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1. lst Rev. 2/10/93 (Blue)

INT A CORRIDOR NIGHT al

Everything is crazy -- faces and bits of ceiling and white
fluorescent tubes streaking by overhead. The sounds we hear,
too, are chaotic -- metal CLANKING against metal, SHOUTS of
confusion, wheels SQUEAKING. Over the noise, there is a voice,
tired and weak.

CARLITO (vV.o0.)
Somebody's pullin' me, close to the
ground. I can sense, but I can't
see. I ain't panicked. I been here
before. Same as when I got popped
on 104th Street.

A FACE leans into the screen, a MED-TECH's face, staring down
at us with grave concern as we move, fast, through this crowded
place.

CARLITO (Vv.0.)
Don't take me to no hospital.
Fuckin' emergency rooms don't save
nobody. Sumbitches always pop you at
midnight when all they got is a
Chinese intern with a dull spoon.

CARLITO BRIGANTE, mid-forties, Puerto Rican-American, lies on
his back on a gurney, drifting on the edge of consciousness as
he's hustled down this very long corridor, wherever it is.
Carlito's whole body lurches suddenly as the gurney jerks to a
stop, the wheels stuck in a deep metal groove in the floor.

The MED-TECHS SHOUT at each other, working to get the gurney up
and moving again.

CARLITO (v.o.)

Look at these suckers scramblin'
around. What for? My Puerto Rican
ass ain't supposed to have made it
this far. Most of my crew got washed
a long time ago.

As they work, Carlito's head lolls off to the side weakly.
He's staring at a mural, painted along one wall. It's a beach
scene, deserted, idyllic, nothing but waves and sand and palm
trees. A legend over it seems incongruous:

NEW YORK, 1975

Carlito's VOICE continues as the mural seems to come alive ever
so slightly, the palm tree swaying just a tiny bit, the water
shimmering and lapping.

CARLITO (V.0.)
Don't worry. My heart, it don't ever
quit. I ain't ready to check out.
(MORE)

(X)
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2 CONTINUED: 2

CARLITO (cont’d)
I stand before you a new man,
completely rehabilitated. Uh, I’‘d
like to thank Mr. Norwalk here --

He gestures to the prosecutor.

CARLITO
-- for makin’ the tapes in an illegal
fashion. 1I’d like to thank the Court
of Appeals for reversin’ you, your
honor, and I’d like to thank almighty
God, without who no case gets tossed.

FEINSTEIN
(tired)
I can’t believe this.

CARLITO
Oh, and of course my lawyer and good
friend David Kleinfeld, who never
gave up on ne.

FEINSTEIN
Mr. Brigante, you’re not accepting an
award.
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2 CONTINUED: 3 2

He sighs and turns to the file in front of him, Carlito’s
paperwork.

FEINSTEIN (cont’d)

The Court of Appeals’ decision --
(pointedly, to Norwalk)

-- and the District Attorney’s
unfortunate investigative
techniques -- now devolve upon me the
painful duty of unleashing upon
society a reputed assassin and
convicted purveyor of narcotics --

CARLITO
Never convicted on no dope!
KLEINFELD
(muttering, to Carlito)
Shut up, for Christ’s sake. (X)
CARLITO
Well, what’s the point of a reversal
if -—-
FEINSTEIN
(finally exploding)
SHUT UP!
KLEINFELD

Once again, your honor, thank you for
your patience and forbearance --

FEINSTEIN
The indictment is dismissed and the (X)
prisoner is discharged. Call the
next fucking case.

He BANGS the gavel in disgust. Kleinfeld packs up quickly and
heads for the door.

KLEINFELD
Come on, Carlito.

Carlito’s right behind him, but as he passes Norwalk’s table,
he stops and holds out his hand to the Prosecutor, to shake.

CARLITO
No hard feelings, right?

Norwalk doesn’t shake, just continues to pack up his papers,
staring at Carlito long and hard.

NORWALK
I’11 be seeing you, Brigante.
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CONTINUED: 4 2

There is an awkward moment while Norwalk holds his gaze on
Carlito, but Kleinfeld ends it by grabbing Carlito’s arm and
hustling him out of the courtroom.

As they leave, Carlito looks back, over his shoulder. Norwalk
is still staring at him, and does so until he is out the door
of the courtroom.

INT CORRIDOR DAY 3
CARLITO and KLEINFELD hustle out of the courtroom and down the

corridor, flanked by Kleinfeld’s ASSISTANTS. They walk fast,
Kleinfeld in a hurry, Carlito giddy with freedom.

KLEINFELD
Jesus, that’s some line of shit you
handed him.

CARLITO
It was no line, Dave. I meant what
I said.

They pass a couple of uniformed COPS who are waiting in the
hallway and Carlito practically SHOUTS to them.

CARLITO (cont’d)
FREE AT LAST! FREE AT LAST! THANK
GOD ALMIGHTY, I'M --

Carlito turns abruptly to Kleinfeld, grabs his face, and kisses
him loudly on the cheek. The Cops just stare at Kleinfeld,
unarused. Kleinfeld smiles awkwardly at them and drags Carlito
off down the corridor.

KLEINFELD
The hell’s the matter with you? I
work here.

