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I NT. LOFT APARTMENT - MANHATTAN - MORNI NG 1

STEVEN SCHW MVER, a drama critic, asleep on his bed. He
wears a sl eep nmask.

The bed is a mattress on a makeshift platform
Papers strewn on the fl oor.
An exerci se bike.

A desk with and ol d manual typewiter, reference works,
periodi cals, Styrofoam cups.

A cast-off sofa with pants, shirts, sweater, underwear and
socks tossed haphazardly on the cushions and arns.

A counter that sets apart the kitchen area. A portable TV set
on the counter. The remains of dinner for one.

A row of stacked cardboard boxes with mail spilling out on
the floor. Boxes are |abeled in crayon: HATE MAIL

A coffee table with a candle nub in a saucer and six gl eam ng
rounds of anmmunition scattered next to a LI ama Comanche . 357
Magnum wi t h a checkered wal nut stock -- overall |ength, nine
and a quarter inches.

A Port-O San toilet, about seven feet high, orange, scarred
and dented -- scavenged froma construction site.

A snapshot on the bedside table. It’s a blurry picture of
Steven holding a cat. Steven wears a peaked cap, and a shadow
falls across his face. Next to the picture is a clock radio,
whi ch comes on with a buzz as the clock shows nine AM

RADI O ANNOUNCER begi ns to speak --

LONE EAGLE (V. Q)
(softly)

Traffic flow ng snmoothly on the
Deegan right now but if you're

| ucky enough to have a ticket for
tonight’s game, be sure to | eave
early because it’s going to be
bunper to bunper.

Steven does not stir.
EXT. LOFT BUI LDI NG 2
Steven’s loft is in an old squat building on 47th Street near

Twel fth Avenue. The structure | ooks abandoned. G affiti
everywhere. Entranceway filled with debris.



LONE EAGLE (V. Q)
Anot her day of traffic. Traffic
everywhere | | ook. Cars stop and
nove and stop again. People sit at
t he wheel thinking their thoughts.

EXT. UNI TED NATI ONS PLAZA APTS - - MORNI NG 3

The shinmmering gl ass facade of the United Nations Pl aza
Apartments at 48th Street and First Avenue. A nman visible at
a wi ndow on one of the high floors, a cup of coffee in his
hand.

LONE EAGLE (V. Q.)
Day in, day out. Red light, green
light. Traffic on the major
arteries and traffic in the little
vei ns.

From his POV we see the traffic bel ow creeping along, nearly
at a standstill.

LONE EAGLE (V. Q)
Cars, vans, taxis, trucks, I|inos,
Mopeds, bikes and buses. Enmergency
vehi cl es scream ng and wail i ng.
Birth and death, wal k and don’t
wal K.

The man takes a sip of coffee.

LONE EAGLE (V. Q)
Traffic yesterday, today and
tonorrow. Bunper to bunper, soul to
soul. This is Lone Eagle over and
out .

EXT. 47TH STREET AND FI RST AVENUE - A LI TTLE LATER 4
The same man -- the playwight N cky Rogan with his hand in
the air, hailing a cab. He is forty-five, vigorous, wearing
wel | - made sporty cl ot hes.
In a corner of the screen --

OCTOBER 25, 1986
I NT. TAXI 5

Stalled in traffic.

NI CKY
| used to drive a taxi



DRI VER
Where you’' re going, mster?

Ni cky gl ances at the driver’s name plate

KAGANOVI CH
ANATCLI

NI CKY
| used to drive a taxi

DRI VER
| used to be head of neurosurgery.
Big hospital in USSR This

hospital, I'm not ki dding.
NI CKY

Very big.
DRI VER

| opened thousands of brains.

NI CKY
What did you find?

DRI VER
Bi g mess every tine.

NI CKY
I loved ny taxi. Went twelve hours
nonst op. Stopped only to pee. |
peed under the Manhattan bridge.
Peed many tines in parks and
pl aygr ounds.

EXT. STREET CORNER 6

47th Street and Third Avenue. A man is dancing with a life-
size cloth doll. H's tape player is on the sidewal k, playing
and instrunental version of “Beautiful Dreanmer” and there is
a cigar box for donations. A few people |ook on froma

di stance. The man wearing an old cutaway, w th runni ng shoes,
and the doll has long red tresses and wears a frilly gown.

Ni cky enmerges froma taxi at the corner and wal ks rapidly
past the danci ng man.

Ni cky crosses the courtyard to Buchanan Apartnents.
I NT. FOYER 7

JOANNA BOURNE reaching for the door. Joanna is fifty-ish
handsone, stylishly dressed.
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I NT. BUCHANAN APARTMENT - SECONDS LATER 8
Ni cky and Joanna enbracing with wordl ess abandon.

They are in the hallway clutching each other, stunbling. The
wal |l s on either side are hung with expensive art.

They grapple past the living room Fleeting | ook at the
pai ntings by Longo and Fischl, a poster by the CGuerilla
Grls.

The edge of the bedroom N cky is crawing into the room and
Joanna is hanging on to him being dragged. They are fully
dressed except for one of Joanna s shoes.

The bedroom A Lichtenstein, a Hockney, a silk-screen of
Joanna by Andy Warhol. A Jeff Koons piece. N cky and Joanna
roll on the floor until they are hal fway under the bed.

| NT. HALLWAY 9
Muf f |l ed sounds fromthe bedroom W track to:

The maid’s room The maid is snoking a cigarette and readi ng
New York magazi ne. The cover is partly obscured by her hand
but we can see a blurry bl ack-and-white photo of a man
hurrying along a street with a newspaper over his face,
shielding hinmself fromthe canera. Over the photo, three

wor ds vi sible: THE PHANTOM WHO -- A second line of type is
too small to be |egible.

I NT. BEDROOM -- LATER 10

Ni cky and Joanna are undressing after the fact, very slowy
and di stractedly. Joanna stands by a chair near the w ndow.
Nicky is on the other side of the bed and he alternates

bet ween standing and sitting as he takes off his clothes.

JOANNA
Last night. Alan Al bright called ne
a handsome woman. Second tine he's
done that. Son of a bitch.

NI CKY
| hear Al an’ s si ck.

JOANNA
Alan’s very sick. He has to go to
New Mexico and sit in a | ukewarm
sol uti on.

NI CKY
You know about Adel e.



J OANNA
VWhat about her?

NI CKY
She’ s dyi ng.

JOANNA
She di ed.

NI CKY

| talked to her two days ago.

J OANNA
Apparently it didn’'t help. You know
about Peter, of course.

NI CKY
Qur Peter?

JCOANNA
Pet er Rednond. They found out why
he can’t renenber his |ines.
There’s sonething living in his
brain. A parasite he picked up in
Borneo, doing the novie.

NI CKY
Can he get through it?

JOANNA
They’ re wat chi ng hi mcl osely.
There’s a special rehearsal set for
this afternoon. To bolster his
confidence. And that’s not all.

NI CKY
|’ ve got bigger problens, Joanna.
Per sonal probl ens.

JCOANNA
That’s not all, N cky. |I’ve been
backi ng your plays for fifteen
years. And |’ ve never been nore
depr essed.

NI CKY
About what ?

JCOANNA
Steven Schwi rmmer. The nost power ful
critic in America gets his first
crack at N cky Rogan.



NI CKY
(hiding his concern)
Look. Al I want is a haircut. I'm

not worried about this guy.

JQOANNA
Ever since he started review ng the
Broadway theater, nobody in this
busi ness has been worried about
anyt hing el se.

NI CKY
They can send their heartless
brilliant boy-critic. There’'s a

much bi gger thing going on than
toni ght’ s openi ng.

JOANNA
VWhat ?

NI CKY
The Red Sox

JOANNA

You nean the World Series? |
t hought the Red Sox were w nning.

NI CKY
Three ganmes to two. But if you know
their history, you realize there's
a tragedy in the making. |’ ve been
carrying this franchise on ny back
since I was six years old.

JOANNA
It can’t be all that personal

Joanna enters the wal k-in closet to finish undressing and get
a ni ghtdress.

NI CKY

If you have a team you’ ve foll owed
all your life, and they raise your
hopes and crush them and lift them
and crush them do you want ne to
tell you what it’s like? It’s |ike
feeling your chil dhood die over and
over.

JOANNA
I nean N cky, really, no.



Ni cky follows her into the closet, still in his shirt and
boxer shorts.

JOANNA
I"’mproud of this play. It’s so
di fferent from anything you’ ve
done.

NI CKY
This is how we’ ve managed to | ast.

JQOANNA
We're able to surprise each other

NI CKY
In and out of bed.

JOANNA
Because we’'re conpletely
m smat ched.

NI CKY
We don’t even |i ke each other, do
we?

Ni cky wal ks out of the closet, takes off his shirt, gets into
bed.

JOANNA
| used to tell nyself. Talent is
nore erotic when it’'s wasted. WI I
| see you tonight?

NI CKY
The Red Sox blow a chance to win
their first Wrld Series since
1918. You expect ne to m ss that
for an opening night?

Joanna energes fromthe closet in her nightdress and gets
i nto bed.

JCOANNA
It makes nme so nad. Steven
Schwi mrer ready to strike. The
exterm nati ng angel .

NI CKY
It’s all worked out. They' Il |ose
tonight. Then they' Il |ose

tonorrow. | see it with stunning
clarity.
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JQOANNA
It’s your best play, Nicky.

NI CKY
They’' || |1 ose because they' re ny
t eam

JOANNA

He will absolutely hate it.
I NT. STEVEN SCHW MMER S LOFT 11
Steven is just waking up. The radio plays soft nusic.

He reaches over and hits the off button, then activates the
cassette player. He struggles out of bed and Sufi nusic
begins to fill the room

He stands at the foot of the bed, a man in his md-twenties,
hol | ow-chested, slightly potbellied, wearing runpled pajama
bottons and a Mostly Mozart T-shirt.

He does not renove the sl eep mask.

The nusic has a sensuous, driving beat. Voices begin to
chant .

Steven holds his arns parallel to the floor. Slowy he begins
to turn, clockw se. The beat picks up and he whirls nore
qui ckly, his nouth com ng open

Now he begins to whirl about the room The chanting grows in
intensity. Although he is blindfolded, Steve deftly avoids
running into furniture and ot her objects.

Steven stops whirling at the precise nonent the music stops
playing. He is back at the foot of the bed, arns stretched

wi de.

I NT. TAXI 12

Creeping along. Nicky leaning toward the driver.

NI CKY
I wrapped ny sandwi ches in tinfoil.
| ate and drove. | had one of those

bi g checkered cabs.

DRI VER
You are goi ng where?

NI CKY
Cr osst own.
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DRI VER
Very bad today.

Driver’s nanmeplate --

CHOUDHURY
RAVASWAMY

NI CKY
I cleaned out the ashtrays
religiously.

DRI VER
| amsitting here five years in
traffic. It is one continuous
traffic since | arrive. Wiy nust it
be?

A taxi pulls up alongside. N cky notices the young wonman in
the rear seat. It is his daughter Laurel. He opens his

wi ndow.

NI CKY
Laurel, stay there.
(to his driver)
Keep the nmeter running. And try to
stay abreast.

Ni cky | eaves his taxi and gets into Laurel’s.
| NT. SECOND TAXI

Ni cky pushes in next to her. Laurel is eighteen,
overwei ght, with a pleasant and expressive face.
carrying books in a nylon haversack.

NI CKY
| never see you anynore. \Were are
you all day?

LAUREL
| go to college. I thought you
knew.

NI CKY

Do you want to get sone coffee?

LAUREL
| don’t drink coffee, Daddy. And
this is not what we shoul d be
tal ki ng about.

slightly
She is

13



NI CKY
What do you want to tal k about?
"1l tal k about anything. Wat’s
this?

Nicky lifts a small radio and headset out of her

LAUREL
I” m seeing your play tonight,
remenber ?

NI CKY
Wiy do you need a radio?

LAUREL
So at the intermssion | can listen
to the ball ganme. Do you know t hat
not her is seeing a prom nent
di vorce | awer?

NI CKY

That’s conpletely crazy.
LAUREL

Isit?
NI CKY

Don't talk |like that. How
prom nent? What are you inplying?

LAUREL
She’s doing |ike those Iranians. ‘I
di vorce thee. | divorce thee. |

di vorce t hee’

NI CKY
(i ndicating driver)
And he hears it the sanme tine |
hear it? What happened to famly
secrets?

