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FADE | N:
CLOSE SHOTT A VH SKEY TUMBLER

That sits on an oak side bar under a gl ow ng green bankers
| anp, as two ice cubes are dropped in. Fromelsewhere in

t he room

Man (off)
"' mtal kin' about friendship. |[|'mtalkin' about
character. |I'mtalkin' about--hell, Leo, | ain't
enmbarassed to use the word--1"mtal kin' about

et hi cs.

Whi skey is poured into the tunbler, filling it alnost to



the rim as the offscreen man conti nues.

: You know |'ma sporting man. | like to

make the occasional bet. But | ain't that

sporti ng.
THE SPEAKER
A bal ding m ddl e-aged man with a round, open face. He
still wears his overcoat and sits in a |leather chair in the
dark room illumnated by the offscreen gl ow of a desk

lanp. This is Johnny Caspar.

Behi nd hi m stands anot her man, harder | ooking, wearing an
overcoat and hat and hol di ng anot her hat--presunably
Caspar's. This is Bluepoiont Vance.

Caspar (cont'd)
Wen | fix a fight, say--if | pay a three-to-one
favorite to throw a goddamm fight--1 figure I got
a right to expect that fight to go off at three-
to-one. But every tinme | lay a bet with this
sonof abi tch Berni e Bernheim before | know it the
odds is even up--or worse, |I'mbetting the short
noney.

Behi nd Caspar we hear the clink of ice in the tunbler and a
figure energes fromthe shadows, wal king away fromthe
gl ow ng bar in the backgound.

. . . The sheeny knows | like sure things. He's
selling the information | fixed the fight. Qut-
of -t own noney cones pourin' in. The odds go
straight to hell. | don't know who he's sellin
It to, maybe the Los Angel es conbine, | don't
know. The point is, Bernie ain't satisfied with
t he honest dollar he can nmake off the vig. He
ain't satisfied wth the business |I do on his
book. He's sellin' tips on how | bet, and that
nmeans part of the payoff that should be ridin' on
ny hipis ridin' on soneone else's. So back we
go to these questions--friendship, character,

et hi cs.



The man with the whiskey glass has just passed the canera
and we cut to the:

REVERSE

Anot her well dressed, m ddl e aged man, behind a |arge
pol i shed oak desk, listening intently. This is Leo. He is
short but powerfully built, wth the face of a nman who has
seen t hings.

The man with the whiskey enters frane and passes Leo to
| ean agai nst the wall behind him where he listens quietly.

Caspar
So its clear what |'msayin'?

Leo
Cl ear as nud.

Caspar purses his lips but continues unfazed.

Caspar
It's a wong situation. It's gettin' so a
busi nessman can't expect no return froma fixed
fight. Nowif you can't trust a fix, what can
you trust? For a good return you gotta go
bettin' on chance, and then you' re back with
anarchy. Right back inna jungle. On account of
t he breakdown of ethics. That's why ethics is
inportant. It's the grease nmakes us get al ong,
what separates us fromthe animls, beasts a
burden, beasts a prey. Ethics. Wereas Bernie
Bernheimis a horse of a different color ethics-
wse. As in, he ain't got any. He's stealin
fromnme plain and sinple.

Leo | eans back in his chair.
The man behind Leo raises the whiskey glass to his |ips.

He is trimer and younger than Leo, perhaps in his thir-
ties, dark-conplected, with a pencil nustache and a gaunt
intensity that is not entirely healthy-looking. This is



Tom
As he drinks, he studies Caspar and Bl uepoint.

Leo
You sure it's Bernie, selling you out?

For the first tinme the man behi nd Caspar speaks:

Bl uepoi nt
It ain't el ves.

Leo
Nobody el se knows about the fix?

Caspar
No one that ain't got ethics.

Leo
What about the fighters you pay to tank out?

Bl uepoi nt
We only pick fighters we can put the fear of God
I n.

Leo
Any ot her booki es know? You play anyone el se's
book?

Caspar
| lay an occasional bet wth M nk Larouie.

Bl uepoi nt
But it ain't Mnk, I'll vouch for that.

Leo

How do you know?
Caspar shakes his head.

Caspar
It ain't Mnk. Mnk is Bluepoint's boy.

Leo
Mn And of course, Bl uepoint always knows about
the fix.



Bl uepoi nt

What the hell is that supposed to nean?

Leo
Let it drift. Al it nmeans is a |ot of people
know.

Caspar

| guess you ain't been listening. Sure other
peopl e know. That's why we gotta go to this
guestion of character, determ ne just who exactly
Is chiseling in an ny fix. And that's how we
know it's Bernie Bernheim The Mdtzah Kid.

' Cause ethically, he's kinda shaky.

Leo
You know Bernie's chiseling you because he's a
chiseler. And you know he's a chisel er because
he's chiseling you.

Arily:
Caspar
Sonetines you just know.
Leo
So you wanna kill him
Bl uepoi nt

For starters.

Leo nods, thinking. He swivels to ook interrogatively at
Tom

Tom gi ves an al nost i nperceptable shrug. The ice cubes in
hi s glass clink.

Leo turns back to Caspar, pauses.

Leo
.o Sorry, Caspar. Bernie pays ne for protec-
tion.



Tom peering over his drink, does not entirely conceal his
surpri se.

Caspar stares at Leo, his nmouth open. It is not the
response he expected.

Caspar
Listen, Leo, | ain't askin, for perm ssion.
I"mtellin" you as a courtesy. | need to do this

thing, so it's gonna get done.

Leo
Then I"'mtelling you as a courtesy that you'l
have trouble. You cane here to see if |I'd kick
If you killed Bernie. Well there's your answer.

Caspar's voice is harder:

Caspar
Li sten Leo, | pay off to you every nonth |like a
greengrocer--a |lot nore than the Mtzah--and |I'm
sick a gettin' the high hat--

Leo

You pay off for protection, just |ike everyone
el se. Far as | know-and what | don't know in
this towmn ain't worth know ng--the cops haven't
cl osed any of your dives and the O A hasn't
touched any of your rackets. You haven't bought
any license to kill bookies and today | ain't
selling any. Now take your flunky and dangl e.

Caspar is staring at Leo. He |ooks at Tom then rises
slowy to his feet. Back at Leo:

Caspar
Ya know |'mtryin'. . . I'mtryin not to raise ny
voice in anga. |'ve always gone al ong to get
al ong. But you make nme lay off the Matzoh and
you're givin' nme the needle. | told you the
sheeny was robbin' nme blind, | told you I wanna
put himin the ground and I'mtelling you now |"'m
sick a the high hat.



He swi pes his hat from Bl uepoint.

: You think I'm some guinea fresh off the
boat and you think you can kick nme. But |I'mtoo
big for that now

He puts his hands on the desk and | eans towards Leo.
The cords stand out on his ndck.

| "' m sick-of takin' the strap fromyou, Leo. |'m
sick a marchin' down to this goddam office to
kiss your Irish ass and I'M SICK A THE H GH HAT

Caspar stops, out of breath. He is red faced and panting.
Bl uepoi nt has put a gently restraining hand an his shoul -
der.

Leo and Tom stare at Caspar i npasssively.

After a beat Caspar shuts his nmouth. H s eyes | ose sone of
their glaze. He |ooks at Bluepoint's hand, turns and
strides towards the door.

Caspar
Youse fuckin' fancy-pants, all of ya.

He opens the docr, but Leo's voice stops him

Leo
(softly)
Johnny. You're exactly as big as | let you be
and no bigger and don't forget it. Ever.

Caspar | ooks at Lea fromthe open doorway. After a beat he
chuckl es.

Caspar
Ats right, Leo, you're the big-shot around here.

He dances over at Tom again, then back to Leo:

And |'mjust sone schnook |ikes to get
sl apped ar ound.

He | eaves, Bl uepoint follow ng, shutting the door.



After a beat Tomcrosses in front of the desk and sits down
In the chair Caspar has just vacated. Leo chuckles and
| eans back in his chair.

Leo
Twi st a pig s ear. Watch himsqueal .

Tom swal l ows the last of his drink and stares rum natively
down at his gl ass.

Tom
Bad play, Leo.

Leo, unfazed, grins at Tom

Leo
Got up on the wong side, huh?

Tom
Sanme side as al ways.

Leo
That's what | nean. Still owe npbney to--who's
your bookie? Lazarre?

Tom
vVm

Leo
| could put it right for you.

Tom
Thanxs Leo, | don't need it.

Leo
In a pig's eye. You haven't played a winner in
six weeks. People'll speak ill of me if I et

hi m break your | egs.
Tom grins back, for the first tine.

Tom
People'll say | had it com ng.

Leo



And they'll be right, but that ain't the point.

Call nme a big-hearted slob, but |I'm gonna square
It for ya

He picks up a phone on his desk and starts to dial.

Yeah, | think I'll do that, this very sane
ni ght. Looking at you noping around takes away
all nmy . . . What did you call it? Joy de veever.

Tom st ands and wal ks over to the desk.

Tom
Joi de vivre.

He takes the receiver fromLeo and prongs the phone.

Leo

Wel |l | ook, if your gonna laugh at nme, the hel
w th you.

Tom wal ks to the door, putting an his hat.

Tom

And with you. |'ll square nyself wth Lazarre if
you don't mnd. Thats why God invented cards.

He pauses in the doorway and turns back to Leo.
There is sonething you can do for ne.

Leo
Nanme it.

Tom
Thi nk about what protecting Bernie gets us.
Thi nk about what offending Caspar | oses us.

Leo chuckl es good-naturedly.

Leo
Cone on, Tonmmy, you know | don't l|ike to think.

Tom has stepped into the hallway and, just as he closes the
door :



Tom
Yeah. Well, think about whether you should start.

The door clicks shut.

CUT TO BLACK

FADE | N:
THE WOODS  CREDI T SEQUENCE

Although it is day, the tree cover gives an effect of
al nrost cat hedral -1i ke darkness. The sun filters down
through the leaves in gently shifting patterns.

We hear only the sound of the wind and the creaking and
groaning of tree linbs in the breeze.

Head titles are supered over the dissolving series of woods
scenes.

In the | ast woods scene the angle is | ow -al nbst ground-
| evel . The sun dapples the floor of the forest, which is
carpeted with pine needl es.

Wth a whoosh of rustling | eaves the wnd gusts a fedora
into frame. For a nonent it lies still in the foreground,
sunlight rippling over it, nmaking it seem al nost alive.
Then the wind picks up again and the hat tunbles away from
us, end over end, in slow notion into the background,

I npossibly far away until . . . it dissappears.

As we fade out, we hear a distant knocki ng.

FADE | N:

CLOSE SHOT  TOM

Unshaven, eyes cl osed, notionl ess.

The head credits continue over this one-shot scene.

The knocking continues, faintly, offscreen. As we hear a
door opening we pull back to a | ooser shot, revealinqg that
Tomis slunped back on a tired green sofa.



A fat hand enters to shake Toni s shoul der.

Voi ce
Wake up, Tonmy.

Wt hout ocening his eyes:

Tom
"' m awake.

Voi ce
You're eyes were shut.

Tom
Who' re you gonna believe?

Tomsits up, though it seens |ike an effort. He | ooks
si ck.

Froma small mrror behind the couch we see that we are in
the back room of a ganbling establishnent. The |eavings of
a card ganme litter a table in the m ddl e background.

Tom
How d | do?
Voi ce
VWhat do you think. You're a mllionaire. You

gonna renenber your friends?
Tom reaches up to feel his head, and | ooks stupidly about.

Tom
Where's ny hat?

Voi ce
You bet it, ya noron. Good thing the gane broke
up before you bet your shorts.

After a beat of staring at nothing in particular, Tom
abruptly lurches to his feet and staggers out of frane.

The other man sits heavily onto the couch that Tom has j ust
vacated. He is Fat Tony, a big man wearing an apron.



He wat ches as we hear Tom offscreen, staggering across the
room bunping into sonething which scrapes and then
clatters over, opening a door, staggering across tile, and
then vom ting.

Fat Tony watches with mld interest.

Finally:
Tom s Voi ce
Who left with ny hat?
Tony
Verna. Verna and M nk.
Tom
Who?
Louder :
Tony

M nk and Ver na.
O fscreen we hear a tap running.

Tom
Thunder cl ap runni ng toni ght?

Tony
Yeah.

Tom
What's she | eave at?

Tony
Three-to-one, nore'n likely. Lay off, Tom You
shoul dn't go deeper in the hole.

Tom
Tell Lazarre | want five hundred on the nose.

Tony shrugs.

Tony
You woul d have it.



Tom
Sonmebody hit ne?

Tony
Yeah. Mnk hit you.

Tom
Whyzat ?

Tony inspects a hangnail on his thunb.

Tony
You asked himto.

CUT TO
A HALLWAY

A | oose shot | ooking over Tom s shoul der as he knocks on an
partment door. Head credits conti nue.

The door swi ngs open and Verna, an attractive but hard-
| ooking woman in her late twenties or early thirties |ooks
coldly out at Tom

Tom
(still slightly woozy)
M ss ne?

Ver na
You agai n. \What now?

Tom
| want my hat.

Ver na
Is that all you cane for?

Tom
Yeah. | want ny hat.

Ver na
| won it. lt's m ne.

Tom



What're you gonna do with it?

Ver na
Dr op dead.

She sl ans the door.

There is a long, notionless beat. Tomraises his hand and
knocks again, mssing the door conpletely on his first try.

After a knock or two the door sw ngs open again.

Tom
| need a drink.

Ver na
Way didn't you say so.

She steps away fromthe door and Tomenters the apartnent.
As the door clicks shut we cut to bl ack, and the | ast of
the novie's head credits.

Musi ¢ clays under the credits, mxed in with the woods
sounds we heard earlier. As the last of the credits is
fading to black we hear a distant knocking, and from bl ack
we:

CUr 1O
CLOSE SHOT A FEDORA

Lying on a nmarble bureau top in a dark room A gently
rippling cookie plays over it--light froma streetlanp
thrown through a curtained window. Reflected in the bureau
mrror behind the fedora we see the soft glow of a burning
cigarette.

REVERSE

Tracking in on Tom sitting in bed, snoking, staring at the
bureau. The rippling street light plays over himfromthe
w ndow. W hear a distant knocki ng.



W DER

The bedroom as Tom swings his | egs around and gets out of
bed.

Tomthrows on a dressing gown and | eaves the bedroom

t hrough its doubl e oak pocket doors, closing the doors
behi nd him

L1 VI NG ROOM

Al so dark, lit only by streetlight filtering in.

The knocking is | ouder here. Tomcrosses the room
sil houetted agai nst the wi ndows, to the apartnent's front
door. Light fans in as he opens it.

Shiftng unconfortably in the hallway is Leo, in an
overcoat and fedora.

Leo
‘Lo, Tommy. Sorry about the hour.

Tom
I"1l live. What's the runpus?

Leo
Can i cone in?

Tom t hi nks about this for the slightest beat.

Tom
Sur e.

He lets Leo precede himinto the |living room
Tomturns on a lanp that sits on a rolling bar.
Dri nk?

Leo
| wouldn't mind. . . | tried calling earlier.

Tom
| got honme | ate.



As Tomsits down facing Leo wth two drinks:

Leo
Wll. . . Sorry about the hour.

Tom
Uh- huh.

He waits, with no apparent inpatience.

The ol der man is unconfortable; he is having trouble
finding the words. Finally he lifts his glass and swal | ows
It 1n one gulp.

Leo
Not bad.

Tom
Better than the paint we sell at the club.

Leo
That it is. . . That it is.

Tom
Thought about cutting Bernie | oose?

Leo is shuffling his hat nervously from hand to hand.

Leo
Can't do it, Tommy, can't do it. . . That's sort
of why I'm . . Tommy. . . | don't know where

Verna is.

Tomfixes himwith a level stare, then takes a sip of his
dri nk.

Tom
Uh- huh.

Leo
| know what you're thinking: What else is new?
But the situation now, |'mworri ed.

Tom bl ows out air.



Tom
Verna can take care of herself. Maybe better
t han you can.

Leo
What does that mean?

Tom stands up, takes Leo's glass and wal ks back over to the
bar .

Tom
Want anot her ?

Leo
No. What does that nean?

Tomturns to | ook at Leo, pauses, then decides to speak:

Tom
How far has she got her hooks into you?

Leo
That's a hell of a question.

Tom
It's a grift, Leo. |If she didn't need you to
protect her brother from Johnny Caspar, d'you
think she'd still go with you on slow carriage
rides through the park? That is the deal, isn't
I1t? You keep Bernie under waps 'till Caspar
cool s down?

Leo
Jesus but you're a prickly pear. Wat's wong
with her wanting her brother taken care of?

Tom
Not a thing. | don't blane her. She sees the
angl e--which is you--and she plays it. She's a
grifter, just |ike her brother. They probably
had grifter parents and grifter grandparents and
soneday they'll each spawn little grifter kids--

Leo
Stop it, Tomry. | don't like to hear ny friends



run down. Even by other friends.
Tom shrugs.

Tom
Friendship's got nothing to do with it.

Leo
The hell you say. You do anything to help your
friends. Just l|like you do anything to kick your
enem es.

Tom
Wong, Leo. You do things for a reason.

Leo
kay, Tom you know the angl es--Christ, better
t han anybody. But you're wong about this. You
don't know what's in Verna's heart.

Tom stares down into his drink. There is an awkward pause.
Then finally, w thout | ooking up:

Tom
Leo, throw her down. And her brother, too. Dunp
her .

Leo | ooks |ike he has just been stepped on.

Leo
Jesus, Tom . . Verna's okay.

He nods to hinsel f.

She's a little wild, but she's okay. |
i ke her.

Tom sm | es.

Tom
Yeah, you |like her. Like the Kaiser |ikes
cabbage. You're dizzy for her.

Leo scowm s at Tom

Leo



What of it? Jesus, Tom ain't you ever been bit
by that bug?

Tom
Leo, if she's such an angel, why are you | ooking
for her at four in the norning?

Leo digs his hands into his pockets and sl ouches back,
pr of oundl y enbar assed.

Tom |

Leo
| put a tail on her this afternoon.

Tom
Hah!
Leo
Yeah, | asked Rug Daniels to follow her around--

just, you know, just to keep her out of trouble.

Tom
And to tell you what trouble she was managing to
whip up herself.

Leo
It wasn't to spy, Tomi | was worried. After that
nmeeting wth Caspar, well--you can't be too
car ef ul

Tom

Uh- huh. And what did Rug tell you that has you
scurrying over here?

Leo
That's just it. Nothing. He's disappeared.

aughs hunorl essly.

Tom
So you've |lost your ladyfriend and the tail you
put an her.

Leo
| guess it does sound pretty sorry at that.



He | ooks fromhis enpty glass up to Tom

Help me out, Tom | wouldn't know where to
start looking. You know Rug's crowd, you know
the people Verna runs wwth. |I'mjust worried
now, wth things the way they are between ne and
Caspar - -

Tom gi ves a wave of disgust.

Tom
You shoul dn't be confronting Johnny Caspar, it's
what |'ve been trying to tell you. You can't
trade body blows with him He's gotten too
strong.

For the first tinme Leo displays sone testiness:

Leo
| reckon | can still trade body blows with any
man in this town.

He sighs, |ooks back down at his drink.
Except you, Tom

Tom
And Ver na.

Leo smi | es good-naturedly.

Leo
Ckay, give ne the needle. | ama sap, | deserve
it.

He stands and wal ks to the door.

Tom doesn't nove. Hi s eyes remain fixed on the chair Leo
has just vacat ed.

Leo pauses in the open doorway.

: Thanks for the drink. Let nme know if you
hear anyt hi ng.

The door cl oses and he is gone.



Tom gri maces and stands up. Sunlight is just starting to
conme in through the w ndows, defining for the first tine

the corners of the large sem -circular roomas Tom wal ks

across it to the bedroom Distant early-norning traffic

noise is filtering up fromthe street.

| NT BEDROOM

As Tom opens the doubl e oak doors and enters, |eaving them
open.