Carlito throws his head back and WHOOPS with joy as they head
off down the hall.

KLEINFELD (cont’d)
Save your energy. Wait’ll you see
what I got set up for tonight.

CUT TO:
INT BRAZILIAN CLUB NIGHT 4
A SINGER SCREAMS on stage as a Brazilian band strikes up a hot
samba. This place is full of 1life, lots of foliage, horns, and
energy. Everyone is dancing, drunk wild.
CARLITO and KLEINFELD are on the dance floor, looking sharp as

hell. CcCarlito has changed, he’s in a suit just as expensive as
Kleinfeld’s They’re dancing with two WOMEN, very hot.

(X)

(X)
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CONTINUED:

Carlito dances freely, but Kleinfeld’s style is more
buttoned-down.

KLEINFELD
(shouting over the music)
So what’re you gonna do for money?
Hook up with Rolando again?

CARLITO
Nah, man, I ain’t goin’ back to the
street. Twenty-five years I worked
it and I end up with shit. I got
nothin’ to show for it.

FIRST WOMAN
(to Carlito)
Are you dancing with him or with me?

Carlito turns back to her and they dance together, close. But
after a moment Kleinfeld is back, next to him.

KLEINFELD
What do you mean, you’re not going
back to the street? What else do you
know how to do?

CARLITO
I got some plans.

KLEINFELD
What kind of plans?

CARLITO
(shrugs)
Just plans, that’s all.

The First Woman stops dancing, puts her hands on her hips, and
stares at cCarlito.

FIRST WOMAN -+
'Cause if you wanna dance with him,
you can dance with him.

Carlito, not missing a beat, sambas with his lawyer.
INT CLUB LATER 5
Later, and now CARLITO and KLEINFELD are at a table that is
covered with empties. They are noticeably drunker. The WOMEN
are out on the dance floor, dancing with each other.

CARLITO

Look at you, man. You really made
somethin’ of your 1life.
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5 CONTINUED:

KLEINFELD
You put me in business, baby. All my
first clients -- every one was
through you.

CARLITO
I’'m proud of you. I am. I always
knew you had what it takes.

KLEINFELD
Come on, don’t bullshit a
bullshitter. If Marty Cohen’s
hemorrhoids hadn’t collapsed you
never would have let me near that
first case.

CARLITO
Yeah, as it was, I had to do most of
the work.

KLEINFELD

Fuck you! I pulled a rabbit outta
the hat on that one too and you know
izl

The Women, who are at the edge of the dance floor, gesture and
SHOUT for them to come out and dance. Kleinfeld and Carlito
look at them for a moment, admiringly, then Kleinfeld turns
back to Carlito.

KLEINFELD (cont’d)
Hey, maybe I’ve got something for
you. You remember Saso? Fat guy,
used to manage that Argentine
restaurant on Madison.

CARLITO
Yeah?

The Women give up and head back out onto the dance floor.

KLEINFELD
He bought the lease on this bankrupt
disco. Beautiful place. I got a few

guys together and we backed him. I
put fifty grand in it. The problem
is this schmuck Saso knows jack shit
about running a club. He says he
needs another twenty-five or he’s
gonna lose the lease. I mean, I like
the place, I go there sometimes. The
money’s no big deal, I‘d put it in if
I knew there was somebody who could
run it.

(X)
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5 CONTINUED: 2

CARLITO
Hey, I owned a coupla joints, but I
never really ran ‘em —-—

KLEINFELD
What’s the big deal? Just step in
there. You know, straighten things
out, take a salary, a chunk of the
profits --
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5 CONTINUED: 2 5

CARLITO
No. You done too much for me
already, Dave. My appeal musta cost
you fifty grand in time alone.

KLEINFELD
Call it a favor. BRetween friends.

CARLITO
No. I owe you. No favors. A
favor’1l kill you faster’n a bullet.

6 INT CLUB LATER 6

Several hours later, the crowd is thinning out, and KLEINFELD
and CARLITO have moved over to the bar. They’re really plowed
now, their jackets off, their ties undone, and they’re knocking
back another shot. The WOMEN sit on either side of them,
ignored, bored out of their skulls.

CARLITO
You saved my life, Dave. I was up
for thirty years, you know what that
is? I was buried, dead and buried,
and you dug me up. I don’t know what
to say.

KLEINFELD
Say you love me.

CARLITO
Love you? If you were a broad, I’d
marry you.

FIRST WOMAN
(mumbling)
I bet you would.

The Second Woman LAUGHS.
KLEINFELD
(oblivious, to Carlito)
Come on, what’/re these plans of
yours? What’s the big God damn
secret?

Carlito shifts in his seat, uncomfortable. He looks at the
Women, who are getting up.

FIRST WOMAN
We’re going to the little girls’
room.

As they leave, Carlito seems more at ease, but he still speaks
quietly, like it’s a secret.
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CONTINUED:
CARLITO

You remember Clyde Bassey?

out about two years ago.

He got

He’s down

in the Bahamas, Paradise Island, angd
he’s got this car rental place. We
used to talk about it all the time in
the can, then when he got out, he

went down and set it up.

Doin’ real

well, too. I got a letter from him a
couple months ago. He said I could
buy in any time I got seventy-five

grand together.