Driver’s naneplate ---

TABATTABI
ABULHASSAN

LAUREL
Mot her is totally, you know, upset.

NI CKY
Abul hassas, we’ || be getting out
her e.

bag.

10.
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15

16

11.

Ni cky pays the driver.
EXT. THE STREET 14

Ni cky stands al ongside the first taxi and pays his origina
driver. Laurel reluctantly exits the second taxi.

| NT. CCOFFEE SHOP 15
47th Street between First and Second Avenue.

Ni cky and Laurel enter the coffee shop they are greeted by
the owner, a hefty G eek nanmed CGEORGE

GECRGE
Ni cky, you don’t cone in for a
whil e. Everything s okay?

NI CKY
Hel | o George. You're so healthy and
t hi ck-bodi ed I want to punch you in
the chest. This is ny daughter
Laurel . Just to hear the sound it
makes.

GEORCE
| saw your picture in the paper.
Two papers.

NI CKY
That neans they' re getting ready to
kill ne.

GEORGE
That’ s not what | hear. | have

four, five actors working here.
‘H s best play since “Yessiree Bob”
I"mtelling you, they say it.

LAUREL
He doesn’t want to hear it.

He | eads them toward a boot h.
| NT. COFFEE SHOP - LATER 16

Ni cky is launched into a full breakfast. Laurel has a tea bag
in acup -- no water

NI CKY
If lawers for the nob are called
controversial, why are divorce
| awyers cal |l ed prom nent?



12.

LAUREL
Because they get outstanding
settlements. And Mother is
determ ned that this time there’'s
no turni ng back.

NI CKY
| just had breakfast with her. She
didn't say a word about this.

A young waiter recogni zes N cky and unobtrusively points him
out to another waiter.

LAUREL
Because you refuse to believe she’s
serious. You ve always refused.

NI CKY
Don’t be so steely-eyed. It’s that
course you're taking in
crim nol ogy.

LAUREL
Oh pl ease. Not now.
(beat)
She wants you to stop seeing Wat’s-
Her - Nane. Finally. Now and forever.
Do you think that’'s too nmuch to
ask? For a wife of nineteen years.

NI CKY
You' re too young to be studying
crimnal behavior. It’s making you
obsessi ve.

LAUREL
She is kicking you out.

NI CKY
Your nother and | have sonet hi ng
between us that’s too strong to
damage pernmanently. Believe ne, |
know this. That’s right, nineteen
years. And what about the days and
m nut es? Sharing small nonents,
sharing nenories, raising a
beautiful child. We're wedded in
t he deepest and strongest ways.
Lillian isn’t only ny wife. She’'s
nmy best friend.

Ni cky shrugs.
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13.

LAUREL
Bul | shit, Daddy.

I NT. COFFEE SHOP - NEAR THE CASH REQ STER - LATER 17

Ni cky and Laurel stand on a short line at the cash register,
each hol di ng a check.

LAUREL
Mot her won't tell me how | ong
you’ ve been seeing this person.
She’s enbarrassed to tell ne. So
why don’t you tell ne?

NI CKY
Don’t call her Mdther all the tine.
It makes her sound tragic and
unforgi ving. What happened to Monf®

LAUREL
| didn’t turn her into Mother. You
di d.

NI CKY
This person and | are a thing of
the total past. | prom se you

Ni cky takes Laurel’s check away from her, intending to pay
hi nsel f.

Laurel snatches it back.

LAUREL
Know what Mbther said to ne?
Daddy’ s denons are so intense he
doesn’t even know he’s |ying.

EXT. THE STREET 18

Bank towers. The Bank of India, Banco di Napoli, Bear
Stearns, the Bank of New York, The Chenical Bank,

Manuf acturers Hanover. A sense of real institutions |oom ng
over the busy street. The bank names engraved on bronze

mar kers, carved in granite, incised on glass.

Street level. A glinpse of the bronze statue called “Taxi on

Park Avenue” -- a man with and attache case and rai ncoat,
hailing a cab. The real people hailing cabs, well-dressed nen
and wonmen striding along with briefcases -- purposeful,

successf ul
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14.

I NT. TAXI 19
Ni cky rides again.

NI CKY
It’s life, it's taxis. People
trying to make contacts, nake
deal s, neet their |overs. Taxis are
sexy. You can’t have Manhattan
wi thout taxis. | was proud of ny
taxi. | kept ny taxi clean.

Ni cky shifts his gaze. He sees Elliot Litvak slinking across
the street, looking faintly unclean and shows a trace of a
smle. He watches Elliot enter the | obby of the Chem cal
Bank.

I NT. BANK 20
Elliot is at a cash machi ne, making an el aborate transacti on.
Ni cky appears, approaching the adjacent machine. Elliot sees
hi m

ELLI OT
Ni cky. | was thinking about you. I
went to the preview | ast night.

NI CKY
| don’t want to hear about it.

Ni cky attends to his own transaction.

ELLI OT
(whi spering)
A lovely piece of theater. Snmall
but i nportant.

NI CKY
Shut up, Elliot.

ELLI OT
Quietly effective.

Ni cky takes his cash and begins to nove away.

We don’t appreciate what they’ ve
built for us. W’re artists who are
too dunb to see that this is the
peak nonment of Western cul ture.

NI CKY
You' re an artist. |'ma craftsman.
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15.

ELLI OT
Press a button and they give us
noney.

NI CKY

Ride with me. W need a haircut.
I NT. TAXI 21
Stal | ed between Park and Madi son. The driver has opened the

door and is standing just outside the cab, trying to
determ ne the cause of del ay.

ELLI OT
(whi speri ng)

How is Lillian? | haven't seen her.
NI CKY

She wants a divorce.

ELLI OT
Don't talk like that.

NI CKY
It’'s over, finished and done w th.

ELLI OT
That sounds so final. But are we
really surprised?

NI CKY
I’mconpletely stunned. | don’t
want this to happen.

ELLI OT
But didn’t we know it woul d happen?

NI CKY
Don't needle ne, Elliot. Tell ne
how bad you feel. W’ re suppose to
feel bad together. This is what
friends do.

ELLI OT
(whi spering)
Joanna Bourne. So rich and crisp.
This wonman | ets you touch her body?
You put your hands on her personal
parts?

Nicky hits Elliot -- a token blowto the arm Elliot thinks
about it, then hits back.
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16.

They swat each other, half kiddingly, each of them | eaning
away fromthe other to prevent being hit in the face.

EXT. THE STREET 22

A whitish brown mst is building the west. There is a sense
of scurrying people.

I NT. TAXI 23
The driver re-enters.

DRI VER
We nust abandon.

NI CKY
What do you nean, we nust abandon?

DRI VER
Rupt ured st eam pi pe.

ELLI OT
Rupt ured st eam pi pe.

DRI VER
Asbestos lining. Do not inhale.

NI CKY
We nust abandon.

DRI VER
Cont am nat ed substance. Very
dangerous. Shooting nud.

NI CKY
Do not i nhal e.

ELLI OT
We nust abandon.

DRI VER
Rupt ured st eam pi pe.

NI CKY
Very danger ous.

ELLI OT
Asbest os | i ning.

NI CKY
We nust abandon.

ELLI OT
Do not i nhal e.
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17.

Driver’s nane plate --

BODENHEI M
YEHOSHAFAT

Ni cky pays him
EXT. THE STREET 24

The driver flees eastward. N cky and Elliot run across

Madi son Avenue. A snowstorm of asbestos is shooting out of a
man hol e cover west of Fifth Avenue, reducing visibility to
near zero. Cars and people are white shadows.

The two men, with collars raised and hands over heads hurry
into a restaurant on 47th Street between Mdi son and Fifth.

I NT. RESTAURANT - LATER 25

A small narrow room Handsonme wall paintings -- a Tuscan hil
town. Very sl ow day.

Nicky and Elliot sitting with a carafe of wine, a bottle of
m neral water and some bread sticks. G ancing at nenus
intermttently.

NI CKY
I"’mtrying to think. Wen did you
start | ooking so terrible? You | ook
awf ul .

ELLI OT
I can tell you the year, the day,
the night, the m nute.

NI CKY
You used to love life. You don't
exude this any nore.

ELLI OT
VWhat do | exude?

NI CKY
Suffering. You exude a person who
sits in a small dark apartnent
eating soft white bread.

ELLI OT
Toni ght you find out what it neans
to suffer.

NI CKY

Toni ght. What's tonight?



ELLI OT
Shit. They don’t have any carrot
soup.

NI CKY

You nean because What' s- H s- Nane.
ELLI OT

You will suffer because he is in

the theater. And you will suffer a
t housandf ol d when hi s revi ew
appears.

NI CKY
It’s just a review

ELLI OT
It is just a review. Do not inhale.
Very danger ous.

NI CKY
What’'s the fuss? | don't get it.

ELLI OT
That’s what | said eighteen nonths
ago.

NI CKY
What happened ei ght een nont hs ago?

ELLI OT
Bef ore his Broadway days. He
reviewed the one-act | did at the
Fulton Fish Market. We did this
play at four AM outdoors in the
rain. One performance. For the fish
handl ers.

NI CKY
And he was there?
ELLI OT
Steven Schwi nmmer. | nenorized every
word of this review
NI CKY
That's awful .
ELLI OT

| recite it to nyself with
masochi stic relish

18.



NI CKY
A year and a half later? You're
still brooding?

A patron approaches the table and stares at
fixed grin of crazed recognition.

MAN
Yessi rree Bob! Yessisree Bob!

19.

Nicky with a

Ni cky’ s jaw becones set and he pours hinself a glass of w ne
as the man backs off.

ELLI OT
You don’t know about obscure
witers, N cky. How we have our
anger to nurture and |ove. CQur
mur der ous fantasies for any anount
of fame, noney , power and sex.

The waitress cones by. She is Paisley Porter, attractive,

her

m d-twenti es.

PAI SLEY
Quys ready to order?
ELLI OT
Pai sley Porter. | didn’t know you
were waiting tables.
PAI SLEY
Elliot?
ELLI OT
(to N cky)

This is a great young out-of -work
actress.

PAl SLEY
Elliot Litvak. Have you been ill?
And M. Rogan. How ni ce.

NI CKY
What’ s good?

PAI SLEY
We have a very nice pasta today.
Al'l a Put anesca.

ELLI OT
Say it again.

in



26

27

28

20.

PAI SLEY
Al'l a puttanesca.

ELLI OT
(to N cky)
Isn’t she great? What did | tel
you? A talent.

I NT. RESTAURANT - LATER - SAME TABLE 26

The food has arrived. N cky is eating conpulsively -- in
contrast to Elliot, who sips his mneral water, dabs his
nmouth wi th a napkin, |ooks around the restaurant between
bites. Wien Nicky is finished with his food, he begins

pi cking anong the itens on Elliot’s plate. Elliot uses his
fork to deflect Nicky’'s fork and the two nen have a bri ef
duel with utensils, fencing silently but intently, using
kni ves and spoons to vary action.

EXT. STREET 27
The asbestos mist still clings. Men in protective suits and
masks nove slowy, |ike noon wal kers. Halted traffic,

abandoned cars. Mud covering the sidewal ks and shop w ndows.
A gauzy stillness, dreamike.

I NT. STEVEN SCHW MMVER' S LOFT 28

Stillness. A slow whirling 360-degree shot. The kitchen area
is enpty. The door of the portable toilet is open and no one
is inside. The makeshift wardrobe is enpty except for four or
five hangers with shirts and jackets. There is no one at the
desk or exercise bike.

A sound, faint but persistent, like an intake of air.

The bathroom The toilet bow has been ripped out and taken
away, leaving a hole in the floor. Brownish water drips from
the tap into the wash basin, which is indelibly stained. The
drip makes a two-part sound and it matches the rhythm of the
intake of air. One-two. Pause. One-two. The bat htub has been
sprayed by a graffiti artist. Miulti-colored swirls and

ar abesques.

Steven is sitting on a mat in the tub, arns in the air and
folded so that his fists are close to his ears. He is in

| otus position, breathing in serious neditation -- a deep

i ntake of breath followed by a softer expul sion, matching the
beat of the dripping faucet.