He crosses to the bed and sits an its edge, hunched
forward, thinking. Behind him a woman stirs.

Wman
(sl eepily)
Who was t hat?

Tom
Leo.

He takes a cigarette fromthe nightstand and lights it.
He's | ooking for you.
Verna stiffens.

Ver na
Did you tell himl was here?

Tom
No.

Ver na rel axes.

Ver na
Did you put in a good word for ny brother?

Tom
No.

Ver na
You said you woul d.



Tom
| said |'d think about it.

Ver na
VWhat did you tell hinf

Tomis lost in thought. He exhal es snoke.

Tom
Did you see Rug Daniels |ast night?

Ver na
No. What did you tell Leo?

Tomfinally turns to face her. After |ooking at her for a
beat :

Tom
| told hi myou were a tranp and he shoul d

dunp you.
A shoe flies past his head and hits the wall behind him

Ver na
You're a son of a bitch, Tom

EXT ALLEYWAY  EARLY MORNI NG

W are on an extrene close shot of a snmall dog. Behind
him in the distance, we can see the nouth of the alley.

The dog is on point, perfectly still, one front |eg crooked
and raised off the ground, his ears pointed strai ght up,
his eyes in a fixed stare.

A NAN

I's slouched, half-sitting, against the wall of the alley.
He is notionless. H's nouth is agape. His eyes are rolled
up in a lifeless stare.

He is wearing an overcoat but it is unbuttoned and reveals
a blood stain in the mddle of his chest. H s fedora lies



on the ground near one of his splayed hands.

There is sonething subtly odd about his hair.

CLOSE SHOT A LITTLE BOY

Perhaps five years old. He stares down at the dead man in
front of him

CLOSE SHOT  THE MAN

Staring vacantly.

THE BOY

After a noment, he reaches forward.

THE MAN

As the boy's hand enters frane. The boy pokes once at the
man' s shoul der.

There is no reaction.

The boy touches the top of the man's head.

The man's hair slips forward a couple of inches over over his
f or ehead.

THE BOY

St ari ng.

THE MAN

Al so staring, his skewed hairpiece ill becom ng his stunned
expr essi on.

The boy reaches forward and takes the hairpiece off the
man's head. Now a bald man stares off into smace, still
| ooki ng stunned, still quite dead.



WDE SHOT THE ALLEY

The dead man and the little bov face each other in profile

in the mddle foreground. In the background, between them
the little boy's dog faces us, still on point, still
whi ni ng.

The little boy is fascinated by the hairpiece he holds. He
turns it over and around, and | ooks fromit to the dead
man.

Suddenly the boy turns and runs, away fromus, towards the
mouth of the alley, still clutching the hairpiece.

As he passes the dog it turns and runs after him waggi ng
its tail, happy to be | eaving.

FADE OUT

FADE | N:
| NT DI NER EVENI NG

A man sits facing us at the counter in the foreground. His
face is hidden by the newspaper he is reading.

The page of the newspaper being presented to the canera
bears a story headlined: GANGSTER SLAIN. The subhead:
Politician's "Ai de" Found Dead in Alley.

After a beat the diner drops the paper to the counter, and
we see that it is Tom wearing overcoat and hat. He is
grimaci ng at whatever he was reading. He stands and digs
into his pocket.

REVERSE

Looki ng down at the newspaper an the counter, next to a
steanm ng cup of coffee. Tom s hand enters to put sone
change on the counter, |eaves, and we hear his receding
f oot st eps.

The headlined story on the page Tomwas reading is:



10.

11.

THUNDERCLAP | NJURED | N RACI NG M SHAP

CUr 1O
TRACKI NG I N TO CLOSE SHOT PLAQUE

Set into the brick of a building's exterior, it reads:
SHENANDOAH CLUB. I n script underneath: Menbers Only.

I NT  THE CLUB NI GHT

Tracking towards the front door as Tomenters. He puts his
coat and hat on the check counter.

Tom
Hel |l o, Beryl --

Her arm sweeps across franme to slap Tom hard.

Check Grl (off)
Ain't you got a conscience?

Tom stares dunbly.

ON BERYL

A dimnutive woman in a french maid's uniformwth a pil
box hat. She rocks her weight on one leg with her hands
proceed defiantly on her hips.

It's a little voice inside that tells you
when you been a heel!

Tom
Mne's been numlately--what'd | do?

Ber vyl
Stood me up is all. Made nme wait an hour and a
half is all? O maybe you don't renenber sayin'
you' d pick ne up after work last night. | seen

heels in ny time, sure, plenty of "enml But none
so low as couldn't tell nme to ny face when they



12.

was sick of ne!
She throws a check number at him

You know where you can stick it!

CUr 1O
TRACKI NG SHOT

Pulling Tom as he wal ks across the ganbling floor. He
joined bv a nervous young man in a tuxedo.

M nk
‘Lo Tom Wiat's the runpus?

Tom
M nk.

M nk throws a gl ance back in the direction of the coat
check.

M nk
| see you got your hat back.

Tom

Yeah, what of it.
M nk

Not a thing, Tommy. | got not a thing to say.

Li sten, Bernie wants to see you. It's inportant.
Tom

Vell I"mright here, and |I'm not made of gl ass.
M nk

Yeah, but he's nervous wal kin' around in public.
He's a right guy, but he's nervous, Tommy! He's
very nervous! \Who wouldn't be?!

Tom | ooks at Mnk for the first tine.

Tom
M nk- -

S



M nk
The spot he's in, who wouldn't be! He asked ne
to ask you to ask Leo to take care of him You
know, put in a good word with Leo. Leo |listens
to you. Not that Leo wouldn't help the Mt zoh
anyway! A guy like Bernie? A square gee |like
the Motzah! A straight shooter |ike hin

Tom
| don't get it, M nk--

M nk
What's to get?! It's as plain as the nose--

Tom
| thought you were Bl uepoint's sycophant.

M nk
Yeah Tom that's right. But a guy can have nore
than one friend, can't he? Not that |I'd want
Bl uepoi nt to know about it, but a square gee |ike
the Motzah? He's a right guy, Tom He's a
straight shooter! | know he's got a m xed
reputation, but for a sheeny he's got a lot a
good qualities!

Tom has reached the foot of a large staircase. He turns to
|l ook at Mnk with mld curiosity.

Tom
Way shoul d | care what happens to Bernie?

M nk
C non Tom vyou |ike Bernie dontcha?

Tom
| don't Iike anybody, M nk, you know t hat.

M nk
VWll, you like his sister.

Tom
What' s that supposed to nean?

M nk
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Not hing, Tom If it ain't ny business | got not
a thing to say.

Tom studies Mnk for a beat.

Tom
What's going an between you and Bernie?

M nk
Not hin, Tom We're just friends--you know,
am gos?

He sics on his cigarette and | ooks nervously around the
floor, then back at Tom who stares cool |y back.

Tom
You're a fickle boy, Mnk. If Bluepoint found
out you had another "am go"--well, | don't peg

him for the understanding type.

Mnk is startled. In a high shrill voice, as Tom wal ks up
the stairs, clutching his drink:

M nk
Find out!? How would he find out?! Dammit Tom
me and you ain't even been tal king! Jesus Tom
dami t, Jesus!

INT LEO S OFFI CE
Pul ling Tomas he enters the office.
Leo (off)
"Lo, Tom You know O Gar.
REVERSE
Leo faces us from behind his desk.

Seated in two chairs facing the desk, twsting around to
greet Tom are two nen. O Gar is a large nman wearing a
police uniform Dale Levander wears a suit; a florid man
with a shock of white hair, in his md-sixties.



Leo
and the mayor.

Tom
| ought to. | voted for himsix tinmes |ast Muy.
Levander chuckl es.
Levander

And that ain't the record, either.
Tomis crossing to the bar.

Leo
Verna turned up. She's downstairs.

Tom his back to Leo as he pours a drink, stiffens.

Tom
She say where she'd been?

Leo
No, | uh. . . didn't want to press her. Hear
about Rug?

Drink in hand, Tomturns and crosses to perch an a corner
of Leo's desk.

Tom
Yeah, R |.P.

Leo
They took his hair, Tommy. Jesus that's strange.
Way woul d they do that?

Tom
Maybe it was | njuns.

Leo
Eye-ties, nore like it. @G ovanni Casparro.

Tom
So you figure it was Caspar bunped Rug?

Leo, with a puzzled smle, glances at O Gar and the mayor,



and then back at Tom

Leo
Wll it's pretty obvious ain't i1t?

Tom
Mn . . So what's the plan?

Leo
Junp on the guinea hard. Wth both feet.

He | ooks at the mayor who shifts unconfortably in his seat.
G ve himthe | owdown, Dale.
Mayor
Yes, well. . . Leo here has just rem nded us that
M. Caspar operates several clubs in our city

wherein the patrons inbibe of rumand play at
ganmes of chance.

Mor osel y:

O Gar
And we're sunnosed to stop the party.

Tom
Uh- huh.

Looki ng at Leo, he jerks his head towards the two nen.

They don't seemtoo happy about it, Leo.

O Gar
Naw, it ain't that, Tom

Mayor
Jesus, Tom W do as we're told!

Tom i gnores them

Tom
Maybe they're right not to like it. Stirring up
this hornets' nest won't be good for anyone. And
it'"I'l mean killing.



Leo
Vell I"mnot thrilled about it either, but I
can't just lay down to Caspar.

Tom
You could do worse. You mght not like it, but
giving up Bernie Bernheimis a pretty small price
to pay for peace. Business is business and a
war's going to hurt everybody. Bernie plays with
fire, he's got to deal with the consequences--
even if that neans he gets bunped off.

Leo
Sweet Jesus, Tom that ain't even the point
anynore. Caspar pooped Rug. The day | back down
froma fight, Caspar is welcone to the rackets,
this town, and ny place at the table. | didn't
start this thing, but--

Tom s voice is sharp:

Tom
You did start it--you and Verna--

The mayor has risen to his feet. Unconfortably:

May or
W can dangle, Leo, if you' d prefer.

Leo
Si ddown Dale, we're all friends here.

Tom
--and Caspar hasn't broken the rules, Bernie has-
-and you too, by helping him And if that isn't
enough, consider that if you nmake it a war, you
have nore to | ose than Caspar.

Leo is getting up from behind the desk and wal ki ng over to
stare out the w ndow.

Leo
Ckay, but nore to beat himwth. Jesus, Tom the
two of us've faced worse odds.
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Tom
But never without reason. It helps to have one.

Leo doesn't reply. Tomis irritated, but shrugs indif-
ference.

Vell, it's your call
He gets to his feet and starts for the door.

: My opinion use to count for sonething
around here, but it's always yours to take or
| eave.

Leo has turned fromthe window and is striding after Tom
gesturing appol ogetically.

Leo
Aw, c'nmon Tomry. |Its not |ike that.

The door clicks shut.

Goddammit. Goddamm kid is just like a
tw st.

CUr 1O
FAT TONY

Tendi ng the downstairs bar as Tom stal ks over.

Tom
Gme a stiff one.

Tony
No small talk, huh? They shoot vour nag?

Tony has finished pouring a shot of whiskey which Tom
I mredi ately knocks back.

Tom
|f there's any justice. Verna around?

Tony
She stepped into the ladies, room You got
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Lazarre's five hundred?

Tom
He'll have to carry ne for a few days.

Tomis pouring hinself another drink.

Tony
He ain't gonna like that. Couldn't, you get it
from Leo?
Tomis irritated:
Tom
It's not Leo's debt. 'l pay nmy own way.
Tony
| admre a man of principle. Does this go on the

tab?

Drink in hand, Tomis al ready wal ki ng away.

| NT LADI ES' LOUNGE

As Tom bangs through the door, still carelessly holding his
tunbl er of whiskey. A rogue |ock of hair hangs down over
hi s forehead.

Tom
Cl ose your eyes, ladies, |I'mcom ng through.

REVERSE

The hubbub of fenml e voices evaporates as all turn to | ook
at the mal e intruder.

The | ounge's decor is done in various shades of pink. Sone
of the wonen apply nmake-up facing the large bul b-encircled
mrrors on overstuffed seashell shaped pink chairs. O her
wonen sit, snoking, in the banquettes that |ine the other
wal | .

Al react to Toms entrance wth surprise mxed wth



vari ous degrees of outrage, and they hurry to gather their
thi ngs and | eave. The one exception is Verna, who | ooks at
Tom wi th unperturbed distaste.

As he crosses to her seashell chair:

Tom
Who's the warpaint for?

Ver na
Go honme and dry out.

Tom
You don't need it for Leo, believe ne. He
al ready thinks you're the original Mss Jesus.

She gl ances hurriedly around the | ounge, but the |ast of
t he wonen are al ready | eavi ng.

Ver na
What the hell's the natter with you?

Tom
VWhat's the matter with you? Afraid people m ght
get the right idea?

Verna studies himfor a beat.

Ver na
Leo's got the right idea. | like him he's
honest and he's got a heart.

Tom weaves a couple of steps closer to her.

Tom
Then its true what they say. Qpposites attract.

Ver na
Do ne a favor and m nd your own busi ness.

She turns back to the mrror and starts applying her
l'ipstick. Tomdrops down to face her in the mrror.

Tom
This is ny business. Intimdating hel pless wonen is



part of what | do.

Ver na
Then find one and intim date her.

Tom swal | ows the rest of his drink in one gulp.

Tom
Leo's upstairs getting ready to shoot hinself in
the foot on your account.

Ver na
| don't know what you're talking about.

Tom
He's gonna go to the mat for your brother. And
It's gonna hurt him

Ver na
| don't know Leo's business, but he's a big boy.

Tom
He used to be.

Verna causes with the lipstick. She |ooks at Tomintently
but her tone softens.

Ver na
Look. What do you want, Ton?? You want nme to
pretend | don't care what happens to Bernie?
Wll | do. He's ny brother and | don't want him
to get hurt. |If Leo wants to help himout 1']
step out with him show hima good tine in
return. There's no harmin that.

Tom
There's a nane for that kind of business arrange-
ment .

Ver na

"1l do what | have to for Bernie and there's no
reason for you to try and queer that. Regardl ess
of what you think of nme, Bernie's a decent guy.

Tom



A strai ght shooter, huh? A square gee?

Ver na
Yeah, sneer at himlike everyone el se. Just
because he's different. People think he's a
degenerate. People think he's scum Wl he's
not .

Tom
Poor m sunder st ood Berni e.

Verna swivels around to stare quizzically at Tom

Ver na
VWhat is this about? You want ne to stop
seeing Leo . . . Wiy don't you just say so0?
Tom

| want you to quit spinning Leo in circles and
poi nting himwhere to go.

Ver na
| forgot--that's your job, isn't it?

Tom
"Il do what | have to to protect Leo. |I'm
asking you--politely, for nme--to | eave hi m al one.
| don't have to ask. |If | told himabout our

little dance last night, your pull would dry up
pretty fast.

Now Verna is irritated:

Ver na
So would yours. | don't |ike being threatened.

Tom
| don't |ike being played for a sucker. That
gane mght work with Leo but it won't work with
ne.

Ver na
You think |ast night was just nore canpai gni ng
for nmy brother?
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Tom
| can see the angl es.

He grabs her by the arm and drags her roughly to her feet.

And | know if there was a market for little
old | adi es, you'd have G andma Bernheimfirst on
l'ine.

Ver na
(struggling to get out of his grasp)
You're a pathetic runhead.

Tom
And | | ove you, Angel.

Tom t akes her hat off, tosses it onto the chair, and ki sses
her roughly on the |ips.

Verna breaks away and socks himon the jaw. Tom staggers
back, upsetting a table of toiletries and | anding agai nst a
banquette.

He throws his enpty whi skey gl ass at Verna.
She ducks and it smashes into the mrror.

They stand staring at each other for a beat, breathing
hard. Tom has a snear of lipstick near one side of his
nout h.

Finally:

Ver na.
| suppose you think you've raised hell.

She picks up her stole and heads for the door.
Tom stands staring at her back, swaying, ever so slightly.

Tom
Sister, when T ve raised hell you'll knowit.

CUr 1O



INT  TOM S APARTMENT

A wi de shot, facing the sem -circular w ndows, the door of
the apartnent behind us. A large easy chair in the mddle
foreground faces away fromus: a smaller chair is at the
w ndow end of the room facing us.

At the cut we hear the ringing of the tel ephone.

O fscreen we can hear the unhurried scrape of a key in the
| ock, then the door opening, then the door closing.

Tom s back enters franme as he strolls into the room and

t hen di sappears briefly through an open doorway to the
right. W hear an icebox door opening and cl osing, and
then Tomreenters again, still not reacting to the insis-
tently ringing phone. He is now holding a balled-up towel.

He wal ks over to the facing chair at the wi ndow end of the
room shrugs off his overcoat, drapes it on the chair,
sits, crosses his legs, takes off his hat, tosses it onto
t he upraised toes of his crossed leg, tilts his head back,
and presses the towel against his forehead--apparently it
IS an i cepack.

We are beginning to track slowy towards him

After a beat he takes out a cigarette, lights it, and
reaches back for the phone that refuses to stop ringing.

Tom
Yeah.

He casually | ooks forward, just off to one side, at a
specific point in space. He does not react to whatever he
I s heari ng.

: | need a couple days. . . Because | don't
have it now.

We are alnost in close shot now H's gaze is still fixed
and enoti onl ess.

Because | say so. . . What woul d be good
enough?. . . Well, if it'll make himfeel any



better, tell Lazarre he can send soneone by to
break ny legs. | won't squawk.

He prongs the earpiece, still |looking off. The track has
stopped in close shot. He exhales a stream of snoke, then
after a beat:

"Lo, Berni e.

REVERSE

Sl ouched in a chair, in the corner of the room facing Tom
Is Bernie Bernheim He is about thirty and wears his
overcoat and hat and a good-natured smle. He holds an
appl e in one hand and a paring knife in the other. The

| ong peel of the apple corkscrews down off the knife.

Berni e
Lo, Tom \What's the runpus?

Tom
C non in, nake yourself at hone.

Berni e
Yeah, you weren't here so | thought |I'd do that.
Didn't wanna answer the phone, though. Figured
It wasn't for ne.

Tom
Uh- huh.

After a silent beat, Bernie chuckl es.

Berni e
: | get it, get to the point, huh? kay.
The point is: I'ma good guy.

Tom
|"ve heard that froma | ot of people today.

Bernie slices off an apple section and holds it out to Tom
who shakes his head.

Ber ni e



Good guy, lot of friends--that's the way it
wor ks. Maybe if you appreciated ne a little
nore, you woul dn't be nmaking waves with Leo.

He pops the slice in his nouth.

It's a bad tine to be doing that. | nean, right
now we're both in ajam | hear you're on a bad
streak, short of funds, and |I've got that
psychotic guinea mad at ne. Don't ask ne why;
|"mjust a small-timer trying to get by, like
everyone else. | need help fromny friends.

Li ke Leo. And you.

Tom
Leo gets your sister, what're you selling ne?

Berni e
Cnmon Tom its not like that at all. Wasn't
nmy idea. She'll sleep with anyone, you know

that. She's even tried to teach ne a thing or
two about bed artistry. Can you believe that--ny
own sister! Sonme crackpot idea about saving ne
fromny friends.

Berni e | aughs pleasantly.

She's a sick twist all right. | guess sone
guys like that.

Tom
She speaks highly of you.

Ber ni e shrugs.

Berni e
Yeah, well, you stick by your famly. The point
Is, | can help you with your debts if that would

make us friends. M notto is, a guy can't have
too many. Big payday Saturday, Tom You coul d
be inonit.

For the first tine, Tomis interested.

Tom
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Anot her fix? Wich fight?

Ber ni e
Well that's confidential at the nonent. But it
doesn't have to stay that way.

Tom gi ves Berni e a specul ative eye.

Tom
How d' you know about it? Caspar isn't |aying any
nore bets with you.

Berni e
Mm

Tom gi ves a hunorl ess smle.

