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EXT. WEST SIDE H GHWAY — NI GHT

.

A bl ack dog sleeps on the shoul der of the highway, head
bet ween his paws, curled up next to the barricade that
separates the north and sout hbound | anes.

Traffic rumbles past him vyellow cabs, blue police cruisers,
white linousines with tinted glass and Jersey plates.

We hear the squeal of brakes. A black *65 Ford Miustang, m nt
condition, pulls onto the shoulder, ten yards past the dog,
and backs up. The dog raises its head.

Two men step out of the car. The driver, MONTY BROGAN, m d-
twenties, is pale-skinned in the flickering light. A snal
silver crucifix hangs froma silver chain around his neck;

his fingers are adorned with silver rings.

The passenger, KOSTYA NOVOTNY, a hulking man in his late
thirties, blows his nose in his handkerchi ef.

It's a cold night. Mnty wears a canel's hair overcoat,
Kostya an old blue Soviet Navy coat.

MONTY
He's alive.
KOSTYA
(Wkrai nian accent)
This dog, how do you call it?
MONTY - -
Pit bull. Mst have | ost sonebody sone

money.

The dog stares at themand they stare at the dog.

KOSTYA —
VWhat do we do, Monty, we watch himrot?
o ' ewms o ' D _ e e NONTY ™ d oo '' ' SR ! Yoo - .

I ﬁas t hi nki ng of shooti ng hinf

KOSTYA
Shooting hin? Are you sick in the head?

The dog continues to stare at theminpassively, his face lit
by the passing headlights. The pavenment by his paws is
littered with broken glass, tw sted scraps of netal, black

rubber fromblown tires.
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MONTY
They just left himhere to die. They
threw himout the w ndow and kept

driving.
A ship's horn sounds fromthe Hudson.

KCOSTYA
Cone, ny friend, it is cold. Cone, people

wait for us.

MONTY
They' re used to waiting.

Monty squats near the dog and inspects him Fromthis angle
it is clear that the pit bull has been badly abused. One ear

has been chewed to mnce; his hide is scored with cigarette
burns; flies craw in his bloodied fur.

_ MONTY (QONT' D)
| think maybe his hi p—

The dog pounces, jaws snapping,; |lunging for Mnty's face.

Monty stunbl es backwards. The dog, too badly injured to
continue the attack, remains in his crouch, growing.

Monty sits on the pavenent, shaking his head.

_ MONTY (QONT D
Chri st.
(beat) _
He's got sone bite-left.
KCSTYA

| think he does not want to play with
you. Cone, you want police to pull over?
You want police |ooking through your car?.

- MONTY
Look what they did to him Used himfor a

fucki ng ashtray.

Monty stands and dusts his palns on the seat of his pants.

MONTY (QONT' D)
Let"s get himin the trunk.

KOSTYA
What ?

( CONTI NUED)
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MONTY
There's a vet energency roomon the East
Side. | like this guy.

KOSTYA

You like hin? He tries to bite your face
off. Look at him he is neat. You want
some dog, | buy you.nice puppy tonorrow.

Monty is not listening. He wal ks back to his car, opens the
trunk, pulls out a soiled green arny bl anket.

Kostya hol ds up his hands: stop.
_ KGSTYA SCENTI@
Wait one mnute, please. Please stop one
mnute? | do not go near pit bull. Mnty?
| do not go near pit bull.

Monty, carrying the arny bl anket, wal ks back toward the dog.

MONTY
This is a good dog. | can see it in his
eyes. He's a tough little bastard.
KOSTYA
Sonetines | think you are very stupid

man.

The dog has sl unped back to the pavenent. H's breath, cones.in.
shorts rasps and wheezes. But he never takes his eyes off the
two nen.

MONTY
W wait rmuch | onger, he'll be dead.
T KOSTYA |
e mnute ago you want to shoot him
MONTY '

That was a nercy thing. But he's not
ready to go yet.

KOSTYA
Yes? He told you this?

Monty slowly circles behind the dog, holding the bl anket the
way a matador w el ds his cape.

MONTY
~ Distract him.

(CONTINUED)
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Kostya stares at his friend in disbelief. He | ooks down. A
crunpl ed soda can lies by his feet. He kicks the can.

The dog's head pivots to foll ow the al um numfl ash.

Monty hurls the blanket over the dog and spring forward,
wrapping his arns around the dog's mdsection. The dog
grow s, bites the wool, tries to break the bl anket's neck.

Monty lurches toward the Mustang, struggling to retain his
bearhug while the pit bull slithers in his grasB. As t hey
stunble closer to the car the dog rel eases the bl anket and

snaps at Monty's throat.

Monty hurls the dog into the trunk and slans the lid. He
returns to the driver's seat.

Kostya watches himin silence, stares at the sky for a few
seconds, finally gets back in the car. The dog thrashes in

t he trunk

| NT. MUSTANG

Both nmen sit in silence as Monty revs the engine. Blood is
begknnlng to leak froma bite on the right side of Monty's
neck. :

KQOSTYA _
‘Wiat goes on in your little head?

Monty grins. He has no idea that he's bl eedi ng.

MONTY
| got him didn't 1? Surprised you how
.—_quick I was, huh? -
Monty checks for traffic and pulls back onto the highway.

KCSTYA _
Yes, you are so qui ck.

He points at fHé wound on Monty's neck, which has begun to
flow faster.

KOSTYA (OONT D)
Meanwhi | e, you are bl eedi ng.

MONTY
That's the dog' s bl ood.

KOSTYA _
Ch? Because you have hol e in your neck

and bl ood is coining out.
( GONTI NUED)
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Monty lifts his hand to his neck and feels the bl ood.

MONTY
They' Il stitch it up at the vet's

KOSTYA
Rul e number one: don't grab half-dead pit
bulls. We have people waiting for us,
people with nmoney, and you go playlng
cowboy—no, dogboy—in mddle of
hi ghway.

Monty | aughs, his hand pressed to the side of his neck, blood

| eakl ng bet ween his fingers.

KOSTYA (CONT' D)
Yes, ha ha. You're bad luck. You bring
bad |luck on me. Always everything that
can go wrong, goes wong. It is not just
you and me when we go out, no, no, it is
you, me, and M ster Doyle of Doer s |aw.

Monty frowns.
MONTY

Doyl e's |law? You mean Murphy's |aw.
KOSTYA

VWho's Murphy?

' MONTY

VWho's Doyl e? Murphy's |aw: whatever can
go wrong, will go wrong.

KOSTYA
Yes. Him

EXT. EAST Rl VER ESPLANADE — DAWN
TITLE CARD: Four Years Later '

Monty sits on a park bench overlooking the East River. He
stubs out his cigarette, pulls another fromhis pack, lights
It.

The black pit bull, now healthy and well-fed, squats by
Monty's side. It is winter: the dog's warmbreath rises as
whi te vapor.

.Two tough-1ooking YOUNG MEN wal k by, wearing hooded
sweatshirts below their down parkas, one of themleading his

spi ke-collared rottweiler.

( CONTI NUED)
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(:) DOYLE (for the naneless pit bull has becone Doyle) grow s.
Monty tugs on his |eash and Doyle grunts and quiets down.

YOUNG MAN 1
What up, Monty.

Monty nods but doesn't say anything. He's studying the view
He stares at the green river, the steel bridges, the red
tugboats, the stone |ighthouse of Roosevelt |sland.

Doyl e barks and Monty turns. SIMON, a bone-thin man in his
early thirties, approaches them He wears rubber boots that
rise to his knees and a dirty yell ow down parka.

SI MON
Easy, Doyl e, easy, buddy. Wat's up
there, Monty?

Monty turns back to the river. Doyle barks again.

SI MON ( CONT' D)
You want to tell the dog to rel ax? Hey
t here, Doyle. Good dog.

0," Doyl e has extended the | eash as far és Monty will allow He
~7 sniffs suspiciously at Sinon. '

—

SI MON ( CONT' D)
| don't think your dog |ikes me.

MONTY
Go away, Sinon.

SI MON
' m hungry here. Wke up an hour ago and
| was hungry.

sy we M ee s amm\ e "eMINTY " e Ve (- e a0t e e e
Not hing | can do about that. Go up to One
Hundred and Tenth.

SI MON
One Hundred and Tenth? Come on, |'m good.

He reaches into his pocket and brings out a wad of five
dollar bills held together by a rubber band.

MONTY

. (angry)
~,. Put that away.

ﬂzhﬂ“ Doyl e snarls. Sinon repockets the noney.

( CONTI NUED)
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SI MON
Ckay, okay. |I'mjust saying, |'mnot
| ooking for a nercy pop.
/

MONTY
|''mover, man.

Sinon points at a line of scabs that run along his throat.

SI MON

Qut nysel f shaving this nmorni ng—four
times. Can't keep ny hands steady. Cone

on, Monty, helpnme out. | can't go to
Harlem Look at me— they'll eat ne alive
up there.

Monty finally stands and wal ks toward the man, closer and
closer until their faces are inches apart.

MONTY
You need to | eave ne alone, friend. |
told you, I'mout of business.

Doyle sniffs Sinon's boots, then raises his head, snout
clinmbing the man's Ieg. S non dances a half-step, trying to
keep away fromthe pit bull w thout provoking him
- SIMN _
You worried about ne narking you out? You
know who | am . o

MONTY
You're not listening to ne. | got
t ouched. Gane over.

Sinon blinks, tries toJLaugh, |ooks behind him,|ooks down at

~ Doyl e, rubs his nose with the back of his hand.

Five years |'ve been comng to you. All
right, all right, I'mleaving. There's no

need to be nasty.

Monty and Doyl e watch the man go; they begi n wal ki ng in the
opposite direction. They pass the concrete chessboards, the
sandboxes, and. pause for a nonent by a basketball court.

S x TEENS play—wth little skill —one |ast gane before
school. Monty shakes his head disdainfully, watching one
pl ayer dribble at the top of the key.

MONTY
You got no left.

( CONTI NUED)
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The player drives right and msses an open | ay-up. Monty
spits and continues wal king, Doyle |eading the way.

EXT. CAWPBELL- SAWER H GH SCHOOL — LATER

Monty | ooks up at the old private school, tucked away on a
| eafy street on the Upper East Side.

Two TENTH GRADE G RLS | ook at Monty as they pass by. People
are always | ooking at Monty.

Both girls take long final drags on their cigarettes before
crushing themout and entering the school.

| NT. CAMPBELL- SAWER H (GH SCHOCL

Monty wal ks down a corridor of the school_buildin%,_tbyle
paddi ng al ong beside him STUDENTS, hurrying to their
cl asses, stare at the dog and then at Monty. _

The bells ring and within nonments the corridor is enpty.
Monty stops before a row of framed phot ographs. He exam nes

one phot ograph and sm | es.
| NSERT PHOTOGRAPH

The Canpbel | - Sawyer basketball team The players stand in a
sem-circle with their coaches. W nove in closer on one face

_inparticular: Mnty, when he was sixteen, free and easy.

X% nove closer still and the bl ack-and-white face begins to
ur.
ADM N STRATOR (Q S.)
pee s EXCUS. €-:N@-,-- SI T, can | hel p_you? .~ ———=
Monty, lost in areverie, |ooks up. The ADM Nl STRATCR, a
tall, harried-1ooking woman in her md-fifties, squints at
hi mt hr ough her gl asses. '
MONTY
What ?

ADM N STRATCR
Can | hel p you w th sonethi ng?

MONTY
(smling)
No, | don't think so.

ADM NI STRATCR
There are no dogs allowed on school
gr ounds.

( CONTI NUED)
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MONTY

Ckay. ..
(pointing at the picture)
| used to go here.
ADM NI STRATCR
(Ij really have to ask you to renove the
0g.

MONTY _
(still looking at picture)
Look at what a little punk | was.

The adm ni strator bends forward and squints at the photo.

ADM NI STRATOR
| guess you weren't, the center.

MONTY
, Ha ha. Starting point guard. Started on
varsity fromny first ganme, freshnan
year. | still hold the all-tine assist
record. '

ADM NI STRATCR
Mm no, Marvin Ray broke the record | ast

year.
Monty stares at her. She shrugs.

ADM N STRATOR ( CONT' D)
| coach the girl's team

Monty turns back to the photo.

_ MONTY
o-"we*"Weire undef eated that" year. -

' " ADM NI STRATCR
Real | y?

MONTY :
Until | got kicked off the team After

that, they fell apart. Do you know where
Jakob Einsky is?

ADM NI STRATCR
Probably in his classroom Room 301.

MONTY
Thanks.

( CONTI NUED)
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Ee Leads Doyl e away, but stops after a few feet and turns
ack.

MONTY (GONT' D)
Marvin Ray?

. ADM NI STRATCR
Mm hm

MONTY

You' re sure?

ADM NI STRATOR
| was there when he broke the record.

antﬁ nods and continues on his waY. The adm ni strator
wat ches man and dog wal k down the long corridor.

I'NT. CAMPBELL- SAWER CLASSROOM

JAKOB ELI NSKY stands at the blackboard, facing three rows of
uni nspired teenage faces. He wears a tweed jacket that seens
a few sizes too large, with chalk stains on the sleeves.

Jakob is the same age as Monty but he seems younger. There is
Fpnethlng adol escent in his slouch, in the way he chews his
i p.

One of his students, MARY D ANNUNZIO (17), stands at her
desk, reading froma poetry textbook. Her eyes drown in pools
of painted shadow, her hair is dyed bl ack, tattooed roses
garland her wrist.

MARY

e (a0 e (reading) — - o o . — oo -

"Let us roll all our strength and all

Qur sweetness up into one ball,

And tear ﬁur pl easures with rough strife,
Through the iron gates of life." '

Jakob watches her. W don't know the Canpbel|-Sawyer -dress.
code, but we can guess that she's violating it. W can al so
guess that Jakob is watching her a little too avidly.

Her pierced navel is visible bel ow her Donnas tee-shirt.

MARY ( CONT' D)
(readi ng)
"Thus, though we cannot make our sun
Stand still, yet we will nake himrun."

Mary shrugs and sits down.

( CONTI NUED)
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JAKOB ]
Good, good, excellent reading. Un, okay, :
so. What do people think? What's going on
her e?

Nobody says anything. Jakob nods.

JAKOB (CONT' D)
kay. ..

LUKE, a sullen-1ooking student with a shaved head and a

_failed goatee, raises his hand.

JAKOB ((CONT' D)

Luke?
LUKE ,
Can | go to the bathroont
JAKOB
No. You went twenty m nutes ago. '
LUKE F
| have a bl adder infection.
s N
The poem The poem folks. Hello? .__-)
MARY

It's not real deep or anything. The guy
wants to get laid and he's telling her to
give it up.

A few of the students titter half-heartedly.

A knock on the door releases Jakob fromhis hell. He goes to
dghswer it and then"stops/~startled. - e

It's the type of door popular in school. buildings> with a
wire-reinforced gl ass panel at head height, allowing you to
l ook into the classroomw thout disturbing anyone.

Doyl e, tongue dangling fromhis nouth, stares back at Jakob
t hrough the panel.

MARY ( CONT' D) _
| didn't know your nother was com ng
t oday, Luke.

LUKE

Eat ne.
Jakob opens the door. '(:)

( CONTI NUED)
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Monty stands there, holding up Doyle. Doyle scrambles out of
his arms and junps on Jakob, nearly knocking the teacher
down, getting his dirty paws all over Jakob's jacket.

MONTY
Easy, Doyl e.

Doyl e imredi ately calms down, squatting by Jakob's feet and
staring up at the teacher.

JAKOB _
Hey—uh, what's going on?

Jakob seens awkward around Monty, nervous.

MONTY
(1 ooking at Doyl e)
Look at him He |oves you

Jakob |ooks at Doyle, who wags the stunp of his tail.

MONTY ( CONT' D)
He really loves you. So what are you
doi ng? .
Jakob turns to look at his class, who all stare at Monty and
the dog. For the first time today, they're quiet.

JAKOB
(to Monty)
Teaching ny class, | guess.

MONTY

Cool . -
-—-—-—ffco Cl aSS)" o ,‘“" ............ —_— 11"'_'_"..:'

Hey, cl ass.

A few student’s shyly-wave..

MONTY ( CONT' D)
(to Jakob)

Sorry to interrupt. .Listen, change of

pl ans. They're throwi ng me a goodbye

party-downtown. You and Frank get

t oget her somewhere and I'lIl come pick you

up.
Jakob is a little flustered by this encounter, acutely aware
that his class is watching.

JAKOB
Okay.

( CONTI NUED)




=l

CONTINUED: (3) D

Monty leans closer to Jakob. i:’i;_'-)
MONTY : T
(whi spering)

| think the one with the belly button's
checking nme out.

Jakob turns and sees Mary staring at them He quickIK turns
the

back to Monty, who is smling at Mary. Jakob grabs door
knob.
JAKOB
OCkay, so I'll see you later?
Monty nods.
MONTY

Tell Frank we'll neet up after m dnight.

He | eads Doyl e away and Jakob closes the door, then-turns to
ook at his silent class. The bell rings and all the students

grab their bags. :
I NT. TEACHERS' LOUNGE — LATER

Jakob, alone in the room sits on a sofa, his head in his - \
hands. He | ooks up when he hears a knock on the door. Xy
Mary D Annunzi o peeks in.

MARY

You have a mnute?
Jakob sits up straighter and sm|es.

_ JAKOB o . e e
“TT7 Sur’e. Cone in.

| thought no students were allowed in the
t eachers' | ounge.

JAKCB
I won't tell on you

Mary wal ks into the room |ooking around suspiciously. Jakob
points at a chair.

JAKOB (CONT' D)
Take a seat.

Mary sits. ()
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JAKCB (QONT' D
So what's up?

Who was that guy who cane to class?

JAKCB
Monty? An old friend of nine. He went

here, too.

MARY
He doesn't look |ike you.

JAKCB . _
Actual ly, | have many friends who don't

| ook |ike ne.

MARY
No, | nean, he doesn't | ook |i ke sonmeone
you' d be friends with.

JAKCB
V¢ grew up toget her.
(beat)
So what can | do for you?

MARY
| want to knowwhy | got a B+ on ny
story.

JAKCB
Ckay, first of all —

VARY
Nobody el se in this class can wwlte You - -~ -
knowit, too. Don't start—

JAKCB . . '
Don't worry- about everyone el se.

' MARY
Vince Mskella wites a story about his
gr andnot her dying and you give himan A?
Wiat is that, a char|tg A? Everyone's
al ways mwltlng about their grandnother
dyi ng. You know why? Not because it's so
traunatlc Because it's a guaranteed A
And you're all sentinental, |ike, "Ch,
Vi nce, that was very powerful very
noving." No it wasn't. You didn't care,
didn't care, nobodK cared. That's what

e

grandnothers do y die.

( CONTI NUED)
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Mary has worked herself into a |ather and Jakob watches her
adm ringly.

JAKOB
What did your nother say when you got
t hat ? .

Mary stares at him not conprehendi ng.