He is still wearing the sleep nmask.
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I NT. RESTAURANT - MAI N ROOM - LATER 29

The kitchen staff is eating at a group of tables pushed
together. N cky' s table has been absorbed by this cluster and
he sits reading the sports section in a tabloid and having an
espresso with his cigar.

Elliot, Paisley and actor-waiter stand at the small bar in
conver sation

Next to Nicky, two kitchen workers tal k about the ball gane.

FI RST MAN
I got a good feeling about tonight

SECOND VAN
We got Q eda going. He pitched
beautiful last time out.

FI RST MAN
Plus Darryl’s due for a big gane.
NI CKY
| hate the Mets.
SECOND VAN
How cone?
NI CKY

When the Mets |ose, they just |ose.
It’s a flat feeling. But the Red
Sox -- here we have a rich history
of interesting ways to | ose a
cruci al gane. Defeats that keep you
awake, that pound in your head |ike
t he hammer of fate.

Pai sl ey wal ks across the roomtoward the kitchen. N cky
pauses to watch her, then resunes speaking.

NI CKY
You can anal yze a Red Sox def eat
day and night for a nonth and still
uncover |ayers of conplex feelings -
- feelings you didn't know you were
capabl e of. The pain has a nmenory
all of it’s own.

EXT. SHEA STAD UM 30

The parking lot is enpty. The stands are enpty. A few nenbers
of the crew nove the batting cage into place for batting
practice.
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22.

I NT. SHEA STADI UM - LOCKER ROOM 31

The enpty visitor’s | ocker room Unifornms hang on the doors
of the lockers in preparation for tonight's gane. W see the
nanmes Henderson, Stanley, Buckner.

INT. THE MEN S ROOM - A LITTLE LATER 32

Cranped quarters. Intensely claustrophobic. Elliot at the
urinal. N cky at the hand-dryer. An actor-waiter standing
bet ween them at the sink.

ELLI OT
(quoting Steven Schw nmer)
‘“One thing saves Elliot Litvak's
work from conplete nediocrity, and
this is his lack of anbition.’

WAl TER

It gets funnier.
- ELLIOT

(zi pping up)

It gets funnier. See, N cky? They
chart the laughs. This froma
critic who lives like a fallen
nonk. Whose address is a carefully
guarded secret.

WAl TER
A critic who has to disguise
hi nsel f.

NI CKY

What do you nmean?

WAl TER
To go to the theater. Wears | don’t
know what. Make-up, padding.

NI CKY
Wy ?

WAI TER
Because he is so deeply hated by so
many people in the business.

ELLI OT
He has to di sguise hinmself, N cky.

WAl TER
For his own safety and peace of
m nd.
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The wai ter squeezes past and | eaves.

ELLI OT
Do you want nme to tell you what it
was |ike, reading that review at
the newstand with trucks runbling
past and street vendors facing

Mecca?
NI CKY
VWhat was it |ike?
ELLI OT
| said, ‘I"'mdead’. He killed ne.
| NT. RESTAURANT - LATER 33

El liot standing near the front window, in a shaft of
sunlight, exam ning a white after-dinner candy. He puts it in
his pocket for |later.

Pai sl ey eating lunch at the end of the |Iong table, |ooking up
to see Nicky approach with |liqueur and a glass on wi ne. He
sits opposite her, placing the wineglass in front of her.

NI CKY
You’' ve worked with Elliot?

PAI SLEY
I was in the fish-market play. What
happened to hinf

NI CKY
There was a revi ew.

PAI SLEY
I think | renenber.

NI CKY
So does Elliot.

PAI SLEY
Not one of Steven’'s finer nonents.

NI CKY
Oh. You know him

PAI SLEY
Alittle.

NI CKY

And he has finer nonents now and
t hen.
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Elliot watches Nicky enbrace G orgio.
tabl oid he'd been reading -- the “Daily News”.
Ni cky stand at the door and watch the whitish m st that
continues to |inger.

PAI SLEY
He has -- something. A funny little
quality I find --

NI CKY
Endeari ng.

PAI SLEY
Engagi ng.

NI CKY
Elliot wants to kill himwith a
rail road spike.

PAI SLEY
Alittle drastic maybe?

NI CKY
Say it again.

PAI SLEY
What ?

NI CKY

You know what .

PAI SLEY
Al'l a puttanesca.

NI CKY
One nore tine.

I NT. THE ENTRANCE WAY - A LITTLE LATER

ELLI OT
Is it safe?
NI CKY
Do we care?
ELLI OT
I think we ought to wait.
NI CKY
| say we go.
ELLI OT

You say we go?

Ni cky carries the
Elliot and

24.

34



35

36

25.

NI CKY
Do not i nhale.

ELLI OT
" m not ready.

NI CKY
Here we go.

They pull up their collars and run outside.
EXT. STREET - DAY 35

The street is deserted. Nicky holds the newspaper over his
face for protection. Each man has an armin the air, trying
to hail a taxi. They are standing near a trash receptacle
that carries an advertisenent for “New York Magazine”. It is
a reproduction of the cover that we’'d glinpsed earlier in
Joanna’ s apartnment when her nmaid was readi ng the nagazine. A
furtive man shielding his face with the newspaper -- and a
headl i ne about a Phantom Nicky and Elliot do not see the
recept acl e.

A bus conmes down the street with a |large horizontal ad
covering its right side. It is the sane ad -- five of them
actually, five “New York Magazi ne” covers side by side.
Elliot is trying to hail a cab and doesn’'t notice the ad. As
t he bus bears down, Nicky steps out of the way, renoving the
newspaper fromhis face and getting a clear | ook at the five

photos on the side of the bus -- a man concealing his face
wi th a newspaper.

Ni cky reads the text under the |ogo of “New York Magazi ne”.
THE PHANTOM WHO HAUNTS BROADWAY
Learning to hate Steven Schw mrer

Ni cky stares after the bus. Another bus cones al ong, carrying
t he sane ad.

Ni cky wat ches darKkly.
EXT. STREET - LATER 36
This is the dianond district. Store signs reading:

Antique Jewel ry W Buy Di anonds Gol d Enporium
Whol esal e Jewel ry Al'l Brand- Nane WAt ches Reduced
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I NT. THE TAXI - N CKY AND ELLI OT 37

Ni cky is reading the newspaper. The driver is speaking
Chinese into his two-way radi o. Squawky replies fromthe
di spatcher in machi ne gun Chinese.

ELLI OT
The man has taken over ny m nd.
He’'s not only out there. He's in ny
head and | can’t get rid of him |
can't wite a word w thout
i magi ning his response. I'm
paral yzed as an arti st.

NI CKY
I don’t have the probl ens that
artists have.

ELLI OT
You’ ve been saying that for years.

NI CKY
VWhat ?

ELLI OT
(rmocki ngl y)
“I1"mjust a professional. A dues-
pl ayi ng nenber of a guild.’ Because
you're afraid, Nicky. That’'s the
dar kest part of you. You don’t
t hi nk you’ re good enough.

Ni cky | owers the newspaper.
Driver’s namepl at e:
WU LI
EXT. THE STREET 38

About a dozen peopl e gathered together including several

di anond nerchants in their beards, black suits and fur hats.
They are watching the man in the cutaway dancing with his
cloth doll. Someone places a donation in the cigar box. From
the tape player: “Dancing in the Dark.”

El liot ends up near the Gotham Book Mart, on the north side
of the street. N cky | ooks right past himinto the bookstore
wi ndow. He sees sonething that interests him

ELLI OT
Where are you goi ng?
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NI CKY
Don't wait for ne.

ELLI OT
VWhat about the haircut?

I NT. GOTHAM BOOK MART 39

Ni cky wal ks along the main aisle, |ooking at a woman st andi ng
in the poetry nook.

Only a few people in the shop

He enters the back roomand gets a glinpse of a wonman wal ki ng
t hrough the opposite doorway back into the main room

He squeezes past a browser and | ooks through the doorway.
Soneone is just |eaving the shop.

He wal ks to the rear of the store, where the office is
| ocated. The door is open, the roomis enpty.

He re-enters the main roomand sees a wonan seated on the top
step of the stairway that |eads to the basenent stacks. Her
back is to Nicky and she is reading a book. He approaches
slowy and then squats by the doorway to get a closer | ook at
her.

She turns. It is Paisley Porter.

I NT. GOTHAM BOOK MART - A MOMENT LATER 40

Ni cky and Paisley in a corner of the back room

NI CKY
You keep slipping away. How do you
do that?

PAI SLEY

I was one of those silent,
listening children. Qued to the
shadows.

NI CKY
I was all noise. Played the radio
| oud. Battled constantly with ny
brother and sister. Here | am
wor | d.

PAI SLEY
| hear good things about the new

pl ay.
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NI CKY
So do |I. Over and over.

PAI SLEY
Peter Rednond is an actor | admre
enor mousl y.

NI CKY
Wul d you like to nmeet hinf

PAI SLEY
He doesn’t want to neet sone out - of -
wor k i ngenue.

NI CKY
I"’mtrying to prolong our
afternoon. In case you haven't

not i ced.
PAI SLEY

The fact is, | have to get going.
NI CKY

Is it true?

PAI SLEY
Is what true?

NI CKY
He wears a di sgui se.

PAl SLEY
St even goes to extremes to protect
his privacy. No friends. No phone.

NI CKY
But you're his friend.

PAI SLEY
Sort of. Sonmetinmes. You re not
bui I di ng an obsessi on about Steven,
are you? Look. | understand openi ng-
night jitters, but you ve got one
of the great actors in Anerican
t heater starring in your play.

EXT. THE BARRYMORE THEATER

47th Street between Broadway and Ei ghth Avenue.

41
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29.

I NT. THE BARRYMORE THEATER - STACGE ENTRANCE 42
Ni cky has been cornered just inside the entrance by the stage
manager, a small, fierce wonan naned RENEE SI MON.

RENEE

| can’t take this anynore. He
forgets sinple lines. He forgets
where to stand. We tell him and
tell himand tell him | know he’s
a sweet man. | love Peter. It’s not
his fault. But 1’ve never worked in
a show where the | eading man has
parasites in his brain.

I NT. THE BARRYMORE THEATER - THE ORCHESTRA 43

Ni cky sits down in the orchestra, |ooking darkly into space,
broodi ng. He surveys the set, a working class kitchen, behind
it a backdrop of dark streets and | oom ng tennanents. A
portly well-dressed man appears, noving along the row toward
Ni cky. This is SIDNEY FABRI KANT, the producer.

NI CKY
Maybe we ought to postpone the
openi ng.

S| DNEY

Joanna | oves this play. She has
sunk tons of noney. She is
conpletely comm tted.

NI CKY
| appreciate that, Sidney. But our
| eadi ng man can’t renenber his
lines. And his understudy can’t
carry the play.

Ni cky | ooks out at the rehearsal in progress on stage. The
director, JACK HASKINS and the actor PETER REDMOND
(50) confer, nove about gesturing and bl ocki ng.

S| DNEY
| had lunch with Joanna. She said
she told you about Peter. You
weren’'t concerned, she said.

NI CKY
That was this norning.
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S| DNEY
So what happened since? You' re
worried about this kid who wites
t hese revi ews?

Ni cky | ooks across the theatre. Paisley Porter sits al one,
tenth row center, watching rehearsal with rapt attention

NI CKY
I”’mnot worried about this kid.
S| DNEY
Vell | am Wrried sick. Everybody

guotes Steven Schwi mmer. He’s here
to announce the death of
civilization. He kills a play every
time he farts.

NI CKY
Post pone. W have every right.

S| DNEY
Too late. Al the elenents are in
pl ace. Del ay the opening and we
| ose the theater.

NI CKY
I”ve had three straight washouts,
Si dney.

S| DNEY

(deliciously)
You' re dangling fromthe |ast
letter of your |ast nane.

I NT. THE BARRYMORE THEATER - THE STACE - N CKY AND PETER 44
REDMOND - A LI TTLE LATER

The actor sitting on the sofa. N cky on one knee, |eaning
towards himin inti mate conversation

NI CKY

Si dney renains optimstic.
PETER

Si dney.
NI CKY

Si dney Fabri kant. Qur producer.

PETER
I was educated by nuns.
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NI CKY
Yes.
PETER
| have excellent |ong-term nmenory.
NI CKY
Yes.
PETER
| kissed Shirley Felder on the
t eet h.
NI CKY
Yes, Peter.
PETER

But ny parasite is consum ng al
t he new nmenories. Eating ny lines.

