the Riverside Library. Slide.

A REW SLIDE - of the poem, carved into wood.

Bick of living/ unwilling to die
aut. Clean, If red/

clesan. Blood spurting

Parp— :

MORRILI. (CONT'D)
The handwriting on the desk matches
the "Bates Had To Die"™ letter. They
both match the confirmed Zodiac
letters received in the last year.
We believe Cheri Jo Bates was the
first official zodiac victim.
Questions?

A flurry of hands shoot up. Toschi points to one.
cop
The library claosed at 9 o'clock, but
the scream wasn't heard till 10:307?

TOSCHI
That's right.

cop
So either she came back to the closed
library and encountered the killer...

INT. RESTAORANT -- NIGHT
Graysmith and Meryl. Date Three.

GRBYSMITH
-..0r she knew him.

T9.
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MERYL
She knew him?

GRAYSMITH
What would she be doing talking to a
complete atranger in the Parking Lot
for that long? Cheri Jo Bates khew
the Zodiac Killer personally.

INT, S.F.P.D. HOMICIDE UNIT -- MORNING

Armstrong hangs up the phone. Turning to Toschl who's just
walked in, carrying a book under his arm.

ARMSTRONG
Boot print found near Cheri Jo's
body was military issue. It doesn't
match the one at lLake Berryessa but
it reinforces the military theory-

TOSCHI
You want to talk Lake Berryessa?
The victim there, Cecelia Shepard?
Guess where she went to college.

ARMSTRONG
No...

TOSCHI
Yeah. Riverside. Cheri Jo knew
Zodiac, but Cecélia knew Cheri Jo.

EXT. GRAYSMITH'S HOUSE -~ EVENING

Graysmith, locking his door and walking Meryl towards his
Car. The beginning of Date Seven.

GRAYSMITH
Why doesn't Zodiac bhrag about it?

MERYL
How do you mean?

GBRYSMITH
In his letters. He talks about &}l
his victims, but he never mentioned
anycne in Riverside.

He opens the car doar for her. Getting in:

MERYL
I'm sure the police can handle it. -

Graysmith gives her a strange look, but lets it go.
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GRAYSMITH
I talked to Dave the other day. you
wouldn't believe how many people are
coming forward with theories since
the Riverside story broke...

IRT. 5.F.P.D. HEADQUARTERS -- INTERVIEW ROOM -— AFTERNOOW

An exhausted Taschi sits across from RON and SRIELR STARR.
The latest in a countless string of interviews.

RON
My brother Bob is the Zodiac killer.

TOSCHI
(rote)

And what makes you think this, Mr.
Starr? -

RON
He's very secretive., He's always
working on things. Codes. Like the
squiggles Zodiac sent the papers.

TOSCHI

Has he ever told vou he's the Zodiac?
. Confesased?

Ron and Shiela exchange a glance.

SHIELR
No...

Toschi, closing the case file. Unconvinced.

TOSCHI
We'll look inta him.

RON

Inspector, we drove all the way down
here- :

TOSCRI _
And I appreciate it, but you have to

understand, we get hundreds of tips
like this every day-

RON
Of people turning in a family member?

TOSCHY
You're the fourth this week.

Ron doesn't know what to say. Toschi shows them the door,
giving them the standard line:
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TOSCHI (CONT'D)
If there's enough evidence for a
warrant, we'll take handwriting and
fingerprint samples to c¢heack against
our exemplars. Thanks for coming
down.

INT. S.F.P.D. HOMICIDE UNIT -- DAY -

Toschi enters and tosses the file back onto a HUGE STACK.

ARMSTRONG
Anything?

TOSCHI
Bupkiss. Another creepy brother.

ARMSTRONG
Got another stack of Riverside

students if you want to go through
then.

TOSCHI
let's do it over lunch.
{(te secretary)
Hey, Amber, call Vallejo, have someone
follow up with the Starrs. )

Armstrong turns in his chair.

ARMSTRONG
Did you say Starr?