MARY
What ? When | got what ?
JAKOB
(pointing at her wist)
The tattoo.
MARY
She said, "Were' d you get the noney for
that."
JAKOB
Oh. And?
MARY
And what did | say or where did | get the
money?
JAKOB
Well, what did you say, | guess.
MARY
| said he did it for free.
JAKOB
Oh. D d he?
e v~V : e
No. Why do-you care .so nmuch?
JAKOB
Just curious.
MARY
So you're not going to change the grade?
JAKOB
No, I'mnot changing the grade. 1'd be

happy to di scuss—

Mary yanks her bookbag off the floor and straps it on her
shoul der.

( CONTI NUED)
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MARY
QGeat. That was a big waste of tine.

JAKCB
Look, instead of worrying about the grade
so much, let's talk about the actual —

MARY

(nut tering)
Forget it.

She stonps out of the |ounge, her black conbat boots cl onping
on the .corridor's |inoleumfloor.

Jakob shakes his head and | ooks up at the clock. 9:15. He
reaches for the phone sitting on the coffee table.

I NT. SHREVE ZI MMER | NVESTMENT BANK — SAME TI ME

FRANK SLATTERY, also in his md-twenties, stares at the row
of clocks on the far wall. Bel ow each clock is a sign: Tokyo,
Hong Kong, Frankfurt, London. The cl ock marked New York reads

9: 15.
The trading floor is one giant room rows of TRADERS seated

- before their conputers, jabbering into their tel ephone

headsets. No wonmen—the place is |oud and aggressi ve.

Slattery is built like a former college westler: thick-
necked, broken-nosed, nuscular, his hair retreating fromhis
forehead, his eyes undercast with dark crescents.

e of his phones rings. He answers.

—SEATTERY | - LI S

Frank Sl attery.
He listens for. one second.

SLATTERY (QONT D)
Can't talk right now Enploynment nunber's

com ng out .
| NT. TEACHERS LOUNCGE - CONTI NUQUS
_ JAKCB
Al right. Just wanted to | et you know
that Monty—
| NT. SHREVE ZI MMER - CONTI NUQUS
SLATTERY

["I'l call you later.
( CONTI NUED)
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He hangs up the phone and returns his gaze to tﬁe conput er
screens in front of him dearly he's waiting for sonething

and clearly he's anxi ous.

_ LI CHTER (IOS)
Comng out wth us later on?

Sattery looks up at his boss, AR LICHTER early forties, a
pl unp, geni al nan.

SLATTERY

Nah, ['mneeting sone friends tonight.

_ LI CHTER

B g date?

The subject clearly makes S attery unconfortabl e.

SLATTERY

More of a goi ng-away party.
LI CHTER

Listen, the other thing, you' re still
hol ding onto all those contracts?

- SLATTERY
Wy, you' re nervous?
CHIER

LI
| don't like it. The clains nunbers have
dropped three weeks straight.

SLATTERY _ _
And everybody' s thi nki n?, I f clains have
dropped,” enpl oynent nust be up.

— | GHTER R
Everybody' s thinking that because it's
pretty nmuch al ways true. '

_ SLATTERY
- Not this tine.
LI CHTER
Frank—
SLATTERY
I've got a theory.
LI CHTER

Ch good, you' ve got a theory. Look,
youre in amully deep. You ve got sixty
mllion of the bank's noney in there—

( GONTI NUED)
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SLATTERY
A hundred m |l 1ion.

The news startles Lichter.

LI CHTER
A hundred mllion? Jesus, Frank.

SLATTERY
They authorized me to a hundred mllion.

" Other traders sitting nearby have begun watching this

exchange, and Lichter is careful to keep his voice down.

LI CHTER
A week ago. They raised your Iimt a week
ago, and you're already maxi ng out.

SLATTERY
I"'mtelling you, we're in for a |ow
nunmber. One-forty, nmaybe one-thirty-five.

LI CHTER
Cut your stake in half, all right? You've
been doing a great job, everyone knows
that, but I'mstill your boss and I'm
telling you: sell those contracts.

Lichter grips Slattery's shoulder for a nonent and then wal ks
toward his office (a real office, with walls and a door), -
exchanging hellos with other traders on the floor.

PHELAN, fresh fron1co|fege wal ks down the row, handing fax

sheets to all the traders. He hands a sheet to Slattery, mho

| ooks-at—+t briefly before crunpling it. - - . ...

PHELAN
Sol l.ie's looking for a high nunber. Two
hundred and ‘ei ghty thousand's their call.

SLATTERY
Fuck Sollie.

PHEL AN
Fuck Sal onon Brot hers?

SLATTERY
They' re hedging their bets. They want
everyone on their side of the fence.

PHELAN
What's the big deal with the enpl oynent
nunber, anyway?

( CONTi NUED)
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Slattery doesn't want to discuss this right now.

SLATTERY _
More jobs means fewer people |ooking for
work, right? Wich neans 1t's harder to
find the right people for a job, which
nmeans you got to raise wages to get them
whi ch means inflation goes up—you
fol | owi ng?

PHELAN
(not following)
Yeah.

Slattery frowns.

SLATTERY . _
You're wearing a striped shirt with a
striped tie.

Phel an | ooks down at his tie.

PHELAN
Yeah? |Is that bad?

SLATTERY

You | ook kikke a kuekiing optbeak ibbissbodm.
Go away.

Phel an wal ks away, nervously adjusting his tie.

MARCUSE Eeeks over the partition in front of Slattery. Wth
his slicked-back hair, red suspenders, and obnoxi ous smrk,
Marcuse | ooks |ike a man who owns the Gordon Gekko action

figure.

- I\/ARGBE_ .. L e e . L e -
Better hop to, sonny boy.

‘Slattery says nothing, just stabs angrily at his keyboard.

MARCUSE: iFCNT'm
| don't see you picking up the phone.
Didn't Lichter just tell you to sell?
Sounds |i ke your allowance got cut off.

Slattgry, nostrils flared, pretends to ignore the taunts.
MARCUSE ( CONT' D)

You're not going to disobey a direct
order, are you?

( CONTI NUED)
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Slattery rolls back in his wheeled office chair and stares at
Mar cuse.

SLATTERY
| don't cone into your bedroom and tell
you how to fuck your wife, do I?

Marcuse grins. He calls to another trader down the fl oor.

MARCUSE
Hey, Schultz, what are we | ooking at for
t he enpl oynent nunber?.

SCHULTZ
(yelling fromhis desk)
Two-fifty, two-seventy, sonewhere in
t here.

Mar cuse sits down again, disappearing behind the partition.
Slattery glowers at his desk. He picks up his phone and hol ds
the receiver to his ear, never dialing a nunber.

Lichter calls to Slattery fromhis office door.

LI CHTER
Slattery! W' re good?

Slattery nods and gives a thunbs up. As soon as Lichter
returns to his office, Slattery hangs up the phone.

Mar cuse sticks his head above the partition again.

MARCUSE
Good thing you got rid of those
- contracts.-Looks |ike-a huge nunber 0n— «s. o—«o.
t he way.

The. trading.fl oor suddenly—and eerily-~ goes quiet.
Everyone's attention is fixed on the television nonitors
hanging fromthe ceilings. The nonitors are nuted; closed
captioning-files along the bottons of the screens.

Each nonitor is tuned to the sane station, a financial
networ k broadcasting the enploynment nunber's rel ease. A
REPORTER wearing a bowtie reads the statistics.

Slattery bows his head. He holds his hands in his |lap and
closes his eyes. For a long while the roomis very quiet.

Then a commtion of shouts and groans riles the floor.

Everyone is hollering at the sane tinme, and we can only make
out a few phrases.

( CONTI NUED)
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TRADER 1 (QS.)
Stop out of that! Stop out! .

TRADER 2 (QS.)
W're going for a ride!

Slattery | ooks ug_at the nearest nonitor. Awhite nunber is
enbl azoned on a bl ue background: 138,112. Every nonitor in
the roomfl ashes the sanme nunber.

Slattery stares at his conputer screen. There it is again,
di spl ayed promnently in the | argest wi ndow. 138, 112.

Slattery raises his eyebrows. He juggles the crunpled fax
sheet a fewtines and then tosses it over the partition,
where Marcuse is sitting.

' MARCUSE (Q S.)
Fuck you, S attery.

Elaétery grins and | eans back in his chair, hands behind his
ead.

EXT. MONTY'S BU LD NG — LATE AFTERNOON

A four-story wal k-up on a quiet street in Yorkville.
NATURELLE ROSARI O sits on the stoop steps, reading a book

Naturelle, in her early twenties, has the |ean body of a
runner. It's cold outside but she doesn't seemto nmind. Wen
she sees Mohty.com ng she closes the book and stands.

NATURELLE
How | ong have you guys been wal ki ng? |
woke up at seven and you wer e aIready
___gone. _ S _

ianty, d|gg|ng In his pocket for his keys ki sses her for an

answer. ‘Naturéll e cl oses her eyes.and tries to enbrace him
but anty abruptly ends the kiss and clinbs the stairs.

Doyl e wags the stunp of his tail.

NATURELLE (QONT' D
How you doi ng, M. Doyl e?

She bends down to scratch himbehind his nangl ed ear.

MONTY
Wiy you wai ting down here?

" NATURELLE
| had ny book. It was a beautiful day.

( CONTI NUED)
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C Monty sml es.
MONTY
O course it was a beautiful day.
He hol ds the door open for her and Doyl e.
| NT. MONTY' S APARTMENT

Monty closes the apartnent door behind Naturelle and Doyl e,
.then locks it. There are five | ocks and a heavy steel

deadbol t .

Despite the omnous security, it's a nice one-bedroom
apartnment, wth hardwood floors and tall w ndows facing the

br ownst ones across the street.

Bl ack- and- whi t e phot ographs line the walls: shots of the
Manhattan skyline, of Bensonhurst, of Doyle. The |argest
phot o, hangi ng above the sofa, is of Brogan' s Bar.

Doyl e curls up next to the radiator and quickly falls asleep.
Monty sits on the sofa and flicks on the television with the

renot e.

@;‘ WEATHERVAN
The first major stormof winter is

headi ng our way—

Monty turns off the television. He stares at the dead screen.
Naturell e comes out of the kitchen carrying a jar of honey

and a spoon.

She hands thed ar to Monty, who opens it for her. She sits
— ===-¢ peside hi mand begi ns eatlng t he honey, watching him He sees

her wat chi ng.

MONTY

What ?
NATURELLE

What are you thinking about ?
MONTY

What am | thi nki ng about ?

He leans forward and unclips a hand-tool ed | eat her hol ster
fromthe back of his belt. A"B" for Brogan is tooled into
the leather, stylized like the old Brooklyn Dodgers' | ogo.

Q A .40 caliber automatic, squat and black, rests in the
- hol ster. Monty drops the hol ster onto the coffee table and

runs his fingers over the B. Naturelle stares at the gun.

( CONTI NUED)
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MONTY (QONT' D
I'mthinking | want to be like that girl
fromthe X-Men, the one who can wal k
t hrough wal | s.

He's still tracing the holster's "B" with his fingertips.

MONTY (OONT D)
And if | can't do that, if | can't figure
out how to wal k throug h walls, I'm

th|nk|n% one shot throu?h the roof of the
mout h, boom probl emsol ved.

Naturelle hits himon the shoul der.

. NATURELLE
Don't joke about that.

MONTY
You think I'mjoking?

NATURELLE
So what are we doing tonight? Before you
shoot yoursel f.

Monty reclines, arns spread wide and resting on the sofa's
back cushi ons.

MONTY -
Uncl e Blue's throw ng e a party at
Vel vet .
NATURELLE
| thought it was over with him
_____________________________________________ .MONTY. — — e
Al nost
He watches her eat another spoonful of raw honey:
MONTY (GONT' D)

That's a nasty habit you have.
She leans forward and ki sses himon the |ips.

NATURELLE
Cone take a bath with me.

MONTY
Not right now.

She caresses his jaw but Monty is distant, his mnd
el sewhere.

.( CONTI NUED)

>r"

> o




24,

CONTI NUED:  (2)

She sets the honey f'_ar on the table and wal ks out of the
living room Mnty [istens to her in the bathroom draw ng.

t he bat hwat er.

He listens to the sound of running water.
CUT TO

INT. MONTY' S BATHROOM — SI X MONTHS AGO

Naturelle sits on Monty's lap in the narrow bat htub. He's
massagi _n? her shoul ders. Misic plays froma radio on the
W ndowsi [ | .

She is laughing at sonething he just said. He |eans closer
and ki sses the back of her neck, behind her ears. She
stretches back, lifting one |leg out of the bath.

He runs his hand down her thigh and then stops, |ooking at
the Puerto Rican flag tattooed on her ankle. She follows his

gaze to the tattoo and then groans.

. NATURELLE
Not this again.

MONTY
You were born in Anerica, you lived in
Anerica your whole life, you' ve been to
Puerto Rico twice, for vacation. Wat is
that? | should get an Irish flag tattooed
OR rry?ass cause ny grandparents are from
t her e~

NATURELLE
You, don!'t have roomon your ass.for_ an
Irish flag.

Monty dips his hands into the warmwater, reaches bel ow her,
grabs her butt. Naturelle shrieks and Monty | aughs.

MONTY
B_et\r/]\een you and ne the kids will be just
right.

Loud poundi ng on the apartnent door startles them They stare
at each other. Doyle barks fromthe other room

Naturell e gets out of the tub, pulls on a bathrobe, and goes
to answer the door. Monty waits, listening. He knows who it
Is. He stares out the bathroom's open w ndow.

R Y
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INT. MONTY'S LIVING ROOM — STILL | N FLASHBACK | j

Monty, wearing sweatpants and no shirt, walks into the living
room Four DEA AGENTS all wearing D.E A w ndbreakers and

shoul der hol sters, wait for him

Doyl e, ears back, grows at the agents. Mnty scratches
Doyl e's head and the dog relaxes a bit.

Naturel | e, panicked, stares at Monty. She's still holding the
apartnent door open.

MONTY
d ose the door, baby.

She cl oses the door.

AGENT BRZONSKI
Mont gonery Br ogan?

MONTY
Yeah.

Brzowski flips open a badge and hands a paper to Monty, who
| ooks it over.

AGENT BRZONSKI
"' m Agent Brzowksi with the Drug
Enf or cement Agency. W've got a warrant
to search your apartnent.

Brzowksi wal ks over to the sofa and sits down. The other
three agents stroll around the apartnent. One | ooks out the
w ndow, one starts flipping through a nagazi ne on the coffee
table; one stares at a photograph on the wall.

——— ——_ ==

AGENT CUNN NGHAM
You take this picture?

MONTY

Yeah.

AGENT CUNNI NGHAM
Ni ce picture.

Wien one of the agents steps too close to Doyle, the dog
growl s and the agent junps back.

MONTY
Easy, Doyl e.

ACGENT BRZONBKI 1)
| don't see any tags on that dog. AN

( OONTI NUED)
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MONTY
He's inside. He doesn't have to wear
t ags.

AGENT BRZOWBK

He better stay calmor 1'lIl have the
pound cone get him |[|'ve seen too many
men bit by these little bastards.

Monty whi stles and Doyl e stands and wal ks over to him Monty
crouches, one hand stroking Doyle's thick neck.

Naturell e, unconfortable wearing only the bathrobe, begins
headi ng back to the bedroom

AGENT BRZOWSKI ( CONT' D)
Ms. Rosario? That's your nanme, right?
need you to stay right here, ma'am

He wi nks at her.

AGENT BRZOWSKI ( CONT' D)
Can't have you sneaking around.

Naturell e | eans against the wall, |ooking for a sign from
Monty, who gives her none.

The agents don't seemto be searching very hard.

AGENT BRZOWSKI (CONT' D)
Hm

He stares down at the sofa he's sitting on.

.. AGENT . BRZOWSKI  ( GONT- 2D
This sofa is not very confortable.

Monty stares at the agent for a second and then exhal es. He
turns and | ooks carefully at Naturelle.

AGENT CUNNI NGHAM .
Maybe it's your posture. Posture's very
i nportant.

AGENT BRZOWEKI
No, it's this sofa. It's very
unconfortable. I1t's |unpy.

MONTY
Get it over with.

( CONTI NUED)




(.

v/

27 »

CONTI NUED:  (2)

AGENT BRZOWSKI
| just don't understand. It |ooks I|ike
such a nice sofa. How nuch did you pay
for this sofa, Ms. Rosari0?

Brzowksi stands and | ooks down at the cushion. Mnty is still
staring at Naturelle, who neets his eye for a second and then

~quickly turns away.

ACENT BRZOWSBKI (CONT' D)
Maybe it's the paddi ng?

AGENT CUNNI NGHAM
Coul d be the padding.

Brzowski picks up the center cushion, turns it in his hands,
and unzips it. '

AGENT BRZOWEKI
Probabl y the paddi ng.

Fb.PuIIs out handfuls of white fiber filling and lets them
drift to the floor. Mnty and Naturelle watch.

AGENT BRZOABKI (QONT' D)
Yeah, there's sonething |unmpy in here,
M. Brogan. It's a %oo thing I found
this, you know. It'l|l make your sofa nuch
nore confortable to sit on.

The ot her agents |augh. Brzowski pulls out a package the size

of a bottle of wine fromthe cushion, a bundle of plastic
wrap and maski ng tape.

Brzowski raises his eyebrows in nock shock while the other
agents poh and. cluck* —— — — - ~— —

AGENT BRZONEKI (CINWIQ
M. Brogan, |.do beliéve you're fucked.

END FLASHBACK
I NT. MONTY' S LI VI NG ROOM

Monty sits on the sofa, running his hand over the sofa
cushion. Qutside it's dark and Monty hasn't turned on the

Iights.

NATURELLE (QS.)
Baby?

Monty | ooks up. Naturelle stands in the bathroom s doorway,
wearing a bat hrobe.

( CONTI NUED)
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For a noment they watch each other in silence. Then he
stands, grabs the holster off the table, and clips it to the

back of his belt.

NATURELLE ( CONT' D)
Where you goi ng?

MONTY
| got to nmeet ny dad for dinner. ['I]
call you in a couple hours.

He kisses her quickly and turns to go, but then stops and
| ooks at her.

MONTY ( CONT' D)
Coul d you wear the silver dress tonight?

NATURELLE
You want nme to?
He nods.
MONTY
| want to renmenber you in that dress.
He wal ks out of the apartnent, leaving Naturelle alone in the

dark living room
EXT. MONTY'S BUI LDI NG

Kostya sits on the top step of the stoop, sipping froma
silver flask. A female JOGGER runs past and Kostya calls

after her.

KOSTYA
w..Hel| | 0, teeauti -f-uA~wonman!. - .- —

She doesn't look in his direction. He takes another swig from
hi s- fl ask. ' S ' ' ' -

A young MOTHER pushes a baby stroller past the stoop.

KOSTYA (CONT' D)
Hel | o, beautiful nmother! Hello, little
baby!

The not her doesn't |ook at him but the two-year old G RL
fascinated, stares at him

KOSTYA (CONT' D)
(calling after nother)
You | ook |ike Julia Roberts. They tell
you this, yes? Conme back! | nake you a
new baby. | make you a boy!