Kleinfeld doesn’t say anything, just stares at Carlito.

Finally, he bursts into laughter.

KLEINFELD
You’re gonna rent cars?

CARLITO
Yeah.

KLEINFELD
You, Carlito?

CARLITO

Yeah.

He laughs harder.

CARLITO (cont’d)
(catching the laughter)
What? I’m serious. I know a lot
about cars. 1 started stealin’ ’‘em

when I was fourteen.

Kleinfeld finds this even funnier.

CARLITO (cont’d)

Besides, car rental guys,
get killed that much.

KLEINFELD

they don’tT

Where are you gonna get the

seventy-five?

CARLITO

You never know. Could be some rich
relative dies and leaves it to me.

Kleinfeld bursts into laughter again.
toasting Carlito.

He lifts his drink,

(X)

(X)
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CONTINUED: 2 6

KLEINFELD
Here’s to you, Carlito. You got it
all figured out.

CUT TO:

OMITTED 7

EXT SPANISH HARLEM DAY 8

PEOPLE swarm over the streets in Spanish Harlem, around 111th
Street and Fifth Avenue. It’s a block party, but the weather
didn’t cooperate -- it’s gray, dark, it either rained or is
about to. PEOPLE crowd fire escapes and windows or stand
around garbage cans filled with ice and beer.

CARLITO (v.o.)
So here’s me back on the street.
Third Sunday in August -- old timer’s
day in the Barrio, and I don’t
recognize nobody. Mi barrio ya no
existe. Nothin’ left. Like them old
cowboy movies, only instead of
tumbleweed and cow dung we got
stripped car wrecks and dog shit.

CARLITO walks through it all, PEOPLE greeting him. GUAJIRO, a
younger Puerto Rican, eighteen or nineteen years old, walks
with him, grinning, clearly enjoying being seen with Carlito.
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CONTINUED: 2 8

CARLITO (v.o0.)
These young guys, I don’t even
recognize ‘em. Mi barrio ya no
existe.

They come across a stickball game. MEN play hard, bandanas
wrapped around their heads Apache-style and pant legs rolled
up. A GUY hits a double and rips his pants sliding on a sewer
cap.

The Guy gets up and sees Carlito.

GUY
Carlito! Yeesus, Carlito!

Carlito turns and looks at the guy. PACHANGA is a short,
volatile Puerto Rican in his thirties, very much of the street.
He leaves second base without a second thought.

SECOND BASEMAN
Hey! Where you goin’?!

PACHANGA
I711 be back later!

ANOTHER GUY
You on base, man!

Pachanga hurries up to Carlito excitedly. A nasty argument
ensues at second base, which he ignores.

CARLITO
Pachanga!

PACHANGA
Si! I cdon believe it!

They embrace, hard.

PACHANGA (cont’d)
When you get out, man?

CARLITO
Couple days ago.

They walk off, through the crowd, leaving the argument over the
game behind. Guajiro follows. A couple KIDS, late teens,
notice Carlito and fall in next to Guajiro.

KID
Hey, who is that?

GUAJIRO
That’s Carlito, man. Carlito
Brigante. He’s my cousin.

(X)
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CONTINUED: 3 8

The Kids fall in behind as well; Carlito develops a little
entourage as he moves through the crowd. At the front,
Pachanga has his arm securely around Carlito’s shoulders.

PACHANGA
(gesturing around)
So what you think of the old (X)
neighborhood?

CARLITO
Lotta new faces. Hard times out
here.

PACHANGA
Three times. State-time, fed-time,
and  ——

CARLITO & PACHANGA
—— dead-time.

PACHANGA
You got dat right. Death Valley out (X)
here. You know me, I take to the
street with any mother fucker, but
these new kids got no respect for
human life. Shotgun you just to see
you go up in the air. You better off
in jail. I don’t even go up to black
Harlem no more. They crazy up there.

Carlito looks around and shakes his head.

PACHANGA (cont’d)
You remember Victor? Got shotgunned (X)
right by the school. Patrick Fuckin’ -
Henry Junior High. Y Marcos? Found
him in the trunk of his car outside
the Burger King. Y Lalin, you know
Lalin, he’s doiln’ thirty years up in
fuckin’ Attica, man.

Pachanga sees somebody across the crowd and YELLS.

PACHANGA (cont’d)
Eh, Walberto! You gotta see this! (X)
Look who’s here!

Another guy comes up, WALBERTO YEAMPIERRE, also in his late
thirties, ridiculously overdressed, jewelry dripping from every
conceivable appendage. A BODYGUARD hovers behind him.

Walberto screams "money" and Carlito notices.

. WALBERTO
Eh, Carlito!

He hugs Carlito, but with less real affection than Pachanga.
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CONTINUED: 4 8

WALBERTO (cont’d)
Been lookin’ all over for you!
Shoulda figured I‘’d find you walkin’
around up here, doin’ a memory lane.
Rolando wants to talk to you.

CARLITO
Rolando?

WALBERTO
Yeah! Come on, he’s just around the
corner.

He starts to drag Carlito away from Pachanga.

PACHANGA
Eh, Carlito, I gotta get back to the
game, I’m on base. You need (X)
somethin’, you call me, okay?
Bodyguard, anything, okay?