TOSCHI
Yeah.

ARMSTRONG
Rfhat's his full name?

Toschi retrieves the file. Paging through it.

TOSCEI
"Robert Hall Starr®.

Armstrong's out of his chair. Over to the file cabinet.
Feverishly searching for a file. Finds it. Opens it.

ARMSTRONG
Couple months ago, I talked to a
hunter named Ryan Cheney in Pomona.
He said the same thing - a guy named
Starr from Vallejo's the one. Starr
had talked to him about the idea of
hunting people for sport ~ and this
is in '68, before the name Zodiac
came up.

{MORE)
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ARMSTRONG (CONT'D)
So Cheney asks how he'd get away
with it, and Starr sald it'd be
easy.-.
{rereading the file)
"He'd write the police letters and
he'd sign them Zodiac*®.

TOSCH1
Cheney told you this?

ARMSTRONG

Yeah, and my bullshit detector went
off the charts - Cheney obviously
had a grudge against this guy, and I
figured he was just doing this to
fuck with him. Plus this Starr guy
had no connection to Riverside, so I
didn't...

They stare at each other. Riverside. A beat. And then
Toschi BOLTS for the door..-

EXT. S.F.P.D. HEADQUARTERS ~- AFTERNOON
Ron and Shiela Starr, crossing the street in the rain.

TOSCHI (C.S.)
Mr. Starr! Wait! '

They turn to see Toschi sprinting out of the building, running
towards them. Arriving, out of breath..

TOSCHI (CONT'Dj}
Mr. Starr... Did your brother ever
live in Riverside?

RON
He was a student there in 1965.
Why?

INT. CAPTAIN LEE'S OFFICE -- DAY
Lee looks up as Toschi steps in.

, TOSCHI
We have a name.

INT. S.F.P.D. HOMICIDE UNIT —~ NIGHT

The name "STARR" emblazoned on the far wall. Below are
photographs, employment records, school transcripts,
timelines, and personal history. ALL THE DETECTIVES, working
Tound the clock on thia one guy. Working the Phones, we
hear the name "Starr™ said in numerous conversations...
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INT. GRAYSMITH BEDROOM -- NIGHT

Graysmith and Meryl in bed, kissing. The PHONE RINGS.

MERYL
Don't answer it.
{sees)
You're answering it... -

 GRAYSMITH
{into phone)
Helle? Okay, half an hour.

He hangs up. Rises from the bed. Meryl, not happy-

MERYL
Oh, no, no, no, mister, you are not
leaving me an our first sleepover-

GRAYSMITH
Dave thinks they know who it is.

MERYL
‘You're seriously weighing sex with

me versus talking about a serial
killer?

GRAYSMITH
We were going to have sex?

MERYL
"Going to", yes.

GRAYSMITH
That complicates things.

MERYL
I should hope.

GRAYSMITH
I'll make it up to you- 1I'll take
you out for a big steak- I mean, if

you like steak- or chicken, chicken's
good~

She stares at him.

MERYL
They get this guy and you'll be done,
right?

GRAYSMITH
1 promise.

Meryl sighs. Frustrated.

MERYL
Go.
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. GRAYSMITH
Okay. Going. Thank you. Sorry.

He goes, shutting the bedroom door. Meryl sighs. The door
opens again. He sticks his head in.

GRAYSMITH {CONT'D)
By the way, I think I'm falling in
love with you.

Before she can respond, he ducks back into the hall, closing
the door. Leaving Meryl with a BIG SMILE on her face...

INT. BAR -- NIGHT

Toschi sits with Graysmith, who pages through the info on
their suspect. About to run.down a CHECK LIST.

GRAYSMITH
All right, let's play our game.
Physical description.

TOSCHY -
Photos of Starr matches our composite
sketch of Zodiac.

GRAYSMITRH
Military bootprints.

" TOSCHI

Starr was a Navy man, dishonorably
discharged.

GRAYSMITH
Zodiac's marksmanship.

