
THE TIMER



INT. UNDER CONSTRUCTION OFFICE AREA - DAY

Miles of sheet rock, half-painted walls, dangling electrical
wire.

Sitting on the floor, ANDREA COLLINWOOD (20s) in a filthy
tracksuit, slumps against a building column to which she’s
chained. She appears to be unconscious.

Her greasy hair and smeared makeup suggest she hasn’t been
home for a while.

OFFSCREEN: FOOTSTEPS on steel stairs.

DOOR OPENS, SLAMS SHUT.

MARK (O.S.)
Hello? Hello?

MARK (30s) rattled young detective, creeps into view, gun
drawn.

He’s out of breath, sweating like crazy.

He spots Andrea and stows his gun, kneels by her.

MARK
Miss? Miss Collinwood?

He pats her face.

MARK
Miss Collinwood, can you hear me?

Andrea groggily comes to.

MARK
Are you hurt? Are you injured?

She looks at him, quickly comes up to speed. She SCREAMS.

MARK
It’s okay, it’s okay. My name is
Mark Radke, I’m a detective with
the L.A.P.D.

ANDREA
Just get me out of here! Get me the
fuck out of here.

MARK
Okay, okay, okay.

He frantically pulls at the chains.
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MARK
Wow, he welded this.

ANDREA
Well go get something to cut them
with. Christ, get on with it.

MARK
Alright alright alright. I’ll --

Mark shuts up when he spots the bomb.

It’s mounted on the other side of the column, out of
Andrea’s line of sight.

It’s a fully enclosed in a metal box - no obvious wires, no
switches. Also, it’s chained to the column.

There’s a timer display that reads 00:06:58 and continues to
count down.

ANDREA
Where are the others - aren’t there
more cops?

Mark answers in a trance, eyes fixed on the bomb.

MARK
Everyone’s across town. They’ve got
him cornered, holed up in -- he
said something, so we checked it
out. Where you might be. Here. And
now --

ANDREA
Don’t you have a partner? Don’t you
have -- you know, back up?

Mark crouches, wipes his brow.

MARK
Andy gave out on the thirtieth
floor. Ran out of gas. There’s a
bomb locked to you.

ANDREA
What?

MARK
It’s behind you. On the other side.

Andrea pulls and twists against the chains, trying to see.
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ANDREA
What? Are you fucking kidding me?
Are you sure? Oh Christ, why is
there a bomb? What the fuck?

Mark gets up, clicks on his radio and speaks into it,
stepping away from Andrea.

MARK
Central, this is Detective Radke.
I’ve found Andrea Collinwood, but
now I have an explosive device
situation at twelve ten Olympia
Avenue. She’s, uh - strapped to a
pillar on the forty-third floor.
Need backup, need the bomb squad.

He looks back at her worriedly, lowers his voice.

MARK
Need them now. Can’t wait. You have
anyone there who can talk me
through this? There’s a timer, says
we’ve got like five minutes and I
can’t get this woman out of here
the way he locked her up, she’s
welded to this -- so it’s critical
that I -- yeah, okay. Fine.

ANDREA
What’s going on?

Mark finishes up his conversation.

MARK
Yeah, like now, okay?

Mark clicks off the radio, turns to Andrea.

MARK
Getting some help, Andrea - getting
some experts to take care of this.

He looks around questioningly.

ANDREA
Great. Now get me out of here.

MARK
Right. I’m going to look for some
tools. See if we can --
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ANDREA
Great, you do that.

Mark scans the area. Nothing.

His radio blips, he grabs it.

MARK
Yeah? Yeah, hold on.

Mark goes over to the bomb. Then steps away, out of earshot
from Andrea.

MARK
Nope. Nope. Nothing. No wires. No
switches, just the timer -- well
what the fu --

He lowers his voice.

MARK
What the fuck am I supposed to do?

He listens to the reply, slowly lowers the radio. Clicks it
off. Looks off into space.

His gaze comes to rest on something off camera.

INT. OFFICE AREA - CONTINUOUS

Mark wields a fire ax, repeatedly slamming it into the
chains. The ax has no effect.

ANDREA
Stop it! Stop it!

Mark gives up, gasps for breath.

ANDREA
Why don’t you just wait for the
bomb squad? You’re gonna cut my
fucking arm off. Or make the
fucking thing blow up, you idiot.

Mark looks at the timer on the bomb. four minutes, twelve
seconds.

MARK
It’s safer if you’re not here when
they defuse it.
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ANDREA
Really, well that’s fucking
brilliant. I bet they’ve got tools,
I bet they’ve even got -- bolt
cutters, or whatever the fuck you
-don’t- have.

MARK
There’s no tools here. They’re
painting, that’s all. They wouldn’t
leave their tools lying around any
--

ANDREA
Oh fuck you, just shut the hell up
-- you can just go now. I’ll just
wait for the real guys to show up.
Christ what a waste of time. What a
fucking waste of time, I --

She pauses in her tirade. Frowns in thought.