CARLITO
Okay, Pachanga.

Walberto pulls Carlito away, leaving Pachanga behind. Guajiro
starts to follow, but Carlito turns back to him.

CARLITO (cont’d)
(to Guajiro)
Wait here, okay?

GUAJIRO
Sure thing, Carlito.

Carlito follows Walberto. Walberto throws a look over his
shoulder to Guajiro, who lingers behind.

WALBERTO
Who’s that, new back-up man?

CARLITO
Nah, just my kid cousin Guajiro. I
gotta visit my aunt later.

AROUND THE CORNER, 9

they see ROLANDO RIVAS-BARCELO, mid-forties, a big Cuban in a
white suit, white hat, and black sunglasses. He sits in a
chair in front of a bodega, under an umbrella, BODYGUARDS on
all sides, watching the festival with detached amusement. He
sees Carlito coming and raises his arms halfway in greeting,
like the pope or something.

He stands as Carlito draws up to him and folds him in an
embrace. Carlito is the first to pull out. Rolando holds
Carlito’s face in his hands.
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CONTINUED: 9

ROLANDO
I said a prayer for you while you
were inside, Carlito. That harm
would come to him who harmed you.

CARLITO
Thanks.

ROLANDO
Sit down, sit down.

Rolando sits. One of his Bodyguards produces another chair and
Carlito sits next to him. Rolando signals for drinks.

ROLANDO (cont’d)
(to Carlito)
You’re well?

CARLITO
Well enough. You look like you’re
doin’ all right for yourself.

ROLANDO

Business 1s good.
CARLITO

Smack? (X)
ROLANDO

(shakes his head no)
The coca business, hermano. That’s
all there is now. Heroin is dead.
We made our bones in it, but times
have changed. There’s only cocaine. (X)

One of the Bodyguards comes out of the bodega with two drinks
and puts them on the table.

ROLANDO (cont’d)

(to Carlito)
After you got sent up, I went down to
Bogota, made a few connections, and
set up a route. Now we service
Baltimore, Detroit, Washington,
Philly -- but you know all this,
right?

CARLITO
No, I didn’t know.

Rolando takes off his sunglasses and stares at Carlito.
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CONTINUED: 2

ROLANDO
Carlito, let’s speak the truth
between us. You did five years,

never once spoke my name. I Xnow you
could have given me up, made things
easier for yourself, but you didn’t.
Muy bien. Good for you. But now
you’re out. You see I got rich while
you were gone. Maybe you think I owe

you.
CARLITO
I don’t want anything from you,
Rolando.
ROLANDO

Who are you working with?

CARLITO
Nobody. I’'m retired.

Rolando sits back and laughs at what he assumes is
Walberto joins in. Carlito does not.

ROLANDO
You’re serious?

CARLITO
Yeah, I’'m out, I quit.

Walberto steps forward.

WALBERTO
Come on. We’re supposed to believe
you’re quitting? You? Carlito

Brigante?

CARLITO
Hey man, believe what the fuck you
want.

WALBERTO

What is this? Carlito, you a player.
You heavy duty. Uptown, downtown,
very heavy duty. I seen you total a
Cadillac on a pillar on the West Side
Highway in the mornin’ and be drivin’
a new Lincoln down 96th Street by
nighttime.

Carlito shrugs and looks away. A moment goes by.
Walberto exchange a look.

ROLANDO
So Carlito Brigante got religion.

a joke.

Rolando and

(Goldenrod)

(X)
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CONTINUED: 3 9
CARLITO
Religion, yeah, I'm gonna study to be
a priest.
ROLANDO

Tell you what, Father. I'll make
your first charity contribution.

He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a thick wad of
hundreds. He counts out ten and tosses them on the table in
front of Carlito. Carlito eyes the money. Everyone else eyes
Carlito. This is clearly an insult, and they're waiting to see
what he'll do.

Carlito just looks at Rolando, straight in the eye. He stands,
leaving the money where it is.

CARLITO
Keep it.
(nods toward Walberto)
Buy him a new suit.

He turns and walks away, Guajiro falling in behind him.
Rolando and Walberto watch him go.

As Carlito and Guajiro blend into the crowd, Carlito looks back
over his shoulder. He sees Rolando throw his head back and
laugh at something Walberto says.

CUT TO:
INT CAR DAY 10 (X)

The sun has just gone down and it's dark already. CARLITO
rides, GUAJIRO drives an old Monte Carlo across town on 110th
Street.

CARLITO
So what you doin' these days?

GUAJIRO
Nothin' much. Still in school. Got
a job, though.

CARLITO
No kiddin'? Doin' what?

GUAJIRO
Just a little leg work for Pablo
Cabrales.

CARLITO

Pablo Cabrales? 2Ah, don't get
involved with that shit.
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10 CONTINUED: 10

GUAJIRO
Hey, I ain’t makin’ a career out of
it. I’m a delivery boy, that’s all.
Check this out.

He opens his jacket, showing Carlito a thick envelope stuffed
in the inside pocket.

GUAJIRO (cont’ad)
(proud, like a kid)
Thirty grand. Hey! Do me a favor,
will ya? I gotta make a pickup --
come with me.

