BOYNTON ( CONT' D)
"Trust?" What the--

Boynt on adj usts his reading glasses and turns the page.
He | ooks per pl exed.

BOYNTON ( CONT' D)

Wll, this is strange. It's not
the last will | saw.
(to Matt)

It says that the estate is to
remain in trust until your 35th
bi rt hday. ..

(reads)
"On the condition that Mtthew
Ti pton take my faithful
dog, Bella, into his hone and
keep her in good health and
happi ness until his 35th birthday,
Decenber 16th, 2004."

MATT
(bursts out)
What ?!  That's crazy!

Ephraimstifles a giggle.

BOYNTON
(conti nui ng)
"Shoul d Bella expire for any reason
before this date, or should M.
Ti pton refuse this charge, the
bequest shall go to..."

He | ooks up at Matt.

BOYNTON ( CONT' D)
"...The Humane Society."

INT. BOYNTON S PRI VATE OFFI CE -- LATER

Matt paces Boynton's office, in a sputtering rage.

MATT
She can't have been in her right
mnd. |'mgoing to contest.
BOYNTON

Matt, |'ve been Maggie's | awer

since before you were born. You
know as well as | do, she wasn't
crazy, she was just being Mggie.

He | aughs and waves a paper.

BOYNTON ( CONT' D)
She insisted on seeing a
psychiatrist just a nmonth or two
ago. Now | see why. She had him
wite an attestation as to her
soundness of m nd.

21.
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MATT
But why woul d she do this?! She
knows |I'mallergic to that...rat!

BOYNTON
Maybe she wanted Bella to be with
famly.

MATT

["mnot famly to-- My building
doesn't even all ow pets.

BOYNTON
Vell, you'll have to work that
out. It's only for six nonths.

Matt sits down and puts his head in his hands.

BOYNTON ( CONT' D)
Look, Matt, if you contest, you
m ght win, but it could take years,
and the court fees would seriously
reduce the value of the estate.
Wiy don't you just try it her
way? | mean, how hard can it be?

EXT. FIFTH AVENUE IN THE 50'S, NEW YORK CITY -- LATER

Matt trudges, yanking the little dog on a retractable

| eash. He totes an overfl ow ng shopping bag full of her
bed and toys. The |eash tangles an annoyed fenal e
pedestrian. As Matt unravels it from her ankles, she
steps on his hand with her spike heel. Quch.

Matt pulls Bella, who resists and slides along the
pavenent, growing. Directly in front of Tiffany's, Bella
squats and takes a dunp. Matt's nortified. A unifornmed
guard stands at Tiffany's door. Matt glances up at a nearby
street sign that shows a $250 fine for not cleaning up
after your dog. Matt smles at the guard, who stares at
him Mtt |ooks at the turd with disgust. No way is he
going to pick it up. The guard | ooks away to open the
door for a custoner. Matt backs away fromthe turd

nonchal antly, denying ownership. Then he bolts fromthe
scene of the crinme, drags Bella yel ping behind him

I NT. VETERI NARY OFFI CE WAI TI NG ROOM - - LATER

The waiting rooms sign reads: "Dr. Tierney's Waiting
Room Sit! Stay!" It teenms with pets and their quirky
New York owners. Matt sits anmong them m serably, Bella
at his feet. A big dog drools all over his knee. To his
right, a parrot picks at the shoul der of his jacket and
squawks "HELLO ". Its old |ady owner smles at Matt |ike
he's one of them A door opens. The vet, FRANCESCA
TIERNEY, 30's, black, neat, in a |ab coat, cones out.

FRANCESCA
Who' s next ?

The receptionist points at Matt. Francesca sm|es.
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FRANCESCA ( CONT' D)
Oh, Bella's new Dad! Cone on in,
M. Tipton. 1'm Francesca Tierney.

INT. VET'S OFFI CE -- MOMENTS LATER

Bella stands on a netal table. Francesca listens to Bella's
heart with a stethoscope. Smles, ruffles the dog' s head.

FRANCESCA
Hmm  Considering all her problens,
she seens to be doi ng ok.

MATT
(uneasy)
Probl ens?

FRANCESCA
That's her file.

She nmotions to a gigantic file on the table. It's taller
than the dog. Matt's eyes pop.

FRANCESCA ( CONT' D)
Now t hese. ..

From under the table she produces several boxes of pills.

FRANCESCA ( CONT' D)
...they're for her heart. And
t hese drops go in her eyes every
ot her day.