Tom
You nust really have M nk junping through
hoops.

Bernie is getting to his feet wiping the knife blade on his
coat .

Berni e
Li ke I say, you can't have too many.

He pauses at the open door, |ooks up and down the hall and
turns to |l ook at Tom

W got a deal ?

Tom
"1l think about it.

On his way out:

Berni e
| wouldn't want it any ot her way.

On the click of the door |latch we cut to:

STREET DAY



Pul ling Tom al ong t he si dewal k.

Tom
Cud.

He is calling out to a short rail-1like man | oungi ng agai nst
a building who joins himas he wal ks. Cud has small sharp
features except for one cheek, which is hugely distended by
a wad of chew ng tobacco.

My credit still good with you?
Cud gives a so-so flutter of his hand.

. . . Gve ne a hundred across on Tailor Miid iIn
the third tonight.

Cud shakes hi s head.

Cud
Lazarre won't like it.
Tom
Try fifty across.
Cud shrugs.
Cud
"Il try. That'll nmake another one-fifty you owe
hi m
Tom

Only if | |ose, Cud.

Cud
Tomy, the way you're goin'--horses got knees?

Tom
| dunno. Fet | ocks.

Cud
Well the way you're goin', if | was a horse |'d
be down on ny fetlocks prayin' you don't bet on

ne.

Anot her man, a huge nman, has wal ked up to flank Tonls ot her
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side. This is Frankie.

Fr anki e
Drift, small guy.

Cud
Drop dead, ape.

Fr anki e

C non Tom ny boss wants to see you. He didn't
have tinme to engrave nothin' formal.

Cud starts to fade away.

Cud
"l see you later, Tommy. | gotta go spit.

| NT ROOM

It is alarge roomwith a couple of card tables, straight-
backed chairs, a ratty sofa--a sparsely furnished card room
off the main floor of a club.

At the cut we are tracking behind Tominto the room as
Frankie and Tic-Tac, a small ferret-faced-nman, escort him
in. W hear a woman's voi ce speaking rapid-fire Italian.

Bl uepoint is sitting on the couch, wearing his overcoat and
hi s hat pushed back an his forehead.

Sitting at one of the card tables is Caspar. Wth himis
his wife, a short, very round Italian wonman, and his son,
Johnny Jr. Johnny Jr., about five years old, is also very
round. He wears a suit with short pants that reveal

di npl ed knees.

Bl uepoi nt, an the couch, is watching the donestic scene
W t hout any particul ar warnth,

Caspar
Whaddya nean he's eatin' too nuch? Whadduz the
goddam doct or know?

He turns to the little boy.



What you eat for |unch?

Johnny Jr.
A hot dog.

Caspar
Just a hot dog?

The boy shakes his head.

Johnny Jr.
A hot dog and nust ard.

Caspar throws his head back and roars with | aughter.

Caspar
A hot dog with nmustard! A hot dog with nustard!
You hear that, Bluepoint! The kids as snart as a
whi p!'  Even Uncl e Bl uepoint thinks that's funny.

Bl uenpoint's face is a sol em nask.
Whadduz t he goddamm doctor know

Caspar wipes away tears of mrth and digs in his pocket
with his left hand. Extending two closed fists towards the
boy:

G head, which hand is the penny in?
The boy touches his right fist.

Choose agai n.
The boy just |ooks at him

Okay, here ya go. Take the penny. Shiny
new penny.

To his wfe.

Take the kid. Wit in the car. Gve'm
a penny, boys.

Tic-Tac and Frankie dig in their pockets for change as the



boy and his nother cross to the door.

Franki e
| ain't got a penny, boss.

Caspar has turned his attention to a check book that lies
on the table in front of him As he wites:

Caspar
Ah, well, that's a penny ya owe him 'Lo Tom
what's the runmpus? You |ike kids?

Tom
No.

Absent | y:

Caspar
Uh- huh. Have a seat. G ahead.

He tears out the check.

Vell, you're mssin' out on a conplete
life. | know, kids, big deal, but still, I'm
tellin' ya.

He bl ows on t he check.

Anyway. . . Thanks for comn' by. | just
wote this check out to your bookmaker, Lazarre.
It's for an even fifteen hundred, which is nore
than | hear you owe himbut | figure you can
al ways use sone noney on the cuff, a high roller
such as yasel f whaddya say?

Tom
Thanks.
Caspar | aughs.
Caspar
Al ways t he yapper, huh? Well, you're wel cone.

You wanna know why |'m putting you square with
Lazarre?



Tom
Not particularly.

Caspar
Bad feeling. It ain't a good thing. It's a
poi son, kid. | want everybody to be friends. |

do this, you're friends wwth Lazarre, he's
friends with you, and you're friends with ne.

And all you gotta do, show you're a friend, is to
give nme Bernie Bernheim You knowit's the right

thing anyway; | can't keep any discipline if |
can't punish the people | need to punish. The
Mot zah steals fromne, | can't have Leo givin
hima shiny new penny. . . You find sone way to

make Leo understand that.

Tom
So the deal is, | give you the Mtzah, snooth it
over with Leo, and you bail ne out with Lazarre.

Caspar
Yeah, then we're all friends again: You, ne,
Leo, Bl uepoint.

Bl uepoi nt sneers fromthe couch:

Bl uepoi nt
W can maybe have tea sonetine.

Caspar
C nmon, Bluepoint. Friends is a nental state.
Widdya say, kid?

Tom
"1l think about it.

Caspar
He'll think about it. Hear that, Bl uepoint?
That's terrific. The kid's a thinker.

Bl uepoi nt
Does he want a pillow for his head?

Caspar
Ckay kid, think about it. It's a nental state.



But make it quick, ny famly's waitin'.

Tom
"Il think about it and tell you later.

Bl uepoi nt
He needs to think in the thinking room

Caspar shakes his head sadly.

Caspar
Kid, if it'll help you think, you should know
that if you don't do this you won't be in any
shape to wal k outa here.

Tom consi ders this.

Tom
Wul d that be physically, or just a nental
st ate?

Caspar stares at himfor a beat, then slowy starts to tear
up the check.

Caspar
: . That ain't friendly, kid. | nake you a
nice offer, | get the high hat.

He gets up and wal ks over to the door. Tic-Tac opens it
for himand precedes himout.

Before foll owi ng Caspar out the door, Bluepoint grins at
Tom

Bl uepoi nt
Too bad for you, smart guy.

He | eaves, shutting the door.
The roomis quiet.
Tom | ooks at Frankie, the | arge man, who | ooks back.

Franki e stands, takes off his suit coat, and hangs it
carefully on a rack by the door.



He approaches Tom

Tom
Hold it.

Frankie conplies. Tomis standing and shrugging off his
coat. He folds it neatly and turns to lay it on the chair
he was in.

When he turns around again he is holding the chair and he
smashes it into Frankie's face.

Franki e staggers back but doesn't drop. He reaches up to
hi s nose and his hand conmes away bl oody.

Fr anki e
Jesus, Tom

Tom still holds the chair.

Franki e | ooks at himfor a nonent, then wal ks over to the
door, opens it, and |leaves, shutting it behind him

The roomis very quiet. Tom stands facing the door, still
hol ding the chair. After a beat or twd, he starts to put
It down.

The door opens and he quickly raises the chair again.

Tic-Tac, the little man with the hawk nose, is striding
into the room briskly approaching Tom Frankie, the
gorilla, follows cautiously.

Ti c-Tac bl ocks Ton's swing of the chair with his forearm
waps both arns around it and pulls it awav from Tom As
Frankie circles Tom Tic-Tac tosses the chair across the
room

Franki e, now behind Tom wallops himin the small of the
back. The bl ow sends hi m staggering towards Tic-Tac, who
cracks himin the jaw

Franki e grabs Tom s hair and yanks his head back as Tic-Tac
works on his mdsection. Toms hands are reaching back to
grope for Frankie.
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Still holding his hair with one hand, Frankie cuffs Tom
awkwardly on the side of the head. Tom staggers around and
Ti c- Tac, now behind him also hits himon the side of the
head.

Tom goes down. His head hits the floor with a thunk.

W are on a low angle an the floor. Behind Tom s head, in
t he background, we see the door to the room

The door splinters in with a |oud crash.

Frankie's feet are wal king up al ongsi de Toml s head, as bl ue
uniforns streaminto the room

Fr anki e
Just in the nick of time, huh?

He brings his foot back to deliver a walloping kick to the
back of Tomis head. On the inpact we cut to:

BLACK

Over black we hear the sound of running water.

FADE | N:
TOM

Gasping for air as his head is pulled out fromunder a
runni ng faucet.

The uni fornmed policeman who was holding himthere and is
now pul | ing hi mback up, grins at him

Cop
No harm done. Unless your friend broke his foot.
Tomis still woozy.
Tom
Wizzit. . . Howlong. . . Wiat day is it?

Cop



Friday, 12th of Septenber, 1929. Sane as when
you | eft us, about ten seconds ago.

He is leading Tom by the armout of the cranped bathroom
back into the card room where he was beat up. Another cop
has Frankie cuffed in a straightbacked chair and is taking
roundhouse swings at him He pauses, breathing heavily.

Second Cop
: ‘Lo, Tom Care to skin a knuckle an your
pl aymat e here?

Tom
No. . . thanks, Del ahanty.

As Tomand the first cop | eave the card room

Second Cop
Vell if you change your mnd, we'll be inter-
rogatin' for a while.

Tom and his escort are energing onto the casino fl oor.

First Cop
VWhat was that party about, anyway?

Tom
We do this every weekend.

Blue uniforns are everywhere. Sone are escorting tuxedoed
patrons and enpl oyees to the exit; sonme wield axes on the
gam ng equi pnent; others are using nightsticks to smash the
bottles behind the bar. Tomw nces at this and |ights a
cigarette.

Tom
Jesus.

He takes a battle and glass froma table as they wal k by.

: VWhat the hell is the matter with you
peopl e?

First Cop
Well, they said nmake it hurt. . . So we nake it
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hurt .

EXT  THE BUI LDI NG

W see that the building's facade clains to be SABBATINI 'S

ANTI QUES AND COLLECTI BLES.

Tom weaves across the street with his battle and gl
towards O Gar, the police chief, |eaning against a
car, chewing a toothpick. He is watching norosely

men | oad other nen into paddywagons; the street
with police vehicles.

Tom
Drink, O Gar?

O Gar does not bother to | ook at Tom as they talk;

unhappi |l y wat chi ng the spectacl e.

O Gar
| "' man duty.

Tom pours hinself a gl ass.

Tom
To Vol st ead.

He tosses back a shot.
Any news on Rug?

O Gar
Still dead, far as | know.

Tom
Get a slug out of hinP

O Gar

Yeah, a .22. Listen, Tom |I'mjust the chief
around here, so don't bother telling ne if you

ass
squad
as his
cl ogged

he is

don't happen to feel like it, but what the hel

I s Leo doi ng?

Tom
Qurs is not to reason why, friend.



O Gar
Balls. Look at this ness. Mke himlisten to
you, Tom It ain't right, all this fuss over one
sheeny. Let Caspar have Bernie--Jesus, what's
one Hebrew nore or | ess?

He nods at the buil ding.

W' re burning our nealticket here.

Tom
Leo' |l do what suits him and you'll do what he
tells you. Last | heard Leo's still running this
t own.

O Gar
He won't be for long if this keeps up. It's no

good for anyone--you said as nuch yourself.

Tom
First off, OGr, | can say what | please to Leo
and about him

He taps hi mon the chest.

. . . You can't. Second, once Leo decides--
that's that. And if that sticks going down,
there are plenty of other coppers wouldn't m nd
bei ng chief, and could swallow it clean.

O Gr | ooks chast ened.

O Gar
Jesus, Tom | was just speculatin' about a
hypot hesis. | know | don't know nothin'. [It's

just a damm ness is all--

He is interrupted by gunfire froman upper story of the
faci ng buil ding.

O Gr's nmen react, finding cover, returning the fire.

O Gar unhol sters his gun as he and Tom scranble for cover.
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a goddamm ness.

HALLWAY

We are shooting over Tom's shoul der as he knocks at the
door to Verna's apartnent.

After a beat, Verna opens the door.
On seeing who it is she starts to swing the door shut.
Tom puts his toe in the doorway and |l eans into the door.
As he pushes his way in:
Tom

Thanks, don't mnd if | do.
| NT APARTNVENT
As Verna gives up and Tom enters.

Verna wal ks over to the phone. As she dials, Tomtosses
his hat onto a chair and checks the apartnent to see if
t hey' re al one.

Ver na
Hel l o, officer, I1'd like to report an intruder at
346 West - -

Tom grabs the phone away from her.

Tom
Who's this?. . . 'Lo, Shad, Tom Duchai sne here.
W won't be needing any today. . . That's right,

my nother. She didn't recognize ne. Lemme talk
to Ml vaney.

He takes a flask out of his packet and | ooks across the
room t owar ds Ver na.

M ss ne?



Ver na
Dr op dead.

We hear a voice barking through the line and Tom turns back
to the phone.

Tom
: ‘Lo Sean, tell O Car to send a car over to
Leo's tonight. |If we're going to be bangi ng away
at Caspar we ought to be ready for himto bang

back. . . Yeah.

He hangs up the phone and tips the flask back, draining the
| ast drop.

Ver na
What do you want ?

Tomis crossing to the bar.

Tom
| was in the neighborhood, feeling a little
daffy. Thought I'd drop in for an apperitif.

He pours hinself a drink.
Rug Daniels is dead.

Ver na
Cee, that's tough.

Tom
Don't get hysterical. |'ve had enough excitenent
for one nigit wthout a dane going all weepy on
ne.

Ver na

| barely knew t he gentl| eman.

Tom
Rug? Bit of a shakedown artist. Not above the
occasional grift, but you' d understand that. Al
inall not a bad guy, if |ooks, brains and
personality don't count.



Ver na
You better hope they don't.

He gives her a sick grin.

Tom
Yeah well, we're none of us the saint |
hear your brother is.

Ver na
Who killed hinf

Tom
Leo t hi nks Caspar did.

Ver na
But you know better.

Tom
| do now. Caspar just tried to buy nme into
settling his tiff with Leo, which held hardly do
If he was waging war. So | figure you killed
him Angel. You or Saint Bernard.

Ver na
Way would I--or ny brother--kill Rug Daniels or
anybody el se?

Tom
Rug was follow ng you. He knew about you and ne.
That woul dn't help your play with Leo, would it?

He | ooks at her. She holds his gaze.

Ver na
You think | nurdered soneone. Cone on, Tom you
know ne a little.

Tom
Nobody knows anybody--not that well.

Ver na
You know or you woul dn't be here.

Tom



Not at all, sugar. | cane to hear your side of
the story--how horrible Rug was, how he goaded
you into it, how he tried to shake you down- -

Ver na
That's not why you cane either.

Tom shr ugs.

Tom
Tell me why | cane.

Verna | ooks at him

Ver na
The ol dest reason there is.

Tom
There are friendlier places to drink.

Ver na
Wiy can't you admt it?

Tom
Adm t what ?

Ver na
Admt you don't |like nme seeing Lee because you're
jealous. Admt it isn't all cool calculation
Wi th you--that you ve got a heart--even if it's
smal | and feeble and you can't renenber the | ast
time you used it.

Tom
If I'd known we were going to cast our feelings
into words |'d have nenorized the Song of
Sol onon.

Verna sm |l es.

Ver na
Maybe that's why | |ike you, Tom 1|'ve
never net anyone nmade bei ng a sonofabitch such a
poi nt of pride.



She turns to wal k across the room
Though one day you'll pay a crice for it.
Tom grabs her wrist.

Tom
kay, Verna. But until then, let's get stinko.

He draws her cl ose.

Ver na
Let's do sonething else first.

She reaches up, takes off his hat, and tosses it casually
away. We pan with the hat to where it lands on the floor,
in front of a curtained w ndow.

Tom (off)
Yeah. Let's do plenty.

DI SSOLVE THROUGH TO
ANOTHER W NDOW NI GHT

A living roomw ndow, open, its white sheers billow ng
lazily in the draft.

Faintly, fromanother roomin the house, we can hear a
phonogr aph pl ayi ng John McCormack singing "Danny Boy".

At the cut we hear a thunp, close by, and briefly the
sounds of a struggle. W then hear a breathy, gurgling
sound, which quickly subsi des.

The living roomis |ate-night quiet.

The shot is a lateral track, which brings us off the w ndow
to an end table in the foreground. On the end table is a
pouch of Bull Durham a package of rolling papers, a cup of
coffee with steaming rising off of it, and a section of a
newspaper. The draft gently lifts a couple rolling papers
of f the table.

The continuing track takes us off the end table and,
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boom ng down, shows us an upset chair and the |legs of the
man who occupied it.

We track along the man's body to discover that he is face-
down on the section of newspaper he was readi ng, bl ood
oozing out of his slit throat onto the newspaper.

The continuing track shows that, between the fingers of one
outflung hand, a cigarette burns. It is resting on the
newspaper .

W see the feet of another man who is turning and wal ki ng
away fromthe man on the floor, into the background. W
pan over to watch himrecede, framng out all of the dying
man except his outflung hand and cigarette.

As the wal king man recedes, nore and nore of his topcoated
body crops in. By the tine he reaches the house's front
door, in the deep background, we can see himfull figure.

The newspaper in the foreground is crackling into flane.
The rug it rests on is beginning to snoke and di scol or.

As the man in the background opens the front door we junp
I n:
OVER H' S SHOULDER

Waiting in the darkness just outside is another man in a
topcoat and fedora. He is holding two tonmy guns.

The nmen do not exchange words.

The man outsi de hands his partner a tommy gun and foll ows
hi m as he wal ks back into the house.

Still faint, we continue to hear "Danny Boy". W also hear
the lick of flanes.
A VI CTRCLA

The song is louder at the cut. W are in an upstairs
bedr oom
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LEO

Stretched out an his bed, wearing a robe over his pyjanas,
snoking a cigar, |istening--but only to the phonograph.
Its sound covers any other noise in the house.

STAI RWAY

A close track on the two pairs of feet clinbing the stairs.
W see only the feet, the swaying hens of the topcoats and,
occasionally dipping into franme, the nuzzles of the two

t onmy guns.

BEDROOM

Leo, is notionless, |ooking down, a puzzled expression.

H S POV
The fl oor.

Thin snoke is beginning to sift up through the fl oorboards.

STAI RMAY

Tracki ng on the approaching feet. The song grows | ouder.

BEDROOM

Leo, looking, slowy taking the cigar from his nouth.

BEDROOM DOOR

Frominside as--CRASH--it is kicked in.

LEO

Htting the floor and rolling under the bed.



THE TWO GUNVEN

Striding into the room

LEO

On his belly under the bed, facing the door, sw nging a
handgun in front of him

H S POV

From fl oor level, the bottomof the nattress above us, the
fl oorboards stretchi ng awnay.

The bed crops the two gunnen md-shin as they swing their
guns up, firing.

RAT- TAT- TAT- TAT--the hens of their coats sway as they fire.

The floorboards in front of us are pocked by bullet hits
that wal k across the floor towards the bed and hit the
mattress.

The mattress above us dances under the gunfire as ticking
sprays down at the fl oor.

Snoke curls up throuch the fl oorboards.

LEO

Jaw cl anped on his cigar, he starts firing.

H S POV
Bl ood spurts as one gunman takes a hit in the ankle.

He staggers and his tomry gun clatters to the fl oor.

LEO

Still firing.
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H S POV

The ot her gunman is ducking out the door.

The injured gunman pitches forward, head towards us, his
hat rolling off.

LEO

Firing.

H S POV

A bullet hit inthe top of the fallen nman's head.

LEO
Rol ling out from under the bed.

He stoops to pick up the dead man's tommy gun. Thick snoke
seeps up through the fl oor.

The phonograph pl ays.

Leo ducks through anot her door.

HALLWAY

Faci ng down the I ength of the dark hallway, towards the
nmout h of the stairs.