CARLITO
Nah, come on.
GUAJIRO
I know these guys, they’re friends.
I just wanna walk in with you -- they

see who my backup is, they’ll shit
their pants.

CARLITO
(laughs, flattered)
They ain’t gonna know me.

GUAJIRO
Hey, you’re a fuckin’ legend, man. (X)
Come on, it’1ll be like I’m walkin’ in
with Roberto Clemente. It’1l1l be fun.

Carlito checks his watch.

CARLITO
Ten minutes, man. I told your mother
we’d be there for dinner.

GUAJIRO
No problem. These guys are real
pros.

Guajiro turns down Central Park West, heading down into the low
100s.

GUAJIRO (cont’d)
This is gonna be great.

CUT TO:
£] 5] ST TN (T3 BARBER SHOP DAY 11
An OLD BARBER cuts a YOUNGER BARBER’s hair in a smallish barber
shop as CARLITO and GUAJIRO come in. The 0Old Barber looks up

at them and nods to Guajiro as they head through the shop and
into the back.
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INT BACK ROOM DAY 12

The back room of the barber shop is a small, dingy place, one
bulb, barred windows, a door to a tiny bathroom. FOUR
DOMINICANS, eighteen or nineteen years old, good-looking,
expensively dressed, are playing pool with TWO NEIGHBORHOOD
GIRLS, a little younger, sexy.

CARLITO and GUAJIRO come in. Carlito looks around at the dingy
surroundings and smiles to himself, like a professional sizing
up minor leaguers.

They all look up. Guajiro turns to QUISQUEYA, also Dominican,
a little older than the other three, who is already looking at (X)
Carlito, suspicious.

GUAJIRO
Hola, Quisqueya!

QUISQUEYA
Eh, Guajiro, man, who the fuck is (X)
this?!

GUAJIRO

(proudly)
My cousin, Carlito Brigante. You
heard of Carlito, right?

Quisqueya looks at the other Dominicans and they shake their
heads.

QUISQUEYA
What you need him for?
CARLITO
'Ta bien, okay? Todo bien. Just (X)

came along for the ride.
Quisqueya still looks at him suspiciously.

CARLITO (cont’d) (X)
Hey, I’m just his cousin, man. No
big ting.
(opens his jacket to show
he has no gun)
Check me out. See? Nobody gotta get
tough today.

GUAJIRO
Come on, you know Carlito, man. He
used to be partners with Rolando
Rivas. Just got outta Lewisburg.

Now their eyes light up with recognition.

QUISQUEYA
Oh, Carlito! Yeah, sure, I heard
of you, man! You use to run skag
with Rolando, right?
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CONTINUED: 2 12

CARLITO
Yeah, little bit.

DOMINICAN 1
"Little bit!" "Little bit," thass a
good one! Joo guys were the fockin’
kings, man!

Carlito shrugs modestly as the other four Dominicans crowd
around him, near the pool table.

Quisqueya puts an arm around Guajiro, who takes the money out
of his pocket and hands it to him. Quisqueya takes it and
leads him over to the bar.

QUISQUEYA
You don’t mind if I count it, right?

GUAJIRO
It’s all there, man.

QUISQUEYA
I’11 count it anyway.

AT THE POOL TABLE,

the game resumes. One of the Dominican’s Girlfriends smiles at
Carlito. He smiles back. Her Boyfriend doesn’t like it, and
puts his arm around her possessively.

Carlito’s eyes are darting around the room, taking in
everything. He looks across the way, to a small door that
probably leads to a bathroom. The door is just slightly ajar,
the light on inside.

CARLITO
(heading for it)
That the bathroom? (X)
One Dominican, who is wearing mirrored sunglasses, hurries (X)

ahead of Carlito and cuts him off before the bathroom.

DOMINICAN 1
Uh -- the bathroom -- hey, the (X)
bathroom don’t work. Sorry, man.

Carlito finds the Dominican’s response odd. He nods and heads (X)
back to the pool table.

CARLITO
Okay. I can wait another week. (X)
They laugh at his joke, a little too hard. He takes out a (X)

pack of cigarettes. We see there is a pack of matches stuck in
the plastic wrapper of the pack.
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CONTINUED: 3 12

Carlito looks over at Guajiro and Quisqueya, who are huddled at
the bar, deep in conversation.

He looks back at the Dominican Kid, who avoids his gaze.
Carlito thinks. He turns the pack, hiding the matches from the
Dominican Kid.

CARLITO
(to the Dominican Kid)
Got a match?

DOMINICAN 1
Sure, man.

The Kid pushes back his jacket to reach into his pocket for
matches. As he does, Carlito notices the glint of the butt end
of a gun tucked into his belt.

One of the four Dominicans playing pool wanders over to the
jukebox, drops a dime in, and picks a song.
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CONTINUED: 4 12
AT THE POOL TABLE,

Carlito sneaks a look over to the bathroom door again. There
is a shaft of light coming under it, just a sliver, but it’s
enough so Carlito can see shadows moving inside, a pair of
feet. Waiting.

Carlito looks away, stiffening, mind racing. He shoots another
look over to the jukebox. The Second Dominican reaches behind
it and adjusts something, turning up the volume.

Loud. Like to cover something.
AT THE BAR,

Quisqueya is counting the money, very slowly. He looks up at
Guajlro and nods over to a soda cooler at the end of the bar.