NI CKY
You have to see the words. Try to
build a nental picture of the
script. Inmagine your |ines high-
lighted with a felt tip pen.

PETER
VWhat col or?

NI CKY
What was your favorite col or
crayon, growi ng up?

PETER
Bur nt si enna.

NI CKY
M ne was cobal t bl ue.

PETER
This is your history, isnt it?
Ni cky? Al around us. And ny
parasite is consunming it.

NI CKY
Yes.

PETER
| kissed her while she was
| aughi ng.

NI CKY

Yes.
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PETER
| can see her face so clearly. Dear
God. My heart was flying out of ny
chest with | ove.

45 I NT. THE BARRYMORE THEATER - THE W NGS 45

Jack Haski ns and Renee Sinon

RENEE
| hear he got the parasite in
Bur ma.

JACK

| heard Bor neo.

RENEE
Wiy do we blane the Third World for
our parasites? Maybe he got it in
Denver or M nneapolis.

JACK
Maybe he got it in Borneo.
46 I NT. THE BARRYMORE THEATER - THE STACGE 46
Ni cky and Peter still conferring. Jack and Renee approach.
PETER

| feel shaky about one line in
particular. If | can get past this
line. I think I can handle the |ast
| ong speech.

RENEE
VWhich line, Peter?

PETER
The Son says to the Father, This
could be it.

NI CKY
And the Father replies?

PETER
That’s the line | can't ever, for
the life of me renenber. | just

can’t get it.

JACK
It’s the sane |ine. The Father
sinply repeats what the Son says to
hi m
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RENEE
This could be it.

NI CKY
This could be it.

PETER
I know it sounds easy. But
somet hi ng happens between the tine
| hear the Iine and the tinme |’'m
suppose to repeat it.

JACK
This could be it.

PETER
(1 ong pause)
This could be it.

JACK
Let’s work on it.

PETER
(1 ong pause)
Let’s work on it.
47 I NT. THE BARRYMORE THEATER - AISLE - A LITTLE LATER 47

Ni cky and Paisley Porter make their way out of the theatre.

PAI SLEY

Do you think he can do it?
NI CKY

I don’t know.
PAI SLEY

He's a very sweet man.
NI CKY

Where are you goi ng now?
PAI SLEY

Hone.
NI CKY

Soneone waiting for you?

PAl SLEY
No one’s waiting.



NI CKY
There’s a certain kind of wounded
young man who uses his oddness to
get laid. Is that our Steven?

PAI SLEY
If I"’msleeping with him and I
haven’'t said | am then so what?

NI CKY

(quietly)
So everything. That's so what. So |
begin to hate him So I want to do
hi m grave harm

PAI SLEY
But you don’t even know me. How can
you care what | do with whon?

NI CKY
| know you both. Enough. How nuch
know edge does it take before a man
does sonet hing crazy.

PAI SLEY
Do you want to tal k about doing
crazy things.

NI CKY
Yes.

PAI SLEY
Never m nd.

48 I NT. LOBBY - CONTI NUCUS

They enter |obby daylight, squint alittle.

NI CKY
What ? Conme on, Pai sl ey.

PAI SLEY
Qur Steven not only disguises
hi nsel f.

NI CKY
Yes.

PAI SLEY
He goes to the theater arned.

34.

MUTED BACKGROUND VO CES ON THE LOBBY PA: Jack Haskins and

Pet er

Rednond.

48
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JACK (V.0Q)
This could be it.

PETER (V. Q.)
This could be it.

They | ook up at the speaker.
PAI SLEY
He feels he has to defend hinself
i f necessary.
NI CKY
" mactual ly beginning to enjoy
this.
EXT. BARRYMORE THEATRE - DAY 49
Wde of the theater. N cky says goodbye to Pai sl ey.
Reverse angle, Elliot watches them from across the street.

Ni cky goes back inside the theatre. Paisley wal ks west on
47th street.

Elliot waits for a nmonent, then foll ows her.

I NT. STEVEN SCHW MMER S LOFT 50
The Port-O San. Steven energes and goes to the stacked
cardboard boxes against the wall. His hate mail. He is
wearing a bath towel |ike a prayer shawl over his sweat

cl ot hes.

He drags one of the boxes to the ratty arncthair. He sits in
the chair by the filthy wi ndow that |ooks west toward the
early-setting sun

He takes a letter fromthe box, opens it, reads it, lets it
fall to the floor. Takes another letter, opens it --

There is a knock at the door.

Steven tenses, does not nove.

Anot her knock.

He noves warily toward the door.
PAI SLEY (V. Q)

Steven, it’s ne. WIIl you open
pl ease
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Steven rel eases the dead-bolt |ock and opens the door.

STEVEN
You've cone to ne. | wanted to
bel i eve you woul d one day.

PAI SLEY
I haven’t conme to you

STEVEN
But you're here. So you nust have
come to ne.

I NT. STEVEN SCHW MMER' S LOFT - A LITTLE LATER

51

Steven is back in the chair by the wi ndow. Paisley nervously

prows the |oft.

PAI SLEY
In other words | never understood
until today how nuch pain and
anxi ety you ve been causing with
your reviews. Steven, it’s so
unfair.

STEVEN
O course it’s unfair. The truth is
al ways unfair. Wiy do you think
live this way? Hi ding out. Stealing
electricity froma | anp post.
Because people who wite the truth
are outcasts of society. | can't
live openly, in a nice clean
doorman building, with nmy name on
the mail box. They' d cone after ne
i n packs.

PAI SLEY
Not if you stopped hurting people.
Wite the truth gently.

STEVEN
The truth is never gentle. Listen
to nme carefully. Each of us lives
in the thinnest possible wapping
of wishes and dreans. Truth is the
force that penetrates this w spy
skin. It hurts and mai ns.
(reaching down to clutch a
fistful of letters)
Look how they hate nme for telling
the truth. It’s an educati on,
Pai sl ey. The Col | ege of Raw Nerves.
( MORE)
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STEVEN( cont ' d)
Letters dripping blood. Cries of

revenge.
PAI SLEY

Yes. |’ve seen your victins. One

past and one future. | thought I

m ght convince you to reconsider

STEVEN
And | thought, at last, she' s here,
she wants ne.

PAI SLEY
| don’t want you, Steven

Pai sl ey noves towards the door.

STEVEN
Stay. Teach ne to be conpassi onate.

PAI SLEY
I’ m going home to nmy mnachi ne.

EXT. STREET CORNER CASH MACHI NE 52

Elliot | ooks up and sees Paisley energing from Steven’s
buil ding. He crosses the street toward her.

When Pai sl ey sees him she seens to freeze.
EXT. THE BARRYMORE THEATER 53
47th Street between Broadway and Ei ght Avenue.

Ni cky wal ki ng sl owly backwards, armraised, trying to hail a
cab. It is getting dark. He glances left, sees a |arge two-
panel poster in front of the theater. One half is a bl ack-and-
white photo -- a younger N cky Rogan, in a tuxedo, holding an
award in his raised hand.

The other half is all type --

S| DEWALKS
The new
Ni cky
Rogan

He sees soneone enter the theater |obby. It is his daughter
Laurel. He follows, catching up to her at the end of a short
line of people at the ticket w ndow.

NI CKY
Laurel. Tickets are all set. |
doubl e- checked.
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Laur el

LAUREL
Thanks, Daddy. But | just need one.
Mot her’ s not goi ng.

NI CKY
Openi ng ni ght?

LAUREL
| know -- why should a bitter
divorce interfere with tradition?

LAUREL
Rogan, Laurel. You al so have a
Rogan, Lillian. She won't need it.
Sell it.
NI CKY
Take it yourself. Take a date.
LAUREL
| don’t have a date. | don’'t want a

dat e.

They | eave the wi ndow with Laurel’s ticket.

She is out the door, hurrying across the street.

NI CKY
And you blanme ne. It’s because we
never talk. Let’s talKk.

LAUREL
| have a class. |I'm| ate.

NI CKY
Can we talk later? WIIl you be at
the party?

LAUREL
|" m not sure.

under the marquee, calling out to her.

I NT. TAXI

NI CKY
"1l find you. After the show
Somewher e.

Movi ng very slowy.

Driver’s nanmeplate --

38.

reaches the wi ndow and speaks to the clerk.

Ni cky stands

54
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MOSHOESHCE
| BRH M

DRI VER

A man is hit the other day by
another taxi. | nean he is flying.

Crash agai nst the

Wi ndscr een.

here in ny face. Blood is

ever ywher e.

NI CKY

39.

Ri ght

I never left the garage w thout ny

W ndex.

DRI VER
| was barrister in
him get off from

Kenya. | said to

here. | cann

drive with your body on ny

W ndscr een.

NI CKY
| drove twel ve hou
t hrough. Ate at th

DRI VER
You have to eat at
cannot get anywher

NI CKY

rs straight
e wheel .

t he wheel .
e.

ot

You

That’s the drama. W're waiting for

life to conti nue.
| brahm n?

DRI VER
Under the Manhatta

NI CKY
That’ s where | pee

EXT. THE STREET

Where do you

n Bridge.

d.

pee,

55

47th Street between Eighth and Ninth Avenue. A hotel, a high
school, brownstones with fire escapes.

I NT. M CHAEL ROGAN S KI TCHEN

56

M chael, Nicky' s father, is making an onelette on the old

stove. He is pushing eighty,
st ubbl e.

Knock at the door.

M chael goes to the intercom

sl ow novi ng,

wi th a two-day

i nches fromthe door.
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M CHAEL
(into speaker)
Wo is it?
NI CKY (V. Q)
I"’mat the door.
M CHAEL
(into speaker)
Go way. I'Il call a cop.
NI CKY (V. Q)

Pop, will you let nme in?

M CHAEL
(into speaker)
Where the hell are you?

NI CKY (V. Q)
Ri ght here. At the door.

M chael goes to the door and | ooks through the peephol e.
| NTERCUT AS NECESSARY 57

M CHAEL
What do you want ?

NI CKY
It’s me. Nicky.

M CHAEL
Ni cky cones on Sunday’s.

NI CKY
Where are your gl asses? Go get
t hem

M CHAEL
If it’s you, what are you doing
her e?

NI CKY
I"’mon nmy way to get a haircut.

M CHAEL
Where does Nicky get his hair cut?

Ni cky stands agai nst the door, speaking softly into the
peephol e.
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NI CKY
Across Ninth Avenue. Dodgie’s.
Where you’ ve been getting your hair
cut for fifty years. Wiere Uncle
Billy and Uncle Marty got their
hair cut. Wiere JimRorty shot a
man for cheating at poker.

M CHAEL
It was runmy, not poker. But 1'1]
take a chance and let you in.

I NT. M CHAEL ROGAN S KI TCHEN - LATER 58

M chael is eating his onelette at a small enanel -t opped table
in the kitchen. N cky stands by the boxlike refrigerator,
drinking a beer. This is the kitchen that is the centerpiece
of the theatre set. The new play is Nicky's young life.

NI CKY
It’s a constant shock to ne, how
smal|l this place is. How did we do
it? Five people in these little
r oomns.

M CHAEL
Get yourself sonething to eat.

Ni cky takes sonme eggs out of the refrigerator.

NI CKY
We nmust have been heroic.

M CHAEL
Five’'s not so many. There were
famlies with seven kids. A
grandnother. A dimmt uncle.

NI CKY
Lillian says it once a week. ‘ Wy
doesn’'t he conme live with us?

M CHAEL
You know t he answer to that.

NI CKY
I do know the answer to that. Wy
don't we watch the ball ganme later?
W' || go to Mannion’s.

M CHAEL
They’'re only gonna | ose.
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NI CKY
O course they' ' re gonna | ose. W’ |
wat ch them | ose. Wat good is
heartbreak if we don’t experience
it firsthand?

M CHAEL
The Red Sox are your problem |
never understood about you and the
Red Sox. Everybody rooted for the
Yankees.

Ni cky is scranbling the eggs.

NI CKY
Renmenber 1949? Last two ganmes of
t he season. Agai nst the Yankees.
The Sox | ost on Saturday. Then they
| ost on Sunday. First | cried for
twenty-four hours. Then | had fist-
fights the rest of the week.

M CHAEL
It’s one thing for kids. You get
ol der, you have other things.