Qut cone a nore and nore bottles. Mtt begins to panic.
He sneezes.

FRANCESCA ( CONT' D)
Now she's borderline diabetic so
you' Il have to nake sure she eats
on tinme, every six hours, or she
coul d have a seizure. At her age
that could be fatal.

She heaves a 10 I b. bag of dog food onto the counter.

FRANCESCA ( CONT' D)
Only Science Diet Senior, no table
scraps |ike Maggi e gave her.

Bel | a whi nes.

FRANCESCA ( CONT' D)
Ch, and you'll have to give her
an insulin shot once a day.

She pulls out a vial and a syringe. WMatt |ooks faint.
To the growing pile of supplies she adds a baby toothbrush.
And sone enpty plastic jars with |ids.

MATT
Err, what are those for?
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FRANCESCA
Oh, urine sanples. Every two
weeks. Hers, not yours.

She | aughs. Matt stares at the jars in horror.
EXT. STREETS -- MOVENTS LATER

Matt stands on a corner with Bella and | oaded down with
the bags. He tries to hail a cab. The cabbies point at

t he dog and shake their heads as they speed by. Matt
runs up to one at a stoplight and negotiates with him
The cabby nods yes. He pops the trunk of his taxi, which
is full of bullet holes. Matt verifies a hole by putting
his finger through it. He puts the bags in the trunk,
then Bella too, closes it, and | eaps into the cab.

EXT. MATT'S APARTMENT BU LDI NG -- LATER

The cab pulls away, |eaving Matt and Bella a short distance
fromhis building. Comng the other way on the street is
Cynthia. Mtt scoops up Bella and hides her inside his
raincoat. He races into the building past the doornen,

schl epping the big bags. He runs for the elevator. He
gets in, relieved as the doors begin to close.

CYNTH A (V. Q)
Hold it, please!

She el bows her way into the elevator. She smles.

CYNTHI A ( CONT' D)
Matthew! | thought that was you.
| was sorry to hear about your
aunt. Have you given any nore
t hought to the penthouse?

Bel |l a whines. Matt covers it with a high pitched:

MATT
Hmmmmmd D Yes!!! Still very
i nterested!

CYNTHI A
You know, Matt, |'ve got somne

pul I, but the Board's going to be
very selective who gets the
apartnment. They m ght take nonths
to decide. Wuld you be able to
pay cash?

MATT
I could...in six nonths.

She | ooks at him Wth the raincoat wapped around him
and his nervous expression, he |ooks nore |like a flasher
t han sonmeone with a fewmllion to spare. He sneezes.

CYNTHI A
Are you cold? It's al nost 80
degr ees out si de.
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Bella gives a nmuffled woof. Matt coughs and hacks to
cover. He sees the Science Diet poking out of the bag.
Pretending to | ose his balance, he leans on it and squashes
it out of sight. He steps on a squeaky toy. He wheezes

w th the same sound.

CYNTHI A ( CONT' D)
God!'! Are you all right?!

Cynthia reaches out to steady him He recoils from her
and huddles in the corner of the elevator, |ooking insane.

MATT
NO!! | npean, |'mvery contagious.

The doors open. He grabs the bags, gets out and turns.
MATT ( CONT' D)
Beli eve ne, you do not want what
|'"ve got.
The doors close on a bew | dered Cynthi a.
I NT. MATT' S APARTMENT -- MOMENTS LATER

In his high-tech kitchen, Matt carefully nmeasures 100g of
Science Diet Senior and pours the dry pellets into a bow .

MATT
There. Dinner is served.

Bel |l a | ooks balefully at the bowl and back at him

MATT ( CONT' D)
Vll, go on. It's healthy.

Bel la | ays down and si ghs.

MATT ( CONT' D)
Yeah, well, sorry. Doctor's orders.

He sneezes.

On the counter is a head of |lettuce and sone veget abl es.
He opens the fridge and renoves some neat. Bella's ears
prick up. He |ooks at his watch.

MATT ( CONT' D)
You know, you have to eat that in
t he next half hour, so you'd better
dig in.

He throws a steak into a sizzling pan and starts choppi ng
mushroons and shallots. Bella sits up and whi nes.

MATT ( CONT' D)
Ch, no. Not at $16 a pound!

He pushes her toward her bow .



26.

MATT ( CONT' D)
Now, eat! Cone on!