QUISQUEYA
You want a beer, hermano? Help
yourself.

Guajiro nods and heads down the bar. Quisqueya keeps counting
the money, with hawk’s eyes.

QUISQUEYA (cont’d)
So, how’s your boss, man?

GUAJIRO
He’s good. Saw him this morning.

QUISQUEYA
You mean you didn’t hear the news?

GUAJIRO
What news?

AT THE POOL TABLE,

beads of sweat have popped out on Carlito’s forehead. Making a
decision --

-- he steps forward and cuts in front of one of the Dominicans,
who is about to rack up the pool balls for another game.

CARLITO
Hey, what’re you guys playin’ here,
eight ball? Lemme show you a trick
shot before you break another rack.

DOMINICAN 1
Hey, man, we were gonna play another
game.

CARLITO
Nah, this’11 just take a second.

(X)

(X)

(X)
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CONTINUED: 5 12
AT THE BAR,

Quisqueya is still counting the money, nearing the end of the
stack.

Guajiro is at the cooler, his arm in up to the elbow as he
searches for a beer.

GUAJIRO
What news? Hey, there’s no beer in
here.

QUISQUEYA

(still counting)

Sure, way down in.
(to the Dominican at the
jukebox)

Help him find one.

GUAJIRO
What news?

AT THE POOL TABLE,

Carlito’s moving the balls around on the table, arranging them
in an odd combination.
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CONTINUED: 6

CARLITO
I picked this up in the joint, onl
took me about six months to learn 1it.
You wouldn’t believe the kind of shit
you get good at when you got thirty
years to kill. Okay, these go over
here -- gotta make sure everything’s
lined up here, make sure nothin’
moves that ain’t supposed to. Hey.
You. Mirror mirror.

The Dominican in the mirror shades looks up.

CARLITO (cont’d)
Help me with this, will ya?

AT THE BAR,
Quisqueya is counting the last few bills.
QUISQUEYA
You mean, you didn’t hear the news
about him?

GUAJIRO
Come on, man, what news?

AT THE POOL TABLE,

Carlito puts the cue ball on top of a piece of chalk and

12

another ball, near the side pocket, on top of another piece of

chalk. He’s giving the Dominican in the mirror shades
instructions.

CARLITO
You gotta put your finger on top of
the ball there. Yeah, right on top
of it, there you go. Now, I'm gonna
hit it, and you gotta press down on
it, kinda tight, or you’ll wreck the
whole trick. You got it? Don’t let
it move. You got it.

The Kid nods I think so, bending down, holding his finger on
top of the ball. Carlito turns to another Dominican, on his
left.

CARLITO (cont’d)
Hey, you gotta come in a little
closer. Keep your eye on the nine
ball in the corner there. You
watchin’/ it? You on it? ‘

The Dominican nods. They’re both where he wants them to be,
and Carlito now has a perfect view of the bathroom door,

reflected in the mirror shades. Carlito looks up and smiles.

(X)

(X)

(X)

(X)

(X)

(X)

(X)

(X)
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CONTINUED: 7 12

CARLITO (cont’d)
You guys are gonna love this.

AT THE BAR,
Quisqueya counts the last bill.

QUISQUEYA
Your boss is dead. So are you.

Everything happens at once. The Dominican at the soda cooler
SLAMS the sliding silver door shut, CRUNCHING Guajiro’s elbow
and trapping his arm there --

-- Guajiro SCREAMS in pain --

—-- the door to the bathroom flies open and the KNIFE MAN who
was hiding inside flies out --

—-— Carlito WHAPS the ball, digging under it, sending it flying
into the forehead of the Dominican in the sunglasses --

-- the Knife Man cuts Guajiro once across the throat and buries
the knife in his back --

-- Carlito WHAPS the pool cue across the face of the Dominican
next to him, stripping him of his gun as they both hit the
floor --

—— the Girls SCREAM and bolt from the room --

—-— and Carlito FIRES. He SLAMS a shot into the Knife Man
before he can turn, sending him flying against the wall, and
another shot through Quisqueya’s teeth, killing him. The money
drops to the floor and Quisqueya drops on top of it.

Carlito scrambles across the floor, along the length of the
pool table. The Dominican he smashed with the cue is out cold,
but the other two Dominicans that were playing pool, including
the one he hit with pool ball, have their guns out and are
after him. Carlito FIRES four shots at them as he crabwalks
for the bathroom.

(X)
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CONTINUED: 8 12

Huge chunks of splintered pool table fly up, somebody SCREAMS
and goes down, and a SHOT ZIPS across Carlito’s back, grazing
him, cutting a line through his jacket. He reacts to it but

continues on, diving over the body of the Knife Man and into

the bathroom.

IN THE BATHROOM, 13

Carlito kills the light and scrambles across the floor, into a
stall.

A few more SHOTS are fired in the general direction of the
bathroom, but nobody seems about ready to charge into the
darkened room.

Carlito flips open the gun he got from the Dominican and dumps
the spent shell casings, which PING across the tile floor.

CARLITO
(shouting)
Maricones! You little fuckin’
maricones! I’m reloaded, come on in

and get me!