( CONTI NUED)
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Monty opens the front door. He stares down at Kostya.

'MONTY
What are you doi ng here?
KOSTYA
So many beautiful wonmen, this
nei ghborhood. 1 |ike very nmuch.

Kostya stands and grips Monty's arm

KOSTYA (QONT' D
You are okay?

MONTY
I"mhaving the tinme of ny life.

KCOSTYA _ _
Uncle Blue wants nme talking with you. He
wants you comng to Vel vet tonight.

MONTY
Yeah, three other people already told ne.
He's really dying to say goodbye, huh?

Kostya rel eases Monty's armand nods sadly.

KOSTYA
|t seens.
© MONT
What does he want ?
KOSTYA
| don't know '
o —8_ - . I\D\”’Y ..... . II_II_NI' ....... n .llllllll.

You cane all the ﬁay up here to tell me
thi s? "You heard of -t el ephones? :

KCSTYA
Yes, | heard, but you don't return ny
calls. And Uncle wants to nake sure.

MONTY
['I'l be there. I'mbringing Naturelle and

sone friends.

- KGSTYA
You bring her? Wy?
MONTY
Wiy woul dn't | ?
( GONTI NUED)
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7
ﬂ Kostya shrugs.

KOSTYA
We have this conversation one time,
remenber? You get angry.

MONTY
Ch, Jesus. She didn't dinme ne out, nman.

KOSTYA
No?

MONTY
Why woul d she?

Kostya shrugs again.

KOSTYA

Maybe her aunt is illegal alien.
MONTY

VWhat if she is?
KOSTYA

E | Maybe the Federals threaten her.
Monty shakes his head and wal ks down the stairs.

MONTY

You're insane. She wouldn't do that.

KOSTYA
No? Did you ask her?

--Monty- - stares—dp—at--Kostya for a few seconds before-wal king
away.

raises his palms to the air. The snow has begun to fall.

He | ooks up into the sky. Sonething catches his eye—in one
of the fourth floor w ndows, Naturelle is staring down at

! hi m
Kostya watches her. She lets the curtain close. Kostya takes
another slug fromhis flask.

I NT. SUBWAY STATION -

Monty waits for the 6 train. Two BOYS (12), wearing w nter

Vi parkas and knit caps, crouch near the edgé of the platform
Ly poi nting down at the tracks and | aughing.

( CONTI NUED)
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MONTY
What' s down there?

The boys point and Monty | ooks. W follow his gaze. W can't
see anything at first, but then, as if our eyes were
adjusting to the dark, we begin to pick out novenent.

A gang of large RATS crawl s through the tracks, nosing
thrPugh bal | ed-up paper bags, candy w appers and orange
peel s.

BOY 1
These ones, they eat rat poison |like
chocol at e.

The biggest rat of all sniffs around the base of an upright
wax- paper coffee cup that sits just outside the third rail.

Monty reaches into the pocket of his canel's hair coat and
pul I's out a handful of change.

MONTY
VWatch this.

He selects a quarter and—with a free throw notion as snooth
?s Fbrﬁey Hawki ns' s—tosses it into the enpty cup, a ten-
oot shot. -

The big rat, startled, hustles into the alcove belowthe |ip.
of the platform The hoys, inpressed, whistle.

MONTY (GONT' D)
Her e—

He offers his pal nful of change.

e - TR ( D
Take a shot at it.

The'boys look at each other for a monment before each takes a
coin. They stare up at Monty. He nods at them

MONTY ( GONT' D)
Let's see what you got.

Boy 1 takes careful aimat the coffee cup. Hs shot is way
oLf target, though—it pings off the tile on the far side of
t he tunnel . :

MONTY (QONT' D
Your release is too high. Look—

He mmcs the boy's shooting notion.

( CONTI NUED)
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MONTY ( CONT' D)
See? You're letting go way up here, so
it's floating on you. It's |i ke—you
pl ay basketbal | ?

BOY 1
No.

MONTY
Basebal | ?

BOY 1
No.

MONTY
No? What do you play?

BOY 1
Soccer.

MONTY

(di sgust ed)
Soccer? Al right, forget it.
(turning to the other boy)
Your turn, little man.

Boy 2 toes the edge of the yell ow danger |ine and practices
his notion. When he finally releases the coin, it flashes
t hrough the air and drops neatly into the cup.

" MONTY ( CONT' D)

That aboy!
He raises his fist and the boy taps knuckles grinning
- .hlmil-?—-ﬂ- s Rt ——— e ——— - = o — —— e e S L T
BOY 1
You see that! You see that! Charlie got
mad skill s!

Charlie says nothing, just grins and hops around on one foot.

MONTY
Nhke a w sh.
CHARLI E
| get a wish?
MONTY '
Hel |, yes. A shot |ike that deserves a

" Wi sh.

Monty and Charlie stare at the coffee cup and concentrate.
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INT. 6 TRAIN

Monty rests with his eyes closed as the train shudders
through the tunnels.

TREY (O S.)
Monty? Monty Brogan?

Monty opens his eyes. TREY POWELL (27) stands above him

hol ding the bar and smling down at Monty. A blonde, blandly
handsome man, Trey |ooks I[1ke he mght have rowed for Yale's
crew. He wears a well-cut navy-blue suit. His wife, NANCY
(26), stands beside hi m—equally bl onde, equally bland.

MONTY
(not recognizing them

Hey. .
TREY

Trey Powel ! From Canmpbel | - Sawyer!
MONTY

(trying for enthusiasm
Oh, Trey. Hey. How you been?

TREY
Excel l ent, excellent. Well, Goldman's got
me |ocked away twenty hours a day, but
other than that... I'msorry, Nancy, this

I's Monty Brogan. Best basketball player
ever to play for Canpbell-Sawyer.

Monty stands and shakes her hand.

_ MONTY
Nice to meet you. Here, take my seat.
_NANCY
No, no, please—
MONTY
This is nmy stop. | got to catch the B

train. _
J
Trey claps Monty on the shoul der.

TREY
Too bad, | wanted to catch up
MONTY
Yeah, well I'msure I'll see you soon—

( CONTI NUED)
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TREY
Tenth reunion. It's coining up! I'mthe
al ummi reﬁ for our class, actually. W'l
see you there, | hope? June fifteenth?

The train has pulled into the station and Monty noves toward
t he doors.

MONTY o - _
Yeah, | hope so, definitely. Good seei ng
you.

Monty nakes his escape and Trey wat ches hi mgo.

NANCY
He went to Canpbel | - Sawyer ?

TREY
Mn Well, he was a scholarship kid. It
didn't take, though. They threw hi mout

junior year.

Through the subway car w ndows, they watch Monty joggi ng up
the stairs.

For what ?

Sel |i d s
i ng drugs.
(beat)

You can take the kid out of Bensonhurst,
but you can't take the Bensonhurst out of

t he ki d.

EXT. BROGAN S BAR — N GHT

The snowis falling faster. % wat ch the flakes spi n t hrough
a yellow cone of streetlight.

V& see the bar fromthe street.. The nane "Brogan's Bar &
Gill" is witten in gold script on the storefront w ndow.

Fromthe outside it |ooks |ike any other Bensonhurst bar,
neon beer signs hanging in the w ndow.

| NT. BROGAN S BAR

O-the inside, though, it's clear that attention has been

paid to every detail. Everything is right: the zinc bartop,
the brass foot-rail, the antique mrrors behind the |iquor.

( CONTI NUED)
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A BARTENDER wi pes down the bartop with a rag and a spray-
bottle. Two CUSTOMVERS sit on stools and watch the basket bal

gane on television.

Monty sits at a corner table with his father, JAVMES BROGAN,
fifty. Each man has a pint of Guinness. The ol der Brogan was
clearly a fine-looking man in his day, but the years have
been hard on him

Monty points at the Tiffany-glass sconces on the wall.

MONTY
Where' d you find those?

MR. BROGAN
Estate sale in Sheepshead Bay. O d |ady
dies and her kids sell everything five
days later. The chi na—she probably
t hought her great-grandkids woul d be
eating off those plates.

MONTY
Maybe they didn't need any nore pl ates.

. MR. BROGAN
(MAstfuljy) _
It was beautiful china.

Monty | eans back in his chair and surveys the place. Not that
he hasn't "seen the bar a thousand ti mes—he's having a hard
tinme looking directly at his father.

RUTH (60), a waitress with a face like a crunpl ed paper bag,
arrives with the food: pork chops for the elder Brogan, a
steak for Monty.

- . '\/U\I‘FY P ——T T ¥ P
Thanks, Ruth.

RUTH
Anytinme, sweetie.

She rests her hand on Monty's shoul der for a noment.

RUTH (‘CONT' D)
"Il send you cookies every nonth. Peanut
butter, right? Your favorite.

Monty smiles and nods. Ruth exchanges glances with M. Brogan
before departing. M. Brogan breaks a bread roll and butters
it. He stares at the buttered bread and | eaves-it on his

pl at e.

( CONTI NUED)
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‘MR. BROGAN
So | talked to Sal —

MONTY
Ah, cone on, Dad.

MR. BROGAN
See if he can help with anything.

. MONTY
Sal ? The guy's been out of the picture
for twenty years.

MR. BROGAN
He m ght know sone people in there.

MONTY
" The guy's three hundred years old. He
sits around playing gin rumry all day.
VWat's he going to do for ne?

MR. BROGAN
He still knows peopl e.
MONTY
Dad, would you please? I'Il be all right.
Just, please, don't get involved in this.
(beat)
Ckay?
MR. BROGAN
You're still going to be a young man when

you get out.
Monty lets his fork drop and wi pes his mouth with his napkin.

MR. BROGAN (CONT' D)
| know you don't _think so. .But listen tg
me. You keep your head down in there.
Don't start any trouble.

MONTY
Jesus. Enough. |

Both nen stare at the uneaten food on their plates.

MR, BROGAN
This shoul d never have happened. |

Monty raps the tabletop with his knuckl es.

( CONTI NUED) |
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Dad? | fucked u Ckay9 What el se can |
tell you? | fuc ed u

| NT. BROGAN S BATHROOM — LATER
Monty stands in the cranped bathroom staring into the

mrror. Soneone has scraw ed "Fuck you" in nmagic nmarker on
the wall above the mrror.

CUT TO
INT. DEA DVISION OFFI CE, | NTERROGATI ON ROOM ~ MORNI NG
Monty stares into the mrror covering one wall of the room
I NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM — CONTI NUOUS
Two agents stare back at hi mthrough the one-way gl ass.
I NT. DEA DM SION OFFI CE, IhHERPEE%JICN ﬁOGW-——CIRWINUCUS

Monty.sits at the table and waits. Agent Brzowksi wal ks in,
fol | oned by Agent Qunni ngham Brzowski |eaves the door ajar

~for a nonent.

Monty | ooks through the door and sees Naturelle |eaving
anot her room escorted by two agents. She nakes eye cont act
with Monty. Brzowski shuts the door. He smles at Monty.

- AGENT BRZONEK
Good | ooking girl you got there.

Monty glares at him Brzowski pretends to sh,iver.

. RGENT BRECWSHKI, (CONT'D}
oh, that's a scary | ook. Yikes. You see
the | ook he gave ne?

CQunni ngham | aughs. Both agents take seats at the table.

AGENT BRZOABKI (QONT' D
Naturel |l e Rosari o. What a name. You see
the body on that girl?

Qunni ngham | aughs agai n.

MONTY
You fucking touch her —

AGENT BRZOWBK
No, no, you've got it all wong. She
fucki ng touched you.

( CONTI NUED)
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Monty is silent for a few seconds. When he does speak, his
tone is very quiet and deliberate—he is trying to restrain

his tenper.

MONTY
You're lying to ne.

AGENT BRZOWBK
Am 1 ? That's sweet, you really trust her.

Al I knowis, she's wal king away. W
just signed her rel ease. Bye bye,
Nat urel | e.

: AGENT CUNNI NGHAM
She's probably having a big party
t oni ght .

AGENT BRZOWSK
Sure, why not? Big celebration. She's got
that whole big apartnment to herself now.

AGENT CUNNI NGHAM
She's a smart girl. You on the other

hand. ..

AGENT BRZOWSKI
You' re supposed to be smart. Got yourself
a scholarship to a fancy private school
huh? Not bad for a kid from Bensonhurst.

AGENT CUNNI NGHAM
And then you get yourself thrown out for
dealing. Pretty dunb, buddy.

"~ —  ——AGENT" BRZO/M - ; T

You know what happens to pretty boys |ike -
you in prison?

AGENT CUNNI NGHAM
Oh, they are gonna | ove you.

AGENT BRZOWSKI
But it's not too | ate, Brogan. First
felony of fense, we can offer you a nice
deal . You just gotta be smart. So why
don't you tell us about your friend Uncle

Bl ue.

MONTY
(to Cunni ngham
Can | ask you a question?

( CONTI NUED)
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AGENT CUNN NGHAM
Sur e.

Cunni ngham and Brzowski |ean forward, eager to hear Mnty
nanme the nanes.

MONTY
Wien you' ve got your dick up his ass, is
he still talking all the tine?

Cunni ngham and Brzowski sit back.

MONTY (QONT' D
Cause it seens to nme he never shuts up,
and I'mjust wondering, is that annoyi ng,
you' re fucking the guy up the ass and he
never shuts up?

CUT TQO:

| NT. BROGAN S BATHROOM

Monty still stares at the mrror. He wets his thunb and tries
to rub out the magi ¢ marker "Fuck you". Sonmeone knocks on the
door. Monty rubs harder. It's not comng out.

Anot her knock.

MONTY
Yeah, all right.

| NT. BROGAN S BAR
Monty returns to the table, sits, drinks sone Qui nness.

MONTY
Let me aBk 'you™d guesti on.
. "MR. BROGAN
Ckay. .
MONTY
What do you think of Naturelle?
" VR BROGAN
She's a good girl. Your nother woul d have
| i ked her.
MONTY

Do you trust her?

( CONTI NUED)
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MR BROCGAN
Do | trust her? Wiy do J have to trust
her ?
MONTY
Do you think I can trust her?
MR BROCGAN
Wiere you going with this?
MONTY _
" ve been hearing weird things.
(beat)

. Sone people are saying she dinmed ne out.

MR BROGAN
(i ncr edul ous)
Wiy woul d she do that?

MONTY
| don't know. Maybe the Feds got to her
sonehow. Bl ackmail ed her

MR BROGAN
The girl | oves YOU/ Monty. | can't
bel i eve she woul d betray you.

MONTY
Everything's gotten so strange, Dad. |
wake up sone nmornings and it -takes ne a
mnute to renenber who | am you know?
Where |'m goi ng.

M. Brogan | ooks down at his plate and nods.

MONTY (OONT' D)
Most of the people I'mwith, | |ogk at

- themand. 1 ¥t hi'hk, - these are'ny friends?..

_ ‘(beat)-
The only ones | trust these days are you
and the guys-1 grew up wi t h—Frank,

Jake.
VR. BROGAN
| m ss those boys.
MONTY

And Naturelle... Jesus. | can't get it
out of ny head.

VMR, BROGAN _
It doesn't really matter now, does it?

( CONTI NUED)

LI LT S e . e — e




41,
CONTI NUED:  (2)

Monty stares at his father, blue eyes unblinking.

MONTY
It matters to ne.

Monty checks his watch

_ MONTY ( CONT' D)
| should get going.

MR BROGAN _
Ckay. 1'll see you in the norning.

M. Brogan renmoves his wallet fromthe inside pocket of his
j acket .

MONTY _
The nmorning? What for? I'mtaking a bus
up there.

MR. BROGAN
Forget the bus. I'Il drive you. It'll

take half as |ong.
Monty frowns, backing his chair away fromthe table.

MONTY
No thanks. 1'd rather say goodbye here.

M. Brogan pulls a small photograph fromhis wallet and hands
it to his son.

- MR BROGAN _
Take this. They'll let you keep it.

Monty holds the picture carefully.
| NSERT" PHOTO ) '

Janmes Brogan, twenty years younger, his armaround his
beautiful w fe. The six-year-old Mntgomery Brogan stands in
front of them wearing yellow pajamas and a red plastic
fireman's hel met, staring at the floor. :

MR BROGAN (CQONT' D)
Wen you were a little kid you used to
sleep in that fireman's hel met. Your

mot her —
MONTY

(still 1ooking at photo)
Don't, Dad. Not now.

( CONTI NUED)
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Monty carefully inserts the photo into his owm wallet, Kkisses
his father's forehead, and wal ks away.

James Brogan stares at the enpty chair where Monty had sat.
| NT. ELEUTHERI A GREEK RESTAURANT — NI GHT

UNCLE BLUE, SENKA VALGHOBEK, and VICTOR GEDNY sit on the
private bal cony that overl ooks the restaurant's main room

The place is furnished in classic Quter Borough G eek
fashion: whitewashed walls, clay-tiled floors, posters of the
Part henon at dawn and Santorini at sunset.

Uncle Blue owns the place. He's a fierce-looking man with a
thick black beard, powerful hands, and no tol erance for
i nconpetence. It's hard to determne his age—anywhere from

forty to sixty.

Val ghobek, his lieutenant, |ooks at first glance |ike an

overwei ght suburban dad. But on closer inspection there is
sonmet hing absolutely mrthless in his smle, a meanness o
around his eyes. He's in his late forties.

Gedny, md-thirties, Uncle Blue's |awer, wears a shiny suit,
a gold bracelet, and a deep, artificial-looking tan.

CGedny busily eats his shrinp and feta while the other two
wat ch him Gedny gestures toward the w ndows.

GEDNY
Starting to snow.

UNCLE BLUE
You nmet with Brogan this norning. o . -

Uncle Blue's accent, like his age, is difficult to pin down.
He could be Afghani or -Iranian or Turkish. : — .
GEDNY '

| did, yeah.

Gedny reaches for his wi ne, takes a sip.

UNCLE BLUE
And?

GEDNY
He's not loving life right now,
obviously. 1 don't know. He's hard to
read.

(CONTINUED)
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UNCLE BLUE
know he is. | don't

GEDNY
Listen, one hundred percent certain,
kid didn't flip. They would not be
sending himto Otisville if he flipped.

[t

J— |

like that.

the

Uncle Blue and Val ghobek exchange gl ances.
don't have much respect for the |awyer.

UNCLE BLUE
We're talking about human behavior, M.
Gedny. Nothing is one hundred percent
certain.

VALGHOBEK
assume they're idiots.

GEDNY

It. They‘re not
way |n ell the kid's still wa
around out here if he flipped F
Second he goes he's gone, right
their star witness, they d have
di sappeared him

Don' t

That's just i 0
ki
e
2

JJ§
shrimp and eats it.

GEDNY ( CONT' D)
(mouth full)
He's kept his mouth shut.

VALGHOBEK

Gedny forks another

! R ~ " GEDNY™ . ThTTTTTTT T me
He's a smart kid. -He knows what's good

for him

UNCLE BLUE
He won't

GEDNY
have to. Fed mandatory, that means
one day off per month of good behavior.
Even it he's a fucking choirboy, he's in
there seven years.