She | ooks up at himdefiantly, |ike "Yeah, nake ne."
I NT. MATT'S KI TCHEN -- MOVENTS LATER

Matt stands at the stove holding the bow of dog food.
His plate of steak sits untouched on the counter.

MATT
| do not believe I'mdoing this.

He pours the dog pellets into the pan. They sizzle. He
turns his head away fromthe snmelly steam

MATT ( CONT' D)
Ugh!

He grinds a little pepper in it, shakes in a little salt,
adds a pat of butter. Hesitates.

MATT (CONT' D)
What the hell.
He pours in a slug of red wine. Also pours hinself a
gl ass. He shakes the pan and tosses the pellets |like a

professional chef. Bella watches with interest. He spoons
the creation into her bowl. It doesn't | ook half bad.

MATT (CONT' D)
Ther e. "Bone" appetit.

He puts it on the floor and watches Bella pad over to it,
sniffs...and starts eating. He toasts his acconplishnent.

MATT ( CONT' D)
Conpliments to the chef.

He drains his gl ass.

LATER

Matt, wearing rubber gloves, noves a pill toward Bella's
nmouth. The wine bottle is half enpty on the table beside
him He makes train noises |ike feeding a baby.

MATT ( CONT' D)
Her e cones the Choo-choo!

She turns her head away. He sneezes. Tries again.

MATT (CONT' D)
Choo- choo!

She snaps at hi m savagely.

MATT (CONT' D)
Ok, forget the goddamm choo-choo.
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He pounces, gets her in a headlock and tries to force her
nout h open. She grow s and cl enches her teeth. The pill
pops out of his hand. He tries to catch it, falls over.

Headl ock again. He holds her nose. Wen she opens her
nmouth to breathe, the drops the pill in and clanps her
nmout h shut. She grow s through clenched jaws.

MATT (CONT' D)
Now swallow it. Swall ow

A gulp is heard. He lets her go.

MATT (CONT' D)
Al right, then.

She coughs. Cickety-click. The pill sits on the table.
MATT (CONT' D)

I NT. MATT'S KI TCHEN -- LATER

Matt cuts a piece of Brie and, nolds it nessily around
the pill. Gossed out, he gives it to Bella. She eats it
i ke candy. Matt sighs. He's |earning.

I NT. MATT'S LIVING ROOM -- LATER

He finds her curled up on the couch on a pile of clean,
folded laundry. She's on his white MT sweatshirt.

MATT
Ugh! Get off of that!

He grabs her off and frantically brushes the sweatshirt.
I NT. MATT' S BATHROOM -- LATER

He spreads her tiny lips and brushes her teeth with the
baby toothbrush. He holds her over the sink.

MATT
Spit?

INT. MATT'S KI TCHEN FLOOR -- LATER

Matt, |ooking pale, sits behind Bella on the floor. He
prepares the syringe, and swal |l ows hard.

MATT
| can do this.

He pi nches her neck carefully, sticks in the needle,
squeezes his eyes shut as he pushes the plunger. He pulls
the syringe out. Opens his eyes...
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MATT ( CONT' D)
(weakl y)
There. Nothing to it.

...and passes out. Bella turns to |look at him
EXT. WASHI NGTON SQUARE PARK -- NI GHT

It's raining. The Park is enpty. Matt wal ks Bella, both
| ook m serable. A young man is loitering. He approaches.

DRUG DEALER
(whi spers)
Snmoke? Snoke?

Matt shakes his head, annoyed. Could today get any worse?

DRUG DEALER ( CONT' D)
G eat stuff, man. From Hawaii .
You | ook |ike you could use it.

MATT
| said, no. Leave ne al one.

DRUG DEALER
Ok, ok! Most people don't cone
here at night 'less they're
cust oners.

MATT
Believe ne, | wouldn't be out
here if | didn't have to be.

DRUG DEALER
You and ne bot h.

Looks at Bell a.

DRUG DEALER ( CONT' D)
Cut e dog.

MATT
want her?

INT. MATT'S KI TCHEN -- LATER, N GHT

Matt rinses out the enpty wine bottle. He's in his pajanss.
Bella sits in her basket, danp and wapped in a towel.

MATT
(to Bella)
You' ve got everything you need?
Water? Newspaper? A direct line
to Satan? Well, good night then.

He | eaves. She's alone. She whinpers.
I NT. MATT' S BEDROOM - - LATER

He conmes in and gets into bed, puts on his eye nmask, turns
off the light. Soft snoring is heard.
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