ANDREA
What’s your name again?

MARK
Mark Radke. Detective Mark Radke.

ANDREA
Mark, is there a timer on this
bomb?

MARK
Wha ... ? Uh --

ANDREA
So there’s a timer. You didn’t tell
me there was a fucking timer. What
the fuck? What does it say?

Mark looks. 00:02:12 and counting down.

ANDREA
Well?

MARK
Twelve hours.

ANDREA
So there’s a timer and it says
twelve hours. Twelve hours and
what?
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MARK
Uh, twenty-five minutes. It’s
counting down by sec --

ANDREA
So what’s the hurry, Detective?

MARK
What the --

ANDREA
Are you lying to me?

MARK
No, of course not.

ANDREA
What do you mean of course not? You
hack away with that ax like I’ve
only got seconds to live, then you
tell me twelve hours? I’m not a
fucking moron, Mark. Are you lying
--

MARK
No, I’m not.

ANDREA
Then why don’t you go downstairs
and wait for the fucking bomb squad
and leave me the fuck alone?

Mark sags, turns away, goes to the stairwell door. Stops.

MARK
I’d rather stay here, Miss
Collinwood. It’s forty floors of
stairs. They can come up here.

ANDREA
Great. Fine. Whatever.
Unfucking-believable.

Mark turns to her, takes a conciliatory tone.

MARK
Are you okay?

ANDREA
Are you fucking kidding me?
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MARK
I mean, did he hurt you? Did he --

ANDREA
No. He was a perfect gentleman. The
whole time he had me tied up and
stuck in his closet.

Mark steps over to the bomb, out of Andrea’s sight.

MARK
Your dad came up with the money.
That’s the only reason you’re still
alive.

ANDREA
Great. So glad to find daddy really
cares.

Mark carefully pulls out his gun, staring at the timer:
00:01:48. Shakily aims his gun at the back of her head.

ANDREA
What the fuck are you doing back
there? What does the timer say?

Mark fumbles with his gun, stows it.

MARK
Uh, thirteen -- I mean twelve
hours, forty min -- I -- I mean --

ANDREA
Jesus Christ, you -are- lying to
me.

SIRENS can be heard, approaching from a distance.

ANDREA
What does it say, Mark? Tell me the
fucking truth.

Mark steps around to Andrea, sits down.

MARK
Andrea, it says one minute
forty-eight seconds.

Andrea goes wide-eyed, shakes with fear.

ANDREA
Are you fucking kidding me? Are you
fucking crazy? Why would you say

(MORE)



8.

ANDREA (cont’d)
that? Why would you say something
like that? You asshole. Godammit,
you son of a bitch. You -- you --

She can tell he’s not lying anymore.

ANDREA
Oh Jesus, oh god. Oh my god. Oh my
god. Oh my god.

The SIRENS crescendo outside the building, stop.

MARK
They’re here.

ANDREA
They’re too late, it’s too late.
I’m gonna die, I’m gonna die. Oh
shit, oh --

She looks at Mark with bewilderment.

ANDREA
Why the fuck are you here? What’s
your fucking problem?

Mark shakes his head.

MARK
I’ve never, I don’t know what to do
in this --

Mark awkwardly squeezes her shoulder, trying to be
comforting.

ANDREA
Get your fucking hands off me!

Mark pulls back.

MARK
Sorry, I was --

ANDREA
You want to die here? Are you nuts?

MARK
I don’t know what to do.

ANDREA
Well I don’t care what you do, you
can fucking die for all I care.

(MORE)
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ANDREA (cont’d)
Just -- just -- oh god I can’t
believe this is happening --

Mark backs away.

MARK
I’m sorry, I --

ANDREA
Go the fuck away. Fucking asshole.
Just leave.

Mark stands up.

The counter shows 00:00:58

MARK
I’m sorry.

Andrea starts to cry.

ANDREA
Jesus Christ, what the fuck -- what
-- what --

She weeps.

Mark takes a few steps towards her, reaches out his hand. He
touches her cheek. She glares at him, screams.

ANDREA
Go away, go!

Mark moves quickly to the Fire Exit, turns to her.

Andrea, now subdued, gives him a mournful look.

Mark disappears into the stairwell.

INT. STAIRWELL - CONTINUOUS

Mark descends briskly, then slows. He stops, checks his
watch.

The SECOND HAND ticks to the top of the dial.

The FIRE SPRINKLERS POP, begin raining down on him.

He grins up at the water.
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MARK
Sprinklers.

Starts to laugh.

MARK
Andrea, it’s okay! I was wrong,
it’s okay!

He runs up the stairs, enters the floor.

MARK (O.S.)
Andrea!

The door SLAMS shut behind him.

An EXPLOSION rocks the building.

Fragments of cinderwall flake off.

The lights flicker, go out.

FADE OUT.