NI CKY
It’s all connected, Pop. It’s one
life. Baseball is nenory. How do

fathers and sons show their |ove?
They go to a ball gane together.
Thirty-five years later, they sit
in the kitchen and renenber.

M CHAEL
But the son is suppose to stop
crying.

NI CKY

I could have grown up happy. A
Yankee fan. A divorce |awyer.

Ni cky sees his father’s gl asses on a shelf above the stove.
He puts them on the table.

NI CKY
You' Il need these. Tonight. For the
pl ay.

M CHAEL

Don’t make ne sit through one of
your plays.
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NI CKY

Hey, Pop. | know you don’t like the

conmot i on of opening night. But |
especially want you to see this
play. It’s newterritory for ne.
And for you too. | have to know
what you t hink.

M CHAEL
Si nce when did that matter?

NI CKY
Let’s not start that again.

M CHAEL
My back is killing ne.

NI CKY
Where’'s your elastic brace?

M CHAEL
|l can’t find it.

NI CKY

You' re suppose to wear it when your

back gives you trouble.

M CHAEL
| lost it. I |ose everything.

NI CKY
"1l go get you another one. You
have to wear it.

43.

Ni cky takes a roll off the counter, makes a sandwich for his
scranbl ed eggs, takes a bite and heads for the door.

NI CKY

Be right back. Take a good | ook at

ne.
M chael puts on his gl asses.

M CHAEL
So | know who I'mletting in.

Ni cky | eaves the apartnent.

EXT. THE STREET

The man in the cutaway dances with his doll.

plays “In The Still of the N ght.

59
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" The street is conpletely enpty except for the dancer
Ni cky, a small paper bag in his hand, reenters his father’s
bui I di ng.

I NT. M CHAEL ROGAN S LI VI NG ROOM 60

The room bears sone resenblance to the Iiving roomset at
the Barrynore. Mchael sits at the end of the sofa, weary.
Ni cky is taking an athletic bandage -- about four feet |ong
and three inches wide -- out of the package.

He sits in a chair that is set perpendicular to Mchael’s end
of the sofa, so that Nicky is looking at his father in
profile.

M CHAEL
“Why doesn’t he cone live with us?
Because everything is here.

NI CKY
I know, Pop.

M CHAEL
I’ mlucky they don’t knock down the
building. It could happen anytine.
And everything worth renenbering is
ri ght here.

NI CKY
I think the building s okay. At
| east for the tinme being.

M CHAEL
You didn't think it was okay when
you lived here. You wanted to get
out so fast | thought you were
runni ng a marat hon.

NI CKY
Normal boy’s anmbition. | like
com ng back. You know t hat.

M CHAEL
You tell your friends your father
used to work the docks. Call used
hands. But you had an attitude when
you were growi ng up that wasn’'t
easy for your nother and nme to
under st and.

Ni cky is gradually unbuttoning his father’s shirt so that he
can wap the bandage around the old man’s chest and back.
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NI CKY
I was in a hurry to do big things,
make bi g m stakes. Any m stakes
were okay as long as it was big.
But I’'mtrying to see these things
clearly and honestly. That’s the
play they’'re going to kill starting
tonight. There’'s a guy out there
getting ready to rip it apart. And
that’s us. Wio we were and where we
cone from

M CHAEL
So what are you going to do about
it?

NI CKY
What do you want ne to do?

M CHAEL
Show hi m who we are.

Ni cky takes off the shirt.

M chael struggles out of his T-shirt and we see that he is
wearing the el astic bandage he thought he had | ost.

He is sitting with his head tilted up, eyes closed, and is
unaware that he is wearing the bandage.

Ni cky takes the new bandage, winds it tightly and puts it
back in the box.

H s father has gone to sl eep.
EXT. STREET BUI LDI NG 61

It is dark and cold. N cky energes and wal ks west, diagonally
across the street, to a barbershop on the other side of Ninth
Avenue.

Elliot is on the stoop waiting for him

I NT. THE BARBER SHOP 62
Ni cky sits in the barber chair. Elliot pulls up a custoner’s
chair and sits with his back to the mrror, nore or |ess
facing N cky. The barber, an elderly hawk-eyed nman naned
Dodgi e, begins his preparations for N cky' s haircut.

NI CKY
He carries a gun.
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ELLI OT
Then you should carry a gun.

He pl aces the sheet over N cky’'s upper body and fastens it at
t he neck.

NI CKY
| used to carry a gun when | drove
a cab.
ELLI OT
Were is it?
NI CKY
| gave it away. | thought, I'ma

witer now.

ELLI OT
That was a bi g m st ake.

DODG E
You shoul d never be wi thout a gun.
In this city?

ELLI OT
If he carries a gun, you have to
carry a gun

NI CKY
W’ re making too nuch of this.

ELLI OT
No, we’'re not.

NI CKY
I’mnot a lonely spooky witer |ike
you. Nursing a hundred grudges. |I'm
a man who |oves life.

ELLI OT
W' re tal king about sonet hing
deeper than grudges. How do we
respond to personal attack?

DODA E
In this city? And you don’t carry a
gun?

ELLI OT

How do we nmaintain our dignity and
sel f-respect ?
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NI CKY
In other words why should we suffer
silently at this kind of abuse? The
man is out there ruining |ives.

ELLI OT
It’s your best play, Nicky.
NI CKY
He'Il hate it.
ELLI OT
He'lIl kill it. He'll wite a review

so devastating it will shatter your
career and cause the nost
unmanageabl e psychic grief. What
happens to your apartment on the
East River? Your house in

Connecti cut, where you watch things
gr ow.

Dodgi e goes to the cabinet on which the cash register sits.
He opens the cabinet door, slides out a drawer and renobves
sone hand towels. There is sonething there he wants N cky to
see. An old pockmarked revol ver.

Ni cky sees the gun.

NI CKY
W were thinking of putting in a
pool .
ELLI OT
(quoti ng)

‘The nost interesting thing about
Elliot Litvak is that he wites the
way he | ooks -- fuzzy, grubby and
shifty-eyed.

(beat)
I"’mtelling you as a friend.

NI CKY
VWhat ?

ELLI OT
There are things that speak to us
fromthe past.

DODA E
In this city you don't walk five
feet out the door and there is
sonmebody trying to take what’s
yours.
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ELLI OT
Your truth is | ocked in your past.
Find it. Knowit for what it is.
(beat)
Shoot him N cky.

NI CKY
Shoot him

ELLI OT
The Anerican theater doesn’'t need
peopl e like that.

NI CKY
Shoot him Ni cky. Not that we
really mean it. But where does he
live?

ELLI OT
Keep goi ng west. Last buil ding
before the river.

NI CKY
How do you know.
ELLI OT
Pai sl ey Porter.
NI CKY
What do you nean?
ELLI OT
About an hour and a half ago. | saw

her cone out of a place. She said
she was visiting a friend. But she
wouldn’t tell me who.

NI CKY
Had to be him

ELLI OT
She was very evasi ve.

Ni cky gets out of the chair. Dodgie renoves the sheet for him
and Elliot snoboths down his clothes and hair, Iike a pair of
groons attending a warrior.

Ni cky goes to the cabinet, gets the gun. He returns to the
chair.

NI CKY
I’menjoying this nore every
m nut e.
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Elliot takes an after-di nner candy out of his pocket -- the
candy he pocketed in the Italian restaurant after lunch. He
blows the lint off and eats it.

DODA E
How do you want the sideburns.

NI CKY
El egant and refi ned.

EXT. SHEA STAD UM 63

Crowds of people pouring down the ranps fromthe train
station, hurrying, |ate.

The unpire’s room-- six nmen nibbling cookies, snoking a | ast-
m nute cigarette, adjusting equipnent.

An unidentified roomsonewhere in there | ower reaches of the
stadium Twenty cases of Great Western chanpagne stacked and
ready for the postgane cel ebration

I NT. STEVEN SCHW MMER' S LOFT 64

Steven shaving. He does it symetrically. A stroke under the
| eft sideburn; a stroke under the right sideburn. Left side
of jaw, right side of jaw

Steven standing in his shorts, applying putty to his jaw to
make it square. Then a fal se nustache and a wavy bl ond
hai rpi ece. Then a thick bronze nakeup paste.

Steven in front of a full-length mrror near the bed, putting
on a bull et proof vest, which gives hima solid appearance,
bul ki ng his caved-in chest and concealing his pot belly.

Steven putting on black trousers, a brash shirt with a bright
bow tie, which he tips slightly askew. A pair of black and
white shoes with el evator heels. Then his shoul der hol ster.

Steven | eaning over the coffee table, inserting bullets into
t he chanber of the revol ver

Wth the gun in his holster, he stands in front of the
mrror. Takes the gun out, ains it, puts it back in the
hol ster.

Does a dazzling karate nove.

Steven putting on a netallic rayon sport coat. A long silk
scarf.

W see a handsone, dashing young man.
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He puts on a pair of dark gl asses and heads for the door.
EXT. THE BARRYMORE 65

Openi ng night crowd. The sidewal k i s nobbed. Linousines and
taxis pulling up. Men in tuxedos, other nen scal ping tickets.

The TV crewwith a female reporter doing interviews: talking
to Joanna Bourne and Sidney Fabrikant.

A couple of ten-year-old break dancers entertain the well
heel ed openi ng ni ght crowd.

I NT. TAXI 66
Stuck in traffic. Nicky in the rear seat.

The driver is a black woman around fifty. Next to her in the
front seat is her grandson, Matthew, who is ten.

The interior of the taxi is honelike. A plastic drinking cup
magnetically rooted to the dashboard. A small battery-
operated fan next to the cup. The steering wheel is

uphol stered. There are fam |y photographs on the dashboard
and vi sors.

Matt hew s school books are next to himon the front seat. He
i s doing his homework.

Driver’s nane plate --

MOSEBY
TOYOTA

NI CKY
I loved ny taxi. A checkered cab.
Big and runbly.

TOYOTA
I’ m | ooking at you trying to think.
Put your face in the mrror. | know

| recogni ze you from sonewhere.

NI CKY
Everybody el se does. Why not you?

TOYOTA
You' re Frankie Lazzaro. The
gangster from Rhode I sl and.

NI CKY
Oh yeah?



TOYOTA
Matt hew, ook at him Wien | |ived
in Roxbury, the nedia followed this
man everywhere. He was bigger than
ten novie stars.
(to N cky)
Where’s your white Lincoln |inp?

Nicky is delighted at the m stake and alters his voice
slightly, using a gangsterish inflection.

NI CKY
(to Matthew)
Sone little kid stole the hubcaps.

TOYOTA
The nost charm ng gangster in New
Engl and. Where are we going, M.
Lazzar o?

NI CKY
Call nme Frankie. And it |ooks |ike
we’' re goi ng nowhere.

TOYOTA
M ght be an accident on the West
Si de Hi ghway.

NI CKY

How cone you got the kid with you?

TOYOTA
Matt hew s ny grandson.

NI CKY
A grandnot her. God bl ess you.

TOYOTA
He does bl ess nme, each and every
day. Matthew s nother works a
hospital shift, so I pick himup at
school. W stop for a neal usually
around this time. He does his
homewor k and gets sone experience
neeti ng people. But we never had a
fanous nobster before.

NI CKY
It’s the kid s |ucky day.

TOYOTA
This is one charm ng crook. If
shooti ng people is charm ng.

51.
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NI CKY
Now that’s a conplicated subject.

TOYOTA
That’ s a sinple subject.

NI CKY
Look, we’'re stuck here front and
back. It’s dinnertime for you, gane
time for ne. Let’s park the cab and
go to Mannion’s. Wiat do you say,
Matt hew? We' Il drink beer and talk

basebal | .
GRAI NY | MAGE 67
Filling the screen. Actual footage. A man in a parachute

com ng down on an expanse of grass. It is the infield at Shea
Stadium He carries a sign reading “Let’s Go, Mets”. Security
men hustle the parachutist off the field and into the Mts
dugout as the gane begins.

INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN 68

W see that the inage is on a TV screen over the bar. The
pl ace is crowded, a nei ghborhood tavern

Near the door: Nicky enbracing the owner, a beefy man naned
Geor gi e. People com ng and goi ng.

NI CKY
Georgi e.