As Leo | eaps across frane in the foreground, to enter a
facing room nuzzle flashes erupt at the end of the hall--
where the other gunman has been waiting in the darkness.

SECOND ROOM

Leo throws open a w ndow.
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EXT

As Leo rolls out onto the |ong sloping eave of a front
por ch.

H s gun skates down the eave and falls. Leo grabs the rain
gutter, hangs by his hands and drops down to the front
| awn.

The first floor of the house is in fl anes.

From a high angle the canera swoops down on Leo as he picks
up the gun and backs away fromthe house, |ooking up at the
second story. Hi s open robe flaps in the breeze. The dead
cigar is still clanped between his teeth.

LEO S POV

The second fl oor wi ndow that he just energed from
Staccato gunfire erupts in the dark room

The strobing gunfire makes a strobi ng shadow of the gunman,
whose back is to us as he rakes the roomwth fire.
LEO

Firing, the gun junping and bucking in his hands.

| NSI DE THE ROOM

The gunman, riddled with bullets and showered with broken
gl ass, spins around, his thonpson still firing uncontrol -
| ably.

Bul | ets dance across the walls and ceiling, blast out the
remai ni ng glass and sing harmessly into the trees outside.
BACK TO LEO

As we hear the screech of skidding tires. A black coupe
takes a curve on the street behind him machine gun fire
spitting out of the back w ndow.



Leo turns, in the glow of the fanning flanmes, wal ki ng
calmy into the street, firing at the receedi ng car.

ON THE CAR

G owng smaller, still snitting fire and | ead.

PULLI NG LEO

Still walking calmy up the street, the gun still bucking

in his hands. Bullets whistle by and claw up the pavenent
around him
BEHI ND LEO

Hi s robe whips back in the breeze. He fires again and we
hear the distant sound of shattering glass. The car
weaves, runs up off the road, hits a tree and bursts into
flame.

A figure enmerges fromthe car and staggers off into the
darkness. He is on fire.
CLOSE ON LEO

As he stops, squinting, raising the gun.

H S POV

The burni ng gunman zi g-zagging into the darkness.

BACK TO LEO

A faint smle curls around the cigar. He drops the nmuzzle
of the gun.

Leo
Huhh.

The shell of the car explodes in a fireball as we:
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CUr 1O
UPSTAI RS HALLWAY  SHENANDOAH CLUB

The expl osi on echoes over the cut as we track up the
hal | way behind Tom and a tall cadaverous man with pre-
maturely white hair. This is Dead Terry MG II.

@unnmen of every description |ine the hallway, |ounging
against the walls, barely acknow edgi ng the two nen.

Tom
Who' s wi nni ng?

Terry
We are, for the nonce.

Tom
What' s t he di sposi sh?

Terry
Last night? Four to one. Dana Cudahy went up
wi th the house.

Tom
And theirs?

Terry
One bur ned.

Tom
The ot her three?

Terry
Lead.

Tom
Whose?

Terry
Leo' s.

He is opening the door to admt Tom In a low, gravelly

VoI ce:



. The old nan's still an artist with a
t honpson.
32. INT LEO S OFFI CE
As Tom enters.
Leo is bellowng into the phone:

Leo
--well find him goddamit! Go see if he fell in
the john! And get him over here!

He sl ans down the phone.

: Sonof abitch!  No chief! Wo's running the
goddamed store?

Tom goes to the bar to pour hinself a drink.

Tom
Can't raise O Gr?

Leo
No, nor the mayor either.

Tom
Hhm

He takes a sip.
That's not good. They're running.

Leo
They woul dn't dare.

Tom
| don't know, Leo. | warned you not to hit
Caspar's cl ub--

Leo
l"'mstill here, ain't 1?

Tom



Caspar's play hurt you anyway.

Leo
Hah! That sorry sonofabitch just slit his own
throat. He just nade ne decide to step on him-

Tom
Listen to ne Leo. Last night nade you | ook
vul nerable. You don't hold elected office in
this towm. You run it because people think you
run it. Once they stop thinking it, you stop
running it.

Leo
Jesus, Tom sounds |like a bad break for nme |
wasn't kill ed.

Tom
| mean it, Leo. Start taking Caspar seriously.

Leo
Don't sing ne the blues again, Tomy. | need
your help. He shoots, we gotta answer--

Tom
That's what got you in this ness.

Leo
| know, | know. Retreat to win. Gve up Bernie.
That' Il solve all our problens.

Tom
It won't anynore, |'ll grant that. Now its
ei ther you or Caspar. But going toe-to-toe with
a psychopath'll get you nowhere. [It'll force

everyone to choose sides just when you're | ooking
shaky.

Leo
The hell | do!

Tom
Then where's the mayor? Wiy aren't there any
police here? Wy weren't there police at your
pl ace | ast night?



Leo
| didn't ask for any.

Tom
| did.

Leo chuckl es.

Leo
Mot her hen, huh? Wat's the matter, Tommy, you
think I can't take care of nyself?

Tom
| know you can't. Here's the smart play, Leo:
you | ay back, give up Bernie, |et Caspar think
he's made his point. Wit for himto show you a

weakness- -
Leo
Pl ease, Tom
Tom stares at him
Tom

You're sticking on Bernie. Sticking your neck
out for a guy who'd chop you off at the heels if
there was two bits init.

Leo | eans back in his chair, puts his feet up, and gazes
out the w ndow.

Leo
Tom it ain't all as clear-cut as you nake
it. . . Bernie' s--Wll hell, you know about ne
and Verna. . . Things now are--not that | haven't
been a gentleman, but. . . I, uh. . . | plan to

ask her to marry nme, Tom

There is a long, awkward silence. Leo avoids Tom s | ook
but finally responds to the silence:

| guess you think that's a bonehead pl ay.

Tom



Do you think she wants you to?

Leo
How t he hell do |I know, Ton®. . . | think she
does. . . Yeah, 'course she does. | know, |
know, you think different but--well, we just
differ on that.

Tom

Leo.

Tom t akes a deep breath, and exhal es.

Caspar didn't kill Rug.

Absent | y:

Thi s

Leo
Cour se he did.

Tom
No. Think about it. Just this one tinme. Wo
was Rug fol |l ow ng?

gets Leo's attention. He turns to |look at Tom

Leo
Huh?

Tom
It needn't have been that sinister. A strange
man, follow ng her down a dark alley, late at
night. . . I've told you, Leo, she can take care
of herself.

Leo stares at Tom He seens sonewhat dazed.

Leo
Tom why're you saying that? Christ, Tom
| just told you, | plan to.
Tom

They pulled a .22 slug out of him A pop gun,
Leo--a wonan's gun.



Leo
That's a whi skey dream Verna woul dn't
pani c- - shoot soneone--just because he was
foll owi ng her.

He gazes off again, shaking his head.

. . . No. . . It wouldn't have happened that way
in the first place, and if it had she woul d have
told me. . . | know you don't |ike her, Tom but

| trust Verna as nuch as | trust you.

Tom
On her account you'll burn the town down.
Leo
Don't worry, Tom We'll still be standing when
t he snoke cl ears.
Tom s tone is gentle:
Tom

Ckay Leo. Then maybe it wasn't that innocent.
Maybe Rug knew sonet hing she didn't |ike him
know ng, and woul dn't want you to know. He was
following her. He knew who she was seeing. He
knew where she was sl eeping, and who wth.

Leo has taken his feet off the sill and has turned back to
face Tom He studies himcarefully.

Leo
Maybes don't make it so.

Tom s suddenly very earnest, al nbst beseechi ng.

Tom
They're nore than maybes. You've trusted ne
before, and never |ost anything by it. Trust ne
on this.

Leo
This is too inportant.

Tom
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| don't ask nuch, and | don't ask often. Trist
me on this.

Leo
Tommy- -

Tom
Trust nme on this or the hell with you.

Leo
You don't nean that.

Tom
. . . She was at ny place. The night Rug was
foll owm ng her; the night you dropped by.

Leo is still staring inpassively at Tom Tom doesn't
flinch fromhis gaze.

After a long beat Leo gets up slowy fromhis chair, walks
over to the wi ndow, shoves his hands in his pockets and
gazes out.

For a nonment Tom | ooks at Leo's notionl ess back, but he has
nothing left to say. He rises, plucks his hat fromthe
desk and goes to the door. Before exiting, he |ooks back.

Leo, in long shot, is still gazing out the w ndow.

Tom exits.

HALLWAY
Pulling Tomup the hall.

Behi nd hi mwe can see the door to Leo's office opening and
Leo comng out. He strides up the hall after Tom

Tomturns as Leo reaches him

Leo, without breaking stride, seens to walk right into him
throwi ng a punch that catches Tomon the chin and sends him
stunbl i ng back, his hat flying off.

The nmen lining the hall watch with casual interest.



Tom staggers into one of the nen who catches him Anot her
man has picked up Toms hat and now hands it to him The
first man shoves Tom back into the mddle of the hall just
in time for the approaching Leo to | and anot her punch

agai nst his jaw.

This bl ow sends Tomrolling down the staircase, still
clutching his hat.

Leo is clonping down the stairs; his arny of private
retainers clonp down behind him In his shirtsleeves and
chomping an unlit cigar, Leo |looks |like a |abor |eader
taking the rank and file to the barri cades.

Tom claws hinself up the wall to his feet.

Leo has reached the floor and still w thout breaking stride
uppercuts Tomw th a blow that straightens himup and sends
hi m staggering like a drunk into ganblers in evening
dresses and tuxedos.

A path clears for Leo and his entourage. He has not

sl ackened his pace, but is also not hurrying. Tom weaves,
wat chi ng Leo approach, but nakes no attenpt to defend

hi nsel f.

Leo grabs his own wist with one hand and swi ngs his el bow
up to catch Tomwith a sharp blow on the side of his face.

Tom spins into a screamng lady in a sequi ned eveni ng dress
and sinks to the floor grabbing at her bodice and skirt for
support. She bats at himw th her handbag as he slips
down.

Fat Tony energes fromthe crowd and hel ps Tomto his feet.
He raises his hand to stop Leo.

Tony
Ckay, Leo. I'Il throw himout.

Leo stops, panting. He is |ooking at Tom but speaking to to
Tony.

Leo



Yeabh. Do that. . . It's the kiss-off. | f

| never see himagain it'll be soon enough.
35. CUT TO
TOM S APARTMENT
Wde shot of his living room facing the windows. It is
ni ght .

Tomsits with his back to us at the wi ndow, feet propped up
on the sill. He is snoking a cigarette. A full ashtray on
a table at his side indicates that he has been sitting
there for some tine.

W are slowy tracking in.

The tel ephone sits on the the armof his chair. After a
nmonment he stubs out the cigarette, picks up the phone and

di al s.
Tom
."Lo Frankie its Tom how s the flunky
busi ness?. . . |'ve had worse; your ventil ator

heal i ng up?

O fscreen we hear a knocking at the door to the apartnent.
Tomignores it.

Tell Caspar its already forgotten. 1'd
like to see him

The knocki ng conti nues.

Al'l right, do what you have to do and | et
me know.

He cradl es the phone, |ights another cigarette, takes a
drag, blows a thoughtful cloud of snoke and turns to face
the door. After a beat he rises and | eaves frane.

THE DOCR

As Tomswings it open. Verna stands in the hallway
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outside. After a wordl ess beat she noves past himinto the
apartnment. Tomturns and follows her.

He wal ks over to his bar, pours two drinks, then crosses
the roomto Verna who has seated herself, hands her a drink
and sits down in a chair facing hers.

Ver na
It worked, whatever you did; Leo told ne
we're quits. But you know I didn't have anything
to do with Rug.

Tom
Maybe not. . . Anyway, that isn't what soured him
on you.

The thought is bitter but her tone isn't:

Ver na
Oh, you and ne, huh? You always take the | ong
way around to get what you want, don't you Tom
You coul d have just asked.

Tom | ooks at her.

Tom
What did | want?

Verna returns his | ook, then answers evenly:

Ver na
Me.

After a beat Tom his eyes still on Verna, brings the gl ass
to his |ips and takes a sip. The ice cubes clink.

FADE OUT

FADE | N:
THE BEDROOM

Tom sits perched on the edge of the bed, snoking a ciga-
rette. Verna is in bed behind him The lanp on the
nightstand is burning a faint yell ow



The tel ephone rings.
As Tomreaches for it, Verna stirs behind him

Tom
Yeah?

He reaches over to switch off the light; when he does the
roomremains illumnated by dull gray light; it is dawn.

Yeah yeah, when?. . . kay.
He hangs up, and continues to snoke, staring absently off.

Ver na
You're still up?

Tom answers without turning to face her:

Tom
Yeah.

Ver na
What ' re you chew ng over?

Tom
Renenberi ng sonet hi ng.

Ver na
What was it?

Tomturns to |l ook at her, then turns back and | ooks out the
W ndow.

Tom
Just a dream | was wal king in the woods, don't
know why. . . The wind canme up and bl ew ny hat
of f.

Ver na

And you chased it, right? You ran and ran and
finally you caught up to it and picked it up but
It wasn't a hat anynore. It had changed into
sonet hi ng el se--sonet hi ng wonder ful .



Tom
No. It stayed a hat. And no | didn't chase it.
| watched it bl ow away.

He takes a drag an the cigarette.

Not hi ng nore foolish than a man chasing his
hat .

Tom rouses hinself, rises, and we pan to follow as he picks
up a shirt and starts buttoning it in the bureau mrror.

Ver na
Where' re you goi ng?

Tom
Qut .

Verna stares at him

Ver na
Don't let on nore than you have to.

Tom shrugs.

Tom
Just have to do a few things.

Ver na
You and Leo mght still be able to patch
t hi ngs up.

Tom grimaces into the mrror.

Tom
Me and Leo are finished. Nothing's going to
change that.

Ver na
You never know. He's got a big heart.

Tom
W're quits--as far as |I'm concerned, never mnd
him And if Leo did want ne back he's an even
bi gger sap than | thought.



Ver na
Then why don't we just pick up and | eave
town? There's nothing keeping you here. | know
there's not hi ng keepi ng ne.

Tomis starting to knot a tie.

Tom
What about Berni e?

Ver na
He could cone with us.

Tom
You, nme and Bernie. Were would we go, Verna?
Ni agara Fal |l s?

Ver na
Whay do you hate hin?

Tom
| don't hate anyone.

Ver na
O |ike anyone.

Tom
VWhat ever. \Where is Bernie?

Verna | ooks at him

Ver na
Why ?

Tom
Leo can't protect himanynore. | ought to tell
himto skip.

Ver na

The Royal e. Roomthree-oh-two.
She gazes off.

| guess we both doubl e-crossed Leo, there's
no getting around that. | guess he's well rid of
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bot h of wus.

Tom
vVm

Ver na
The two of us, we're about bad enough to deserve
each ot her.

Tom
Are we?

Ver na
We're a couple of heels, Tom Yes we are.

PULLI NG TQM

Into a dark office. Behind him Frankie, his nose swathed
w th bandages, is closing the door fromthe outside.

Caspar (off)
"Lo, Kid. You know O Gar.

TOM S POV

Caspar sits behind his desk. Bluenoint sits slouched on a
couch to one side, wearing his hat, his hands jamed into
t he pockets of his overcoat.

In two chairs facing the desk, away fromus, sit two nen
who are twisting around to smle at Tom

Caspar
and the mayor.
Tom
‘Lo, boys.
Mayor

Tom s a big booster. Al ways has been.

Caspar
Sfine, s'fine. WlIl, Tomand ne's got the



proverbial fat to chew-
The mayor and O Gar are already rising to their feet.

Mayor
Vell, let us know if you need anyt hi ng.

Caspar
Yeah, happy days. Have a seat, Kkid.

Tomsits into one of the vacated chairs facing Caspar.

So you had enough tinme to think about it?

Tom
Yeah, well, circunstances have changed.
Caspar
Don't | knowit. Last night, | know Bl uepoint

was di sappointed the bulls showed up before
Frankie and Tic-Tac could really pin your ears

back, but | said, Relax, Bluepoint, | got a
feeling about this kid. Take the Iong view. The
kid and Leo are gonna go bust-o. |If the kid ain't
ready yet, well, he soon will be. Matter of

time. | said, the kid's too smart for Leo.

That's what | said. Like a psychic. Ask
Bluepoint if | didn't. Like a goddamm psychic.
G ahead. Ask him

Tomturns to | ook at Bl uepoint.

Tom
You vouch for this psychic business?

From t he couch, Bl uepoint sneers:

Bl uepoi nt
That's right, smart guy.

Caspar cheerfully continues, oblivious to any hostility in
t he room

Caspar
| know you knew protecting the Mdtzah was a dunb



idea. | know you been wise to all of Leo's dunb
I deas lately. Only a matter of tine. Bust-o.

He chuckl es.

: That's why |last night we didn't put the arm
on you. Only Leo.

Tom
Seei ng how you squiffed your play on Leo, | can
be only so grateful.

Bl uepoi nt
That's brave, comng fromLittle Mss Punching
Bag.
Caspar
C nmon Bl uepoint. Friends now, huh?
Bl uepoi nt
Nut s.
Caspar smles at Tom
Caspar
So we get alittle jingle. And | figure you know
Leo's on his way out. It's only a matter of tine

before we get him AmI| right, kid?

Tom
Maybe.

Caspar | aughs.
Caspar
What maybe. You know or you woul dn't be bust-o.

So | guess you're looking for a job?

Tom
| m ght be.

Caspar | aughs.

Caspar
You got references? You been to college, kid?



W only take yeggs what's been to college. Ain't
that right, Bluepoint?

Bl uepoi nt says nothing. H's scow is set in cenent.

: |"mjokin', of course. W all know you can
be useful to us, a smart kid such as yaself, the
man who wal ks behind the man and whi spers in his

ear. | guess you could be useful, in spades.
Tom

Yeah. | can do plenty for you. But the fact is

that right now Leo's still got all his vital

signs and once he hears about this he'll be nore

anxious to get to nme than to either of you.

Caspar
|"'mtellin" ya not to worry about Leo. W got
pl ans for him

Tom
Yeah? What?

Bl uepoi nt
Not so fast there, Kaputnik.

There is a beat through which Caspar continues to smle at
Tom

Caspar

| think what the Bluepoint is trying to say
I's, there'll be tine to talk about that. That
can be tabled for a later date. See, the | ast
time we jawed you gave-ne the high hat. So |
guess |I'msayin', maybe we want your confidence
before we give you ours. You gotta put sonethin'
on the table. Ante up.

Tom
Fair enough. Were shall we start.

Caspar
Hear that, Bluepoint? Al business! | told you
he was a good kid! \Were shall we start! Al
busi ness! .



He rocks back in his chair and dries his eyes. Tomsmles
pl easantly. Finally Caspar sighs.

.. . Well, we could start for instance with the
Mot zah. . . Like where's the Mbtzah? You could
maybe tell us that.

Tom
The Royale. Roomthree-oh-two. You mght find
Mnk with him

Bl uepoi nt
The hell you say.

Tom
Sure, Bernie and M nk are as cozy as |ice.

He turns to | ook at Bl uepoint.
And it ain't just business.

Caspar | ooks at Bluepoint. Bluepoint's eyes bare into Tom

Bl uepoi nt
This guy's |ying.
Tom shrugs.
Tom
Wiy woul d |7
Bl uepoi nt

This guy's wong. This guy's all wong. Mnk is
clean and this clown is a snmart guy.

Caspar is still staring at Bl uepoint, no |longer smling.

Caspar
Easy enough to find out, ain't it? You find
M nk, bring himback here.

He nods at Tom

: You go down to the car. |[|'Il send Frankie
and Tic-Tac with you to the Royale. |[If Bernie's
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there, Frankie and Tic-Tac'll take care of him

Bl uepoi nt
And I f he's not there?

Tom shrugs.

Tom
"Il sit facing the corner in a funny hat.

CUr 1O
I NT  CAR

Tom sits behind the wheel of the parked car; we are an his
profile.

