


SGRIPT REVIEW.

MASON

The meal will begin with an
apertivo tartare. Your feet. The
main course - the rest of you -
won't be served until seven hours
later, but during that time
you’ll be able teo enjoy the
effects of the consumed appetizer

with a full-bodied saline drip.

No reaction, that can be read at

least, from Lecter.

MASON

Much as I‘d love to, I won‘t be
joining you at the table since I
can’‘t move, but I will be watch-
ing a 3-camera video feed
here, and I'11 try to stay
awake.

(he smiles as much as

he’s able; then)
I guess you wish now you’'d
fed the rest of me to the

dogs? Hmmm?

LECTER
No, Mason. I much prefer you

the way you are.

MASON
(pause; then buoyantly)

So. Dinner at eight? Bon appetit.

Lecter is hoisted up in the barn, but before the
swine has its supper, Starling storms in to save
the day. She frees Lecter, taking a bullet in the
skirmish. The hogs go wild and break free from
their pen, ravishing Verger’s men. Lecter carries
Starling out of the barn, the brutish boars respect-
fully letting them pass. Verger watches them get
away, helpless to stop them. His nurse does us all
a favor and puts a bullet into his head.

What follows next is sure to be talked about;
readers of the book have debated its merits since
the day the book hit the shelves. In Zaillian’s
script, Starling wakes up woozy on morphine and
finds herself in Paul Krendler’s weekend cottage.
She calls 911 before leaving her bedroom and
finds Krendler duct-taped to a wheelchair, seated
at the dinning room table. At his side, Lecter pre-
pares a lavish meal with his portable grill. Starling
can do little more than watch as Hannibal the

Cannibal removes Krendler's skull cap and scoops
out pieces of his brain for the sauce pan. Krendler
gobbles down the tasty morsels in a serene stu-
por. Starling tries to bash in Lecter’s brains with a
candlestick holder, but he’s too quick. Lecter bids
his sweetheart adieu as police vehicles move along
the distant shore. The next time we see Starling,
she is working for Crawford’s security team. The
next time we see Lecter he is on a plane, offering
an adventurous little boy a bite from his carry-on
Tupperware. How enough time has passed for
Starling to be on a new job in another state, vet
not so much time that Lecter is just getting on a
plane with fresh brain meat, is the final paradox
in Zaillian's puzzle.

In the book, Starling eats Krendler’s brain and
fully gives in to Lecter's spell. In what amounts to a

supreme farewell gesture, Starling says goodbye to
her disappointing career by literally eating the brains
of the man who kept her from fulfillment with the
FBI and by doing so opens her heart to the love and
the high-society pleasures of the monster she cov-
ets. Lecter and Starling are spotted years later in
South America at the opera, satiated with life and
each other—and in concert more potent than ever.
Harris's choice is a departure, but it's perfectly set
up within the framework of his book. Starling’s char-
acter is not seduced into becoming “Hannibal’s love
slave™ as has been suggested. Hannibal, the book,
is merely a love story with a proper happy ending,

The ending aside, the most egregious omis-
sion was the key to why Hannibal is a cannibal.
Harris’s answer lies in a horrible childhood event
that set his psychopathy for life.

There was not much meat on the
runty deer and in two days, perhaps
three, in their long overcoats, their
breaths stinking and streaming, the
deserters came through the snow from
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the hunting lodge to unlock the barn

and choose again from among the

children huddled in the straw. None
had frozen, so they took a live one.

They felt Hannibal Lecter’s thigh and
his upper arm and chest, and instead of
him, they chose his sister, Mischa, and
led her away. To play, they said. No one
who was led away to play ever returned.

Hannibal held on to Mischa so
hard, held to Mischa with his wiry grip
until they slammed the heavy barn
door on him, stunning him and crack-
ing the bone in his upper arm.

They led her away through snow
still stained bloody from the deer.

He praved so hard that he would see
Mischa again, the prayer consumed
his six-year-old mind, but it did not
drown out the sound of the axe. His
prayer to see her again did not go
entirely unanswered—he did see a
few of Mischa’s milk teeth in the
reeking stool pit his captors used
between the lodge where they slept
and the barn where they kept the
captive children who were their sus-
tenance in 1944 after the Eastern
Front collapsed.

Since this partial answer to his
prayer, Hannibal Lecter had not been
bothered by any considerations of deity,
other than to recognize how his own
modest predations paled beside those
of God, who is in irony matchless, and
in wanton malice beyond measure.

Clarice has her lambs, Hannibal has his sister. To
his credit, Mamet made an effort to include Mischa,
but there is no mention in Zaillian's draft. Lecter
remains a riddle, his actions without foundation.

When the source succeeds, it’s important that
the story’s essence survive the adaptation. Here,
the screenwriters fail to capture the true spirit of
Hannibal. But Thomas Harris didn’t make it easy
for anyone, and to say his book works completely
is far from the truth. Harris wastes creative ener-
gy imposing his will and the work suffers from it.
Ours is a collaborative process; perhaps itisn't as
pure as writing novels, but when the piper takes
his pay, he'd better play. Acting like J.D. Salinger is
cowardly, and patently phony. It’s simply rude, and
we know how Hannibal Lecter treats the rude.