UNCLE BLUE
(to Val ghobek)
He's com ng tonight?

| ast

He's soft. I9ng in there.

; He' | |

L

s clear

43,

they
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Val ghobek nods.
GEDNY
Where to? Throwi ng hima goodbye party at
Vel Vet ? .
UNCLE BLUE
You won't be there, M. GCedny.
CGEDNY
What do | have to do to rate one of those
Vel Vet parties? Aside fromgetting |ocked
up for seven years.
UNCLE BLUE
Wn nmore trials.
Gedny | aughs but quickly notices that Uncle Blue and .
Val ghobek are not anused.

CGEDNY

Listen, they found six hundred and fifty
g's in your boy's sofa cushion. They got
every white junkie on the East Side

‘iﬁéa saying Brogan's the sell. Ganme over.
Uncl e Blue and Val ghobek say nothing. Gedny licks his lips-

: GEDNY (CONT' D) _
It's U.S. Code. There's nothing to argue.
VWho do | argue with, the fucking grid?
It's seventy-eight to ninety-seven
nont hs, automatic. | kept hi mout of
..Stepback* kept_himin the world for. a few
extra mont hs—

_ UNCLE. BLUE . _ _
The. judge .kept hi mout of -stepback. Wiy? -
If he's not talking with the Federals,
how cone he's still on the street?

Gedny shrugs.

; . GEDNY
It's pretty conmmon for non-viol ent

of fenders. He's a white boy with no

record and his.father put up his bar as

the bail bond. They're not worried about

hi m j unpi ng.

( CONTI NUED)
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UNCLE BLUE
They know nore than you think. If
Brogan's telling the truth, he was
touched. The DEA went straight to his
sofa. They knew exactly where it was.

CGEDNY
Soneone di ned hi mout. You know who?

Uhfle Bl ue and Val ghobek watch the | awyer, i npassive and
silent.

CEDNY (QONT' D
None of ny busi ness.

UNCLE BLUE
Correct.

EXT. MIBERRY STREET — N GHT

Monty wal ks down the snowcovered street, hands in the
pockets of his canel's hair coat. He watches everything
Intently: the passersby, the cars swerving through the sl ush,
the stores and restaurants.

EXT. CLOTH NG BOQUTI QUE

He stops in front of a fashionable shop. Beyond the plate
gl ass wi ndow, bal d mannequi ns wear the |atest styles.

: CUr TG
EXT. CLOTH NG BQUTI QEE — FLASHBACK (TV© YEARS EARLI ER)

ant% and Naturelle, hand in hand, stare through the w ndow
e

45.

at the elegantly attirefl nanneguins_ »,,The shop appears to be
cl osed for the night. _
o NATURELLE
This is ny favorite store.
' MONTY
| know. Let's go in.
NATURELLE
It's cl osed.
MONTY

Not for you it's not.
He raps on the wi ndow. A SALES CLERK (25) wal ks over to the

w ndow, peers out and sees Monty. He goes to the door,
unlocks it, holds it open for Naturelle and Monty.

( CONTI NUED)
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{::} Naturell e stares at Mnty, who smles and beckons for her to
enter. She raises her eyebrows and goes in. Monty nods to the

clerk as he enters the store.

| MONTY (GONT' D)
1 How you doi ng? |
|

‘i CLERK
. Pretty good, Mnty, how you been?

I NT. CLOTH NG BQUTI QUE

Naturel |l e and Monty have the shop to thensel ves. She wal ks
around, inspecting the bl ouses, the pants, the jackets and

handbags.” Monty wat ches hex.

~ NATURELLE _
Everything here is so expensive.
MONTY
Don't worry about that. It's your

bi rt hday.
The clerk energes fromthe back room

[" . Jaillt

[]2m ALERK
Ve V¢ got sone of the new stuff in from
Ita % this norning. You want to take a
| ook’ :
| NT. BACK ROOM
The new clothes are still wapped in plastic. Naturelle pokes

around, touching the fabrics, examning the cuts. The clerk

t ouches her .arnv - - - - -——

ALERK
Here, check out this dress. It's the best
‘thing they've nade in years.

He tears the plastic wap off a dress hanging in the corner
of _t.hp—rnrmu—t real |l y_i s—_a—gor geous—dr ess, —s| eek—and—si.l.ver., —
| ooki ng al nost |iquid under the fluorescent |ights.

Naturel |l e hol ds the hanger to her chest and | ooks at hersel f
ina full-length mrror |eaning against one wall. She turns

to Monty and sm |l es.

CUT TO

¢
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I {jj EXT. CGLOTH NG BQUTI QUE W NDON — NI GHT

Monty, still remenbering, stares through the wi ndow. H s
reflection stares back at him

I NT. SLATTERY' S APARTMENT — N GHT

SIatterK opens the door and Jakob hurries in, his Yankees hat
(which he wears for the rest of the night) and coat dusted

W th snow

SLATTERY
It's really comng down, huh?

Slattery lives in a Young Man w th Money w thout Wnan
artnment. The television set in the living roomis so |arge
that the weat herman startles Jakob.

The living roomitself is bigger than many Manhatt an
apartments, but it's enpty except for the television, an old
sofa, a coffee table, a:'Persian rug (still rolled) under the
wi ndows, and a shiny red electric guitar in the corner.

Slattery returns to the sofa, bottle of beer in hand, while
Jakob remains standi ng, brushing the snow fromhis coat.

. JAKGB
(indicating guitar)
You taking | essons?

SLATTERY
You think I have time for guitar |essons?
It's nice though, huh?

_ JAKCB
Yeah, it's nice.

_ SLATTERY
| . like that color red. Have you checked

out the TVyet? Big, right?
JAKCB =

Very big.

On tel evision, the weathernman blabs on about the com ng
storm

WEATHERVAN
...for the New York netropolitan area,
and 1'll tell you what, Carol, it could

be a doozy. Expect anywhere fromsix to
ten inches of snow.

( CONTI NUED)
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JAKOB
Do you think real human beings use the
word "doozy"?

SLATTERY
Ten i nches of snowl
JAKOB
Maybe we' Il have a snow day tonorrow.
' SLATTERY

W should go skiing this weekend. |
bought sone racing skis. Six hundred
bucks.for a pair of fucking skis.

JAKOB
| don't know how to ski.
SLATTERY
Well so what. Neither do |I. But ten
i nches!
(beat) :
You gonna stand all night? You're making
MEe nervous.

Jakob sits beside Slattery and stares unhappily at the huge
tel evi sion. \When the screen goes bl ank before a comercial,
he sees his own face reflected in the gl ass.

JAKOB
Fr ank?

SLATTERY
Yeah?

JAKOB

Are you ready for this?
Slattery changes channels.

. SLATTERY
For what ?

~ JAKCB
For tonight.

SLATTERY
What's there to be ready for?

-JAKCB

What do we say to hinP He's going to be
living in a cell for seven years.

( CONTI NUED)
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~You and | are his friends fromthe past.

<) :
JAKOB ( CONT' D)

It's like visiting a friend in the

hospital with cancer. What

SLATTERY

do we say?

We don't say anything. We get himdrunk

and go wherever he wants to

JAKOB

go.

| don't even know why he invited me.

SLATTERY
VWhat are you tal king about?

JAKOB
We hardly ever see each oth

SLATTERY
Hs friends fromthe presen
hi m nuch good.

49.

er these days.

t haven't done

They're quiet for a tinme, staring at the huge television.

JAKOB

| can't believe he'll be gone for seven

years. Soneone turns himin
goodbye.

SLATTERY
It's the best thing that ev
hi m

The comrent startles Jakob.

JAKOB
What does that mean?
" SLATTERY
It nmeans if he didn't get a

woul dn't be alive in seven years.
find hi munder the Manhattan Bridge with

two bullets in his head.

and boom

er happened to

rrested, he

They' d

Jakob thinks about this for a second before picking up a
framed photograph fromthe coffee table.

Slattery,
canmer a.

" | NSERT PI CTURE

Jakob and Monty at age si xteen,

JAKOB
God, we were little punks,

huh?

muggi ng for the

( CONTI NUED)
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Slattery grunts. Jakob continues to stare at the photograph.

CUT TO:
| NT. CAMPBELL- SAWER CAFETERI A — FLASHBACK
The three boys, age sixteen, sit at a table with their trays
of food. They wear the school uniform blazers with the

Canpbel | - Sawyer crest, |loosely knotted ties.

Young Slattery picks up a strand of linp spaghetti fromhis
pl at e.

: YOUNG SLATTERY
Watch t his.

He sticks one end up one nostril while his friends stare at
hi m
Slattery snorts and then blows his nose. Mnty and Jakob back

away in disgust. Slattery sticks a finger into his other
nostril and pulls down the end of the spaghetti strand.

One end of the spaghetti strand now dangles from each
nostril. He pulls on each end, a little this way, a little
t hat way.

YOUNG SLATTERY (QONT' D)
It's called brain flossing.

YOUNG MONTY
This is why you're still a virgin.

YOUNG SLATTERY
l"'mnot a virgin.

Two cl assmates, TREY and MASON, cone over to their table.

. Both are bl onde, WASPy, and | azily el egant.

TREY
That's attractive, Slattery.

MASON
Very classy. Here they are, the three
Lords of the CQuter Boroughs.

Slattery glares at them the spaghetti still dangling from
hi s nose.

YOUNG SLATTERY
Fuck you.

( CONTI NUED)
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TREY
Qoh, good coneback. Come on, we expect
our schol arship boys to be a little
qui cker than that.

YOUNG SLATTERY
(clenching his fists)
You want to see how quick I an?

MVASON
Al right, all right, take it easy. What
are you boys up to this weekend?

YOUNG JAKCB
" W've got that Paradi se Lost paper due
Monday.

Trey rolls his eyes.

TREY
Monty, you comng to ny party?

YOUNG MONTY
| don't know, maybe.

TREY
It's gonna be a rager.

YOUNG SLATTERY
A Park Avenue rager? You're gonna Sit
around drinking tea?

Sattery drinks fromhis mlk carton, Ietting hi s pinkie
finger dangle in imtation of an aristocrat drinking tea-

Mason m mcs snoking a J.

MASON
Two hundred bucks, going up in snoke.
! YOUNG MONTY
Two hundred bucks for half an ounce?
TREY

Wiy, how nmuch does it cost you?

Monty shrugs.

( CONTI NUED)
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r" b,
1§Ei YOUNG MONTY
| could get it for seventy.

Trey pulls out his calfskin wallet and selects a crisp

hundred dollar bill. He hands it to Monty.
TREY
You get it, you can keep the change.
Trey and Mason anble away. Mnty sinaps the bill between his
fingers. Jakob | ooks at Monty skeptically.
YOUNG JAKOB
Since when are you the big player?
YOUNG MONTY

(gesturing at Trey and Mason)
They were born with noney, right? Ckay,
fair enough. | was born with sway.

YOUNG JAKCOB
What's sway?

Monty | eans toward the next table over, where four GEEKI SH
('_‘:‘ STUDENTS are poring over their textbooks.
"'l-\.

YOUNG MONTY
Hey, Julian. How s that math homework

treating you?

JULI AN, a pale, pudgy boy with an odd resenbl ance to Alfred
Hi tchcock, grins at Monty and shrugs. He's clearly flattered
by Monty's attention; his three friends stare at Monty.

- - - T e JULI AN - . =n -
Pi ece of cake. Want to borrow it?
YOUNG MONTY .

Just to make sure you didn't screw it up.

Julian | aughs and hands Monty a sheet of graph paper covered
w th geonetric proofs. '

JULI AN
Try not to copy ny name this tine.

YOUNG MONTY
Ha ha.

Monty smles at Jakob and flutters the graph paper.

( CONTI NUED)
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(Klﬂ YOUNG MONTY ( CONT' D)
N~y Swnay.
(beat?< _
Hey, Frank, you eating that? Cause |I'm
still hungry.

He grabs for the spaghetti strand dangling fromSlattery's
nose. Slattery defends hinself with a butter knife.

CUr TGO
| NT. SLATTERY' S APARTMENT

Jakob returns-the photograph to the coffee table.

JAKCB
Lords of the Quter Boroughs. Renenber
t hat ? _
Slattery stands and stretches. He | ooks tired.
SLATTERY

You want to help ne with this rug? It's
been sitting here for a nonth.
; 3' ~ Wiere do you want it?

SLATTERY
Over here.

They carry the rolled rug to the center of the roomand tear
off the plastic wap.

JAKCB |
Wiat's he planning to do with Doyl e?
_ SLATTERY
Doyle? | don't know. Gve himto
Naturel | e?

Slattery balls up the plastic wap and tosses it into the
corner. They begin unrolling the rug.
JAKCB
They should at least |et himtake his dog
with him Muybe it wouldn't be so | onely.
Slattery cocks an eyebrow and stares at Jakob.

SLATTERY
) You can't take your dog to prison with
= you.

( CONTI NUED)
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JAKCB
I"'mjust saying it would be nice if you
coul d.

They | ook down at the unrolled rug.

SLATTERY
That | ooks pretty good”

JAKCB
Monty's tough. | think he'll be okay.

Slattery starts shaking his head and Jakob hurriedly
conti nues.

JAKOB (CONT' D)

If it was me, 1'd never last a day. But
Monty's different.
SLATTERY

(di sm ssivel y)
You don't get it. Here, let's nove it
cl oser to the sofa.

They lift the rug and shift it a few feet.

JAKCB
So explain it to me.

SLATTERY
You want the sinple version? People who
| ook |like Monty don't do well in prison.
- —— = om —— JAK@
You're talking about... It can't be as
bad as people say. | nmean, it's a Federa

prison. I'msure they re pretty careful——
Slattery starts to |augh.

SLATTERY
Man, you talk ‘exactly Ilke a guy who
never |eft school.

Jakob hés no coneback for this. He sinmmers.

. SLATTERY ( CONT' D)

Monty's got three choices, and none of
themare good. One, he can run. Get on a
train going to wherever and hope they
never catch up to him

( CONTI NUED)
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JAKCB '

He won't do that. H s dad's bar —
SLATTERY

|'"'mnot saying what he will do, I'm

sayi ng what his choi ces are. Nunber t wo—

Slattery nmakes a gun with his thunb and index finger and
points It at his tenple. Jakob's eyes go w de.

JAKCB
Kill hinsel f? Not a chance. No way.
What's the third choice?

SLATTERY
The third choi ce?

Slattery thinks about it for a mnute.

SLATTERY (QONT' D _
The third choice is he goes to prison.

JAKOB
That's what's going to happen. He'll go
and he'll make it through.

SLATTERY
Maybe. But no matter what, it's bye-bye
Monty.

JAKCB

What does that nean?
Slattery raises his thunb.
SLATTERY ]
|f he runs, he's gone. And he won't be
_ com ng hone. . :
He raises his index finger.
SLATTERY (QONT' D)

I f he Fulls the trigger, he's gone.
They' || keep the casket cl osed.

He raises his mddle finger.
SLATTERY (COM' D)

If they | ock hi maway, he's gone. You'l
never see hi magai n.

( CONTI NUED)
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J ‘::) JAKCB
"Il see himagain. I'll visit himup
there and I'Il see hi mwhen he gets out.
SLATTERY
still gonna be friends? You think you'll-

ki ck back with a couple beers and
remni sce? Forget it, Jake. It's over
after tonight.

| INT. MONTY'S KITCGHEN —N GHT -

I Naturel l e, wearing the sleek, shimering silver dress, enters

]i | wouldn't bet onit. You think you re
.II

the kitchen. She's |ooking for sonething.

She finds her keys by the éutting board, and then stops for a
gnnegt, | ooki ng at the carving knife atop the clean cutting
oar d.

QJr TO

INT. MONTY'S KITGHEN —ONE YEAR EARLI ER

‘;:_1 Naturelle, wearing shorts and a t-shirt, slices onions while
_—y musi c plays on the stereo. V¢ hear the apartnent door open
and cl ose, and then Monty cones into the kitchen.

Nat urel l e continues slicing onions, Mnty wal ks over to her
and enbraces her frombehi nd. He kisses her neck, her ears.

NATURELLE
You have a good day?
e e . . ", ]1:[ I_I_Yh,.\_ . . - n " - =
MM hm
 NATURELLE
Do anyt hi ng speci al ?
MONTY
Nope.
NATURELLE
Anyone call for ne when | was out?
: MONTY
Nah.
; NATURELLE
(. Nobody?

Monty begins to get worried.
( GONTI NUED)
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MONTY
= un .. | don't—

Naturel |l e wheels around and Monty has to junp back to avoid

getting gutted by the carving knife.

NATURELLE
Li ke, for exanple, ny nother didn't call?

MONTY
Ch, shit. Shit, I'msorry. | conpletel y—

Naturell e stabs the air to enphasize her point.

NATURELLE
This is the third tinme this nonth,
Mont gonery. Wiat's your problem vyou're
illiterate? You can't wite down a
nessage on a pi ece of paper?

MONTY
| neant to.Y | just—

NATURELLE

You neant to? You neant to?
MONTY _

Coul d you put the knife away?

: -+ -~ NATURELLE
"1 %ut the knife away. You want ne to

-put the knife away?
- MONTY
Okay(—sm | i ng)
NATURELLE

This is funny?

Monty steps back and Naturell e advances on himwth
t

t
kni fe. She's kidding, basically, but it's hard to tel

NATURELLE (QONT' D)
You think this is funny? I'll carve your
heart out, you shit.

MONTY
. You' re gonna carve ny heart out?

ell.

Monty | aughs. Doyl e has wal ked into the kitchen and now
stands behind Monty, staring up curiously at the two humans.

« ( CONTI NUED)
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Naturell e waves the knife at himand Monty takes another step
backward, trips over Doyle, and lands hard on his back. He

begins to |augh hysterically.

NATURELLE
~ Keep | aughi ng.

She kicks himin the ribs, not very hard, and Monty how s
with laughter. Doyle, a little confused, |icks Monty's face.

NATURELLE ( CONT' D)

Yeah, keep laughing, you fuck. I'Il carve
your heart out and feed it to Doyl e.

She continues kicking while Mnty laughs and Doyl e,
nmystified, begins to bark, and finally Naturelle starts

| aughi ng t oo.

Monty grabs her wist and pulls her down on top of him She
drops the knife to the side and bites Monty, hard, oh the
l'ips.

CUTTO:

I NT. MONTY'S KI TCHEN — PRESENT

Naturelle, in her silver dress, stares at the carving knife.
Doyl e pads in behind her, panting. Naturelle turns and | ooks
down at his blunt, expectant face.

NATURELLE
You ready for. this?

| NT. VELVET NI GHTCLUB — MANAGER S OFFI CE — NI GHT

LU S VG_ANDES has decorated his office walls with signed
phot ographs of varl ous | ow rung ceI ebrl t| es.

Vol ahdés, a potbel I |.ed man in hIS Iate th| rties, with a mane
of curly black hair, sits behind his desk, i st eni ng to
Kostya, who shadoWooxes, ringed fists fl ashi ng.