Toms face is rigidly set; we don't know why as we watch
himfor a short beat.

BAM -with a | oud inpact Bernie Bernheinis face is slammed
against the driver's window Tomstill faces forward.

Bernie is wailing as he is nuscled back away fromthe
w ndow by two topcoated torsos--their faces above the car
w ndow.

They muscle Bernie out of franme towards the rear of the car
and we hear the back door bei ng opened.

Bernie's voice, off, is near hysteria:
Berni e
Frankie, let ne go, I"'mprayin' to ya, Jesus God-

- Toml Jesus!

As Frankie and Tic-Tac pile Bernie into the back, we

continue to hold on Tomls face. He still does not react.
Berni e
: Are you part of this?!' You can't be part
of this! | think these guys're gonna whack ne!

You gotta talk to 'em Tommy!

Fr anki e



You gi mme a headache, you little sheeny.

To Tom
Ti c- Tac
kay, we're going to Mller's Crossing.
Tom still doesn't react. There is a beat of Bernie's crying.
Finally:

Franki e
Lets go!

As Tomreaches forward and starts the car:

Berni e
You're not part of this! Toml Help ne! These
guys are gonna whack ne!

Ti c- Tac
Whack you inna nouth you don't shut up.

39. MLLER S CROSSING W DE
Day. A wooded area outside of town. The wi nd bl ows.

The car pulls into franme and stops on the shoulder. The
backseat passengers--Frankie, Tic-Tac and Berni e--energe;
Tomremains in the driver's seat.

Bernie is weeping, loudly; he has lost control. Frankie
takes out a gun and whacks himsmartly on the side of his
head. The bl ow sends hi m stunbling over towards Tic- Tac,
who ki cks hi m down.

The bl ows haven't quelled Bernie's sobbing.

Ti c- Tac
| don't want you runnin' anywhere.

Frankie takes a swg fromhis flask and hands it to Tic-
Tac, who leans in the car w ndow.



| NT CAR
Tom gazes forward, jaw set, eyes off the doi ngs outside.

As Tic-Tac hands his gun in through the w ndow

Ti c- Tac

Ckay. Take himin the woods and whack him
Tom

Huh? | don't.
Ti c- Tac

Yeah, that's right, the boss wants you to do it.
Make sure you're wth the good guys.

Tom stares dunbly at the gun. Tic-Tac holds it, grip
towards Tom notionl ess.

After a beat he takes the gun.
Ti c- Tac
You know how to do this, right? You gotta
remenber to put one in his brain. Your first

shot puts himdown, then you put one in his
brain. Then he's dead, then we go hone.

Tom opens hi s door.

WDE  EXT

Bernie is still on the ground, sobbing, not responding to
Franki e who prods himwith his foot.

Fr anki e
Get up.
Berni e
| can't get up! | can't get up!

Frankie drags himto his feet.

Franki e
Get up and wal k, you chiselin' little yid.
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He pushes himtowards the woods and reaches for the whi skey

fl ask.

Bernie stunbles off: Tom foll ows him

TRACK

Thr ough the woods, pulling the two nen, Bernie in the
foreground. Tree linbs groan in the w nd.

Bernie is stunbling, his clothes runpled and dirty, his
face stained by tears and blood fromthe gun blow. His
shaki ng voice strains for a tone of reasonabl eness:

Berni e
Tomy, you can't do this. You don't bunp
guys. You're not |like those ani mals back there.

Tom nmar ches on, face drawn, silent.

It's not right, Tom They can't make us do

this. It's a wong situation. They can't nake
us different people than we are. W' re not
muscle, Tom | never killed anybody. | used a

[ittle information for a chisel, that's all. |
couldn't help it, Tom it's ny nature. Sonebody
hands ne an angle, | play it. | don't deserve to
die for that! Dyou think | do? I|I'mjust a
grifter! Huh, Ton?

Still no response fromTom Bernie is fighting a |osing
battle to keep hinsel f from whining.

: But I'Il tell you what, | never crossed a
friend. Huh, Tonf? Never killed anybody, never
crossed a friend. Nor you, I'Il bet. W're not

| i ke those aninmals. You can't do this! You're
not |ike those aninals. This is not us! This is
sone hop dream

Toms face is a ---ny mask. Bernie is | osing control
again. He starts to weep.



It's a dreaml  Tommy! |'m praying to you!
| can't die! | can't die! CQut here in the
woods! Li ke a dunmb ani nal! | can't die!

He turns and sinks to his knees, wailing, his hands cl asped
in front of him staring up at Tom

You can't kill nme. |'mpraying to youl
| ook in your heart! [|'mpraying to you! Look in
your heart!
Tom stares down at Bernie, his face drawn and pal e.
| " m praying to you! Look in your heart!
Slowly Tomraises the gun and levels it at Bernie's head.

Look in your heart! Look in your--

BOOM The gun blast is deafening. Wth it, Bernie's
sobbi ng abruptly stops.

The shot echoes away in the woods, taking the wind with it,
| eavi ng sil ence.

CLOSE BERN E

Still kneeling, in shock, staring w de-eyed at Tom

Final |y, whispering:

Berni e
Tonmy.

Tom
Shutup. You're dead, get ne?

Still whispering:

Berni e
| understand. |'mdead. God bl ess you--

Tom
Shutup. You have to di sappear. You have to
bl ow, for good. Nobody can see you, nobody can
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know.

Berni e
God bl ess you- -

Tom
Go sonmewhere no one knows you. Anyone sees you,
you really are dead, | don't care, you're not ny
probl em any nore.

Berni e
O course not. O course not. You' ve done your
share. Thank you. Don't worry, | understand.
Thank you- -

Tom
Shut up. Just get the hell out, before |I change
my m nd.

Bernie is already on his feet, and running.

CLGCSE ON TOM

Wat chi ng Berni e go.

TRACKI NG

Pulling Bernie as he runs. Foreground trees flash by. In
t he background we see Tom standi ng, his gun dangling at his
si de.

Boonl - - anot her gun blast. Running, Bernie reacts, but Tom
has only fired into the ground.

On the echo of the shot we cut to:

WDE  THE ROAD

Ti c-Tac and Frankie are | eaning agai nst the car, trading
the flask back and forth.

| n the background, Tom energes fromthe woods.
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Fr anki e
Put one in his brain?

Tomtakes a few steps nore before answering:

Tom
Yeah.

Fr anki e
At t aboy.

FADE QUT

Over black we hear the sound of coins being dropped into a
phone box.

FADE | N

Looki ng down a deserted street towards a gl ow ng phone
booth on a dark corner. Tom stands inside the booth
wai ting, the receiver to his ear.

Tom
M nk? Tom Duchai sne. \Were've you been?.

CLOSE ON TOM
| nsi de t he phone boot h.

oo Wel |l you're lucky, Bluepoint's been | ooking
for you. Bernie's dead--Stop wailing and |isten
to ne. Caspar knows you were in on selling out
his fix. . . | guess | gave himthat idea. Sorry
M nk, we were chatting and it just slipped out.--
Shutup and let nme talk. You' ve gotta make
yourself m ssing, but |let ne know where you hol e
up. You're gonna say sone things for nme. . .
Sonme stories. About Bluepoint, to Caspar--don't

worry, I'll let you know. For now just dis-
appear. . . Yeah, | got you into it. Just
remenber, Mnk, I'mthe only one who can get you

out .



Tom hangs up the phone, turns around and opens up the gl ass
door .

WHOVWWP! A fist slans into his stomach, driving hi mback
I nto the phone booth, knocking his hat off of his head.

The man who hit himl eans down, picks up the hat, dusts it
off and hands it into the booth. It is Dead Terry, the
tall cadaverous man we saw earlier outside of Leo's office.
A cigarette dangles fromhis |ower |ip.

Behi nd hima black sedan is parked at the curb. Three or
four gunnen stand on the sidewal k | ooking warily up and
down t he road.

Tom | ooks up, the color drained fromhis face, and reaches
feebly out for his hat.

Tom
‘Lo, Terry. Getting out the vote?

Dead Terry flicks his cigarette away and sm |l es.

Terry
Message from Leo. Leo says, if you're snmart
you'll sit this one out--not that he cares one
way or the other. Leo says if you're on the
wrong side you take your chances, |ike anyone
el se. Leo says he gives no special favors.
That's all.

Tom
\g!

Terry starts to turn away.

Tell Leo he's not God on the throne, he's
just a cheap mck political boss with no brains
and an office that |ooks |ike a French whore-
house.

Tom noves to exit the booth but Terry lays a hand on his
shoul der.

Terry
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One nore thing.

He cracks Tom across the chin with a clean | eft hook,
knocki ng himback into the booth again.

Tom rubs his chin, |ooking up at Terry.

Tom
Leo say that too. . . ?

As Terry and the gunnen get into the car:

Terry
No, | said that. Cross Leo and next time |'1|
say plenty.

W FADE QUT as the door slans and the car roars off.
Over bl ack we hear:
Caspar
When you're right you're right, but you never say
| told you so.
FADE I N

On Tom sitting into frame in Caspar's office.

Tom
So what'm | right about?

Behi nd his desk, Caspar is smling.

Caspar
Well, I'lIl tell ya, but first you gotta prom se
not to say | told you so.

Tom s eyes hold an Caspar's. He is taking out a pack of
ci garettes.

Tom
| never say that. And | don't |ike people who
do.

Caspar
M nk was robbin' ne right along with the Mt zah.



Tom
What convinced you of that?

Caspar
M nk Larouie took a powder. W can't find him
Bl uepoi nt's makin' excuses for him but personal -
ly, I think you were right. | think M nk and
Bernie was in it together. | think Mnk heard
you' d bunped the Mdtzah, and |it out. The | ousy
sonof abi t ch.

H s eyes on Caspar, Tomtakes out a cigarette, lights it,
takes a deep drag.

Tom
| told you so.

Caspar | aughs.

Caspar
Ckay. You got a lip on ya. Ats all right.
don't generally care for it, but that's al
right. . . You were a good sport to bunmp the
Mot zah. | just like to nake sure ny friends is
my friends. So.

He throws his hands up.

Friends, right?

Tom
How d' you know M nk ski pped?

Caspar
Bl uepoint can't find him
Tom
So he says.
Caspar stares at Tom
Caspar

Meani n' what, exactly?



Tom
Maybe nothing. . . | didn't give it nuch thought
until now, since a guy will say pretty nuch
anyt hi ng when he knows his nunber is up, but just
before | bunped Bernie he swore to ne that
Bl uepoi nt and M nk were setting himup. That
they were the ones that were selling out your
fix.

Caspar | ooks at Tom

Caspar
" Zat so.

He thinks for a beat.
Li ke you say, a guy'll say anything.

Tom
Uh- huh. So why isn't Bl uepoint here?

Caspar
Vel | .

He fi gdets.

: He don't care for you, kid. Maybe it's
only fair to tell you. . . After you left us, he
tried to sell ne on a double-cross. He says to
me, why don't we doubl e-cross you and give you
the bunp once we get the Mdtzah. But | figure a
deals a deal, you're square with nme, you bunp the

Mot zah, 1'Il hold up ny end. Question of ethics.
Everyt hi ng above board, that's how !l like it, so
everybody knows who's a friend and who's an
eneny. . . But Bluepoint wouldn't cross ne. W
go back.

Tom
Uh-huh. . . Course, there's always that wild card

when | ove is invol ved.
Caspar is staring intently at Tom After a beat:

Caspar



: | know M nk is Bluepoint's boy, but | still
don't make it that way.

Tom
Mn Well, then there's nothing to worry about.

Caspar seens |ost in thought:

Caspar
Yeah.

We hear the door to the office open offscreen and Johnny
Jr. runs into frame clutching a scrolled piece of paper.

Johnny Jr.
Poppa! Poppa! | got a prize fromthe--

Caspar holds his hand up to quiet the youngster, still
| ooki ng at Tom

Caspar
Just a m nute.

As Tomrises to his feet:

. Course, there's no reason not to be
car eful --

Johnny Jr.
Poppa! Poppa! The sisters gave ne a--unnnh!

Cascar has cuffed himsharply on the side of the head.
He points at Tom

Caspar
Shaddap! You take a page outta this guy's book.
Alittle less you talk and a little nore you
t hi nk!

Cascar | ooks at Tom and sm |l es.

: Kids. Ya gotta be firm Anyways. You
know what |'msayin'. No reason to worry but no
reason not to investigate, neither. [If Mnk is
around | want you to find him He can tell us
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what's what. . .

(to Johnny Jr.:)
: What's a matter, sonebody hit you, what's a
matter, we ain't friends anynore?.

He picks up Johnny Jr., who is crying softly, and sets him
in his lap. Encouraged by the attention, the child starts
wai l i ng. Caspar bounces himon his knee and raises his

voi ce over the sobs:

oo | f you find him | wanna talk to him al one.
That's how you get the straight dope. Man-to-
man. Just me, M nk.

He pats his jacket where his shoul der hol ster is.

and ny friend roscoe. Y understand what
"' m sayin' ?

Tom takes a contenplative drag on his cigarette.

Tom
It ain't conplicat ed.

CUr 1O
CLOSE SHOT A MAN S FACE

Crunch! --being hit by a gl oved hand.

The bl ow and the man's grunt echo.

CLOSE ON A NEWSPAPER

As the noise of fists against flesh continues, echoing, in
t he background.

The newspaper headline reads: PARTY BOSS LOOSES MUNI Cl PAL

CONTRACT. The subhead reads: Liam (Leo) O Bannon Renoved
From City H ghway Conmm ssion; New Construction Contracts

To Raffo Bros.

ON TOM



Leaning against a pillar in a large bare roomwth a
hardwood floor. He is reading the newspaper.

W are inagym |In aring in the background two boxers
are sparring as two or three old nen with towels slung over
t heir shoul ders and el bows hooked over the ropes idly

wat ch, and offer occasional bits of half-hearted advice.

We hear high heels echoing across the floor and Verna
ent ers.

Tom
You should | eave town for a few days; things are
going to heat up here. Go out to the Pallisades;
"1l join you once |I'm done.

Ver na
| can't find Bernie. D d you find hinf

Tom | ooks out at the fighters in the background, avoiding
Verna's | ook.

Tom
Yeabh.

Ver na
| s he | eavi ng?

Tom
He |eft.

Ver na
Where to?

Tom

He didn't say. You shoul d--
She reaches out to touch his hand--

Ver na
Thanks.

She |l eans in to enbrace him

Tom s eyes drift up to the fighters.



45. EXT THE GYM

Peeling paint on its bl ackened-out w ndow reads: d eason's
Gym Training in The Sweet Science.

Verna is exiting the gymin |ong shot.

We pull back to bring Bluepoint into frame. He sits in the
driver's seat of a car, watching through his side w ndow as
Verna recedes. Quietly:

Bl uepoi nt
VWhat's he up to?

An of fscreen voi ce, a passenger:

\Voi ce
| dunno.

Bl uepoi nt
That's Bernie's sister, isn't 1t?

\Voi ce
| dunno.

Bl uepoi nt thinks, a short beat.

Bl uepoi nt
What's he seeing her for?

Voi ce
| dunno, maybe he's--

Bl uepoi nt
Shutup. Get outta the car. Stick with the
bi ghead.

Bl uepoi nt reaches for the ignition, as we hear the car door
open.

"Il see where the tw st fl ops.
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CUr 1O
| NT  SPEAKEASY

A hand swi ngs through frame hol ding the barrel of a gun,
smashing the butt into a surprised face.

Wth a loud crash the surprised man stunbles back into a
table and hits the floor. Legs and the skirts of an

over coat approach the prostrate, round, m ddl e-aged man and
start kicking him

He rolls across the floor trying to shield hinself fromthe
bl ows.

Voi ce (off)
C non, get up. | just wanna talKk.

Anot her Voice (off)
Yeah, get up. He ain't gonna hurt ya.

Round Man
He already hurt ne! He broke ny goddamm nose!

Wi sper, the man standing over him has a |long scar across
his neck. He has a rasping voi ce:

VWi sper
So what? | had ny nose broke once.

Round Man
| already paid Leo' s nen.

Bert, another enforcer, is down at the end of the bar with
Tom

Bert
You still pay Leo for protection? |Is he protec-
tin" you?

As he kicks at the little round nan:
VWi sper

We's protectin' you. Johnny Caspar's runnin'
t hi ngs or maybe you ain't heard.



| n the background Wi sper continues to hector and kick at
the round man as Bert and Tomtalk in the foreground.

Tom
So Bl uepoint hasn't got a line on Leo yet?

Bert
Not that | know about. He's been |ookin', but I
guess Leo's been novin' around and--hoist this
over the bar, wll ya?--and thingslve been kinda
hecti c.

He is handing Toma briefcase. As Tom | eans over the bar
to drop it behind:

Tom
Do ne a favor--let nme know if he finds anyt hing.

Bert is pouring hinself a drink.

Ber t
Yeah, okay--

Wi sper, gun drawn, calls fromthe back of the bar:
VWi sper
| "' m gonna put this one to sleep, wuddya think

Bert ?

Bert shrugs into his overcoat.

Ber t
Yeah, okay.
Tom
| f you kill himhe won't be able to think things
over.
Wi sper
He don't seem|ike such a hot thinker.
Tom
You'll think about what you've |earned here,

won't you Loui e?
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Round Man
You bet, Tom ['Il think plenty!

Bert shrugs.

Bert
Ah, what the hell.

The round man scranbles to his feet and runs out the back
door. \Wisper puts away his gun and saunters over to Tom
and Bert.

As the three nen head for the front door:

Bert
If we can't trust a dago, the whole thing's
hopel ess anyway.

EXT  SPEAKEASY
As the three nmen energe into the afternoon sun.

Tom
So, are we w nni ng?

Bert gives a so-so flutter of his hand.

Ber t
It's tough. Leo's still got sonme teeth left.
Hi s men bushwhacked Tony Canpisi |ast night, slit
his throat.
VWi sper
Yeah? He die?
Bert

| said, they slit his throat.

Wi sper
So what, genius? | had ny t'roat slit once.

Tom
Sure Wi sper, but normal people's brains need
oxygen- -



BOOM - -Behind the three nmen the front of the speakeasy
bl ows--glass flying, flame |icking out.

Though there is commpti on anong the passers-by, Tom Bert
and Wi sper don't even turn around to | ook.

Bert
Get the car, wll ya Wisper?

As Wi sper trots out into the street:

Tom
Don't tell Bluepoint | was asking about him

Bert
Yeah yeah.

Tom
Caspar just wanted ne to check up, nmake sure he's
doi ng everything he can--

There is a faint but distinct popping sound.
Tom | ooks into the street.

Wi sper is staggering around, as if drunk. He turns to
face Tom and Bert.

He lurches toward them A red stain is blossomng on his
chest.

The anbi ent hubbub fades to total silence; we hear only the
crisp staggering scuffle of \Wisper's shoes as he stunbl es
into the foreground, | ooking stunned.

He drops.

A wonman Sscreans.

Noi se wel | s up.

Bert is unhoistering his gun, |ooking up.

Tom | ooks where Bert is | ooking.



FACI NG ROOFTOP

A man with a distinctive shock of white hair--Dead Terry
MG II. He puts up his gun and starts running along the

r oof .

BERT

Starts running along the street to keep pace, firing up at
t he facing roof.

A POLI CE CAR

Siren wailing, up on two wheels, taking a speeding turn
onto the street.

It is speeding towards Bert.

PULLI NG BERT
Runni ng, he is pointing, and bell ow ng at the car:
Bert
Leo's man! Up there!
PCLI CE CAR

Cops with guns hang out every wi ndow. They start firing.

TRACKI NG TONRDS BERT

Ber t
Up there! Leo's--

A hail of bullets cuts himto pieces. A linp rag, he hits
t he road.

The police car squeals to a halt in front of his corpse. A
sergeant and his nen pile out.

Tomis sauntering over, snoking a cigarette.



Ser geant
‘Lo, Tom Chalk one up for the good guys, huh?