He looks down at the gun. The cylinder is still empty. He
flips it shut as noisily as possible and closes his eyes. He
takes a deep breath and works himself up into a rage, like a
lion roaring.

CARLITO (cont’d)
You don’t wanna come in, mother
fuckers? Then I’m comin’ out! I’m
gonna blow your fuckin’ brains
out! You up against it now, mother
fuckers, you leavin’ your balls on
the fuckin’ barbed wire this time!
You thing you’re bigtime?! You’re
gonna fuckin’ die bigtime!

He stops abruptly, listening, to hear if they’re still there.
Silence. He touches his back, comes up with blood on his hand.

CARLITO (cont’d)
(screaming again)

Okay! You ready out there?! You

all gonna die here now, maricones,

now, NOW, NOW!

Still nothing from outside. After a few seconds, he crawls to
the door of the bathroom and looks out. He can’t see anything.

He waits a few seconds, then crawls out into the dark room.
14

OMITTED THRU
17

(X)

(X)

(X)
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IN THE MAIN ROOM, 18

Carlito edges out the door, waving his empty weapon here and
there frantically. Nobody there.

He peers out into the barber shop. Empty.

Satisfied they're gone, he hurries over to Guajiro's body. He
is clearly dead.

CARLITO
(softly)
Oh, Jesus. Jesus Christ. Fuckin'
look at you! You said they were
friends, God damn you, there ain't no
friends in this shit business!

A SOUND from the street startles him. He looks up, realizing
he's still not safe here.

He gets up, goes to Quisqueya's body, and kicks him over
roughly onto his back. The money is on the floor, spotted with
blood. Carlito turns back to Guajiro, looking at him sadly,
reluctantly.

CARLITO (cont'd)
Adios, primo.

He scoops up the money, stuffs it in his pocket and hurries out
the door.

CUT TO:
EXT STREET DAY 19 (X)

CARLITO comes out of the barber shop, trying to look as
nonchalant as possible. SIRENS WAIL a few blocks away as he
hurries down the street, head bobbing this way and that.

CARLITO (v.o.)
Ain't no more rackets out here --
just a buncha cowboys rippin' each
other off.

A GUY races past him, toward the barber shop, and he bumps
Carlito as he passes. Carlito turns, ready for conflict, but
the Guy doesn't turn back, just keeps on.
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CONTINUED: 19

Carlito turns and hurries on, tense, hands in pockets, every
face that passes him unfamiliar and threatening.

CARLITO (v.o.)
I don’t invite this shit. But it
comes to me. I run, it runs after
me. Gotta be somewhere to hide.

He turns another corner, surreptitiously wipes the handle and
trigger of the revolver on his shirt, and chucks it in a
dumpster.

CUT To:
INT KLEINFELD’S OFFICE DAY 20

David Kleinfeld’s office overlooks a rainy Columbus Circle.
KLEINFELD sits behind a large desk that is on a sort of
pedestal, to properly elevate the Lawyer above the Client. The
office itself is expensively furnished, jammed with Spanish
furniture and assorted nautical artifacts.

CARLITO sits in a low-slung leather chair across from
Kleinfeld.

CARLITO
I took a loock at the club you were
tellin’ me about, you know, Saso’s?
Nice location. Somebody ran it
right, maybe it could make some good
money.

KLEINFELD
Great. 1’11 advance you the
twenty-five thou =--

CARLITO
No, man. I‘1ll put my own money in.

KLEINFELD <
Your own money? What money?

CARLITO
I ran into Rolando. He owed me
twenty-five from an old thing. 1It’s
the only way I’11 do it, Dave.

KLEINFELD
(shrugs)
You got it. Terrific.

CARLITO
call Saso. Tell him I’ll go see him
tonight.



20

CONTINUED:

He sits back

He BANGS the

26. 16th Rev. 6/18/93

KLEINFELD
Done.

in his chair and looks at Carlito.

KLEINFELD (cont’d)
Listen, while you’re here -- I have
to ask you something. A little
favor.

CARLITO
What?

KLEINFELD
No big deal. I need to get a
bodyguard. Somebody good.

CARLITO
Who’s botherin’ you, Dave? I know
"em?

KLEINFELD
No, like I said, no big deal. Just a
little misunderstanding.

CARLITO
Then what do you need a bodyguard
for?

KLEINFELD
Trust me on this, okay? It’ll be
fine. Just temporary. I’ll get my
own guy, but I need somebody right
away. A real animal.

CARLITO
I’l11l get you Pachanga. One of the
old barrio crowd.

KLEINFELD
Thanks.

desk, changing the subject.

KLEINFELD (cont’d)
Hey, we’re gonna make some good money
with this club, I can feel it.

CARLITO
I’'m only in till I make my
seventy-five grand, and then I split.

(Yellow)

20

(X)

(X)
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CONTINUED: 2 20

KLEINFELD
Oh yeah. You’re gonna rent Ford
Pintos to tourists in Paradise.
(laughs)
Unbefuckinglieveable.

CUTRTO
EXT THE CLUB NIGHT Zal

"El Barco,'" the nightclub, is up on 125th Street. CARLITO
walks past two BOUNCERS at the door and goes inside.