VOLANDES
You move pretty well for a fat man. So
tell me about this party tonight.
Kostya throws a left-right-left combination.

KCSTYA
Uncle Blue wants the VIP room.

(CONTINUED)
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VOLANDES
Al right, that's what he wants. It's his
pl ace. |f sonmeone had asked, 1.'d have

said do this party sone other night.

Toni ght's gonna be insane. This DJ we've
got playing, he's |like Jesus these days.
Every high school kid in the five
boroughs is gonna be at ny door.

Kostya frowns at the smaller man.

KOSTYA
Monty goes to prison tonorrow. You want
we have party tonorrow ni ght?

VOLANDES
(hol ding up his hands) :
Hey, | like Monty. He's a good kid. Okay,

any special requests for this party?

Vol andes taps the side of his nose. Kostya shakes his head.

KOSTYA
None of that. For his |last night, we get
hima girl.

VOLANDES

What does he |ike?
Kostya sm | es.

KOSTYA
Monty? He |ikes everything. Get hima
pretty girl. And don't be cheap.

The office door opens. Uncle Blue and Val ghobek wal k in.
Vol andes qui ckly stands.
Hey. | didn't—we weren't expecting you.

UNCLE BLUE
(to Kostya)
What tinme is Monty coining tonight?

KOSTYA

One, two, who knows? Monty will be |ate
for his own funeral.

~ UNCLE BLUE
(grim

No, he won't. Bring himhere at three.

( CONTI NUED)
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D KOSTYA

Sur e.

UNCLE BLUE
You hear ne? Three o' cl ock.

VOLANDES
You want ne to, uh—

UNCLE BLUE
Fromm dni ght on, | want you sonmewhere
eLseb Nobody comes down here, you got
t hat ~

| NT. BUG BAR — NI GHT

Satter.y. and Jakob sit- on bar stools. Slattery sips froma
gl ass of whiskey; Jakob nurses a bottle of beer.

The Bug Bar gets its name fromthe exotic insects in glass
jars behind the bar. A television above the bar shows the

entertai nment news.

. A VETERAN in an arny jacket practices trick shots on the pool
table, JODY, the young, zaftig bartender, runs a rag over the

Qifﬁ bartop

JODY
How you doi ng, Frank? You want anot her
one?
SLATTERY
Thanks.
-- .- —- She pour s- hi s-bour bon-. AR SR Tt
JODY
"How about you, honey?-.
JAKCB
No, |'mfine.

Jody wal ks away. Slattery and Jakob exam ne her tush.

JAKCB (CONT' D)
One of the guys at school, this biology
teacher, Terry—did you ever neet Terry?

SLATTERY

(still watching tush)
No.

( CONTI NUED)
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JAKOB
Anyway, he really likes this girl. In a
sort of—
S ATTERY
A girl? What do you mean, a student?
JAKCB
A student, yeah. Ajunior. Wuat's weird
is, | meanthis girl is sixteen. Maybe
seventeen, | don't know. She's not really

pretty—not in the usual way, but she's—
| don't know, she's got sonething.

SLATTERY
Uh- hubh. '

JAKCB
I told hi m—1 told Terry he ought to
just forget about it, E'Ut her out of his
m nd, but he's—he's kind of obsessing.
It's a little scary, the way he tal ks
about it. He's like, “Fve years from
now, she'll be alnost out of college. And
I'l'l be thirty-one. Nothing wong with

t hat .’

Slattery sips fromhis whiskey. He still hasn't |ooked at
Jakob. -

SLATTERY
You haven't fucked her yet, have you?

Jakob' s eyes go wi de.

See, wait a second. If you were Tistening
to me you'd know'l was tal ki ng about - -
Terry. The biol ogy teacher? Terry?

Slattery turns and apprai ses Jakob.

SLATTERY
You haven't fucked her, right?

Jakob starts to protest and Slattery raises his eyebrows.

JAKCB
No.

SLATTERY
Good. That would be a m st ake.

(CONTINUED)
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Jakob angrily picks at the |abel of his beer bottle.

JAKOB
I"'mnot a pervert or anything.

Slattery drains his whiskey. He tries to catch Jody's eye,
but she's staring at sonmeone who just wal ked into the bar.

Slattery and Jakob see Monty in the mrror. For a nonent
nei t her of themnoves.

'Then both of them'force cheerful expressions onto their
faces. They rise and each enbraces Monty in turn.

MONTY

You been here | ong?
JAKOB

Ch, we got here early.
MONTY

Unclé Blue's throwing ne a party at
Vel Vet. W ought to head over there.

JAKOB
Whose Uncle is he?

MONTY
Huh? Nah, it's a nicknane. H's rea
nane's |i ke Ankaybusi mor sonething, but
no one can pronounce it. '

Monty surveys the sawdust-covered floor, the countryrtiusic-

MONTY (CONT' D)
What is this place?

JAKOB
Frank wants to be a redneck. He cones
here and whistles Dixie while he's
peei ng.

Jody lines up three shot-glasses of. whiskey.

JODY
It's nasty outside. You fellas gotta warm
up before you head out.

SLATTERY
Thanks, Jody.

Jody smles at Minty.
( CONTI NUED)
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JODY
Y all ought to come by on Sunday for the
Super Bowl . We're setting up a big
screen. | have a second cousin playing
for the Packers.

Slattery rubs the calluses on his pal mand Jakob stares at
the floor. Jody | aughs at their norose reaction.

JODY (CONT' D)
You don't have to cone! | was just
sayi ng.

Monty raises his glass and Slattery and Jakob grab their
gl asses and raise themtoo.

MONTY
Fuck Sunday.

He drinks. Slattery and Jakob hesitate and then follow suit.

EXT. VELVET — NI GHT

Monty steps out of a taxi, followed by Slattery and Jakob. A
roil1ng MOB occupies half the block, crowding in front of the
entrance to the dance cl ub.

Most are teenagers. They clot together in groups of fours and
fives, snoking cigarettes and stonping their feet to keep
warm Al nost none are dressed for the snow.

MONTY
The whole city canme out to say goodbye.

SLATTERY

o == «Jto-u”ve»jgot a |ot of yojxng..fan.s.. |- think-. .. . = ..

we're the ol dest ones here.

Wait a second.

.Monty slips through the maze of boys and girls. The kids | ook

at himas he wal ks by.

Monty makes his way to the velvet ropes. KHARI GREENE, a
pillar of a man wearing the exact same canel's hair coat as
Monty, stands by the door, checking names off a clipboard.
Two pale scars run in parallel lines down Khari's |left cheek.

MONTY (CONT' D)
Ni ce coat, you bastard

( CONTI NUED)
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Khari looks up from his clipboard and smiles. He offers his
hand and they shake. '

KHARI
It's the man. The man has arri ved.
Wearing nmy coat.

MONTY :
| gotta tell you, buddy, it |ooks better
on me.

Khari skeptically fingers the sleeve of Mnty's coat.

KHARI
Yeah, well, | hope you got sone seven-
year nothballs for that coat.
Monty hesitates and then | aughs. Khari puts his arm around
Monty's shoul ders.

KHARI  ( CONT' D) -
You doing all right?

MONTY
Just trying not to think, you know?
(gesturing at the crowd)
What's with all the Kkids?

KHARI
The | egendary DJ Dusk is spinning wax
tonight. My honmeboy fromHollis. Boy's
sevent een years ol d. Seventeen! But damm,
he gets the girlies noving. Don't worry
‘about -t he- crowds 2" They- -got-.thgL-. IrP—set7j tup™
for y'all.

: MONTY,

' ve got my people waiting. You want rre
to bring themthrough here?

KHARI
Take “emto the avenue entrance. ['Ill get
t he door opened.

MONTY

Thanks, man.

KHARI
You got it. When you going in?

MONTY
Bus | eaves at nine a.m

<CONTI NUED)
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KHARI
Otisville right?

Monty nods.

KHARI  ( CONT' D)
Uncl e got any people :in there?

MONTY
No one worth know ng.

KHARI
The Federals, they run a nice place. Lot
nicer than Stae.

MONTY

["ma lucky kid.
KHARI

Luck of the Irish, right?
MONTY

Luck of the Irish.

Khari grips Monty' s shoul der

KHARI

Listen up. Don't |ose your tenper until
it's time to lose your tenmper. You hear?

MONTY
Al'l right. 1'lIl see you around the way.

TheY shake hands and Monty signals for Slattery and Jakob to
follow him Monty slides through the crowd; Slattery bulls
through*. lik-& a--f-ullback bl ocking for--his speedi er—+eammate.

Jakob wal ks with a.high degree of self-consciousness, o
nervously ‘dodgi ng around the various obstacles. He passes one
stoned girl who stands with her head back, catching
snowf | akes in her mouth.

MARY
Hey! Elinsky! M. Elinsky! Hey!

Jakob freezes. Her hand catches his sleeve and he is forced
to turn around, forced to stare into the unnaturally bright

eyes of Mary D Annunzio.

She wears dark denimjeans, a fake raccoon fur coat, and no
hat. Her wet black hair snakes across her forehead and neck.
Black trails of eye shadow stain her cheeks.

( CONTI NUED)
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MARY (CONT'D)
Ha I1t's Elinsky!

JAKOB
oh.

MARY _
What are you doing here? God, | didn't
know you ever left the school! | thought
you had a bed down in the boiler roomor
sonet hi ng.
: JAKCB
Mary D Annunzi o.

MVARY

Mary YB+" D Annunzio, that's me.

She sees the ook on his face and quickly conti nues.

MARY (QONT' D

I'mkidding. It's not a big deal.
JAKCB

|"ve got to go. I'mhere with friends.

MARY

The guy who cane to class today, right?
He knows peopl e, huh? Wiat do you t hink,

could he get us in?

- JAKCB
Unh, | don't—

They' re not letting anyone in right now
They say it's too crowded al ready.

Cn (i ncreasingly hyper) o
| have to get-in there. | have to! You're

a fan of Dusk?
JAKCB
Sure.
MVARY
He's the absolute truth, right? He is so
truth. | can't believe you re into Dusk!

No of fense, | nean, but | thought you
were nore into flutes or —

JAKCB
| think Dusk-is very good. But | like his

earlier stuff better.
( GONTI NUED)
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MARY

Hs earlier stuff?

MONTY (QS.)
Jake, what are you doi ng?

Monty has circled back and now notions for Jakob to hurry.

MONTY (QONT' D)
|"ve got soneone hol ding the door for us.

MARY
Hey! You're the guy with the dog.

Monty recogni zes her fromthe classroom

MONTY . _ _
It's past your bedtine, isn't it?

Mary clutches Jakob's armand rests her head on his chest.

MARY
['mwi th Jake. We're | overs. . !

Jakob closes his eyes. Mnty grins.

= . MONTY | | .:) 5

Is that right? | didn't realize you two i

were |overs. Well, cone on, plenty of
room inside. . ,
|
. MARY . . '
Wait... I've got three friends with me.
MONTY
F___ : Grls? o o iy _ L
. MARY
NO. R
|
MONTY :
Are you retarded? ;
: ' He turns and | eads themaround the corner. i
MARY
Better one than none, | guess.

Jakob di sengages hinself fromMary. She beans at him They
follow Monty to the side door and di sappear inside.
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| NT. VELVET — MOMENTS LATER

Monty wal ks up the back staircase (marked C ub Enpl oyees
Only). Mary follows him Jakob's in the rear. He still |ooks
st unned.

MARY

(to Monty)
So how do you know Jake?

MONTY
W went to school together.

MARY
You went to Canpbel | - Sawyer? You don't
seemt he type.

_ MONTY
They didn't think so, either.
MVARY
| hate that place. Elinsk—Jake's okay,
but nostly—
JAKCB

Look, Monty, she's seventeen. W can't
take her in here.

MONTY
Wiy not? We're already in.
MARY
|"ve got ID
T e TN TY S

Wiat did you say your nanme was? Mary
MPYAGGLTER, e i v S Tt T e e

D Annunzi o.

MONTY
Wiat do you think of M. Elinsky?

MVARY
He's all right. He acts like alittle old
man soneti nes. '

JAKCB
Now |1 st en—

( CONTI NUED)
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MONTY
That's true, he does. | think tonight

should be a big night for M. Hinsky. |
think we shoul d nake sure M. Hinsky has
fun for once. :

Monty pushes open the door at the stop of the staircase. The
noi se rushes in, overwhelmngly loud, the bass vibrating in

our bones.

Mary opens her nouth and speaks, but we might not be able to
hear it over the nusic.

MARY
~Truth.

INT. VELVET M P ROOM —MOMENTS LATER

Monty | eads Jakob and Mary into the IP room Naturelle is
already there, speaking wth Sattery.

The walls of the MP roomare covered with crushed red

vel vet. The couches-are uphol stered in red vel vet, the snall
bar in the corner is draped with red velvet, the carpet is
red faux vel vet.

DJ Dusk's nusic pours fromspeakers bolted into the corners.
Hs beats are inpossible to sit still for, incorporating
el enents of bossa nova, techno, hip hop, and jazz.

S attery has a hard tine keepi ng his eyes off Naturelle. Hs
gaze tends to slide her way, and his desire for her is
apparent to everyone.

Naturelle smles when she sees Monty and goes to him She
| ooks beautiful in-the silver d.ess...- $e.hugs him Mnty
stands awkwardly i n her enbrace.

Wien she realizes he's not returni ng the hug, she dui ckl 'y'
releases him He's watching her carefully. She sees Jakob and
smles at him

NATURELLE
Hey, Jake.

She hugs Jakob. NMary has not stopped dancing since first
heari ng Dusk's m Xx.

NATURELLE (QONT D
(1 ooking at Mary)
Is this your friend?

( CONTI NUED)
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JAKOB
No. . .

MARY
I"'mhis |lover, Mary.

Naturell e arches one eyebrow.

NATURELLE
Ckay. I'mNaturelle.
MARY

|'ve seen pictures of this room The
Smashi ng Punpkins were in here.

She turns and exam nes Monty nore cl osely.

MARY ( CONT' D)
Who are you? Are. you sonebody fanous?

MONTY
Do us a favor, D Annunzio. Don't talk too
much.

Mary grins, tears off her fake fur coat, and hides it
underneath a sofa. She wears a white tank-top with Tweety
Bird enbl azoned on the front. Tweety Bird | ooks scared.

DAPHNE, a young waitress in a green dress, comes over with a
tray of chanpagne flutes. Naturelle kisses Daphne on the
cheek and the two wonen exchange greetings. Everyone takes a
gl ass.

MONTY ( CONT' D)
CoelM Tt (raising his glass~)- -- - s
Chanpagne for ny real friends, real pain
for nmy shamfriends. .
Everyone takes a'sip except for Mary, who guzzles hers in one
giant gulp, then belches and w pes her nouth with the back of
her hand. Jakob stares at her, horrified.

MARY
Anyone want to go dance?

Naturell e glances at Monty.

MONTY
Do what you-want to do.

Jakob and Sl attery hear the coldness in Minty's voice and are
surprised by it.

( CONTI NUED)
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L
i::} Mary grabs Naturelle's hand and | eads her out the door.

SLATTERY
(to Daphne)
You have any whi skey?
DAPHNE
What kind do you want? 1'Il call down for
sone.
SLATTERY
Nah, don't bother, I'Il get it.

He nods at Monty and Jakob.

SLATTERY (QONT' D
Back in a m nute.

Daphne sets a chanpagne bottle in an ice bucket on the table,
then retreats to the snmall bar in the corner of the room

Monty sits on the red vel vet sofa and Jakob |ies down next to
him covering his eyes with his arm

JAKCB _ -
rﬁa | can't believe you brought ny student in ’:
- here. ;

MONTY

She's cute, buddy. She tal ks too much but
she's cute.
JAKCB
You re going to get me fired. Do you
realize that? She'll tell her friends,
i ——aee=2" — and they' || -t-ellthei-r—friends— : ey
MONTY

% "o what, so'you ran’ into her at a dance
club. You haven't done anythlng W ong,

have you? Not yet.

JAKCB
Not yet? What does that nean?

MONTY
You want this girl, don't you?

JAKCB

Shit, Monty, she's seventeen! She's ny |
student. | can't touch her. O ]

E
e
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MONTY
| would. She's got that look. | Iike
little girls with tattoos.

Jakob groans and rubs his hand over his face.

MONTY  ( CONT' D)

It's good seeing you, man. | guess we've

kind of gone our separate ways.

Jakob sits up.

JAKOB
Yeah.

MONTY
[t's too bad. You're smarter than the
people | know these days.

Monty pours more chanmpagne for Jakob and himself,
his gl ass. .
MONTY ( CONT' D)
Make me a toast.

Jakob is startled by the request.

JAKOB
You want me to make a toast?
MONTY .
Yeah. Come on, | won't be seeing you for

a while. Say something nice.

m m———m——

t hen

Jakob stares at the tiny bubbles Tising iffill§ glass ™

. JAKOB
- Un:. o '
MONTY
Al'l right. Here's to Doyle.
JAKOB
To Doyl e.
They touch glasses and drink.
MONTY
He's your dog now.
JAKOB

What ?

rai ses

<CONTI NUED)
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MONTY
He needs a honme. And he | oves you.
JAKOB
Yeah, but... | don't know You've seen
the size of ny apartnent.
MONTY
Poor Doyle, he'll live in a snmall
apartment. Hey, he's a tough dog. He'll
survive. ' .
JAKCB
What about Nat?

MONTY
She's noving in with her nrom Wnmnman hates
him And Doyle hates Frank. And ny Dad's

allergic.
JAKCB
The thing i s—
Monty takes another sip and then holds the chanpagne flute up
to the |ight.

MONTY
Cristal. They went all out for me, huh?
I"'mlucky to work for such caring people.

JAKCB _ o
One nore glass of this and I'mofficially
dr unk.

MONTY

Listen, this is inportant to ne.. Doyle is
inmportant to nme. You understand that?

—-_ .

| JAKOB
Yeah, of course.

MONTY
Doyl e's the toughest guy | know. He was
lying there off the highway when | found
him waiting to die. He knew he was goi ng
to die. And he didn't nmake a sound. The
best thing | ever did, ny whole life, was
rescue that black little son-of-a-bitch.
Every day he's had since then is because
of me. Every tine he runs through the
ark, that's me. Every bone he chews—
ecause of nme. | saved him

(MRE)
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p MONTY (CONT' D). _

@ And it's different fromwhat you'd
expect, right? | saved himbut I'mthe
one that's grateful. Because | see him
runni ng around, | hear hi mbarking, and
there he is, the best thing | ever did,
in the flesh.

(beat)
|"'mnot going to let the pound have him

Doyl e's the ugliest fucking dog in the
five boroughs. Who's gonna adopt hi nf? And
|"'mtelling you now, | will not let a vet
stick a needle in himand end him |
saved his life, right? I'mresponsible
for him | didn't go through all that
just so sone vet can put himto sleep. If
it comes to that, I'lIl do it nyself. [1'llI
put a bullet in his ear tonight. So |I'm
asking you, Jake—for me, as a favor for
me, and it's a big favor but |'m asking
you—w Il you take hin? WIIl you take

hi m hone wth you?