TOSCHI
Starr received very high shooting

marks in the service, he is also an
avid hunter.

GRAYSMITH
What about the ciphers?

TOSCHI
Code training in the Navy, plus his

brother has seen him with ciphers in
the past.

Graysmith stares at him. Toschi smiles.

TOSCHI {CONT'D)
Would you like to try for Double
Jeopardy, where the acores can really
add up?

GRAYSMITH
Connection to the Vallejo murders.



TOSCHI
Starr lives in Vallejo with his mother
in her basement.

GRAYSMITH
Connection to the Napa murder.

TOSCHI ~
(n the day of the Berryessa murder,
Starr's sister in law saw a bloody
knife in hig truck which he claimed
was used to kill chickens.

GRAYSMITH
Connection to the Riverside murder-—
TOSCHI
Starr wa= a student in Riverside in
1965.
GRAYSMITH

Connection to the bus bomb threat.

TOSCHI
Starr worked as s janitor at an
elementary school which would give
him knowledge of specific bus routes.
He was fired for malestation charges,

which would give him motive for the
threat .

GRARYSMITH
But the bomb diagram itself-

TOSCHI
Could have been taken from a book or
from Starr's Navy training in

explosives. Now ask the big question.

Graysmith leans forward.

GRAYSMITH
The name "Zodiac™?

TOSCHI
Starr mentioned it a year and a half
before it appeared in a letter.

Silence. Graysmith stares at him.

TOSCHI (CONT'D)
Now all we need is the evidence...

INT. CAPTRIN LEE'S QFFICE -~ NIGHT

Toschi and Armstrong pace nervously as Captain Lee looks
Over the information they've campiled.

86.
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. CAPTAIN LEE
At least three residences, where do
You want ta search?

TOSCHI
The trailer in Santa Rosa. If he
took any trophies, that's where they'd

ARMSTRONG
This is it, Cap.

CAPTAIN LEE
Row many suspects we got right now?
I mean hard suspects that we're
looking into?

Toschi and Armstrong exchange a look.

TOSCHI
Over a thousand.

CRPTATN LEE
So why this guy?

ARMSTRONG
It all fits-

CAPTAIN LEE

{surprisingly hard)
Ro, it deoesn’t. No connection to
the cabbie, no personal motive in
any of the killings, no eyewitnesses.
What you've got is a creepy guy with
‘same tenucus geographical connections
to the murder sitea and the hearsay
of an estranged brother and a pissed
off buddy, all of whom waited years
to come forward with details that
conveniently match everything that's
been printed in the newspapers.

Toschi and Ammstrong, shocked into silence. Lee, softening.

CAPTATN LEE (CONT'D)
Look, I want this to be the quy -
but what if it's not? You two get

tunnel vision on one suspect, you're
fucked.

ARMSTRONG
Oh, bullshit-

CAFTAIN LEE
Hot bullshit, Bill, vou'll start to
hope- And in our business, hope'll
destroy you.

(MORE)



CAPTAIN LEE (CONT'D}
Pin all your theories on one guy,
and he turns out to be innocent?
I've seen cops lose it. And the
case never gets solved.

_ ARMSTRONG
Why not?

CAPTAIN LEE
Because to them, there's no hope of
solving it.

EXT. STARR'S TRAILER PARK -- DAY

8e.

Toschi and Armstrong pull their car to a halt. Getting out.

This is jt. The partners walk in silence.
SUPERIMPOSE - June 4th, 1871

ARMSTRONG
I yellad at my wife last night. For
no reason. I was on the phone, she
wvanted something - I snapped at her.
No biggie, but... I can't remember
the last time I yelled at my wife.

They reach the door of the trailer.

TOSCHI
You gonna be okay?

: ARMSTRONG
He's the guy. '

Toschi nods. Armstrong turns and KHOCKS on the DOOR..
INT. GRAYSMITH'S HOME OFFICE -~ NIGHT

Graysmith, on the phone with Toschi. INTE