Tom
Yeah, Caspar'll be thrilled. You just shot one
of his apes.

Ser geant

Bul | shit!

Tom s attention is drawn by sonething down the street.

H S POV

About a block away, a man with white hair is crossing the
street, fromthe side where the sniper's shot cane from

Sergeant (off)
|"'mtellin" you that's Two-Toe Jackson! He's
Leo' s!
BACK TO TQOM

As he starts to | eave.

Tom
It's Bert Sachetti, Caspar's bang-nman.

Behi nd hi mthe Sergeant bell ows at another cop:

Ser geant
Bul | shit! Take his shoes off. Count his goddamm
t oes!
I NT DI NER
Dead Terry MG IIl sits at a stool |ooking angrily down at a

cup of coffee. Tomenters to sit next to him

Thr ough the wi ndows behind them we can see peopl e running
back and forth on the street, a fire engi ne racing past--



furious activity, its noise nmuted inside the diner.

Tom
‘Lo, Terry. You weren't aimng at ne, were you?

Terry does not even | ook over at him Sullenly:

Terry
In the first place, | don't know what you're
tal king about. 1In the second place, if | had
been aimng at you I'd ve hit you. In the third
place, | don't know what you're tal king about in

the first place.

He tosses sone coins onto the counter and gets up. W hold
on Tomas Terry talks to Tom s back:

|"d i ke to have, believe ne. Leo won't
let me--yet. But I'Il bring him around.

He puts a hand on Tom s stoul der and sw vel s hi m around.
Terry clenches a fist and draws it back to throw a punch.

Tom and Terry | ook at each other, Tom nmaki ng no novenent to
def end hi nsel f.

After a long beat, Terry uncldnches his fist and sneers:

| won't give you the satisfaction.

CUr 1O
DOORKNOB

As--CRASH--a foot enters to kick it and the door in.

| NT  VERNA' S APARTMENT

Verna i s backing away fromthe door--behind us--into the
apartnment. Bluepoint strides into frane.

Bl uepoi nt
Know who | anf



Verna continues to back away; Bl uepoint continues to
advance.

Ver na
Yeah, Johnny Caspar's shadow. D d he stay in bed
t oday?

Bl uepoi nt
Jesus. | open ny nouth, the whole world turns
smart.

He gl ances around the room Verna is backing around the
couch. Bl uepoint continues to follow her.

What busi ness d'you have with Tom Duchai sne?

Ver na
None.

She continues to back away; Bl uepoint continues to follow

Bl uepoi nt
You're Leo's twist, right?

Ver na
Me and Leo are through.

She picks up her purse fromthe sill behind the couch and
rummages. Bl uepoint doesn't seemto m nd.

Bl uepoi nt
Yeah? So you're sluttin' around with Tom now,
huh?

Verna has taken a gun from her purse; she levels it at
Bl uepoi nt.

Ver na
Get outta here.

As he continues to stride towards her:

Bl uepoi nt
kay, see ya later.

Hi s hand shoots out in a flash--he has grabbed the gun with



one hand, her armw th the other.
Before | go, what's your boyfriend up to?
Verna is stuggling in his grasp to no effect.

Ver na
Not hi ng | know about .

Bl uepoi nt drags her close, nose to nose:

Bl uepoi nt
Yeah? It doesn't figure for ne, your dunping
Leo for the guy who put a bullet in your brother.

Verna stops resisting and stares at him
Bl uepoi nt stares back at her, thinking.
Didn't tell you, huh?

We hear a footstep offscreen.

REVERSE
Faci ng the door, from behind Bl uepoi nt and Ver na.

Bl uepoi nt wheels, swi nging her body in front of his as two
t opcoated nen enter, guns drawn.

Both intruders hold fire, their shot bl ocked by Verna. The
gun in Bluepoint's hand barks once.

The | ead man pitches forward, his gun clattering away.
H s partner is ducking back out the door.

Verna still struggles futilely; Bluepoint keeps his gun,
peeki ng out from behind Verna, trained on the enpty
door way.

The man an the floor, still alive, has started claw ng
hi nsel f towards his gun, a few paces away.

Bl uepoint ignores him He stares at the open door.



After a silent beat, fromthe hall

Man | n Hal
Let her go, Bluepoint, there's nothing you
can do. Leave by the fire escape. There's nore
of us on the way--

BANG- - Bl uepoi nt fires.

Wod splinters in the door, which shudders back a few nore
I nches towards the wall. The voice fromthe hall has
st opped short.

After a short silent beat, we hear a gun clattering to the
floor outside in the hall.

We hear fabric drag across wall, and then see the dead man
drop to the floor just outside the door.

Bl uepoi nt tosses Verna away and saunters unhurriedly over
to the first man, who has al nost reached his gun.

Just as the man's hand cl oses over it Bluepoint, in stride,
steps onto the hand and gun. Mst of his weight is onit.

Head cocked, he | ooks down at the man in front of him

Bl uepoi nt
You Leo's?
Man
Yeah. He wanted her | ooked out for.
Bl uepoi nt
Wl l you did a bang-up job; 1'lIl be sure to tell

him \Were is Leo?

Man
: If I tell you, how do know you won't kil
me?
Bl uepoi nt

Because if you told ne, and | killed you, and you
were lying, then | wouldn't get to kill you then.



Where's Leo?
The man i s sweati ng.

Man
. . He's--he's noving around. But tonorrow
nlght he's getting his nob together at Wi skey
Ni ck's.

Bl uepoi nt points his gun at the man's head.

Bl uepoi nt
You sure?
Man
Check it. It's gold.
Bl uepei nt
You know sonet hing, yegg? | believe you.

BANG.

Bl uepoi nt straightens up fromthe body and turns.

LOW AND W DE ON BLUEPO NT

One corpse an the floor beside him the other corpse in the
doorway behi nd him

He absently wraps one hand around the warm barrel of the
gun, then brings the hand up to bl ow agai nst its open palm

Bl uepoi nt
Go ahead and run, sweetie .
H S POV THE W NDOW

The main zoomis now enpty. Sheers billow at the w ndow,
now open, that let's out on the fire escape. Of:

Bl uepoi nt
"Il track down all a you whores.
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DI SSOLVE THROUGH TO
W NDOW NI GHT

Sheers billow in the breeze.

TOM

Sitting up in bed, snmoking a cigarette, thinking. The
bedroom i s dark.

There is a knock at the apartnent's front door. Tom
reacts, but does not immediately rise.

The knock is repeated.

Tomfinally throws the covers off and swi ngs his feet
around to the floor.

But the knocking stops and anot her sound brings himup
short: The person at the door is now playing with the
| ock.

Tom sits notionless, |istening.

After sone rattling we hear the | ock spring, then the door
SW ngi ng open, then shut again. W hear footsteps cross
the main room and then the squeak of chair springs.

Si | ence.

Tomrises and wal ks to the living room doorway. He |eans
agai nst the janb.

H S POV

The wi ndows throw noonlit squares onto the floor. W can
see only the |l egs of soneone sitting in the arnthair.

Tom
‘Lo, Bernie. Cone on in, nmake yourself at hone.

Bernie turns on the lamm on the table at his el bow He
hol ds a gun casually in his | ap.



Berni e
‘Lo, Tom Thought |I'd do that, since you didn't
seemto be in. Figured it was a bad idea to wait

in the hall, seeing as |I'm supposed to be dead.
Tom

Mm
Berni e

How d you know it was ne?

Tom
You're the only person | know d knock and break
I n.

Berni e

Your other friends wouldn't break in, huh?
Tom shakes hi s head.

Tom
My other friends wanna kill ne, so they woul dn't
knock.

He crosses to the chair facing Bernie's.

What's on your m nd, Bernie?

Berni e
Things. . . | guess you nust be kind of angry.
| ' m supposed to be gone, far away. | guess it

seens sort of irresponsible, ny being here.

Bernie | eaves roomfor a response but Tomis only |isten-
I ng.

And | was gonna | eave. Honest | was. But

then | started thinking. |If I stuck around, that

woul d not be good for you. And then | started

thinking that. . . that m ght not be bad for ne.
Tom still doesn't answer.

| guess you didn't see the play you gave



me. | nmean what'm| gonna do? If | |leave, | got

not hi ng--no noney, no friends, nothing. |If |
stay, | got you. Anyone finds out I'malive--
you' re dead, so. . . | got you, Tommy.

Tomis silent.

: What's the matter, you got nothin' to crack
w se about? Bernie ain't so funny anynore?

Bernie's lip is quivering. His voice is softer:

oo | guess | nmade kinda a fool a nyself out
there. . . | was shittin' nyself, Tommy.
you didn't tell anyone about that.

Tom
No.
Berni e
' Course you know about it. . . its . . . It's a

pai nful nmenory. And | can't hel p renenbering
that you put the finger on ne, and you took ne

out there to whack ne. . . | know you didn't.
| know you didn't shoot ne. . . but. . . but--
Tom

But what have | done for you lately?

Ber ni e
Don't snmart ne.

He stares hard at Tom for a nonent.

See, | wanna watch you squirm | wanna see
you sweat a little. And when you smart ne, it
ruins it.

Bernie gets to his feet, keeping the gun trained on Tom

. . . There's one other thing | want. | wanna
see Johnny Caspar cold and stiff. That's what
you' Il do for your friend Bernie.

He has opened the door to the flat.
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In the neantine |I'll stay outa sight. But
I f Caspar ain't stiff in a couple of days | start
eating in restaurants.

The door shuts behind him

Tom heretofore very still, springs fromthe chair, goes to
t he bedroom and reenerges with a gun.

He bolts for the door, instinctively grabbing his hat off a
hook. He is wearing only his boxer shorts, a sleevel ess
tee-shirt, and the hat jammed onto his head.

He throws open the door.
HALLWAY
Enpty.

Tomruns to the banni ster and | ooks down.

H S POV

A flight down, a hand slides down along the railing.
Bernie's trotting footsteps echo in the stairwell.

TOM

He runs back to his apartnent.

APARTMENT

Tom runs across to the open w ndow and cl anbers out.

FI RE ESCAPE

Tomtrots dowmn. His bare feet ring dully against the steel
of the fire escape.

He reaches the bottom | andi ng, sw ngs over the railing,
hangs by his hands for one brief nonment and then drops.
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THE ALLEY

As his bare feet hit the pavenent. Tomis a silhouette in
the lanplight fromthe end of the alley.

He straightens fromhis crouch and runs.

BACK DOOR

O his apartnment building--over Toms shoul der as he enters
frame. The enpty, brightly Iit hall inside runs straight
the length of the building to the front door, which is just
cl osi ng.

Tom t hrows open the back door.

HALLWAY

As Tomruns through toward the front.

Bef ore reaching the door, he falls violently forward.
H s gun skates away from himacross the fl oor.

He starts to roll over to | ook behind himand a crunching
bl ow catches himon the chin, snapping his head the rest of
the way around and sending himflat onto his back.

Berni e, who has energed fromunder the staircase, towers
over him

Berni e
You neke nme | augh, Tommy. You're gonna catch
cold, then you' re no good to ne.

He is wal king over to Toms gun, which he picks up and
unl oads into his hand.

What were you gonna do if you caught ne,
I'd just squirt a few and then you'd let ne go
agai n.

He tosses Tomthe enpty gun and wal ks out.
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Tom white-faced and shivering, pulls hinself up to sit
| eani ng agai nst the wall.

A first-floor apartnent door opens and a sixty-year-old
wonman energes, pulling a housecoat tight. She goggles at
Tom

Woman
Way M. Duchai sne! Wat on earth.

Tomtries a smle that | ooks idiotic.
Tom
They t ook everything.
LONG SHOT THE HALL

Cl ucking synpathetically, the old woman is | eaning down to
help Tomup. As he drapes an arm over her shoul der:

Tom

: | fought like hell but there were too nany

of 'em.
FADE OUT
CUT TO
CLOSE SHOT  PLAQUE
Set into an exterior wall, identifying the SHENANDOAH CLUB.
INT CLUB

Tom in his overcoat and hat, is wal king up to the bar.

Tom
"Lo, Tony. How s the club hol ding up?

Behi nd the bar, Tony | ooks sour.

Tony



W' re managi ng to squeak by w thout you. GCot
Lazarre's noney?

Tom
No.

Tony
Wel |, you're not supposed to be here since you
turned rat.

Tom

Rel ax, Tony, Leo's not around, is he?

Tony
Maybe Leo's not the only one doesn't care for you
her e.

Tom works to keep his smle.

Tom
Fi ckl e, huh Tony? You could al nost be a
dane.
Tony
Pal , you read ny m nd, you sneak ny thoughts.
Jesus, | hope you know what you're doing.
Tom
No nore than usual. The |ast couple days, you

booked any heavy bets on a |ong shot at Satur-
day's fights?

Tony
Way the hell should I tell you?

Tom shrugs.

Tom
The truth is Tony, there's no reason on earth.

Staring at Tom Tony blows air through his teeth. He sets
up a drink for Tom

Tony
Saturday's fights. Yeah. Drop Johnson
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parked two yards on one yesterday. On Sail or
Reese, an undercard bum

Tom downs the drink in a gulp.

Tom
Drop Johnson? He play your book nuch?

Tony
You kidding? | didn't even know he could count.

From of fscreen there is a | oud CRASH and, wth that, nany
of the club patrons start scream ng. Tony |ooks off and
Tom swi vel s to | ook.

Tony
On Jesus. . . You bring themw th you?

As he shoves off fromthe bar:

Tom
No.

Uni forned policenen are pouring into the club, w elding
axes. They destroy everything in their path, sweeping the
el egantly dressed patrons before them

Tom wades into the sea of blue and nods at Del ahanty, the
pol i ceman we know fromthe raid on Caspar's.

Tom
"Lo, Brian. Still fighting the good fight?

Del ahanty

‘Lo, Tom Neither wind nor rain nor snow.
Tom

That's just the nmailnmen. |Is O Gar here?
Del ahanty

Just |l ook for the long face.

EXT THE CLUB

It is just cracking dawn.



O Gar is leaning against a car, facing the club, taking in
the scene as he glumy chews on a toothpick. The street is
cl ogged with police vehicles.

Tom appr oaches.

Tom
"Lo, OGar. You don't | ook happy.

O Gar
Look at this nmess. @itting the golden calf
again.

He shakes his head.
| don't know whether to |augh or cry.

Tom
Yeah, it's awful confusing. You know a yegg
named Drop Johnson?

O Gar
W' ve spanked hima couple tines.

Tom
Were does he flop?

O Gar
The Term nal Hotel on Bay Street, whenever he's
br oke--which is one hundred percent of always.
Jesus .

He reacts to gunfire fromthe second story of the club.

: Don't nobody ask nme, since I'monly the
chief around here, but 1'll tell you ny opinion:
Caspar's just as crazy as Leo. And an eye-tie

I nto the bargain.

As he heads off:

Tom
What's the matter, O Gar, doesn't anything ever
suit you?
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PULLI NG TOM

As he wal ks along a nearby street; we can still faintly
hear the sirens and police activity back at the club.

A black touring car is tooling up alongside of him Tic-

Tac | eans out the driver's w ndow. He has welts around his

nmout h and | ooks |i ke he has been a little roughed up.

Ti c- Tac
Hop in, Tom we been |ookin' for you.

Still briskly wal ki ng:

Tom
| " m busy.

Ti c- Tac
Hop in anyway, as in you ain't got no choi ce.

Tom
You can't hijack ne, Tic-Tac, we're on the sane
side now-or didn't you get that far in school ?

The car screeches over to put a wheel on the sidewal k and
bl ock Toms way. The back door sw ngs open and Frankie
energes to help Tomin. Like Tic-Tac, Frankie |ooks a
little worked over.

Tom qui ckly sizes up the situation and decides to conply.

| NT CAR

As Tomsits into the back, next to Bluepoint. Frankie
slides in after him

Bl uepoi nt
How d you get the fat |ip?

The car starts noving.

Tom



A d war wound. Acts up around norons.

Bl uepoi nt
Very smart. \Wat were you doing at the club?
Tal ki ng things over with Leo?

Tom
Don't think so hard, Bluepoint, you mght sprain
sonet hi ng.

Bl uepoi nt
You're so goddamm snmart. Except you ain't. |
get you, smart guy, | know what you are.
Straight as a corkscrew. M. Inside-Qutsky.
Li ke a goddamm bol shevi k, picking up your orders
fromYegg Central. You think you re so goddam
smart.

He sneers:

You joined up with Caspar. You bunped Bernie
Bernheim Down is up. Black is white. Well |
think you're half-smart. | think you were
straight wth your frail and queer wth Johnny
Caspar. And | think you'd sooner join the

Ladi es' League then gun a guy down.

H s eyes narrow at Tom

Then | hear that these two geni uses never
even saw this rub-out take place.

Def ensi vel y:
Ti c- Tac
The boss just said have himdo it, he didn't say

not hi ng about - -

Bl uepoi nt
Shut up, or maybe you still got too many teeth.

Ti c-Tac sul ks. Bluepoint turns and gazes out the w ndow of
t he car.

Everyone's so goddam smart. Well, we'l]l
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goto Mller's Crossing. And we'll see who's
smart.

EXT  WOODS

It is norning; the sun is now fully up. Bluepoint and Tom
wal k si de-by-side through the woods. Frankie and Tic-Tac
wal k several steps ahead of them each off to one side,
searching. Frankie is singing an old Neapolitan song.

Bl uepoi nt
Y understand if we don't find a stiff out here,
we | eave a fresh one.

Tomwal ks a little unsteadily. H's shoul ders are hunched
and his hands are jamred into his overcoat packets. He
stares woodenly forward. Bluepoint |aughs softly.

.. . Were're your friends when you need 'em
huh? Were's Leo now?

Tom tranps nechanically on. H's eyes drift up.

H S POV

Tracking. A canopy of |eaves, sprinkled by sunlight.
The boughs of the trees sough quietly in the w nd.

We hear the unearthly groaning of the tree |inbs.

TOM
Looks forward.
Bl uepoi nt calls out:

Bl uepoi nt
Hey Tic-Tac, ever notice how the snappy dial ogue
dries up once a guy starts soiling his union
suit?

Tom tranps on.



H S POV
The backs of Frankie and Tic-Tac as they wal k on ahead.

Frankie is still singing.

TOM
He | ooks stupidly at Bluepoint. He |ooks ahead.
He stops abruptly.
Bl uepoi nt
What ?

Tomis still for a nonent, then with jerky novenents gets
down on his knees, hugs a tree with one armfor support,
and vom ts.

Bl uepoi nt watches him then calls out to Frankie and Tic-
Tac:

Ckay, there's nothing out here.

He grabs Tomls hat off his head and flings it away. Then
he plants a foot against Tonls side and shoves himto the
gr ound.

CLOSE ON TOM

As his face hits the ground.

Bl uepoint's foot enters; he plants it an the side of Tom s
neck to keep hi m pi nned.

TOM S POV

Skewed angl e, fromthe ground.

Franki e is anbling back, singing.



BLUEPO NT
Checki ng the open chanber of his gun. He snaps it shut.
As he levels the gun at Tom
Bl uepoi nt

Thi nk about this, smart guy.
TOM
Cl osing his eyes.
From of f scr een:

Ti c- Tac
Uh-oh, hankie tine!

FRANKI E

He stops singing and turns to | ook.

TOM

The foot cones off his neck.

BLUEPO NT

Looki ng towards Tic- Tac.

TI G TAC

Taki ng a handkerchi ef out of his breast pocket and bringing
It to his face as he | ooks at sonething on the ground in
front of him

BLUEPO NT

He hauls Tomto his feet and pushes himtowards Tic-Tac.

We track behind the two nen as they approach Tic-Tac and
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Frankie enters fromthe side.
We cannot yet see what is on the ground in front of him

Ti c- Tac
Birds been at him

Frankie is taking out his hankie as he draws near.

Fr anki e
Jesus Chri st.

He | ooks up at Tom as Tom appr oaches.