Jakob is quiet, rubbing his palnms over the red vel vet sofa

cushi ons.
© JAKOB
) You know what? It would be an honor.
MONTY
| was hoping you'd say that. | really
was. )
JAKOB

After that speech, Jesus Christ, how
could I refuse? . ... . . -

Slattery returns with a glass of whiskey. He sits next to his
friends and sighs.

SLATTERY
There's sone tal ent here tonight.

‘Monty raps Slattery's knee.

: MONTY
What do you think, Jake's girl's | ooking
pretty good, huh?

SLATTERY
Who, the little one? Who i s she?

ke JAKOB
She's nmy student. MY STUDENT.

( CONTI NUED)
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yégﬁ The lights go off. The roomis conpletely dark.

When the lights cone on again, a few seconds |ater, Mnty is
crouching in front of the sofa, his .40 caliber automatic in
hi s hand.

Kostya stands just inside the doorway of the room hands on
the |ight swtch.

KOSTYA
The party begins wthout ne?
MONTY
| should have shot you, you fat Russian

fuck.
Kostya anbles over to the sofa, wagging his finger.

KOSTYA
Ukrainian. Fat Ukrai ni an fuck.

He bear hugs Monty and ki sses both his cheeks.

KOSTYA (CONT' D)
Mont gonmery, ny friend! You have been here

I 1:4!3 | ong? And you open chanpagne without me? )
. Frank, hello Frank! e

SLATTERY
Hey, Konstantine. How are you?
KOSTYA
Kostya, please, Kostya. | amgood, yes. |
will be better when our friend conmes back
to us.
.(to Jakob) — . — - R
Hello! It is Jason, yes?
T ' N JAK(B R T -
Jakob.
KOSTYA
(to Monty)

The chanpagne is good?

(elbowing Slattery and w nki ng)
| have nice girl for you, Mnty. Very
ni ce. :

o el "R

MONTY
|"'mreally not in the nmood for that.

: —————— e e e e e ]

[
-
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KOSTYA .
Ah, when you see her, you will be in
nood. | pick her out special for you.

MONTY
The last girl you picked out special had

three teeth.

KOSTYA
(laughi ng I oudly)
Funny you should say that.

Everyone waits for the rest. Wen it becones obvious that
Kostya will not provide the rest —

MONTY d
Wy is it funny | should say that?

KOSTYA
It was funny, what you said.

Monty | ooks at Slattery for a second.

MONTY
Wai t, when you say, "Funny you should say
that," it's |like saying, "That rem nds ne
of this other funny story."

KOSTYA
No, no, | amsaying what you say was

funny. "Funny you should say that." You
see? It was funny, the thing you said.

Nobody speaks for a nonent.

i

'KOSTYA (OONT' D)
Cone, you want to meet.her?

MONTY -
| don't think so. Naturelle's dancing
downst ai rs. '

KOSTYA
So we go quick, we go right now You nust
see this girl.

MONTY
You have soneone nice for ny friends?

SLATTERY
Not- for—me. Thanks.

76,.
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JAKCB | j

Yeah, |' m—

Monty puts his hand on Slattery's arm

MONTY
Come down there with nme. | need to talk
to you.
SLATTERY
That's not ny style, Monty. | really—
- MONTY _
No, that's cool. | just want to ask you
sonet hi ng.
, JAKOB
Do you want me to stay here?
MONTY
You' ve got to stay here. \Who's gonna | ook
after Mary D Agostino when she gets back? I
JAKOB .
Should I tell Nat you' re downstairs =X
f%ﬁ having sex with a prostitute? \, ,T:j:
KOSTYA :

éhorrified)
No, on"t tell her that!

== Monty grins and punches Jakob's arm

MONTY
Tel | her whatever you want. But don't o
- - - take off. We'll go-back to ny place after—-——-" T
the party and get Doyl e. _

-

anty:'SIatfery and Koétya | eave the room Jakob sits al one,
rubbing his arm

I NT. CATWALK — MOMENTS LATER

The three nmen stand on a gl ass-encl osed catwal k overl ooki ng

the dance floor. The place is so crowded and dark that the ]
dﬁncgrs | ook |ike one strange beast, thrashing and swaying to H
t he beat.

DJ DUSK, the teen prodigy fromQueens, nmans his turntables I
froma riser above the dance floor. He stands in the eye of a |
“spotlight, deftly flipping needles onto spinning records. [\
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@ The nmusic is loud, even behind the glass, but not |oud enough
to over whel m conver sat i on.

MONTY

(to Kostya)
Wiere we going, the Wite Roon?

KCSTYA
Yes, Wite Room

MONTY
I'l'l nmeet you down there. | need to talk
w th Frank about sonet hi ng.

Kostya.l eans closer to Monty and speaks quietly.

KGCSTYA
After the girl, Uncle Bl ue wants word
w th you. ay?

Monty nods. Kostya grins and slaps Monty's shoul der.

: KCSTYA (QONT' D)
She is waiting!

@ Kostya wal ks down the staircase that |eads fromthe catwal k
to the dance floor and disappears into the crowd. For a while
neither Monty nor Sl attery speaks. .
Then Slattery looks at Monty and notices his eyes are cl osed.
~ SLATTERY
| You all right?
Monty opens”hiseyes"” o~ -
.. MNTY
They knock “out your teeth the first
] ni ght. You know why? So you can give them
head all night long and they don't have
to worry about biting.
; SLATTERY
{ Cone on. None of that's gonna happen.
MONTY
How t he fuck do you know it's not gonna

happen?

Two br oad- shoul dered HOCDLUMS i n expensive suits saunter down
the catwal k. They stop to enbrace Monty.

* ((CONTI NUED)
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The hoods

79.

(2) e
HOODLUM 1
My ace deuce.
_ MONTY
Hey, fellas.
HOODLUM 2
Bid s tonorrow, huh?
MONTY
Yeah.
HOODLUM 2

Not hi ng but a catnap. Be good, brother.

nod at Slattery and wal k away. Monty presses his

f orehead agai nst the w ndow.

MONTY
Bel i eve me, Frank,
|'ve | ooked at the options.
man. Seven years.

|'ve studied this.
Seven years,

SLATTERY
Thirty-four is still young. You and ne,
we'll start sonething up. A bar, maybe.
Two Irish kids fromBrooklyn, how could

we not have a bar? Green beer for St.
Paddy's Day, free hot dogs for Monday

Ni ght Football. Think about it. dd

fashi oned jukebox sitting in the corner—

MONTY
| hate green beer on St. Paddy's Day.

SLATTERY
“Yeah: "Wel || miet oo. ™ T T -
, MONTY ol
But it's a nice thought, man. | don't ‘see
it happening, but it's a nice thought.
SLATTERY

Have | ever broken a prom se to you? Have
| ever-once in ny life broken a prom se
to you? Have | ever said | would be
somewhere and not shown up?

MONTY
No.

( CONTI NUED)
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SLATTERY
When you get out, | wll be there. You
hear me? | will be there.

Monty finally turns and | ooks at Slattery.

MONTY -
But you won't be there tonorrow.

(beat)
Cute little white boy like me, how | ong

am | gonna |ast?

(beat)
| need a favor fromyou.

SLATTERY
Anyt hi ng.
MONTY

Not here. Stick around, okay? We'll go
uptown in a couple hours. '

Monty points to the dancers below. W can see Nhry danci ng
wildly on a platform
MONTY ( CONT' D)
Qur friend Jake has picked hinself a
W nner.

I NT. VELVET VIP ROOM — LATER

The roomis beginning to cromd with Monty's friends and
acquai ntances. Jakob sits alone on the sofa, sipping
chanpagne. He clearly recognizes no one.

- hol ding their- chanpagne flutes in -
ringed fists. Lean wonen stand in clusters, heads bowed
together. We hear snippets of banter in four different

| anguages. - : S . .ot .

Jakob di ps his head against the sofa's velvet arnrest. He's
clearly exhausted. He begins slipping into sleep.

Mary wal ks into the room The nmen standing nearby turn to
| ook at her, then whisper- to each other and | augh. Mary sees

Jakob curled up on the sofa and dances over to him

She pulls off his Yankees cap and puts it on her own head,
where it sits, crookedly. She clinbs on top of him her knees

straddling his chest, and bends close to whisper in his ear.

MARY
Jakey. .. Jakey...
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She runs her fingernail down his side. Jakob, half-sleeping,
sm|es and caresses her hand. Then his eyes pop open.
jerks upright and Mary slides off him

JAKCB
Whoa, what are you doi ng? What are you
doi ng?

_ Mary, now standing and slightly swaying, [aughs.

MARY
Don't pani c. Nobody here gives a shit.

JAKCB
| give a shit. Do you know what happens
| f somebody sees me—us—Ilike that?

Mary sits on the far side of the sofa, knees primy clasped
t oget her, exaggerating the role of good girl.

MARY
Beg your pardon, M. Elinsky.

JAKCB
Are you drunk?

MARY .
Uh huh. And | had sone E before.

JAKCB

=

Jesus.
-zr.. He tries to rub the sleep out of his eyes.

- JAKGB (QONT' D)
W call it Xinthis country

'
t et tHlITC F TSRS T . RN

. MARY .
Naturelle's cool as shit. She knows
everyone who works here. | |ove that

’ nane, right? Naturelle? One hundred
percent Naturelle! Al Naturelle flavors!

: Jakob cannot help stealing a peek at Mary's chest. Tweety
4- Bird stares back, alarned.

MARY (GONT' D)
So what's up with her boyfriend? Monty?
It's like he owns this place.

( CONTI NUED)
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JAKCOB
Li sten, Mary, do you think it would be
possible to avoid tal king about this at
school ? This whol e ni ght ?

MARY .
You think it would be possible to give ne
an A for the ternf?

Jakob's mouth falls open

JAKOB
Tell me you're joking.

MARY
I"'mjoking. That's what | |ove about you,

El i nsky.
Jakob says nothing for a nonent, but he can't resist.

JAKCB
What ?

MARY
Huh?

Mary is watching three wonen dancing in the mddle of the
room their purses flung down on the floor between them

JAKOB
VWhat's what you | ove about me?

Mary turns to | ook at himagain, but it's clear she's not

o T —— e R ——

JAKOB (CONT' D)

Never m nd.
MARY
Hel | 0? Elinsky? Do you think |I'mweird?
: JAKOB
No. | don't think you' re weird.
MARY
You're comng to see Hanlet next week,
right?
JAKOB

O course. You're Ophelia?

MARY _
Fuck Ophelia. Laertes.

( CONTI NUED)

f R om




83,
CONTI NUED:  (3)

JAKOB .
Laertes?

MARY
You want to see ny death scene?

She springs up ffon1the sofa and takes three steps back, then
begi ns staggering toward Jakob, hands fol ded over her gut,
covering her invisible sword wound.

MARY (CONT' D)
Exchange forgiveness with me, noble
Ham et: M ne and ny father's death cone
not upon thee, nor thine on me!

She col |l apses onto the red sofa and |lies there, quivering for
a monent before going still. :

A group of nmen snoking cigars in the corner claps |oudly.

Jakob stares down at the prone Mary. He cannot help noticing.
the stretch of pale skin between the dark deni m of her
wai st band and the white cotton of her tank top.

Mary sits up and brushes some stray hairs under the Yankees
cap. '

MARY ( CONT' D)
It's bettex with the fake bl ood.
JAKOB
No, it was very good.
MARY

Ms. Taylor says I'mthe best dier she's
ever haol”.Did.you see Roneo and Juliet
| ast year? | was Mercutio. That was the

greatest death of all tine.

JAKOB
| was there.

MARY
You know what | really want to be? A
stuntwoman. Except |I'mafraid of heights.
You think they'd hire a stuntwonman who

was afraid of heights?

JAKOB :
Are you allowed to stay out this late? On

a school night?
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MARY
You think my nother gives a shit? Anyway/
did you see all the snow outside? It's a

snow day for sure.

JAKCB
| need to go to sl eep.

Mary |ies back on the sofa and kicks her feet in the air. She
begins a bicycling notion, her hands behind her head.

MARY
Can't sleep yet. He's turning it on.

Jakob | ooks at he} sl ender palé ankl es. He covers his eyes.
Mary rolls off the sofa.

MARY ( GONT' D)
Is there a bathroomin here?

Jakob poi nts.

JAKCB
Over there, | think.

Mary wi nks at hi mand nmakes her way across the room En route
she grabs a chanpagne flute off Daphne's platter and chugs
it. She replaces the glass and slips into the bathroom

Jakob wat ches her go. He watches the bat hroom door close
behi nd her. He stands, a bit unsteadily. He's been drinking
all night. He weaves his way to the bathroom door.

He waits. Eventually Mary opens the door. She | ooks up at
Jakob, her "eyes as wi de as Tweety Bird's.

| MARY
You need-to pee?

JAKCB
No.

He presses forward, backing her up, and closes the door
behi nd him :

| NT. VI P BATHROOM — CONTI NUOUS
The bathroomis blue-walled and Iit by a single blue bulb.

MARY ;
Hi ?

( CONTI NUED)
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Her teeth glow in the blue Iight. Jakob grabs her by the
shoul ders and kisses her hard on the mouth. His hands begin
to move down from her shoul ders—

—and then, abruptly, Jakob pulls back. He stares at Mary,
who stares at the floor. She |ooks stunned, the Yankees cap

sitting crookedly on her head.

Jakob stunbles backward. He tries to say sonmething but can't
get the words out.

He turns ard rams through the bathroom door.
I NT. VELVET VI P ROOM — CONTI NUOUS

He shoves past cigar smokers and danci ng women. He runs from
the VIP room

The partiers watch himgo and then turn to |look at the
bat hroom a drop of blue in the overwhel m ng redness of the

VIP room
Mary stands in the blue light, still |ooking at the floor.

INT. WH TE ROOM — LATER

The White Roomgot its name for obvious reasons. Everything
is white: the shag carpet, the walls, the overstuffed

furniture.

Monty sits on a large white bean bag in a corner of the room
He hol ds a chanpagne bottle in one hand, and takes occasiona

si ps.

MARGUERI TE, a beautiful prostitute in her early twenties,
kneel s.in front of. Mnfcy,. her,..bands, .on...his Jchigs... ... . _

Monty.passes her the bottle and she takes a Ion% draught,
never takin? her eyes off him She hands back the bottle and
unzips his fly, taking her tine with everything.

Monty | eans back and closes his eyes. We watch himlike this
for a few seconds, and then we

cuT TO!

EXT. CARL SCHURZ PARK PLAYGROUND — AFTERNGCON

Springtime. Monty sits on a park bench. This is several years
ago, and he | ooks younger, |ess exhausted.
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He is watching two high school girls on the swings. One
bl onde— LI NDSAY JAM SON— and one brunette—a younger

Nat ur el | e.

Both girls wear the uniformof their private school: white
bl ouses enbroidered with the school's initials and green
plaid skirts over black tights.

Bot h ﬂirls are snoking. But while Lindsay keeps the cigarette
cl enched in.one hand as she sw ngs higher, Naturelle
continues taking reckless drags., the crook of her el bow

hol ding the chain lightly as she soars skyward.

Monty stands and approaches the swings. The girls pretend not
to notice him

MONTY
Hey!
The girls keep sw nging.
MONTY ( CONT' D)
Could I buma snoke?
- NATURELLE
What ?
MONTY
A snoke.
NATURELLE

This is nmy |ast one.
Lindsay brakes with her feet and stares at Monty. _ .

LI NDSAY
|'ve met you before, haven't [|?

Monty nods slowy. It's obvious he doesn't recognize her, but
he doesn't want to be rude.

' MONTY
Yeah, you look famliar.

Nat urel |l e has stopped sw nging now. Lindsay junps off her
SW ng.
LI NDSAY

| know who you are. Cone on, Nat, we've
got practice.

MONTY
You know who | an? Who am | ?
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Naturelle is not follow ng.

Li ndsay pi cks up her bookbag and strides quickly Y
| ooki ng back once or twice to see if Naturelle |s fo | owi ng.

MONTY (GONT' D)
So you're Natalie?
NATURELLE
Nat urel | e. '
MONTY
Real | y? Naturelle. | like that.
Naturelle. So what's your friend s
pr obl en? :
NATURELLE
You're the one that got thrown out of
Canpbel | - Sawyer, right?
MONTY
Yeah, well, lots of people got thrown out

of CanpbeII-Samyer How cone you didn't

follow Blondie to practice?

== NATURELLE
- | want to finish ny cigarette.

He smles and sits on the swing next to her.
swinging a little.

He tries

MONTY
| never really got the hang of these
1 hi ngs.
- -e—"" " NATURELLE =" == Tt

o 1S pJI inthe legs.
‘She starts “swi ngi ng "&gai n and”he matches her

strai ght and then bent.

I NT. WHI TE ROQM
Monty's eyes are still closed.

Finally he taps Marguerite on the shoul ders.

P fromhim
R and licking her lips.

“her “1 ord bl ack

hair falling beneath her, her |egs straight and then bent ,

CUr TGO

Now he opens tHeWI H s hands
are 1n Marguerite's hair, but now they drop by his side.

She backs away

| ooking up at his face for a nonent before blinking

( CONTI NUED)
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MONTY
It's my fault. You' re very beautiful.

He hands her the bottle again and she takes a |ong sip.

MARGUERI TE
(Col onbi an accent)
You are very handsonme. Are you an actor?

Monty zips his fly.

MONTY
Yeah. |I'ma star.

I NT. CLUB ROOM — LATER

The club roomis decorated to look like the library of an
English country manor: dark wood paneling, bookshel ves
stacked w th | eather-bound books, flickering sconce |ights.

Slattery sits on a stool at the bar, rolling a glass of
whi skey between his palns. H's eyes are red, fromcrying or

exhausti on or bot h.

Naturelle wal ks into the roomand spots Slattery. She goes
over to himand squeezes the back of his neck before sitting
on the neighboring stool. He sits up straight and sm | es.

NATURELLE
Why are you all al one?

SLATTERY
| couldn't sit in that goddamm red room
anynore. | don't know anyone in there.

s These are Monty's friends?— - - -

NATURELLE
"1 guess so.- They':re around a | ot, anywayv

. Slattery drains his whiskey. He signals for another and the

bartender pours it. He's clearly getting drunk, though
Slattery is a man who can handle his liquor. He checks his

wat ch.

SLATTERY
' m supposed to be at work in a couple
hours. Christ, | can't even inmagi ne

wor ki ng today. You_just gave ne_the fl.u,

okay? I'mcalling in sick

NATURELLE
| wish Monty could call in sick. Have you
seen him around?
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SLATTERY
He' s probably sayi ng goodbye to everyone.
. NATURELLE
Can you do ne a favor?
SLATTERY
What's that?

Slattery catches hinself |looking at Naturelle's cleavage and
| ooks away.