GEORG E
Ni cky, God bless. You re well? Your
famly s well? That's all that

counts.
NI CKY
Are you absolutely sure?
GECRG E
Hey. | love this guy. Be good. Stay
well. I"mserious: Gve ny best to

ever ybody.
They enbrace.
Faces |ining the bar.

TV i mages fromthe gane.
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INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN -

The act or

Ni cky sits facing Toyota and Matthew. A young waiter is
placing their food on the table.

MATTHEW
What happens if sonmebody cones in
here right now and shoots you?

NI CKY
Thi s pl ace becones fanous. Tour
buses. Blind people feeling around
for bullet holes in the wall.

TOYOTA
You see what you’'re doing, don’t
you?

NI CKY
What am | doi ng?

TOYOTA
You’ re charm ng the boy.

NI CKY
Hey, Toyota. He asked ne a
guesti on.

TOYOTA
Franki e Lazzaro. Com ng down the
courthouse steps every day in the
media. Children see this. They
think you're the Secretary of the
Treasury.

NI CKY
That’ s ny cousin, Angelo.

I NT. THE BARRYMORE THEATER - DRESSI NG ROOM

Pet er Rednond and the director Jack Haskins.
second actor, who is about fifteen, w tnesses the exchange.

JACK
This could be it.

PETER
This could be it.

THE TABLE - LATER

53.

Peopl e at tables standing occasionally for a better | ook at
t he gane.

69
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INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN -

JACK
This could be it.

PETER
This could be it.

JACK
Does it feel confortable?

PETER
Does what feel confortable?

JACK
This could be it.

PETER
This could be it.

Peopl e cluster around TV sets.

Raucous noi se.

THE MAI N ROOM -

LATER

54.

A waiter with a tray of food standing transfixed, watching

t he gane.

Ni cky is now sitting next to Matthew and they are watching

t he gane.

MATTHEW
What's it |ike to shoot sonebody?

NI CKY
| respect a kid who does his
homework in a taxi. But let’'s put a
lid on the questions.

TOYOTA
Go on, tell him Tell the truth
Tell him how you feel, shooting a
pi ece of hot netal in sonebody’s
fl esh who was once a child, who was
once the same age as this boy.
Sonmebody’ s fl esh who was i nnocent
once.

NI CKY
It’s conplicated. It’s a whole
life. A person doesn’'t conmt an
act of violence out of nowhere.
There are strong forces at work.

71
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55.

TV audi o: derisive shouts fromthe stadiumcrowd directed at
Red Sox pl ayers.

Action on the field.

TV VA CES
Dew- eeey! Rog-errr!

The bar crowd picks up the chant.
TV i mages. The Red Sox have scored and | ead 2-0.
INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE TABLE 72

Ni cky stands to see the action better. Hi s jacket sw ngs open
and Toyota sees the revol ver tucked into his wai stband.

I NT. THE BARRYMORE 73
Peopl e seating thenselves in the orchestra.

Noi se fromthe tavern TV continues to be heard fromthe

subj ective viewpoint of a man in the theater who has a

m niature TV and ear phones.

Steven Schwinmmer in an aisle seat in the orchestra. He sees
Pai sley sitting in the theatre sone di stance away.

House |ights go down.

Two figures hurrying down the aisle. An usher |eading a young
woman. The woman i s Laurel Rogan, Nicky’s daughter, wearing
her headset antennas.

Laurel squeezes past sone people and takes her seat, and
Steven, sitting three rows back, watches her with interest.

The curtain conmes open

INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - LATER 74
Cheering fromthe bar crowd.

Nicky is a little dishevel ed. He has finished his dinner and

is eating from Toyota's plate finishing and watching the
gane.

TOYOTA
You' re a famly man, Frankie?
NI CKY
Wfe and daughter. My father’s
still alive.

( MORE)
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NI CKY(cont ' d)

He outlives ne, starting tonight.
Because the Mets just tied the
score. It was only a matter of
time, wasn't it?

TOYOTA
An how many years does it take a
person to make his famly safe and
secure and happy, and then in one
dunb nonent, what does he do?

NI CKY
I don’t know Toyota. \What does he
do?

TOYOTA

And the people he hurts the nost
are the people who | ove him
Despite who he is and what he does
for aliving. W’ re always saying
we want to take control of our
lives. You don’t want to take
control. You want to | ose control
Jesus knows it.

Ni cky is standing again but he’s not |ooking at the TV screen
this tine. Hs gaze is directed at someone who has j ust
entered the tavern.

A worman stands at the entrance, m ddl e-aged and sonewhat
anxi ous, |ooking for someone. She is Lillian Rogan, N cky’'s
wife.

NI CKY
It’s a conplicated subject.

TOYOTA
It’s a sinple subject.

Ni cky gestures that he will be right back.
INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE BOOTH 75

LI LLI AN
Your father said you m ght be here.

NI CKY
Two-all after six.

LI LLI AN
I’ ve been | ooking for you because |
want to let you know what’ s been
goi ng on before you read about it
in a gossip colum.
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NI CKY
We stranded five runners in the
first two innings. This will cone
back to haunt us.

LI LLI AN
| want to be fair-mnded, Nicky.

NI CKY
Al'l right. What's been going on?

LI LLI AN
I’ ve been talking to a prom nent
di vorce | awyer.

NI CKY
How pr om nent ?

LI LLI AN
He has his own submarine. 1'Il be
getting everything that matters.
"1l get New York and I'Il get
Connecti cut.

Happy roars fromthe bar crowd.
A young waiter arrives with nenus.

NI CKY
"1l have whatever she’s having.

LI LLI AN
(to Waiter)
I don’t want to be responsible for
his food. Just a small green sal ad.
And a Perrier.

NI CKY
Bring nme the bay scallops with
nmer cury poi soni ng.

WAI TER
Yessiree, Bob.

NI CKY
CGet the hell out of here. | don't
want you bringing our food. Send a
real waiter

76 INT. MANION'S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE BAR

TV images: action on the field.
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Crowd at the bar. Noise |ike a nassive pul se beat.
pi cks up chant from stadi um crowd.

BAR VO CES
Rog-errrr! Dew eeey!

INT. MANION'S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE BOOTH -

Di nner

has arrived with a bottle of w ne.

in the ashtray in front of Lillian.

NI CKY
Openi ng night, Lillian.

LI LLI AN
Who the hell cares?

NI CKY
The whole thing is nmy fault. | took
unf ai r advantage of your patience
and under st andi ng. You under st and
nme.

LI LLI AN
That’ s al ways been ny probl em
NI CKY
And you’ ve been extrenely patient.
LI LLI AN
You know why, don’t you? Because |
am patient, chain-snoking Lillian.
NI CKY

You snoked because | snoked. W
were falling in | ove, renmenber?
used to see certain novies only
because you had seen them | wanted
to see what you saw.

LI LLI AN
I’d forgotten that.

NI CKY
I went because you went. You snoked
because | snoked.

LI LLI AN
That’ s very lovely actually.

LATER

Bar

58.

cr owd

77

A cigarette burns
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NI CKY
Laurel wants us to be honest and
open. Let’s be open with each

ot her.
LI LLI AN

Be open with ne. 1'd like that.
NI CKY

There may be things you d rather
not know about.

LI LLI AN
I want to know. We haven't tal ked
this way in years.

NI CKY
I had an affair -- are you sure you
want to hear this?
LI LLI AN
Joanne Bour ne.
NI CKY
Al ma Wt zel .
LI LLI AN

Ni cky, no. This is insupportable.
How coul d you?

NI CKY
I’ma man. She’s, you know, a
wonan.

LI LLI AN

She’ s nmy gynecol ogi st.

Lillian begins to weep lightly.

NI CKY
| amreally, deeply sorry.
LI LLI AN
It violates so many trusts.
NI CKY
It was an aninmal thing. No rea
i ntinmacy.
LI LLI AN

I never thought of Dr. Wetzel as
having a sex |life outside the
of fice.
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NI CKY
W did it in the office. She
t hought her apartnment was too

i mper sonal
LI LLI AN
I’mglad we’'re having this talk.
NI CKY
| feel great. | feel inpeccably
alive. I'"'melated. Eat sonething.
Pl ease. | |love you
INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE BAR 78

Mbans from the bar crowd.

TV i mages.

Scoreboard: Red Sox |lead 3-2 in the seventh inning.

EXT. THE STREET 79

Nicky with one armraised, hailing a taxi. He and Lillian
ki ss sweetly.

Ataxi pulls up and Lillian gets in. She and N cky hol d hands
t hrough t he w ndow.

LI LLI AN
You | ook awful, sweetheart. Get a
haircut. Get a | awer

Across the street, the man in the cutaway is dancing with his
doll. The tape machine plays, “In the Wee Small Hours of the
Mor ni ng.”

INT. MANION' S OLD Tl MER TAVERN 80

Ni cky rejoins Toyota and Matthew. He carries the wi ne bottle
and his gl ass.

MATTHEW
G eat gane. Red Sox are w nning.

NI CKY
They’ re al ways wi nning. Until they
| ose.

TOYOTA

Your problemis you take the easy
way out. Losing is easy.
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NI CKY
Wnning is easy. Losing is
conplicated. It’s alifetine’s
wor K.

TOYOTA
It may be work but it’s not honest
work. Faith is the real work.

MATTHEW
Clemens has a blister. Look.
They’'re pinch-hitting for him

TV SCREEN

M ke Greenwel|l cones up to hit for Clenens. Two pitches, two
strikes.

NI CKY
He’s a twenty-four-gane w nner. He
pi tches seven solid innings. W
scratch out a one-run lead. O
course he gets a blister. O course
t hey put up Greenwell even though
Baylor’s sitting on the bench. O
course Geenwell strikes out.

Third pitch. Geenwell strikes out.
81 INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE TABLE 81

TOYOTA
You made himstrike out. You w shed
it on him You want to lose. It’s
too hard for you to believe in
sonmething. It’s hard to have faith.
It’s hard work to trust sonebody.

NI CKY
(reciting)
“I't | ooked extrenely rocky for the
Boston ni ne that day.”

TOYOTA
You re afraid to risk believing.
Believe in them Believe in your
self. Take a risk. It will humanize
you as a person.

NI CKY
I want to believe.
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TOYOTA
If you believed, you wouldn't be
wal ki ng around with a handgun in
your belt. Wat does that tell ne?
You want to make the night cone
down.

I NT. THE BARRYMORE 82
View fromthe w ngs. Jack Haskins and Renee Sinon | ooking on.

The stage. Peter Rednond as the Father sits at the end of the
sofa. The fifteen-year-old actor who plays the Son approaches
him sitting on a footstool and |eaning close.

FATHER
| always thought a night’'s sleep is
what you get for a hard day s work.
But these last weeks | lie there
hel pl ess. Hour after hour. |’ve
come close to praying for the first
time since | was your age. Pray to
God to put nme out.

SON
I talked to the doctor again, Pop.
He said she’s not getting any
better. He wants to talk to you. |
t hi nk he neans right away.

FATHER
How bad is she?

SON
This could be it.

Peter stares at the Son, a | ook of desolation slowmy entering
his face.

In the wings, Renee |ooks at Jack. She is equally desol ate.
| NT. THE BARRYMORE - THE ORCHESTRA SEATS 83

Laurel in the audience | eans forward, waiting for the next
l'ine.

Steven Schwi mmer wat ches, giving nothi ng away.
I NT. THE BARRYMORE - THE STAGE 84

Peter staring at the Son. The Son | ooking increasingly
bew | der ed.
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Sound of coughing in the audi ence.
I NT. THE BARRYMORE - THE W NGS

Renee takes a newspaper off a chair, offers a section to
Jack, keeps the rest for herself.

Sound of coughing intensifies.

INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN

Boi st erous noi se fromthe bar crowd.

Two wonen exchangi ng hi gh fives.

TV i mages.

Scor eboard: 3-3 after nine innings.

INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE TABLE

Nicky is finishing his wine. Matthew is next to him
st andi ng.

TOYOTA
Say it and you'll believe it. Life
is good. Say it.

NI CKY
I want to say it because ny whol e
life may depend on these next few

nonment s.

TOYOTA
Then say it.

NI CKY

Life i s good.

TOYOTA
Speak it like it’s real. Matthew.

MATTHEW
Life i s good.

NI CKY
Life i s good.

Raucous, nocking cries fromthe Bar Crowd.

BAR CROND
Hen- duuu! Hen- duuul!