Over Tom and Bl uepoi nt's shoul ders, stretching away from
us, face-up, is a body. W cannot see nuch of its face;
what we do see is pulp.

Tic-Tac is | aughi ng, incredul ously.
Ti c- Tac
: | said put one in his brain, not in his
stinking face.
EXTREME LONG SHOT

Four very small nen in overcoats and fedoras, |ooking down
at the ground; they are dwarfed by the surrounding trees.

Very faintly we can hear:

Fr anki e
| told you, Bluepoint, we heard two shots.

QUI CK FADE OUT

CUr 1O
APARTMENT BUI LDI NG DOOR BUZZER

A beat-up panel in the building's entryway, listing
tenants' nanes and apartnents opposite a row of buttons.

A hand coasts along the nanes and stops at CLARENCE
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JOHNSQV 4C, then noves away and presses two ot her buzzers
on the fifth floor.

After a beat, we hear the front door buzz open.

FOURTH FLOOR HALLWAY
Tom wal ks up to 4C, unpocketing a gun. He gently tries the
knob, which turns, and enters.
DROP' S APARTMENT

As Tom enters.

Drop Johnson is sitting at a table in the |living room

whi ch al so serves as kitchen and dining room He is a
| arge man with a thick neck, a | ow forehead, and rather
vacant eyes.

He is looking up at Tom a spoonful of cereal frozen
hal fway to his nouth, a fol ded-back newspaper in his other
hand, opened to the funnies.

Tom
"Lo, Drop. How re the Katzenjanmers?

Unconfortably:

Dr op
Lo, Tom \What's the runpus?

As he tal ks, Tom wal ks casually around the apartnent,
bunpi ng open doors, sticking his head in each room

Tom
Had any visitors?

Drop's head swivels to follow Tom around the room aside
fromthat he does not nove. He speaks cautiously:

Dr op
No.

Tom



Not ever, Drop?

Dr op
Not |ately.

Tom nods.

Tom
Then you nust be happy to see ne.

Drop doesn't respond.

So you didn't see Bernie Bernheim before
he was shown across?

Dr op
No.

Tom
Seen hi m si nce?

Drop maintains a sullen silence.

Tomis picking up a hat froma clutter on top of a bureau.

Tom
One | ast question, Drop. | hear you've got a | ot
of nmoney on tonorrow s fight. |Is that your bet,

or did you place it for a friend?

Dr op
No, uh. . . it's nmy bet. | just. . . | have a
good feeling about that fight.

Tom's stroll through the apartnent has brought hi m behi nd
where Drop sits.

Tom
A good feeling, huh. Wen did the feeling return
to your head?

Dr op
Huh?

Tom puts the hat on top of Drop's head. Drop's eyes rol
up to look at it, but otherwise he still doesn't nove.
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The hat, too small, sits ludicrously atop his head.
Tom starts toward the door.

Tom
You' ve outgrown that one. Mist be all the
t hi nki ng you' ve been doi ng.

He pauses with his hand on the knob.

Tell Bernie sonething's cone up. He has to
get in touch. There'll be nothing stirring til |
talk to him

He sl ans the door.

CUT TQO
A LARGE W NDOW

We are | ooking at the ground-floor window fromthe street.
Letters stencilled on the glass identify the SONS OF ERI N
SCOCl AL CLUB.

A topcoated man scurries into franme, knocks out a pane with
the grip of a gun, and tosses a small pipelike device

I nside. He scurries away and we pan with him across the
street to reveal a line of cars, police and civilian,
parked along the far curb. No nen are visible except the
scurrying man, who takes cover behind one of the parked
cars.

SOCI AL CLUB
A beat. Frominside we hear a pair of trotting footsteps--

BOOM The wi ndow bl ows out, spitting glass into the
street, along with a large dark form

THE STREET

d ass showers the pavenent and a charred rag-doll of a body



hits hard, face down, and skids a couple feet. Snoke w sps
fromit.

THE CLUB

Alick of flame fromthe bonb is already dyi ng and heavy
grey snoke is billow ng out.

THE STREET

Men start cautiously rising frombehind the cars. A |ot of
men. Sonme wear police unifornms; some are civilians. All
are armed.

THE CLUB

Bi I | owi ng snoke.

THE STREET

The nen have straightened up. A policeman calls through a
bul | hor n:

Pol i ceman
Al right. Anyone left in there, conme on out,
grabbing air. You know the drill.
THE CLUB

After a beat, the front door sw ngs open. A man energes,
one hand in the air, one holding a handkerchi ef over his
nmout h.

He wal ks into the mddle of the street.
One of the civilians behind the cars fires.

The man takes the bullet in the chest and drops to the
ground, where he tw tches.

The man who fired, in the foreground, grins. A ripple of
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| aughter runs down the |ine of nen.

THE CLUB W NDOW

Snoke still pouring out.

Wth a RAT-A-TAT-TAT nuzzle flashes frominside illum nate
t he snoke.

THE STREET

Bull et hits chew up the cars and a few of the nen; the
ot hers drop back down behind the cars and start returning
fire.

THE W NDOW

A forbidding black hole in the exterior wall. A second
tommy has joined the first to pour lead out into the
street.

CUT TO
RECEPTI ON AREA

Tracking in an a youngi sh secretary in a severe dress,
sitting behind a desk.

Faintly, froma distance, we can still hear gunfire.
Secretary
‘Lo, Tom where've you been hiding?
REVERSE
On Tom

Tom
H ther and yon. The mayor in?

Secretary
Wth M. Caspar.
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Tomis al ready heading for the door.

Tom
That's who |'m | ooking for. Scare up sone
hootch, will you honey?

Secretary
Surely. 1'll announce you.
As he opens the door:
Tom
Don't bother, I"'mwell Iiked.

| NT MAYOR S OFFI CE

A grand, high-ceilinged place. Mayor Levander si

ts behi nd

his desk sputtering, his face turning purple. Caspar,

sitting across fromhim is also turning purple.
to one side are two identical thirty-year-old nen
ently twins, nustachiced, silent, respectful, nou
their hands cl asped over the hats in their |aps,

stiff new | ooking suits with ol d-fashi oned coll ar
Mayor
| can't do it, Johnny! ['Il look ridiculous
Way, it sinply isn't done! Assistants, mayb
Caspar
For a mayor, you don't hear so hot! | said

Head of the assessor's officel

May or
But there's two of 'em
Caspar
| can count! Co-heads!
Mayor
Johnny, needless to say, this office will do

anything in its power to assist you and your
cousins. W did it for Leo, of course, on
count| ess occasi ons- -

Sitting
, appar -
rnful,
weari ng
S.

!
e- -

head!



Caspar
Damm ri ght--had every potato eater from County
Cork an the public tit--

Mayor
But there's a way we do things, hallowed by usage
and consecrated by tine! Wen we put people on
the pad, when Leo was running things, we--

Caspar is furious:

Caspar
Leo ain't running things! | ain't innarested in
ancient history! |'mrunning things now

Mayor
Johnny, no one appreciates that nore than |I! |
can give themjobs! | can give them good jobs!

| can even give themjobs where thev won't have
to performany work, where their lack of English
will be no inpedinent! But | cant--

Caspar
What is this, the high hat?!

The mayor nops his face with a handkerchi ef and | ooks
beseechingly at Tom

Mayor
Tom can you explain it to hin? | can put them
In public works but | can't--

Tom
You can do whatever the hell Caspar tells you.
don't renmenber all this double-talk when Leo gave
you an order.

The mayor | ooks fl abbergast ed.

Mayor
Tom  Jesus!

Tom
St op whi npering and do as you're told.



Caspar
You can start by gettin' outta here.

Mayor
But Johnny, it's nmy office!

Caspar
Get outta here! Take it on the heel and toe,
before | whack you one!.

The mayor retreats and Casmar stares at the two nmen sitting
to the side.

You too, beat it!

The two nen | ook at each other, then back at Caspar.

First Man
Parti anp?
Caspar
Yeah, go keep the mayor conpany. 1'Il take care

of ya's later.

The imm grants rise and | eave the room Caspar takes out a
handker chi ef and w pes his brow.

Runnin' things. It ain't all gravy.

The secretary enters the office wth a bottle of whiskey, a
soda si phon and ice. She places it an the mayor's desk and
| eaves.

We can still hear faint gunfire and an occasi onal boon ng
explosion that rattles the windows of the office.

Tom
VWhat's the fireworks?

Caspar
Knocki n' over one of Leo's clubs. Sonofabitch
just won't go belly-up. . . I"'msorry, kid. |

heard about your little ride this norning.

Tomis wal king over to pour hinself a drink.



Tom
Yeah, well sorry don't fix things. W could just
as easily've mssed Bernie's corpse as stunbl ed
over it, and I'd be dead now.

Caspar
| know, | know. But it don't nean Bluepoint's up
to anything. So he heard some runor Bernie ain't
dead, those stories pop up, people seen Dillinger

In eight states |ast week. So he hears a story,
and he don't |ike you nuch anyway, so he deci des
to check it out--

Tom
Any stories about Bernie being alive, Bluepoint's
made up hi nsel f.

Caspar
Aw, you don't know that. It don't even nake
sense--why woul d he?

Tom stares at Caspar for a beat.

Tom
There could be a damm good reason.

Caspar squints at Tom

| f you' ve got a fixed fight comng up. Do
you?

Caspar
.o Maybe. (kay, yeah, sure. Tonorrow night,
the fix is in. Wat of it?

Tom
Bl uepoi nt knows about it?

Caspar
Yeah.

He gazes off.

Ckay, | get it.



Tom
| f Bluepoint's been selling you out on these
fights, and neans to again, he'll have to be able
to point the finger at soneone el se--

Unconfortably:

Caspar
Yeah, yeah, | get it.

Tom
--but with Bernie dead there ain't a hell of a
| ot of people he can point to.

Caspar
Yeah. Bluepoint sells nme out. Makes pretend
Bernie's still doin' it. Ats real pretty.

Bernie | eaked the fix, and you take the fall for
supposedly not killing him

He | eans back in the mayor's chair and gazes off, sucking
his lips in and out as he thinks. Finally:

: . But | dunno, why woul d Bl uepoint cross ne
li ke that? Mboney, okay, everybody |ikes noney.
But sonmehow it don't seemlike him And | know
t he Bl uepoi nt.

Tom
Nobody knows anybody. Not that well.

Caspar shakes his head.

Caspar
Money don't nean that nuch to him

Tom shrugs.

Tom
Then it's not just noney he's after. He's got a
wart on his fanny.

Caspar
Huh?



Tom
A wart. On his fanny. Gving himthe fidgets.
Maybe he's sick of sitting on the couch and naybe
behi nd your desk don't | ook |like a bad place to
nmove to. Maybe he figures the noney can help
nmove hi mthere.

Caspar studies Tom

Caspar
Kid, you got a |lip on ya.

He | ooks off agai n.

Tom |

oo | don't generally care for it. But you're
honest, and that's sonething we can't get enough
of inthis business. . . I'lIl admt, since |ast
we jawed, ny stomach's been seazin' up on ne.

Bl uepoi nt sayi ng we shoul d doubl e-cross you; you
doubl e-cross once, where's it all end? An

I nnaresting ethical question. [1'Il find Bl ue-
point, talk to him straighten it out--

aughs bitterly.

Tom
Sure, talk to him Have a chat. Ask hi m whet her
he's selling you out. Don't take care of him
before he nmakes his next nove, just sit back and
let himmake it. You're swnmmn' init.

Caspars eyes flash. Tom s tone softens:

Johnny, ny chin's hanging out right al ong
si de yours.

Caspar goes sl ack.

Caspar
Yeah.

Tom st ands up.

Tom
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|'"d worry a lot less if | thought you were
wor ryi ng enough.

Caspar, mserable, rubs his face. Fromthe distant street,

we hear anot her boom ng expl osi on.
Caspar

. . . But I am kid. . . Christ. . . running
t hi ngs.

CUr 1O
TOM S APARTMENT

The phone is ringing at the cut.

We are | ooking at the w ndow sill upon which the phone
sits, with an enpty chair facing.

Foot st eps approach and Tomsits into franme and takes the
phone.

Tom
Yeah?

Through the phone:

Voi ce
| got your nessage.

Tom
"Lo, Bernie, | had a dream about you the other
day.
We hear Bernie |augh.
Berni e

Yeah? A ni ght mare?

Tom
On the contrary; very sweet. | dreant you were
lying out at Mller's Crossing with your face

bl own of f.

More | aughter.



Berni e
You get a kick out of that?

Tom
| was in stitches. l[t's Mnk, isn't 1t?

Berni e
| came back and he wasn't happy to see ne. Can
you beat that, Ton?? Al he could tai k about was
how he had to skip, and how nmuch trouble he'd be
in if anyone found ne at his place.

Tom
Sone friend.

Berni e
Yeah. And you know what a nervous boy he was. |
figured, hell, you're a friend. Maybe you could
use some i nsurance.

Tom
That's you to the gills, Bernie: thoughtful. You
di dn't happen to keep his gun, did you?

After a noment's hesitation:
Didn't M nk have a .22?

Berni e
Hel d already ditched it. Wy?

Anot her hesitation:

Tom
After Rug?
Berni e
Yeah. . . How did you know?
Down to busi ness:
Tom
Doesn't matter. Listen, Bernie, |'ve been

t hi nki ng about our little deal and |'ve deci ded
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you can stick it in your ear.

Ber ni e
Huh?

Tom
| figure you don't have anything on ne that |
don't have on you. As a matter of fact, |ess,
since |'ve decided to |l eave town. So |I'mcalling
your bl uff.

Berni e
Wait a m nute--

Tom
Shutup and let me talk. ['mpulling out of here,
tonorrow norning. The only thing for you to
decide is whether or not | | eave behind a nessage
for Caspar that you're still around. |If you want
nme to keep ny nouth shut, it'll cost you sone
dough.

Berni e
You can't--

Tom

| figure a thousand bucks is reasonable. So |
want two thousand.

Berni e
In a pig's eye--

Tom
This isn't a debate, it's instructions. |'m
going out for a while; 1'll be back here at four
this norning. Bring nme the noney. |[If you're not
at nmy place, four o' clock, with the dough,
Caspar' |l be | ooking for you tonorrow.

He hangs up.

CUr 1O
HALLWAY



W are close on Tomas, in overcoat and hat, he energes
fromhis apartnent and | ooks down at the keys in his hand.

VWHAP- - A fist swings into frame to connect with Tom s cheek.
He falls back.

Three topcoated nen | oom over him

First Mn
Got any noney?

Tom is massaging his face.

Tom
No.

The first man nods at the other two.

Fi rst Man
kay.

The two nen pick Tomoff the floor and start to work him
over. He doesn't resist.

The first man wat ches di spassi onately.

. . Third race tonight. By the finish, Tailor
Nhld had a view of the field.

He lights hinself a cigarette.
You oughta |lay off the ponies, Tom

The two nen work in silence for a while. Tomtoo IS
sil ent.

Finally:
Ckay.

The two nen back away from Tom breathing heavily. He
slides down the wall to the floor.

: Lazarre said he's sorry about this. It's
just getting out of hand.
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Tom speaks thickly, his head propped agai nst the baseboard:

Tom
Yeah.

First Man
He |ikes you, Tom He said we didn't have to
br eak anyt hi ng.

Tom
Yeah. Okay. . . Tell himno hard feelings.
First Mn

Christ, Tom he knows that.

Wth a jerk of the head the first man signals the other two
and the trio turns to | eave.

First Man
Take care now.

CUT TO
DOORVAY: NI GHT

We are | ooking over Toms shoulder as he waits in the rain
in front of a | arge oak doorway with wought-iron fretwork.
At the cut we hear chines dying, and the door sw ngs open.

There is a grand foyer with a parquet floor, unsittable
furniture and a large chandelier. A liveried butler |ooks
Inquiringly out at Tom

Tom
Tom Duchai sne.

But |l er
Yes sir

He steps back.
M. Caspar is in the great room

Tomis handing the butler his hat.
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Tom

Swell. Can you take this?

FOYER

As Tom starts to shrug out of his coat, Caspar iS crossing
towards him

Caspar
Kid, what's the runpus?

Caspar seens as unhappy as last tine we saw him

Thi s

Tom
| got news.

Caspar
Yeah, news at this end too.
seazin' up on ne.

Tom
Mnk just told ne that he--

has woken Caspar up:

Caspar
You tal ked to M nk?!

Tom

My stomach's been

Yeah, on the phone. Bluepoint wants you to think
he's di ssappeared, so you can't talk to him but

he's been right here in town.

Caspar
You're sure it was M nk?

Tom shrugs.

Havi ng handed the butl er

Tom

See for yourself; he's comng to ny place, four

o' cl ock this norning.

his coat and hat, Tom |l ets Caspar

| ead hi mtowards a pair of double doors.
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He's afraid of a cross from Bluepoint. He

toId me about the fix. Says he'll sing for a
coupl e grand skip noney, tell us everyone
I nvol ved.

Caspar opens one of the double doors, and we continue
tracki ng behind the two nen as they enter the trophy room
The room has the low warmlight of a nmen's club. Qutside
t he dark wi ndows the rain sheets down.

Caspar sits in behind his desk and swivels away to poke
norosely with a fire shovel at the blaze in the fireplace.
In the foreground, back to us, Tomrests his knuckles an
the desk to | ean towards Caspar.

But you better take care of Bl uepoint right
away. Mnk says if he cones after us its going
to be tonight.

As he | ooks into the fire:

Caspar
Leo's hol ed up at Wi skey N ck's dunp.

Tomis nonentarily taken aback.

Tom
How d' you know?

A chuckl e cones from behi nd

REVERSE

On Tom In the background, Bluepoint is wal king over to
the door to the roomto close it.

Bl uepoi nt
That ain't all we know, smart guy.

He points with a nod towards the couch.
Recogni ze your playmate?

On the couch sits Drop Johnson. Drop's face | ooks worked



on, and is beaded over with sweat.
Havi ng shut the door, Bluepoint is sauntering over to Tom
Yeah. You thought I'd quit.

He shakes hi s head.

Huh-uh. | followed you this afternoon. And I
wonder ed why Einstein would want to talk to a
gorill a.

He is nose to nose wth Tom smling at him

So | grabbed the gorilla. . . And | beat it
out of him

He shrugs.

. . . Gve ne a big guy, every tine. They crack
easy. Not |ike you.

Tom hol ds Bl uepoi nt's | ook.

Tom
|s there a point? O are you just brushing up on
your small tal k?

Bl uepoi nt
| like that. Cool under fire. |I'minpressed.

Very qui ckly he delivers two sl aps--forehand and backhand.
Tom s head rocks but he recovers to stare back at Bl ue-
poi nt .

: The gorilla didn't know whose stiff we
found, but | can fill that in. You killed M nk,
you sonof abi t ch.

He grabs Tom by the | apels, swings himaway fromthe desk,
and | ands a punch on his chin.

Tom st unbl es backs.

Caspar has turned fromthe fireplace, watching the doings
across the room



Bl uepoi nt noves towards Tom breathing hard with antici -
pat ed pl easure.

: Conme here, bum |'mgonna send you to a
deep dark place. And |I'm gonna have fun doi ng
it.

Bl uepoi nt's hand snakes out and grabs Tom by the front of
the coat, hauling himclose. He slaps himsavagely.

: It was M nk, and by God I'll hear you say
it!

Tom
|s this how you taught Drop his story?

I n one notion Bluepoint's hands wap around Tom s t hroat
choking himoff. As the pressure increases, Tom purpling,
sinks to his knees.

Bl uepoi nt
ke the way you think. Mybe when you' re dead

|1
"Il cut your head off, put it on ny mantle--

VWHANG- - a shovel blade swngs into frame to smash Bl uepoi nt
in the face.
He drops.

From sonewhere in the room a scream

Bl uepoint is on his hands and knees, one hand pressed over
his ruined face, bl ood pouring from between the fingers.

Caspar
Sonaf abi t ch.

He stands over Bluepoint with the fireplace shovel.