NATURELLE
Keep an eye on Monty tonight, would you?
Try to stick with him

SLATTERY
Wiat's w ong?

_ NATURELLE
He's just acting really strange. You
don't think he's acting strange?

SLATTERY
He's going to prison in a few hours, Nat.
How-do you want himto act? -

~ NATURELLE
| want himto act |i ke he's scared.
_ SLATTERY
He i s scared.
NATURELLE

| don't want himto hurt hinself. WII

~____you watch himfor ne? A o s

Slattery nods. For a while they are quiet.

" NATURELLE (QONT D)
| don't think he wants ne here.

SLATTERY
That's not true. He's just —

NATURELLE
You see the way he | ooks at ne these
days. It's |like he doesn't trust ne.

SLATTERY
Wiy woul dn't he trust you?

Naturelle is quiet for a nonent.
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NATURELLE
"' m goi ng uptown. When you see him tell
himIl'mwaiting for himback honme, okay?

She stands and snooths out the winkles in her silver dress.
Again, Slattery has to turn away fromthe sight of her.

SLATTERY
This is all so stupid. 'It's so stupid.
He's got so nuch going on, he's so smart,
and what does he do? He throws it all
away. And here I am his friend—I nean,
right? I'mhis oldest friend?

NATURELLE
He | oves you, Frank. You know that.

SLATTERY
Hs ol dest friend, and what do | do to
stop it? Nothing, never a word. \When he
started selling pot to kids in Canpbell -
Sawyer, did | say anything? Wen
everyone's tal king about buying from
Monty, the whole school, and | knew they
were going to nail him knewit, did I
say a word? The last ten years | watch
hi m get deeper and deeper, and these
friends of his, these fucks you woul dn't
want petting your dog, did | say,
"Careful now, Mnty, better get out of
this."” No. Nothing, not a word. Hi s best
friend. Goddamm, Naturelle, 1'mhis best
friend and | just sat there and watched
himruin his life. And you did, too. Both
of-us.,., all -of. us;- we just sat there and

let him

Naturell e -runs a-fingernajl down .her forearm and inspects the
faint white trail. :

NATURELLE
Keep an eye on him okay?

Slattery watches her wal k away. A nonent |ater Jakob hurries
in, sweating and frantic.

JAKCB
|'ve been |ooking all over for you. Can
we get out of here?

SLATTERY .
We've got to wait for Monty. What's the

matt er ?
( CONTI NUED)
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JAKOB
| kissed her.
SLATTERY
Who?
JAKCOB
Mary D Annunzio. | kissed her.
Slattery grins.
SLATTERY
Yeah?
JAKOB

| kissed ny student. M seventeen year
ol d high school student.

(beat)
They' Il fire me.
SLATTERY
Jake.
JAKOB
Yeah?

Slattery hands himthe glass of whiskey.

SLATTERY
Have a dri nk.

~ . I NT. BASEMENT HALLWAY — LATER

- Monty and Kostya walk slowy down the corridor
t he manager's office.
R - —ee - K%TYA . Doem a mr e mm
So? You like her?
_ MONTY
She's very nice.
KOSTYA
Does she have-three teeth? Eh? No, |
t hi nk she has many teeth. | think you
i ke her.
MONTY

| said so, didn't |?

KOSTYA
Very nice.

t hat

91.
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Ty stop 0usi e the office and ek on th d

MISTAFAYEV, a bal ding man snoking a cigarette, popens
the door and closes it behind him He nods.
Monty and Kostya pull out their guns and hand themto him
Checki ng the safeties, he shoves the guns under his belt and,
cigarette clenched between his teeth, carefully pats both-nen

down.

Wien Must af ayev finishes searching themhe raps on the door
and it opens again. He gestures, and Monty and Kostya enter.

I NT. VELVET MANAGER S OFFI CE— CONTI NUQUS

NUstafaxev follows theminside, hands their guns to one of
t he twi ns, and goes back outside, closing the door.

The twi ns are Russian redheads who speak very little English.
Their faces are blunted and pitil ess. _

Uncl e Bl ue sits behind Vol andes' desk, reading the paper.
Val ghobek sits on a corner of the desk. '

The twin with the guns places themcarefully in front of
Uncle Blue, then returns to stand by his brother, both of

then1stand|ng behi nd Monty and Kost ya.

DJ Dusk's mnusic can barely be heard down here, the thunp of
bass and drum sounding |ike di stant bonbshells.

Uncle Blue folds his paper neatly and sets it aside.

UNCLE BLUE
e antgonery How is the party?

e ar R - —  — s —g— Wy

MONTY _ _
It's all right. Thanks for setting it up.

UNCLE BLUE
The first tine | went to prison | was
fourteen years old, a skinny little boK g
a

V@rg afrard. By the time | canme out
eard. | was a grown man. | went back
to ny honetown, | tound ny nother, |
ki ssed her. And she screaned.
(smling)
She did not recognize ne. | have been in

three different prisons, Mntgomnery,
three different countries. You know what

| | earned?

Mont y shakeé his head and waits.
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| learned that prison is not a good place
to be.
KOSTYA
(I 'aughi ng)
| knew that before | went.
VALGHOBEK
Nobody's talking to you. Keep your nouth
shut .
| UNCLE BLUE
Seven years is a long tine. Sone nen
woul d do anything to avoid seven years in
- prison. -
Monty waits.

VALGHOBEK
Your father's a hardworking man. \Were's
his bar? In Bay R dge? 86th Street and
6th Avenue, aml right?

MONTY
'-:j Yes.
' VAL GHOBEK

At |east he has a short commute. He can
Frachcally wal Kk to work. \Where does he
ive, 17th Avenue? And what was the cross--
street? 81st? 8002 17th Avenue. |s that
right? The first floor. That nust be
noisy, living on the first floor. But he
doesn't wal k to work, does he? He drives.

~-A 1987 Honda. Should-I tell you how many
ml|es he has on the car?

.Monty stares at the floor.

UNCLE BLUE
Your father, | like your father. A hard--
wor ki ng man. He has had bad | uck, sone
very bad |uck. Everyone in the
nei ghbor hood | oved your nother. You
remenber her, Senka?

VALGHOBEK
Sure. She was a beautiful woman. A real

sweet heart.

93.
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{E?? UNCLE BLUE

| want to help your father. | could use a
man |ike that, a hard-working nan, a nan
| could trust. | could take care of your
father. Do you understand what | nean,
Mont goner y?

MONTY
You don't need to do this. | never said a
word to anyone. You don't need to bring
himinto it.

UNCLE BLUE

| asked you a questl on, Montgonery.

MONTY
| understand exactly what you nean.

UNCLE BLUE
| have a good job for your father. W'l
hel p himw th the noney he owes.

Uncle Blue turns Monty's gun in his hands. He checks the
slide's action. He ejects the nagazi ne, peers at the t op
cartridge, slaps the nagazi ne back into the pi stol's butt,.

@ ' UNCLE BLUE (QONT' D)

Good weapon. Accurat e?

Monty nods.

UNCLE BLUE (QONT' D
Pol yner frane, very good easy to cl ean.
And rella_bl e? No Jams

I\/bnty shakes his head. He turns around for a nonent. The
Zakharov tw ns are starl ng at him I\/bnty turns back Uncl e

Bl ue’ sm | es.

ke et e AL B L N T

UNCLE BLUE (QONT' D)
Have you ever fired it? At soneone, |
mean.

MONTY
No.

_ UNCLE BLUE
No. Good. It is atoy for you. Not toy,
prop. Aprop for you. Like an actor. AmlI
wong? Wth the gun you feel nore...
< Lf: danger ous ?

( CONTI NUED)
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Monty turns again. The Zakharov tw ns have their automatics
out. Monty, getting desperate, turns back to Uncle Bl ue.

MONTY
| never said a word to anyone. They came
after ne to get to you. | knowit, you

know it. They don't care about me. But |
never said a word.

Uncl e Bl ue nmakes a gesture and the Zakharovs, frighteningly
fast, spring forward, slammng Kostya to the floor and
hol di ng-their pistols to his skull.

UNCLE BLUE
.| believe you, Mntgonery. When you get
there, figure out who is who. Find a man
nobody is protecting, a man without
BFOpée' And beat himuntil his eyes
eed.

Monty stares at Kostya, who whinpers on the ground, blood i

dri pping fromhis nose. _ i
UNCLE BLUE (CONT' D)
Let themthink you are a little bit .
crazy, but respectful, too, respectful of E:)-

the right nen.

KOSTYA
Mont y—
-

One of the Zakharovs kicks Kostya in the ribs.

- UNCLE BLUE .
You' re a good-| ooking boy, it won't be
easy-f or—you: -But remenber, - | was=- - —_= .
fourteen when | first went. And |
survi ved. -
(beat) : _
We do what we have to do to survive.

KOSTYA
Monty..:. please, Mnty..

UNCLE BLUE !
So now we have this other problem _

VAL GHOBEK
How many peopl e knew you kept the stuff
i nsi de your sofa cushion? Eh? Your
girlfriend, Kostya, who else?

.Ki

f— e — e =l L.

( CONTI NUED)



-

— L

Lt =1 -1 T}

96 .
CONTI NUED:  (4)

I

UNCLE BLUE
Kostya dined you out, little brother. He
made a call and stole seven years from
your |ife.

VALGHOBEK

Theg put the clanps on him and instead
el a man about it, taking the tine
hi rrself he sol d you out .

Uncl e Bl ue hands Val fqhobek I\/bnt)é s pistol. Val ghobek wal ks
im

over to Monty and offers it to
MONTY
| don't want it.

UNCLE BLUE

It's yours. You know howto use it?

Val ghobek hol ds the pistol by the barrel, a small smle on
his face, until Mnty grabs it fromhim

MONTY
| know howto use it.
UNCLE BLUE

Good. This nman does not deserve to |ive.
He betrayed you, he betrayed ne. He stole
Ifzrgmhyou He stol e seven years fromyou.

nd him

"@e of the ZakTiaTo™™ BEWAs™TTHs at Monty and ‘ta‘ps“ "t heback™ of —

Kostya's skull with his pistol's nuzzle.

R ght here. Boomni

The Zakharovs back away and Monty crouches down beside his
former friend: Kostya struggles to turn his head, to nmake eye
contact with Monty.

KOSTYA
Mont y—

MONTY
Don't talk.

KCSTYA

No, no, wait, Monty, wait, pleaselisten.
| had no choice. |—

( CONTI NUED)
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Monty flicks off the safety and presses the nuzzl e agai nst
Kostya's skull.

Everyone in the roomis quiet, watching.

The only sound is DJ Dusk's mix, an accelerating industri al
heart beat .

_ VAL GHOBEK
Doit.

. Kostya weeps, softly, his big body shudderi ng.

Uncl e Bl ue, face inpassive behind his heavy beard, watches
careful ly.

ZAKHAROV
He is cockroach. Kill him

Monty's face is very close to Kostya's.

(qui PCNTY
ui et
You mé?e nyy?riend.

KOSTYA
Mont y—
Monty cl oses his eyes.

When he opens his eyes, he flicks the saf ety - back on. He
st ands.

He tosses the gun to Uncle Blue, who catches it and frowns.

It doesn't matter to me. Not a goddam
thing mtters to-me, except this: if you
hurt ny father, 1"l kill you both.

The Zakharov twi ns grab Monty and hold him Mnty doesn't
struggle; he and Uncle Blue stare at each ot her.

Uncl e Blue drums the desktop with his fingers. Everyone
waits. A glass of water on the table trenbles fromthe

di st ant bass.

Finally Uncle Blue nods at Val ghobek, who opens the office
door. The twins release Monty. Everyone (except for Kostya,
who is face down on the floor) watches him

Monty wal ks out of the room never |ooking back.

[rrs
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EXT. 14TH STREET — LATER

I\/bnt% trudges down the sidewal k, followed by Slattery and
Jakob. The snow continues to fall, and lies thickly drifted
on the crookedl y-parked cars, on the parking neters, on the
spears of the church gate they pass.

They reach the Union Square subway station and wal k down the
stalrs, disappearing fromour view.

- CLOSE ON FOOTPR NTS | N THE SNOWV

W slowy follow their path backward. In the yellow shine of
the streetlights the footprints fill with snow, until finally
(the canera still noving backward) they di sappear.

I NT. UN ON SQUARE SUBWAY STATI ON

Monty, Frank, and Jakob sit with their backs against the
=""'corrugated shutters of a cl osed newspaper stand.

An OLD MAN, wearing a arba?e bag with a hole cut out for his
head, |eans against a blue I-beamthat hel ps support the
ceiling. He holds a small radio to his ear; we can hear

(_ fragments of Puerto R can Jibaro nusic.
Jakob chews on his fingernails. He cranes his neck to | ook
down the subway tunnel —still no train in sight. He |ooks at-
Monty. .
JAKCB

What time is it?

But Monty is i not present, he is el sewhere, |ost in whatever
C T T T feveFie occupl eS""his mnd. Sattery's-eyesare cl o~sed;-he-,
seens to be sl eeping.

JAKCB {QONT D)

Mont y?
Monty | ooks up, dazed.
MONTY
What ?
JAKCB

Do you know what tine it is?

_ Anot her | ong pause.
It's getting | ate.

( CONTI NUED)
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The lights of the train come around the bend in the tunnel.

INT. 4 TRAIN — LATER

The three nen sit side by side as the train shudders through
the darkness. Sattery seens to be sl eeping again. Jakob
stares at his reflected face in the far w ndow.

Monty pulls out his wallet and finds the photograph that his
father gave himearlier in the night.

| NSERT PHOTO
Monty in his fireman's hel nmet, standing before his .parents.

EXT. MONTY' S BUI LDI NG—N GHT

Monty, Slattery and Jakob wade through the snow to the stoop
st eps.

I NT. MONTY' S BU LD NG

They clinb the narrow staircase, their footfalls echoing off
the tiled wal | s.

INT. MONTY' S APARTMENT .

They enter the apartnént. Doyle is excited to see them he
pants and spins in little circles, sniffing at their boots.

Jakob and Slattery fall onto the sofa and lie there like
cor pses.

Monty opens the bedroomdoor, steps inside, and closes it
behi nd hi m
INT- MONTY' S BEDROOM

Nat'urel | e ‘sl eeps on her side, -facing the mjndOML'thiy kneel s’
besi de her and takes her hand. Her eyes open. She smles for
a second and then quickly sits up.

NATURELLE
Wat tine is it?

Both of themturn to ook at the digital clock on the
ni ght st and.

MONTY
|"ve got an hour left. Listen—

Naturelle waits as Monty stares down at the bed.

' ( CONTI NUED)
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@ MONTY (GONT' D

| was wong. About you, about —

She runs her hand through his hair.

NATURELLE
4 It doesn't matter right now
MONTY
It matters to ne.
, (beat)
: | don't want you to hate ne.
NATURELLE
How could | ever hate you?
MONTY _ _
Jesus, Nat, | blewit. | really blewit.
He stands. '
_ NATURELLE
Stay with ne, baby. W have anot her hour.
I MONTY _
There's one last thing | gotta do.

Naturel l e doesn't |ike the sound of this remark. She | eans
forward and takes his wist.

NATURELLE
Hey. Don't go anywhere. Stay here with
me.

Just one last thing.

Id-le ki sses her again, a last fierce kiss,-and heads for the .
oor .

I NT. MONTY' S LI VI NG ROQM

Monty grabs the | eash off the back of the apartnent door and
clips it to Doyle's collar.

MONTY ' ,
Let me take one nore wal k with Doyl e.

S attery and Jakob nod. Both are exhausted.
" EXT. EAST END AVENUE ~ LATER
The snow has finally stopped falling.

( CONTI NUED)
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The parked cars lining the avenue | ook |ike scoops of vanilla
ice cream glistening belowthe streetlights. The awni ngs of
the buildings, fringed with icicles, creak beneath the wei ght

of the snow

Doyl e, off his |eash, charges down the m ddl e of the avenue,
carving a trail through the foot-deep powder, a drop of ink
rol1ing down a bl ank page.

Monty follows behind, twirling circles with the | eash.
SIatterK and Jakob bring up the rear, slogging through the
e weary soldiers.

The only vehicle on the road is a snowplowhalf a mle
south, its yellowlights flashing.

EXT. CARL SCHURZ PARK

They cross into the park, past the fenced-in gingko trees,
clinbing the stairs that lead to the espl anade.

Doyl e spies a squirrel and chases after it, but the squirrel
is quicker, makes it to a red mapl e and scranbl es up the

trunk to safety.

Doyl e squats at the foot of the tree, staring sadly up
t hrough the branches.

EXT. EAST R VER ESPLANADE

Across the river is Queens, and Queens before sunrise is
beautiful: red antennae |ights winking to warn pilots; the
Pepsi sign glowing in neon script over the bottling plant;
white clouds rising fromthe snokestacks |ike genies.

Behi nd Queens the-sky is beginning to brighten. -

Jakob brushes snow off the iron bal ustrade, |eans against it
and stares into the river. Astring of yellow:lights quivers
beneath the waters, reflections fromthe Queensboro Bri dge.

A red tugboat chugs south.

MONTY
It woul d be good to work a tugboat. Be

out on the river all day.

He turns to face Jakob.
MONTY  (OONT' D)
So what do you think? You ready for M.
Doyl e?

( CONTI NUED)
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Jakob | ooks at Doyle, who is rolling on his back in the snow,
kicking his feet 1n the air like a puppy.

JAKCB
He |i kes the snow

Monty whistles for Doyle and the dog junps to his feet and
runs over, wagging the stunp of his tail, his nmuzzle dusted

with snow

MONTY
| need a favor, Frank.

SLATTERY -
Anyt hi ng.

Monty refastens the | eash onto the dog's collar and ties the
cord around a baluster, knotting it tw ce, checking to make

sure it's secure.

' m not %0|ng in there like this. The

mnute they get a look at ne, |'mgone.
Monty straightens up and |ooks directly into Slattery's eyes.
MONTY (QONT' D)
Make ne ugly.

Slattery | ooks dunbfounded. He turns to glance at Jakob, who
is equal ly confused.

Monty clears the snow off the nearest bench, unbuttons his
camel ' s halr coat, and Iays It domn

h()JPY (CI)H‘[»
You just said you d do anything. So this
I's what | need.. .

SLATTERY
can't do that. Wiat are you th|nk|ng I
?|ve you a bl ack eye and ﬁeople won' t
uck with you? It won't change anyt hi ng.

- -

Monty steps cl oser.

MONTY
You think | deserve it, don't you?

Slattery holds his hands up and backs away.

SLATTERY
| can't hit you

( CONTI NUED)
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MONTY
| think you can. | think you want to, a
little bit. 1 think you ve wanted to for
years.

SLATTERY

['mnot doing it.

Monty steps closer again.

MONTY
You want to. Cone on, Frank, you're
afrai d?
_ SLATTERY
LI sten—
MONTY
Wiat are you afraid of, Frank? That |'Il
hit back? You're afraid I'll hit back?

That woul d be enbarrassing, huh, big
t ough guy i ke you getting his ass
ki cked?
JAKOB
cepee gM, this is crazy.