63.
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TOYOTA
VWhat are peopl e?
NI CKY
| don’t know.
TOYOTA
Mat t hew.
MATTHEW

Peopl e are dependabl e.

NI CKY
| don’t know if | can say that.

TOYOTA
Peopl e are dependabl e.

MATTHEW
Peopl e are dependabl e.

NI CKY
Let’'s see what Hender son does.

TV SCREEN

Dave Henderson stands at the plate to | ead off the Red Sox
tenth.

INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE TABLE

A real waiter arrives -- obese, slownoving, with hair
curling out of his ears -- and he brings ice creamfor
Matt hew, coffee for Toyota and a stinger for Nicky.

NI CKY
Finally, | get a waiter who doesn’t
know “ Macbet h”.

WAl TER
But | know you, don’t I? | seen you
on a poster in the theater
district. 1'I'l think of your name
injust a --

Nicky lifts his hand to stop the man.

NI CKY
You know-

BAR CROND
Hen- duuul!

88
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Then a noan and deep sil ence.

Ni cky di sengages fromthe altercation and | ooks at the TV
screen.

TV SCREEN

Dave Henderson has hit a hone run and the Red Sox now | ead 4-
3.

INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE TABLE 89

Toyota and Matthew are jubilant, and Nicky is quick to join
them It is the only lively table in the place.

MATTHEW
Peopl e are dependabl e.

TOYOTA
Life i s good.

NI CKY
Basebal | is life.

TV SCREEN

The Red Sox push across another run when Barrett singles,
driving hone Boggs.

NI CKY
Enj oy your ice cream kid. Wen
you're an old man it’ Il cone back
to you. The same deep sweet soft
toothy taste. And you'll renenber
where you were and what you saw.

Scoreboard shows: Red Sox 5, Mets 3, going into the | ast of
t he tenth.

| NT. THE BARRYMORE 90
The theater is nearly enptied out. A few people still heading
toward the exits. Laurel Rogan remmins seated, wearing her
headset, listening to the ball gane. She is concentrating

deeply, fists clenched.

Only one other person is still seated, three rows back. It is
Steven and he is looking intently at Laurel.

The house lights dim
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INT. MANION'S OLD TI MER TAVERN 91

Toyota, Matthew and Ni cky are huddl ed cl osely, watching the
screen. Matthew is seated now and N cky | eans over himfrom
behind, fram ng the boy’'s head in his hands so that Matthew s
attention will be directed unswervingly to the action on the
screen.

The bar crowd i s sonber.
Ni cky drops his nob accent.

NI CKY
This is something no one has been
privileged to see in al nost seventy
years. Very few people now alive
can say that they have seen what
you are about to see, Matthew. The
Red Sox win a Wrld Series. This is
deeply, intensely personal. Al the
m stakes |1’ ve made, all the envy,
fear and violence that's encased in
this little envel ope we call a
person -- all washed away in the
next few mnutes. And your
gr andnot her knows why.

TOYOTA
Because God | oves a w nner.

NI CKY
He used to | ove | osers. But the
| aws of physics changed.
TV SCREEN
Backman flies out to JimR ce. One out.
INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE TABLE 92
NI CKY
Backman flies to Rce. It’s |like a
beauti ful song lyric.
TV SCREEN

Her nandez flied out to Henderson.
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INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE TABLE 93

NI CKY
Al'l the tinmes | died when the Red
Sox | ost an inportant gane they
shoul d have won. All the aw ul
things | said to ny nother and
father. To nmy wi fe and daughter.

TOYOTA
Washed away.

NI CKY
Because life is good.

TOYOTA
Because faith is rewarded.

I NT. RED SOX LOCKER ROOM 94

Attendants putting plastic in front of the | ockers to prevent
chanpagne danage. Canera crew setting up. Men wheeling the
twenty cases of chanpagne into the clubhouse. A man peeling
foil fromthe tops of the bottles.

INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE TABLE 95
NI CKY
Al the failures, all the fatalism
MATTHEW
Washed away.
NI CKY

One nore out.
TV SCREEN
Carter singles to left.
The bar crowd remains silent.

NI CKY (V. Q)
One nore out. One nore out.

Mtchell singles to center

Slight stirring anong the bar patrons. A few people, about to
exit, return to the bar.
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TOYOTA (QO.S.)
It’s all right, Frankie. Just a
l[ittle touch of suspense. Life is
good.

MATTHEW (Q. S.)
Basebal |l is life.

NI CKY (O S.)
One nore little out. A nubber. A
pop-up. All year |ong, thousands of
outs. W want one nore little out.

Kni ght singles to right center. Carter scores and Mtchel
goes to third. The score is 5-4.

The whol e tavern is rocking.
INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE TABLE

TOYOTA
Don't worry. It’s a test.

NI CKY
It’s atest all right. They're
bringing in Stanley.

TV SCREEN
Bob Stanley trots in fromthe bull pen.
NI CKY (O S.)
It’s Stanley. It’s the Steaner.

Fate has spoken to this man in the
dept hs of the night.

MATTHEW (Q. S.)
What did it say?

NI CKY (O S.)
A thousand t hings.

INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE TABLE

MATTHEW
You' re hurting nmny head.

Ni cky releases his grip on Matthew s head.
The bar crowd begins to chant.

BAR VO CES
Mooki e, Mooki e, Mooki e, Mooki el
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TV SCREEN
Mooki e Wl son stands in agai nst Bob Stanley.

MATTHEW (O S.)

W' re still winning. That's what
counts.
First pitch to Wlson -- he swings and m sses.

Silence fromthe bar crowd, cheers from N cky’ s table.

Second pitch to Wlson -- he fouls it off. No balls, two
strikes.

Sound begins to fade. Wlson fouls off a pitch. WIson takes

a ball, outside. WIlson fouls off another pitch.
Absol ute, unnatural silence.

Stanl ey prepares to throw The silence suddenly breaks and
for the first time we hear the TV Announcers clearly.

ANNOUNCER 1
The Sox are one pitch away.

ANNOUNCER 2
One pitch away.

ANNOUNCER 1
Stanl ey’s getting ready.

ANNOUNCER 2
This could be it.

ANNOUNCER 1
This could be it.

INT. MANFON' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE TABLE
Ni cky recogni zing the line fromhis play.

NI CKY
This could be it!

MATTHEW
This could be it!

TOYOTA
This could be it!

NI CKY
This could be it!
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Ni cky is charged with excitenent, hearing the line as a
favorabl e sign, a positive connection between the play and
t he gane.

TV SCREEN

Stanley winds up and throws. It’'s a wild pitch. Mtchel
cones in fromthird with the tying run.

The bar crowd erupts in cheers.
INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE TABLE 99
Shock and dread.

MATTHEW
It’s all right. It’s a tie ganme. W
can still win it next inning.

Ni cky drinks his stinger.

BAR CROND
Mooki e, Mooki e, Mooki e, Mooki el

TOYOTA
This is the time. Trust in people.
Believe in life. Faith is hard
work. Don’t give in. Don't give up

MATTHEW
Life is true.

NI CKY
Life is real.

TOYOTA
Trust your team

TV SCREEN

Stanl ey delivers to Wlson. Sound fades away. Action is in
super sl ow notion

Wl son swings and hits a bouncing ball toward first base.
Stanl ey noves off the nound to cover first. WIson drops his
bat and races down the line. Bill Buckner, the first baseman,
ranges to his left to field the ball.

INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE TABLE 100
Ni cky watches as if in a trance. Conplete silence around him

He is separate from everybody else, the only clearly defined
figure in a group of shadowy and indistinct people.
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TV SCREEN

Ni cky’ s viewpoint. An image of Bill Buckner in silvery light
expandi ng out of the TV screen to fill the |arger

envi ronnent. Mving soundl essly in slow notion, Buckner
fields the bouncing ball and heads toward the bag. He beats
Wl son to the base by an eyelash and the inning ends with the
teans tied at 5-5.

Frozen nonent: Buckner hol ding his glove hand al oft, the bal
securely gripped. In the drama of the nonment, Buckner seens
to be crying out a word or nanme, but his face is twisted with
tension and exertion and we can’t nmake out what he is saying.

I NT. THE BARRYMORE 101

Laurel Rogan, seen from behind, is sonewhat slunped in her
seat. She turns off the radio, renpves the headset and ri ses.
She noves along the row toward the aisle.

She appears to be the only person in the theater.

She noves trudgingly up the aisle toward the exit. At the
head of the aisle she is startled by a figure standing in
di mess.

It is Steven Schw nmer.

They | ook at each other. Sound of the cleaning crewin the

| obby and then a door opening at the rear of the orchestra.
Light froma flashlight plays across the seats and walls. The
beam hits Laurel first and then Steven

The beam hol ds on Steven. \What Laurel sees is a strikingly
handsone young man, dramatically lighted . He takes off his
dark gl asses, so she can see his eyes.

INT. MANION'S OLD TI MER TAVERN - MEN S ROOM 102

Cranped space. N cky at the washbasin, dishevel ed but happy,
washi ng his face.

One man at the urinal. SECOND MAN behind him waiting his
turn.

Ni cky drying his face with a paper towel.

NI CKY
Great gane.

FI RST MAN
Unbel i evabl e.



NI CKY
C assi c.
SECOND MAN
Scintillating.
FI RST MAN
| still don't believe it.
NI CKY
Have to hurry back.
SECOND MAN
Hurry back. Hurry back to what?
NI CKY
El eventh inning. Wat else?
~ FIRST MAN
(zi pping up)

I think you're a little confused.
Not hi ng personal friend.

NI CKY
What are you tal ki ng about ?

FI RST MAN
What are we tal ki ng about ?

NI CKY
Yes. What are you inplying?

The second man approaches the urinal.

SECOND VAN
Gane six is history, pal.

NI CKY
You’ re not naking sense.

FI RST MAN
W’ re not maki ng sense.

SECOND MAN
Did you see Mokie hit the ball?

NI CKY
O course | saw it.

FI RST MAN
Did you see the winning run score?

72.
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NI CKY
You’ re not maki ng sense. Make
sense.

Ni cky throws his paper towel at the nen. No one noves. They
are trying to interpret this action.

NI CKY
You're inmplying I mssed sonet hing.
What did | mss?

FI RST MAN
You m ssed the boat, Popeye the
Sai | or man.

Ni cky charges the nmen. He and the First Man westle each
other into the stall.

SECOND VAN
Hold himtill I zip up, Tommy.

Ni cky and the First Man are grappling in the stall. Second
Man hurriedly washes his hands at the basin.

NI CKY
Baseball is Iife. Life is good.
Al three nen in the stall, westling. N cky has one foot in

the bowl as soneone’s el bow stri kes the handl es and t he
toilet flushes.

103 INT. MANION' S OLD TI MER TAVERN - THE BAR AREA - A LITTLE 103
LATER
The crowd is slowy breaking up. A few people still clustered

near the TV sets, which are show ng repl ays.

Ni cky is standing alone near a small set at the back on the
room His clothing torn and stained. One shoe and pants | eg
dripping wet. A bruise on his forehead.

He is watching a repl ay.

TV SCREEN

WIlson hits the ball. It bounces tw ce, then goes under
Buckner’s gl ove. Knight scores fromthe third with the
winning run. A 6-5 victory for the Mets.

The main light in the tavern goes out. The TV sets keep

repl ayi ng Buckner’s error. Regul ar speed, slow notion, color,
bl ack and white.
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Ni cky stands in the darkness, brooding.
EXT. LOFT BUI LDI NG 104

The condemmed buil di ng where Steven Schwi nrer |ives. The
street is deserted.

I NT. STEVEN S LOFT 105
Steven and Laurel on the sofa. He is unbuttoning her bl ouse.

Two sources of light. A candle on the coffee table. The snal
TV set on the counter -- showing a newscast, wth sound
turned off.

LAUREL
Wiy won’t you tell ne your nane?

STEVEN
It’s only our first date.

St even undoes the | ast button.

LAUREL
I"mwilling to tell you nmy nane.

STEVEN
Nanmes are incredibly intimte. W
barely know each other. Trust nme on
this.

She decides she will trust him They kiss softly.
LAUREL

You have to tell nme what you
t hought of the play.

STEVEN
First you tell ne.

LAUREL
Brilliantly noving.

She begins to renove his jacket.