: |f there's one thing | can't stand, it's a
doubl e-cross artist. | had a feeling 'bout this
sonof abi t ch- -

He swi ngs the shovel back and delivers an overhand blow to
the top of Bluepoint's head.



Bl uepoint drops to the floor, instantly notionless.
The scream however, conti nues.

Drop Johnson, on the couch, his eyes wi de, his hands
spastically squeezing his knees, is |ooking down at
Bl uepoint. Drop's nouth is stretched wwde. He is scream

I ng.
Tom gets slowy to his feet.
Cascar | ooks at Drop.
Shut it, you sonofabitch!
He is striding over to himwith the shovel.
"1l give you sonething to holler about!

Tomintercepts him

Tom
Johnny. It's okay. Bluepoint made him It's
okay. It's not inportant.
Caspar is panting.
Caspar

Then have him shut it!
Drop does.
There is a beat.
| ncongruously, Caspar's bellow breaks the silence:
. . . And we do the sane to M nk! This very sane
ni ght !
Anot her silence. The rain. The crackle of the fire.

Tom s tone i s soot hing:

Tom
Johnny. We can't double-cross him He
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wants to spill the whole set-up--
Caspar stares at himthrough gl azed eyes.

Caspar
|'ve never |let a sonofabitch wal k!

Tom
You' ve never crossed anyone .

Caspar is staring at him H's eyes have | ost sonme of their
gl aze.

Tom
Four o' clock, ny place. Mnk's comng in
on his own hook so I prom sed himthe noney.
Don't make ne out a liar--

Drop is suddenly scream ng agai n.
Caspar | ooks where Drop is | ooking:

Bl uepoint is raising his head, mbaning. His face is a nmask
of blood. One hand gropes in his overcoat pocket for his
gun.

Caspar shouts over Drop's howl as he pulls sonmething from
hi s desk drawer:

Caspar
Lookit this, Kkid.

He strides over to Bl uepoint.
Sonmething | try and teach all ny boys.

Wth the gun point blank against the back of Bluepoint's
head, he fires.

Tomrecoils.

Al ways put one inna brain!

A CLOCK



A large wall clock. It is 3:30.

We are pulling back and down to reveal that we are inside a
diner; we are isolating on a section of counter on which
sits a half-enpty cup of coffee and an ashtray half-filled
with butts. A hand puts sone change on the counter and

| eaves frane.

EXT DI NER

As Tom pushes the door open and exits. He tucks his
overcoat collar up as he walks; it is pouring rain.

Tomturns at the sound of approaching heels and recogni zes
Verna with some surprise. He glances up and down the
street, but it is deserted. Verna doesn't seemto nuch
notice the rain.

Tom
‘Lo, Verna. What's the runpus.

Coldly, as they wal k on together:

Ver na
| was just in the neighborhood, feeling a little
daffy. What're you doi ng?

Tom
Wal ki ng.

Ver na
Don't let on nore than you have to.

Tom
In the rain.

Tom gl ances at her.
What ' re you doi ng out?

Ver na
Bernie's dead, isn't he?

They wal k on for a beat, Tom | ooki ng down at the sidewal k.



Finally:

Tom
What makes you think that?

Ver na
That' s no answer.

Tom agai n gl ances around, and escorts Verna into a dark
doorway alcove. It is very small; they have to crowd into
each other to stay out of the rain. Wter drops fromthe
brimof Toms fedora. He studies her for a beat.

Tom
| can't tell you anything yet.

Ver na
Nobody cares, do they? His friends didn't really
i ke him
Tom shrugs.
Tom

He didn't like his friends.

Ver na
You' re a sonofabitch, Tom You're soneone to
talk. You got ne to tell you where he was and
then you killed him

She is raising a gun into frame: She presses it into his
st omach.

Tom stiffens but continues to stare at her calny.

Tell me why. Wiat was in it for you?

Tom
Not hi ng for ne.

Ver na
Then why?

Tom

G ving up Bernie was the only way | could



see to straighten things out for Leo.

Ver na
You said you didn't care about Leo.

Tom
| said we were through. |It's not the sane thing.
Verna | ooks at him
Ver na
| don't understand. | don't care. | don't

care what reason you had or thought you had.

She raises the gun and presses its barrel into the under-

side of Tomls chin. Tomstiffens but remains calm

Tom
He's still alive.
Verna stares at him
Ver na

You expect nme to believe you?

Tom
No.

Ver na

That's you all over, Tom A lie and no heart.

Verna pulls back the hamer. There is a |ong beat.

Verna's eves w den, |ocked an Toni s.
Tomreturns her look; his is synpathetic.
Verna starts trenbling.

Tom's tone is soft, understanding. It's the first
have ever seen conpassion from him

Tom
It isn't easy, is it Verna?

She abruptly |lurches away and staggers a coupl e of

tine we

paces
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onto the sidewalk in the rain. She hugs a | anppost for
support. She is staring down at the street, still trem
bl i ng.

Tom wal ks up behi nd her and rests a hand an her shoul der.
Are you all right?
She doesn't | ook around. After a nonent:

Ver na
| don't know how you did it.

She shrugs off his hand and stunbles off down the street.

Tom wat ches her di ssappear into the rain.

CUr 1O
TREE LI MBS

Ni ght, but sonetine later--it has stopped raining. The
branches groan in the wnd. As they sway, streetlight
glitters off the | eaves, still wet with rain..

We are boom ng down to reveal that we are in front of Toms
building, its windows dark. During the boom we hear the
runbl e of an approaching car and the hiss of its tires on
wet asphalt.

The boom down ends as the car pulls into frane to stop at
the curb with the canera framed on the driver's w ndow.
The driver has a small bandage on his |left cheek. W hear
Caspar's voice as we hear himagetting out the back:

Caspar
Ya put the razor in cold water, not hot--'cause
metal does what in col d?

Driver
| dunno, Johnny.

We hear the back door slam and Caspar appears in the front
passenger w ndow.



"Ats what I'mtellin' ya. It contracts.
"At way you get a first class shave.

Driver
kay, Johnny.

As Caspar wal ks off the driver slouches back, pulls his
fedora over his eyes and folds his arns across his chest.
A back enters frane in the foreground.

Tom s Voi ce:
"Lo, Sal. You can dangl e.

The driver | ooks up, startl ed.

Driver
"Lo, Tom You sure? You don't |ook so hot.

W still don't see Tom s face.
Tom
| "' mokay. Go ahead, |I'll drive him hone.

The driver shrugs.

REVERSE

Wder, fromthe other side of the car, as the car pulls
awnay.

Tom wal ks into the foreground, toward his house; we tilt up
to hold him

The | ow angl e shows us the tree behind Tom its branches
still creaking in the w nd.

Crack crack--we hear two gunshots frominside the house.
Tom stops nonentarily in close shot, |ooking up, and then
conti nues on out of frane.

OVER TOM S SHOULDER

W follow himas he wal ks into the building and sl owly down



the first-floor hall.
The hallway is quiet excent for a |ight npani ng w nd.

Beyond Tom we see the door to the first-floor apartnent
crack open a slit. Hissing:

\Voi ce
M . Duchai sne.

The door opens wider. Ms. Zarpnmas, wearing a housecoat,
her gray hair down in braids, sticks her head out.

There were shots.

Tom | ooks up towards the staircase, then back at Ms.
Zar pas.

Tom
G0 down to the drugstore. Call the police.

She stares at him nods. As she drapes on a raincoat:

M's. Zarpas
Yes, M. Duchai sne.

Tom
You better stay there til the officers arrive.

Ms. Zarpas
Yes .

She pauses.

WIIl the cats be all right here?
Tom stares at her.
Finally, he nods.

Tom
They' Il be fine.

M's. Zarpas returns his dazed nod, and shuffles away.

So far, upstairs, all is quiet.



PULLI NG TOM

As he starts slowy towards the staircase.

TOM S POV TRACKI NG FORWARD

A smal | black object on the staircase--an upsi de-down
fedora. Blood drips with a hollowrattle down onto a step,
a coupl e steps above the hat.

PULLI NG TOM
He | ooks up.
POV

A head sticks through the balusters of the second story
| anding return. The body is on its back; the head lolls
back over the tip of the |anding down towards the stair-
case.

Qur clinbing | ow angl e shows us nostly the back of the
head. The body's far shoul der has knocked out a bal uster
whose splintered bottomjuts down towards the stairs.

PULLI NG TOM

Still clinbing, |ooking at the body.

H S POV
A i nmbing and panning as we draw even with the head.

It is Caspar. Blood has been expelled through his nostrils
over his mouth and chin. H's face is deep red. Hi s eyes
stare glassily at Tom

PULLI NG TOM



As he reaches the top of the stairs and swings around to
face along the landing. W hear a chuckle, close by. Wnd
I's groaning through the hallway.

POV

In the mddle foreground Caspar |lies an the floor; beyond
him Bernie | eans against the doorfrane in Tonls open
doorway, smling, his arns folded over his chest.

The bal usters stretch away in a regular line, throw ng
vertical shadows upwards agai nst the opposite wall.

Berni e
| get it. You set nme up.

Tom | eans against the wall and | ooks norosely down at
Caspar.

Berni e
Anything to avoid a little dirty work
yoursel f, huh?

Tom doesn't answer.

: How d you know held get it and not me? O
didn't you care?

Tom shrugs, still staring down at Caspar.

Tom
| figured you'd cone early, and be | ooking for
bl ood. He wouldn't, so you'd |likely have the
drop on him

Berni e takes his gun out of his overcoat packet and
saunters over.

Berni e
You're a sonofabitch, Tom | |ike the way you
think. You're right, the bonehead never knew
what hit him

He | ooks down at Caspar, unable to supress a smle.



But if you knew |I'd conme |ooking to kil
you, how do you know I won't still?

Tom shrugs agai n.

Tom
Nothing in it for you, now Wth himdead we got
not hi ng on each other. Let ne have the gun.

Berni e
Wy ?

Tom jerks his head towards Caspar.

Tom
Pin this on Bluepoint. Neither of us wants him
wal ki ng around after this.

Ber ni e shakes hi s head.

Berni e
The cops'l| be Leo's now. They won't care what
t hey hang Bl uepoint for.

Tom shrugs agai n.

Tom
| guess that's so. If you don't m nd keeping the
gun that killed Caspar. And M nk.

He stoops down over Caspar's body and starts feeling
t hrough Caspar's pockets, |ooking for sonething.

Way did M nk shoot Rug, anyway?

Bernie is wal king towards him enptying the bullets from
hi s gun.

Berni e
| dunno, it was just a m x-up. Here.

Tom | ooks back over his shoulder. Bernie hands himthe
gun, which Tomslips into his overcoat packet.

So you' re gonna say Bluepoint did this?



As he goes back to the body:

Tom
M nk thought Rug was tailing hinf

He finds Caspar's gun and sets it on the floor, but keeps
| ooki ng.

Berni e
Yeah yeah, you know M nk. Hysterical. Skin full
of hop, head full of bogeynen. Conmes hone crying
one day, said he had to pop a guy, one of
Bl uepoi nt's spies.

Tom
Rug was follow ng Verna, not Mnk. Mnk just
happened to be with her.

He has found a wallet and is thunbing through it.

Berni e
Yeah. Funny, ain't it? But you know, M nk was
terrified Bluepoint'd find out ne and hi mwere
jungl ed up together.

Tom has taken out the noney, rifles it, and repl aces the
wal | et .

Tom
And 1'1l bet you'd kept himplenty worried about
that, to keep hi munder your thunb.

Berni e
Yeah, so what

Bernie is peering over Tomls shoul der at the nonev.
Scratch, huh? A [little bonus?
Tom strai ghtens up, Caspar's gun in hand.

Tom
Wiy did Mnk take Rug's hair?

Ber ni e shrugs.



Berni e
Beats me, the kid was dizzy. Fifty-fifty on the
dough? O maybe | should get a little nore,
since | did the deed.

Tomis stuffing the noney into his pocket.
Ckay, you keep it. | want you to have it.

Tom
Ber ni e.

He nods towards Caspar's body.
We can't hang this on Bl uepoint.

Berni e
Huh? Wy not ?

Tom
Bl uepoi nt's al ready dead, hal fway 'cross town.

Bernie's smle is fading.

Berni e
What the hell are you tal king about?

Tom
Bl uepoint's dead. It's gotta be you. | nean
hell, it's your gun.

Alarmis beginning to rise:

Berni e
What is this! Wat the hell are you talking
about !

He | ooks down at Caspar and then back at Tom

You took nmy gun! Just your word agai nst
m ne!

Tom pops the chanber of Caspar's gun, glances in, and snaps

it shut.



Tom
Not necessarily.

Bernie's eyes w den.

Berni e
Are you crazy! W're square! You said it
yoursel f! We got nothing on each ot her!

Tom
Yup.

Berni e fights against hysteri a:

Berni e
So what's in it for you?! There's no angle! You
can't just shoot ne, like that!

He sinks to his knees, his voice rising.

Jesus Christ! It don't nmake sense! Tomy!
Look in your heart!

Tom
What heart.

BANG- - Ber ni e spl ays backwards fromthe knees, a bullet
drilled neatly through his forehead.

Tom drops the gun by Caspar's body.

Unpocketing Bernie's gun, Tom goes over to his corpse and
drops it there.

W pan with Toms legs to bring his doorway into view as he
wal ks into his apartnent, to the window chair in the
background, and sits with his back to us.

The wi ndows show daylight breaking. Far away a cl ock
strikes the quarter hour.

Tomis picking up the phone and dialing. Witing for an
answer, he reaches over to turn off the feeble yellow | anp
bur ni ng chai rsi de.

As we start to FADE QUT, we can hear Tomtalking into the
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phone:

Tom
Tony? Tom Tell Lazarre |I've got his
noney. . . Yeah, all of it. And | want to place
a bet on tonight's fight.

A BEAT OF BLACK

CUr 1O
THE HALLWAY

O Leo's club, leading to his office.

We are tracking over Tom s shoul der as he wal ks down the
hal |, |ed by Dead Terry.

Terry
They set you up downstairs?
Tom
How s that?
Terry
Hoot ch? \What ever?
Tom gestures with the drink he is carrying. Its ice cubes
cl i nk.

Well thanks for comng, Tom Leo's rea
anxi ous to see you.

Tom
Yeah. | happened to be near.

We can hear nmuffled bellow ng coming fromLeo' s office,
growi ng | ouder as we approach.

Terry seens enbarassed:

Terry
Actually. . . this mght not be the best tine.

They have pulled up in front of the closed door to Leo's
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of fice.

Leo's bellow ng, inside, abates for a nonent. W can hear
anot her voice, nuffled so that we don't hear words, but
only the voice's plaintive quality.

Leo's bellowing cuts it short.

Tom
Who's he got in there?

Terry
O Gar and the nayor.

As he | eaves frane:

Tom
"1l try again.

Terry calls after him

Terry
"1l tell himyou stopped by.

DOMNNSTATRS

Pulling Tom as he wal ks across the ganbling floor, drink
still in hand.

Behi nd hi mwe can see worknen busily repairing the danmage
done to the club in the police raid.

Hal f way across the floor Tom stiffens and sl ows, seeing
sonet hi ng.

Verna is entering the cl ub.
The two neet.

Tom
'"Lo, Verna.

Ver na
See Leo?



They both | ean agai nst a counterstop and | ook out at the
floor.

Tom
He was busy.
Ver na
You should see him He has sonething to tel
you.
Tom
Maybe 1"l run into him
Ver na

Bernie's funeral is tonorrow. You could stop by.

Tom
Maybe.

Ver na
Leo has sonething to tell you.

Tom
So you said.

There is a silent beat. Verna scow s.

Ver na
Tell nme sonething, Tom Wy didn't you
tell me what was going on? | thought he was

dead, and you never--

Tom
There was no point in telling you. It could only
have queered things if it had gotten out--

Ver na
Jesus, Toml You don't just talk to people for
the play it gives you or doesn't give you! |
suffered, you no-heart son of a bitch!

Tomlets this drift.

Verna tries to conpose herself.



oo |"msorry. It's just that things mght've
been different. Wth us. |If I'd known that you
hadn't. . . done anything to him

Tom
You know now.

Verna | ooks at himintently.

Ver na
What happened that night?

Tom still | ooks at her evenly.

Tom
| went to a bar. Passed out. Wen | got back to
ny place they were both dead.

Verna studies him

Ver na
Passed out, huh?

Tom
Yeabh.

She | ooks at hima beat nore, then out at the fl oor.

Ver na
It's funny. . . |'ve never even seen you sl eep--
t hough you told ne once about a dream you had.

Tom
Maybe | |i ed.

WHAP!  Verna sl aps himhard. H's head rocks under the
bl ow.

Ver na
You' ve never been straight wth nme about any-
thing! You are a sonofabitch!

She stal ks of f.

Tom wat ches her go.
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He raises the drink and rolls it across his sl apped cheek.

The i ce cubes clink.

CEMETARY

An small old marble orchard set on a hilltop cleared

agai nst the woods. Stars of David adorn the headstones; in
the foreground Bernie's funeral is ending. Present is a
rabbi, just finishing the chanting of the liturgy, Verna,
and Leo.

In the background, on the road at the foot of the hill, Tom
Is energing froma taxi. It rolls away as he starts up the
hill.

Just as he arrives, Leo and Verna turn to | eave.
Tom takes in the scene.

Tom
Bi g turnout.

Ver na
Dr op dead.

She stal ks off, |eaving Leo and Tom al one. Leo takes off
his yarnul ke and fiddles with it unconfortably. The two
men start wal ki ng.

Leo
She's under a |l ot of strain.

Tom
Well, at |least she didn't hit ne.

Leo chuckl es.
They wal k on.

Leo
Tommy, |'m glad you cane.

Tom



She's taking the car.

Leo
Huh?

Leo | ooks up.

Verna is getting into the el egant black touring-car that
waits at the bottomof the hill. It pulls away.

Leo | ooks at Tom
| guess we're wal ki ng.

Tom
| guess we are.

They walk in silence for a beat.

Leo
We're getting nmarri ed.

Tom stiffens. He brings out:

Tom
Congrat ul ati ons, Leo.

Leo too i s unconfortabl e.

Leo
The funny thing is. . . She asked ne. To tie the
knot. | guess you're not supposed to say that.
Tom

It doesn't matter. Congratul ati ons.

Leo
Thanks. . . Hell, Tom Wy didn't you tell ne
what you were up to?! | thought you'd really

gone over--not that | didn't deserve it. But you
coul d have told ne.

Tom
Telling you could only've queered things if it
had.



Tomcuts hinmself off and wal ks in silence for a nmonent.
There just wasn't any point.

Leo wants to be encouragi ng. He nods.

Leo
| can see that. Well. It was a smart play, al
around. | guess you know |I'm grateful.
Tom
No need.
Leo is grinning again.
Leo

| guess you picked that fight with ne just to
tuck yourself in wth Caspar.

Tom
| dunno. Do you always know why you do things,
Leo?

Leo greets this with a puzzled Smle.

Leo
Course | do.

He nods to hinself.
It was a smart play.
They wal k on.

Tom
You'll do fine.

Leo stops, grabs Toms arm and the words cone cut in a
rush:

Leo
Jesus, Tom 1'd give anything if you'd
work for ne again! | know |I've nmade sone
bonehead plays! | know | can be pig-headed but,
damit, so can you! | need your hel p, and things
can be like they were, | knowit! | just know



it! As for you and Verna--well | understand,
you're both young, and--well, damit, Tom
forgive youl!

Tominstantly bristles. For the first tinme, his tone is
shar p:

Tom
| didn't ask for that and | don't want it.

The two nen stare at each other--Toms | ook angry; Leo's,
di st raught.

Tom s | ook softens.

Goodbye, Leo.
Leo still stares at him waiting for sonething el se.
When nothing is forthcom ng he turns and wal ks away.

Tom wat ches himgo. He unpockets a flask and raises it to
his |ips.

Behind hima tree soughs in the w nd.

FADE OUT