Monty points at Jakob

MONTY _
Who the fuck is talking to you?

~ SLATTERY _
Forget it. Cone on, forget all this.
Let's get sone breakfast.

. e e Y i

This works .out pretty-well for you,
doesn't it? You re gonna take good care
of Naturelle while I'm gone?

SLATTERY
What ?

MONTY
You think I don't see you staring at her
all the tine? You' ve wanted to fuck her

for years.

He shoves Sl attery hard. Slattery's eyes narrow for a nonent,
but he shakes his head.

( CONTI NUED)
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SLATTERY
Al'l right. Al right.

He turns stiffly and wal ks away.

' JAKOB
' Cone on. Conme on, Monty, what are you
doi ng? Tell himyou're Kkidding.

Monty pivots and punches Jakob hard on the cheek, the crack
of gl oved knuckle on bone echoing on the enpty espl anade.

Jakob falls back against the balustrade, clutching his face.

JAKOB (CONT' D)
Mont yl

Monty steps closer and punches Jakob again, this tine in the
gut, and Jakob sinks to his knees, gasping. He covers his
face with his hands, to protect hinself.

Slattery tackles Mnty, pinning himto the ground.

For a noment everything is still. Doyle, |eashed to the
bal uster, whines, unsure if his master is playing or

fighting.

Jakob, stunned by the violence, -watches. Slattery stares at
Monty and Monty stares back. Al :of themin the snow, their
breath coiling and rising into the sky.

Finally Slattery | ooks away, |ooks past the East River, past
Queens. He clenches his eyes shut. When.he opens them we see

the first tears formng.

himin the face with his right, again and again and again.

tbyle how's. He tries toljUhp on Slattery but the Ieash'keeps

yanki ng hi mback. He strains forward, fangs bared, but his
master is three feet too far.

Jakob touches his cheek and exam nes his fingers: no bl ood.

Doyl e, barking ﬁadly, keeps junping for Slattery, keeps being
yanked back by the | eash.

Jakob grabs hold of the balustrade and pulls hinmself to his
feet.

JAKOB (CONT' D)
Frank... Frank!

( CONTI NUED)
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The bl ood puddl es by Mnty's head, nelting through the snow
and steaming in the air. Slattery, lost in his anger, his
frustration, continues sw nging.

Jakob stunbles over to Slattery and pushes him

JAKOB (CONT' D)
St op!

Slattery | ooks up, his face wet with tears, a webbing of
saliva between his I|ips.

JAKOB (CONT' D)
Okay. Enough.

Jakob grabs the big man under the arnpits and hel ps himrise.
Slattery | ooks down at Monty, who is not noving.

SLATTERY
Oh Jesus.

Jakob crouches and turns Monty onto his stomach. Mnty
coughs, a thick ribbon of blood falling fromhis nouth.

Jakob scoops up a handful of snow and begi ns gently pressing
it to Monty's brutalized face.

Doyl e continues to bark, the collar digging into his throat
as he struggles to reach his nmaster

Slattery wat ches, speechless, his bloodied hands by his side.

Finally Monty shakes his head clear of the snow and begins
craw ing forward.

Hold still for a mnute.-Hold still.

Wien Monty tries to stand his |egs collapse beneath him
Jakob waps his arnms around himbefore he falls and | owers

himto the snow

JAKOCB ( CONT' D)
Don't try to nove yet.

Monty pushes hinself off the ground again and this tine
manages to keep his bal ance, though he sways |ike a drunk.

MONTY

(slurring)
It's okay. '

<CONTI NUED)
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Bl ood | eaks fromhis nose, fromhis nmouth, froma deep gash
bi secting one eyebrow. The entire left side of his face is
bright red, already swelling.

Slattery | ooks at himand noans, sits down heavily in the
snow, his chin tucked against his chest, his right hand,
slick with bl ood, covering his face.

SLATTERY
Oh Jesus.
JAKCB
Hospital .. We need to take you to the
hospi t al
MONTY
No.

He staggers toward them Doyle is mewling now, stonping his
paws, confused. Mnty bends down unsteadily and scratches

behi nd the dog's ear.

MONTY ( CONT' D)
(to Doyl e)
Be a good boy.

He wal ks over to Slattery, who sits in the snow, sobbing.
Monty | eans over and kisses his forehead.

MONTY (CONT' D)
I'm sorry.

Slattery rocks back and forth, hands over his face, his
forehead marked wi th bl ood.

Monty turns to Jakob and touches his shoul der.

MONTY ( CONT' D)
l"'msorry, Jake.

Jakob is stunned by what's happened in the |ast few m nutes.
He has no idea what to say.

JAKOB
Okay.

MONTY
Take care of ny dog.

He grabs his coat fromthe park bench and wal ks away from
t hem
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@ EXT. MONTY' S BU LDI NG — DA ('j

Naturelle, in her down parka, sits on the stoop steps. She
sees himwhen he's a block away, and we see himfromthat
di stance, |inping through the snow

Naturell e stands and breathes in deeply. She starts wal ki ng
toward hi mbut stops after a few steps. She can see his face

NOW.

Hs eyes are so badly swollen that he doesn't notice her
until he's alnost upon her. Wien he does see her he sml es,
and Naturelle has to | ook away for a nonent.

He tries to sa sonethin%)but chokes, |eans over, hands on
his knees, and spits up bl ood.

Naturel l e takes himby the hand and | eads himup the steps.
| NT. MONTY' S LIVI NG ROOM

He sits on the sofa while Naturelle dabs at his face with a
wet washcl oth. A bow of soapy water sits beside her on the
cof fee tabl e.

(f? Wien she wrings the washcloth above the bow , drops of bl ood e |
fall into the water and bl oom W
MONTY

| don't want you to visit.

- Hs voice is rough and slurred, his split |lip inpeding his
- _ diction.

She opens a bottle of rubbing al cohol, wets a cotton ball,
presses.the cottpn lightly against the gash in his forehead. ... . -

He shudders, his fingers grippi.ng the edges of the sofa
"~ cushi ons. ' '

MONTY (QONT' D)
| don't want you to see ne up there.

Naturel l e struggles mghtily to keep herself together. She
continues cl eaning his wounds.

MONTY (QONT' D)
Wiy' d you stay with ne?
(beat) .
You shoul d have left a long tinme ago.

( CONTI NUED)
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- NATURELLE
(shaki ng her head)
You i di ot.

A knock on the door. Naturelle goes to answer it. V& hear
voi ces that sound very distant. Mnty peers through his
swol I en eyelids at the man wal king toward him

CUr TO

- MONTY' S POV

The blurred figure of a man stands before him The roomis
sunlight and shadows, all edges washed away;

The man's face is a pale oval that bends and splits when he
speaks. :

MR BROGAN
Who did this to you?

CUT TO

Monty sitting on the sofa, staring up at his father.

_ MR BROGAN (QONT' D)
Who did this to you, Mnty?

_ MONTY
Wat tine’is it?
VR BROGAN

I'?]bringing you to the hospital. W can
tell--

I f— T W e n  amem me—

:
No. | need to go.
He pushes hinsel f upright. Naturelle comes in fromthe
gitcEen and hands hima glass of water. He takes it and
rinks. :

NATURELLE
You have to go to the hospital, baby.

MONTY
No.

Monty goes to his bedroom
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I NT. MONTY' S BEDROCOM — CONTI NUQUS

C:} He pulls an already packed suitcase frombeneath the bed. He
~" grabs the string of silver rosary beads fromthe bedside

tabl e.
He stares at the unnade bed for a few seconds before |eaving..

I NT. MONTY'S LI'VI NG ROOM — CONTI NUQUS
He sets his suitcase by the front door.

MONTY
"Il say goodbye here.

He approaches his father but M. Brogan shakes hi s head.

MR. BROGAN
How you pl anning on getting to the Port
Aut hority?

MONTY

Subway.

' MR BROGAN |
You won't make it. Trains are barely
runnlnP right now ['Il drive you to

E:j Qisville. .

(beat) _
Jesus, |ook what they did to you.

MONTY
['Il take a taxi.

NATURELLE .
You won't be able to get one. Let him
take you to the hospital.

AR M —— L L

—— m— ——

MR, BROGAN _
You don't trust ny driving? | got chains
on the tires and everyt hi ng.

MONTY
| don't want it like this. Let nme wal k
away, Dad.” It's easier that way.

MR BROGAN
What' s easy about it? Easier? Cod, you
don't understand, do you? You don't have
any i dea.

He touches Monty's shoul der.

( OONTI NUED)
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MR. BROGAN (QONT' D)
Let ne drive you there. | need to see
where it is anyway, for visits. Okay,
buddy? Help me out. :

Monty blinks and then nods.

MONTY
No hospitals.

M . Brogan kisses Naturelle on the cheek and she enbraces the
ol der man. Wen she lets go he walks to the front door, picks
up the suitcase, and | eaves the apartnent.

Monty stands still, |ooking at Naturelle.

NATURELLE
Wait a second.

She goes to the kitchen and Monty rocks back and forth on his
boot heel s. Wen she returns she holds a plastic bag filled

with ice cubes.

She makes himhold the bag against the side of his face. They
don't nove for a nonent, her hand on top of his hand, the bag

of ice pressed to his jaw

MONTY
| want you to be happy.

She nods but says nothing, biting her lip, tears beginning to
roll down her face. .

MONTY ( CONT' D)
WIIl.-you d© that for me? e -
She nods agai n.
MONTY ( CONT' D)
Okay?

She grabs himand holds himvery hard, clutching him sobbing
into his neck.

MONTY ( CONT' D)
I'"'m sorry for everything.

NATURELLE
No. . .

MONTY
For everything.

(CONTINUED)
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He ki sses her again and rel eases her, walks out.the apartnent.
door and closes it behind him

| NT. HALLWAY .
Monty unknots the plastic bag and dunps the ice down the
stairwell. The cubes glitter and di sappear before clattering

on the linoleumthree fl oors bel ow

EXT. MONTY'S BU LD NG

M. Brogan's car is doubl e-parked. The roof of the old Honda
is crowned with snow but the windshield and rear w ndow have

been swept cl ean.

I NT. MR BROGAN S HONDA

M. Brogan opens the passenger door and Monty eases carefully
into the seat, then leans over to unlock the driver's door.

After M. Brogan starts the engine, they wait for a nonent
for the wi ndows to defrost.

MR BROGAN
FDRis closed. | figured we'd go up
First, take the Triborough, catch 87 uE
to Route 17, and then 211 takes us rignt
into Gisville. Easy drive, except for
t he snow.

Monty says nothing, and M. Brogan studies his savaged face.

MR BROGAN (QGONT' D

Jesus, |ook what they did to you. 1'll
tell you what, Mnty, you're gonna be
okay. It looks bad now, | knowit, but
when all the swelling goes down it's

s - gonna be okayr ..~ ~____eeee.  amms

(beat) .

They sure gave 'you a |icking, though. How
many were there?

-0 89— ""T—/— =7

MONTY

| don't know, Dad. A bunch of them
MR, BROGAN

Well, give it anonth and you'll be

better |ooking than ever.

Afire truck rolls slowy past, chains on its nmassive tires.
Monty and his father sit in silence, letting the engine warm

( CONTI NUED)
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MONTY
You were right, Dad. It wasn't Naturelle.

M. Brogan shifts into drive.

- MR BROGAN
O course it V\asn't Nat ur el | e.

EXT. EAST R VER ESPLANADE — DAWN

Slattery sits on a park bench overlooking the river. It's the
sane bench Monty sat on the day before. Slattery is alone on

t he snow covered espl anade.

Hs knuckles are covered with dried blood. Hs forehead is
nmar ked wi t h bl ood.

He wat ches the sun rise over Queens.
EXT. EAST END AVENUE — DAWN
Jakob and Doyl e wal k south along the western edge of Carl

Schurz Park. A SKIER an attractive young worman in her m d-
twenties, schusses toward themon cross-country skis.

She smles at Jakob as she passes.

K ER
Cool dog.
JAKCB
Thanks.
He turns and watches her glide down the hill toward 86th
Street. He | ooks down: -at Doyl e. Doyl e | ooks-iap- at ~nfff.- ™ -
JAKCB (QONT D
- Cool -dog. . ™ S

JakoE shakes his head and smles, and they continue wal ki ng
sout h.

INT. MR BROGAN S HONDA —MORN NG

They drive up First Avenue. Mnty | ooks out the w ndow and
wat ches the city roll by. It's his last look for a long tine,

and he wants to renenber everyt hing.
A WOVAN wearing a man's overcoat sprinkles salt in front of a

shuttered butcher shop. Two YOUNNG BOYS drag their sleds
behind them huffing and puffing wth exaggerated fatigue.
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A NEWSPAPER VENDCR sits on a blue mlk crate, sipping coffee
froma paEer cup, while his CURLY-HAI RED SON snaps icicles
fromthe kiosk's eaves.

A PQLI CE OFFI CER, hands on his hips, stares under the opened
hood of his cruiser, while his PARTNER | eans agai nst the
driver's-side door and laughs into his wal ki e-tal kie.

At ared light, Mnty looks up at the city bus idling noisily
al ongsi de them A LITTLE BOY in the backseat waves. Monty

waves back.

The boy points at his window |etters have been finger-drawn
on the frosted glass. T-OM

Monty smles as well as he can and draws his own nanme on his
own frosted wi ndow. MO N

Before he can cross the T the bus pul |l s away.

They drive north.
MONTY

| always thought 1'd nake you proud of
me. : e
M. Brogan turns to look at Monty and then turns back to the d

r oad.

. MONTY (GONT' D) _
| pictured it, you know? | pictured you
sitting at the bar with all your friends,
poker night, and you' d say, "Did | tell
¥qu what ny bog' S been up to?" And your
riends woul d be |ike, "Goddamit,

. _ Brogan,, all you ever talk about-is your. .. .. . e e e pe
boy. "
Gve ne the word and I'll take a |eft _ i
turn. E
Left turn to where?

MR BROGAN .

Wier ever you want. Take the GANBridge and
go west.

Monty stares at his father.

( CONTI NUED)
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MR BROGAN (QGONT' D
Get you stitched up sonewhere and keep
going. Find a nice little town—

MONTY
Dad.

MR BROGAN _ :
I"'msaying if you want. |f that's what
you want, I'Il doit.

Monty closes his eyes. W hear the tire chains rattling on
the snow. W hear the old engi ne wheezi ng.

CLCSE on Monty's ravaged face, on his eyelids.
M. Brogen keeps tal king and New York Gty nelts away.

MR BROGAN (COM' D)
VW' || drive and keep driving.

QJr TO

EXT. | NTERSTATE H G-WAY — DAY

As M. Brogan speaks, we watch the car driving west. The
voi ce-over tracks with the I mages on the screen.

MR BROGAN (V.Q)
Head out to the m ddl e of nowhere.

QJr TO

—_—rrrrr. -

The car speeds along a desert hlghmay now, past the pi t chf ork
cacti and towering nesas.

’ . oUr TO

EXT. MAIN STREET — DAY

The car drives slowy -down the nain street-of a one stoplight
t own.

MR BROGAN (V.Q)
Find anicelittle town.

- QUT TO
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M . Brdgah parks in fronf of a small bar with an old;
fashioned BAR sign in front. M. Brogan and Monty (his face
unmarred) step out of the car.

QJrT TO
| NT. TOM BAR -- DAY
M .- Brogan and Monty are sitting at a corner table. M.
grpgﬁn rai ses his glass of whiskey to Monty and both nen
rink.

MR. BROGAN (V.Q)

Find a bar, and I'll buy us drinks. |
haven't had a drink in nineteen years,
Fut ['l] have one.with you. And then [|'I|
eave.

CUT TGO

Monty stands at the wi ndow of the bar, watching M. Brogan
drive away.

MR BROGAN (V.Q) (QONT' D
"Il tell you don't ever wite ne, don't

ever cone visit. 1'lIl tell you | believe
in God's Kingdomand | believe I'll be
with you again, and your nother. But not
inthis lifetine.

Monty approaches the BARTENDER a powerful ly-built ol der man
(62}. Monty speaks and the bartender |istens carefully, but
we don't hear the dial ogue.

MR BROGAN (V.Q) (QONT' D
You get a job sonewhere, a job that pays... ... .
cash, a boss who doesn't ask questi ons,
~and you nake a new |life, and you. never
‘coimeback:® . - s

CUr TG

| I NT. TOM BAR — N GHT

Monty works behind the bar on a crowded night. The bar
PATRONS, a blue-collar rural crowd, are rowdy drinkers, but
Monty works efficiently, quickly filling their orders.

CUT TO




I NT. HEAD SHOP —N GHT

Monty, in the backroomof .a seedy head shop, sits for a
photograph in front of a black drop.

_ MR BROGAN (V.Q)
You find the right people and you get
yoursel f papers, a driver's |icense.

EXT. TOM BAR — DAY

Monty sits on the steps in back of the bar,
the gravel lot toward the distant nountains.

MR BROGAN (V.Q)
And then you wait. People get caught when
t hey conme hone. But you' re never com ng

horme.

EXT. BUS STATI ON — DAY

Mnty, a fewyears older, waits as a G eyhound bus pulls into
the station.

| ooki ng out past

MR BROGAN (V.Q)
And maybe—and this is danger ous—but
maybe after a couple years you send word

to Naturelle.

Naturell e steps off the G eyhound bus. She sees Monty. They
stare at each other, twenty feet apart.

Finally he goes to her, threading through the other
travellers, the other waiting famlies. He takes her in his
ar Is. g LoRER R

I NT. APARTMENT — N GHT -

In the cranped apart ment above the bar where Monty wor ks,
Monty and Naturelle sit together, on a sofa, watching a snall

television. Naturelle is pregnant.
The ball is about to drop in Tinmes Square.

MR BROGAN (V.Q)
You forget about New York. You can't cone
back. You can't call, you can't wite.

I NT. SVALL HOUSE — N GHT

Monty, much ol der now, stands in front of his famly, his
grown CH LDREN and the little GRANDCH LDREN. Naturell e,
equal |y aged, sits with one of the little girls on her |ap.
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MR BROGAN (V.Q)
And maybe one day, years fromnow, |ong
after I'mdead and gone, you gather your
whol e famly together and you tell them
}he truth. Who you are and where you cane
rom

As Monty speaks his children exchange gl ances. They can't
really believe what they're hearing, but they know their
father is telling the truth.

MR BROGAN (V.Q) (QONT'D
You tell themthe whole thing. And then
you ask themif they know how | ucky they
are to be there.

I\/bnt?/_ | ooks at his famly. He is awed by their existence, by
the [ife he has created. He |ooks at Naturelle, still
beautiful in old age, and she smles back at him

QLD MONTY _
It all cane so close to never happening.

INT. MR BROGAN S HONDA — MCRNI NG

The sun shines through the wi ndshield. Mnty sleeps, his
battered head resting agai nst the w ndow bel ow his frost-
spelt name: MO NT-Y.

QLD MONTY (V. Q)
This life cane so close to never
happeni ng.

———— - e