STEVEN
VWhat el se?

LAUREL
Packs an enotional wall op.

STEVEN
VWhat el se?
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LAUREL
A flat-out hit.

Toget her they get his jacket off.
STEVEN
Are you majoring in theater
criticism
Laurel sees the shoul der hol ster and gun.

LAUREL
Cri m nol ogy.

They ki ss passionately.

STEVEN
If you re wondering about the
firearm

LAUREL
Yes.

STEVEN

This building is not secure.

They are all over the sofa, working on the renoval of
Steven's shirt.

I NT. THE ENTRANCEWAY 106

Ni cky makes his way past the debris. The front door is gone,
t he i nner door smashed and battered -- door knobs gone and
| ocki ng nechani smri pped out.

He starts up the stairs past a dead or sl eeping body.
I NT. THE LOFT 107

On the sofa, Laurel is straddling Steven, whose shirt is

al nrost conpletely off, exposing his bull etproof vest. Laurel
i s bl ousel ess and barefoot, with her unzipped skirt still on
and her bra dangling from one shoul der.

LAUREL
I have this thing where | have to
know a person is being honest with
me before, you know, | can feel
conpletely free to be nysel f.
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STEVEN
W' re strangers in the night. The
| ast thing we want is honesty.

LAUREL
VWhat do we want ?

STEVEN
Mystery. Deception

LAUREL
Deception isn’t sonething
personal | y consi der sexy.

STEVEN
What ' s sexy?

LAUREL
Knowi ng who a person is. Down deep.

STEVEN
Even if the truth about a person is
sad or depressing or shocking?

LAUREL
You won’t even tell me your nane.
What* s shocki ng about a nanme?

Steven maneuvers hinself into a sitting position so that he
and Laurel face each other at equal height and at close
quarters.

STEVEN
Even if the truth requires a
certain adjustnent?

St even begins renoving the cosnetic putty around his
naturally shallow chin. He uses Laurel’s hair clip to scrape
his jaw clean. Then he peels off his fake nustache. And
borrows Laurel’s dangling bra cup to wi pe the bronzing agent
off his face.

I NT. THE LANDI NG 108

Ni cky stands with his back to Steven’s door. H's gun is out.
He holds it up near his face, nuzzle pointed up.

He | ooks at the gun as if it had feelings and personality,
and he speaks to it as to a synpathetic friend.

NI CKY
| used to go to the novies all the
tinme.

( MORE)
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NI CKY(cont ' d)

aw a hundred situations |ike
s. Amn and a gun -- and a
ked door. Lee Marvin or Steve

McQueen. And | used to say to

Li |l

| i an because we went to a

hundred novi es that we saw toget her

or

that | saw because she had seen

them and 1’'d say, ‘Watch himKkick

in

the door with one kick,’” And it

m ght be Steve McQueen or Jeff
Chandl er, holding the gun up like

t hi

s, and he would turn and ki ck

the door and it would fly open at
once, and | would say to Lillian,
‘How conpl etely phony. Woever nade

t hi
is

s novie has no idea how hard it
to kick in an actual door in

real life.” | still love Lillian.

But

it’s not easy to kick in a

door. | knew they would | ose and
they |l ost, so what are we so upset
about? They | ost tonight, they’l

| ose tonorrow. It's witten on the
wi nd.

I NT. THE LOFT

Laurel is on
hi s shoes and

He begins to
retreat furth

109

her feet, backing away slightly. Steven renoved
stands in his stocking feet, noticeably shorter

than he’'d been earlier.

unstrap the bull etproof vest, causing Laurel to
er.

I NT. THE LANDI NG 110

NI CKY

These wi ves naned Lillian. | used

to

say to her, ‘You don’t kick a

door once or twice and expect it to
open. It’s only in the novies a man
can kick in a door with such
amazi ng ease. Because a real door
requires a trenendous and prol onged
poundi ng before it finally gives

Way

. He’s a great player...how

could that ball go through his
| egs?

Ni cky turns,

steps back and kicks the door. It opens at once.
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I NT. THE LOFT 111

Steven and Laurel are briefly imobilized by shock as the
door cones flying open.

Ni cky noves toward the candle-lit couple.

Laurel realizes who he is and stands by the sofa. She zips
her skirt.

Nicky is trying to understand what he sees, then he gets it.

NI CKY

(quiet)
Laurel .

Ni cky holds his gun hand aloft, repeating the i mage of Bill
Buckner with the baseball in his glove -- Nicky’'s
hal | uci nati on.

Then Nicky issues a cry, a sound fromthe tinme before humans
acquired language. It is the audi ble anguish of his life,
fromthe fetus onward.

We hear what he is saying in overlapping echoes and we
realize he is crying out a nane. W recogni ze the ook on his
face and the formation of syllables on his Iips as elenents
we’'d seen earlier -- on Buckner’'s face when he shouted

sonet hing as he nade the “third out” of the tenth inning.

NI CKY
St e-vennnn Schwi mnerrrr

Laurel reacts with horror to the revelation of Steven's
identity. She rearranges her bra.

Ni cky stunbles, drops his gun. It goes off.

Steven flees toward the shadows at the back of the loft, his
hand noving toward the gun in his shoul der hol ster.

Ni cky picks up his gun and begins to stalk him

Steven fires twice striking a nearby |anp. The roomis dark
now. Lit only by the blue glow of the TV.

The TV sports roundup, which has been show ng f oot bal
hi ghlights, has switched to baseball -- highlights of the Red
Sox- Met s.

Ni cky reaches Laurel.
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NI CKY
(crying out)
This is nmy daughterrrrr!

Steven is wide-eyed at the news.

LAUREL
I don’t think he knew, Daddy.

Ni cky sees the photo of Steven and his cat. He shoots tw ce,
bl ows it away.

LAUREL
Daddy, |I'’msorry. But he was so
beautiful. | trusted him Wen I

saw what he really | ooks like --

A voi ce from shadows:

STEVEN
(05)
Am 1 really so deeply repugnant?
LAUREL
Yes.
NI CKY

Go hone, Laurel. Tell your nother |
will be late.

Ni cky wal ks toward Steven’s voice, toward the shadows.
NI CKY
You're going to die. You' re a dead
man. You’'re dead.

He notices Laurel follow ng behind him

NI CKY
Look. I'’msorry you keep running
into di shonest nmen. But you’'re only
ei ghteen. We can still turn it
around.

LAUREL
Except | won’'t have a father
anynore.

NI CKY
"1l see you all the time. I'11 get

a place right nearby. One room No
distractions. We'll talk.



80.

He shouts into the darkness.

NI CKY
YOU RE DEAD!

Laurel puts her hand on his shoul der.

LAUREL
VWhat will we tal k about?

NI CKY
Everyt hi ng.

Ni cky sees one of the New York Magazi ne ads, Steven
Schwi mrer’ s face nounted on the cardboard. He fires three
times, w ping out Schwi nmer’s eyes.

LAUREL
WIIl | believe you when you tell ne
sonet hi ng?

NI CKY
There’s nothing left for nme to lie

about .

Ni cky starts into the darkness only to see Steven energe from
t he shadows, his gun |lowered. Oddly, he seens distracted by
somet hi ng on anot her part of the room He is |ooking at the
TV set on the counter

Ni cky wat ches hi m approach the kitchen area. He follows, gun
rai sed.

Steven sits on a stool to watch TV.

Ni cky approaches warily, his gun ainmed at Steven’s head,
which is blue-lit by the TV screen.

NI CKY
You' re dead. | see you on a norgue
sl ab drained of all fluids.

Laurel follows at a distance to see what they ' re so
interested in.

Ni cky puts the gun nuzzle flush against Steven' s tenple.
NI CKY

| see the outline of your body in
chal k on this very floor
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LAUREL
(whi spering)
Daddy, wait.
Steven is watching sl ow notion footage of Bill Buckner
m ssing the slowroller.
STEVEN
Then they | ost?
NI CKY
Wiy does it matter?
STEVEN
If they lost tonight, they' |l |ose
tomorrow. It’s all over
NI CKY
Wiy do you care?
STEVEN
They' re nmy team
NI CKY
No. They’'re not your team They're

ny team
Ni cky cocks the hammer.

STEVEN
They're nmy team too. | grew up on
Boyl eston Street. Ri ght by Fenway
Park. | went to fifty or sixty

ganmes a year. Al by nyself. | was
one of those kids with scabby
el bows. | called out to the
pl ayers. ‘Look over here. Hi, |I'm
Steven. My parents are divorced.

NI CKY
I went to college in Boston so |
could be near the Red Sox. | took

sunmer cl asses and the cut themto
go to the gane. My wife is from
Boston. Lillian Ziegler?

STEVEN
The Red Sox were ny world. |
surrendered ny existence to a team
that couldn’t win the big one.



NI CKY
If you' re such a devoted fan, why
were you at the play tonight
i nstead of the game? Answer
carefully. This is inmportant. You
coul d have gone to the theater | ast
ni ght. There was no gane | ast
ni ght.

STEVEN
Because | can’'t bear to watch. Wen
they lose, | die inside. It’'s |ike
sone little person naned Steve just
crunples up and dies. | wait for
the scores. | still die, hearing
the scores, but it’s over in a
second. | can’t survive the gane
pitch by pitch, inning by inning.
|"ve done it too nmany times. And |
can’t do it anynore.

Ni cky | owers the gun

NI CKY
I was six years old the day Pesky
hesitated throwi ng home and
Sl aughter scored all the way from
first. That’s when | knew t he Red
Sox were ny team Pity and terror.

STEVEN
When | traveled through Asia this
sumer, | went to trenendous

troubl e and expense to rent a car
with a phone so | could call up
Sports Phone in New York and get
the scores. | drove through the war
i n Af ghani stan calling Sports Phone
i ke every hour on the hour, for
updat es.

NI CKY
What about ny play?

LAUREL
Yes. And no npbre evasive tactics.

STEVEN
It’s your best play, Nicky.

LAUREL
See, Daddy.
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STEVEN
I"ve seen it twice. | went back
tonight to be sure. It’'s a brave
and honest piece of work.

LAUREL
VWhat el se?

STEVEN
An artistry and sensitivity you ve
never shown before.

NI CKY
And you’re not saying that because
of the gun in nmy hand?

STEVEN
You're out of bullets.

Ni cky points the gun at the palmof his own |eft hand and
pulls the trigger. A click.

LAUREL
See, Daddy.

STEVEN
And Peter Rednond hel ped i nmensely.
These pauses were exquisitely
timed. He made us wait and wait. He
built a gorgeous tension and
suspense.

NI CKY
W wor ked very hard on the pauses.

Ni cky places it on the counter.

STEVEN
| called Sports Phone from Lhasa,
Tibet. Freezing in nmy little rented
Fiat. Sheep on a hillside. Rocky
debris dating back mllions and
mllions of years, fromthe tine
t he Hi mal ayas thrust up when the
pl ates of India and Asia collided.
Red Sox 3, White Sox 2. A nonent in
the history of the world.

Ni cky takes Steven's head and noves it tenderly against his
chest. When Nicky rel eases the head, he has Steven’s toupee
in his hand. He looks at it briefly, then hands it to Laurel.
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EXT. 48TH STREET NEAR ELEVENTH AVENUE 112

A yel l ow taxi conmes speedi ng past, noving eastward on 48th
Street. We see it fromvarious perspectives and el evati ons.
It is a large checkered cab, the only thing noving in the
ni ght. Steam cones billowi ng fromfunnel vents. The taxi
catches every light just before it turns red.

I NT. TAXI 113

Ni cky is driving, his face showi ng intense satisfaction.
Laurel sits next to him

Driver’s nane plate ---

MEMLUK
SULEYMVAN

The driver sits in the mddle of the rear seat, |ooking
sonewhat nervous.

LAUREL
Fast er, Daddy.

EXT. 48TH STREET 114

The taxi crosses Park Avenue, speeding past the bronze statue
of a man hailing a cab.

It approaches First Avenue, where a road divider bisects the
t horoughfare. Nicky swings into a sharp turns, barely
averting contact with the divider, and stops abruptly.

Three doors open. On the enpty street, N cky hands the driver
a wad of bills. Then he and Laurel step over the divider. He
puts his arm around her shoul ders and they cross the avenue
to the glass tower where they live.

The sun begins to clinb out of the East River.

THE END