INT CLUB NIGHT 22
CARLITO comes into the place. It’s very 1975 -- square shaped
bar with knockout BARMAIDS behind it, spinning lights, glass
and metal fake walls, pink smoke, the works. Crowded.

Popular. Stairs to an upstairs area are guarded by even bigger
BOUNCERS.

A man makes his way across the place toward Carlito. SASO is a

big guy, sixtyish, Argentine, spotless white tropical suit.

SASO
Charles! Charles Brigante!

He wraps Carlito in a bear hug.

CARLITO
How ya doin’, Saso?

SASO
Everybody calls me Ron now, Charles.
You know, from Reinaldo.
(to the Barmaids)

Stephanie! Rosita! Anything this (X)
gentleman wants! On the house!
CARLITO

Let’s get to the point.

(gesturing around)
I asked around about this place. It
does good business. So how come you
need more money? You’re gamblin’
again, right? How much you owe?

SASO
(shrugs)
Fifty, sixty thou.

CARLITO
You don’t change. Who to?
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Saso swallows,
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SASO
You know, some of the boys.
Twenty—-five will quiet them for now.
You will come in for a quarter of my
end.

CARLITO
I’ll give you twenty-five cash
tomorrow, and I come in for half
your end.

SASO
sl !
CARLITO
Who keeps the books?
SASO
Rosario, my sister. She’s good.
CARLITO

(just smiles)
I’1] keep the books myself.

SASO
What are you, crazy? What are you
trying to do to me?

CARLITO
What I’m doling 1s saving your ass,
Saso. It’s either Fat Anthony or
Scooze you owe, right? Either way
you’ll end up in the trunk of a car
on the Belt Parkway before long.
Maybe weeks before they find you,
like DeeDee, remember? They open ‘er
up, that’s some kinda stink you’ll
make —-

(recoiling from a smell)
"Ooooh, what’s that smell?!" !"Saso,
man, that’/s Saso!" Won’t be no
"Ron" shit then.

SASO
What time tomorrow?

(Salmon)

22

thinking of the picture Carlito has painted.

Eoar HeE
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INT CARLITO’S CLUB NIGHT 23

The club is packed. CARLITO’s VOICE comes over as he moves
through the crowd. FPACHANGA, the Puerto Rican he met on the
street up in Spanish Harlem, dogs his footsteps in a brand new
suit, impressed with himself and with Carlito, whom he
apparently works for now.

CARLITO (v.o.)
So here’s me in the club, playin’
Humphrey Bogart. Things can get very
sticky after hours, so I bring
Pachanga in for a little extra
back-up. Poor guy thinks I’'m still a
big timer. Thinks I’m gonna make him
rich, and he’s worried I’m gonna get
killed before he scores.

PACHANGA
Jesus, Carlito, I heard about that (X)
shit with your cousin. Jesus, why
you don’t tell me, so I can watch
your ass?

CARLITO
Pachanga, that was last month. You
just found out?

PACHANGA
Con-yo, Carlito, you got me runnin’ (X)
after that fuckin’ Kleinberg in the
daytime --

CARLITO

Kleinfeld. I hope you do a better
job with him than you do with me.

PACHANGA
(confidentially)
That guy got a lotta money, Carlito. (X)
He got a safe in the office, I get a
look inside once -- stacks of

hundreds, just fuckin’ waitin’ for
somebody to grab ’‘em.

CARLITO
Hey.

He stops abruptly, his face hard. Pachanga stops, surprised.

CARLITO (cont’d)
Kleinfeld’s like my brother.
Understand?

PACHANGA
Carlito, hermano, Pachanga only
fuckin’ around.
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23 CONTINUED: 23

CARLITO
Well, don't fuck around. Keep your
eyes open. There's people stealin'
money off the bar.

PACHANGA
I try, man, but it's too fockin' dark
in here.

. RUDY, a waiter, comes up to them, distraught.

RUDY
Hey, Carlito, guy over there says he
don't have to pay.

CARLITO
Show me.

Rudy leads Carlito to a table in the corner. Pachanga follows.

They come to a table in the corner. There are three MEN and (X)

three WOMEN at the table, the men with long roll collars, heavy
Cuban gold bracelets.

BENNY BLANCO, mid-twenties, Hispanic, sitting in the middle, is
seemingly in charge. He's dressed, head to toe, in gray,
except for his starched white shirt. Gray suit, gray shoes,
gray stick pin through his gray tie.

CARLITO (cont'd)
Somethin' wrong with the check?

BLANCO
(big smile)
No problem, Mr. Brigante. Saso owes (X)
me money. I'm just workin' it off

for him.
(as 1f we should know)
I'm Benny Blanco, from the Bronx.

CARLITO
You know me?
BLANCO
Do I know you? Are you kidding? (X)

You're Carlito Brigante, man!

CARLITO
Well, I don't know you. And I don't
owe you. Saso does, I don't. This
is my joint now. New rule.
Everybody pays his tab.
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CONTINUED: 2 23

BLANCO
Sure, man, no problem, no problem!
(angrily, to one of his
Guys)
What’s the matter with you?! Pay the
God damn check!

The Guy fumbles to come up with a stack of cash that he shoves
at Carlito. Carlito just looks at it.

CARLITO
To the waiter.

BLANCO
(to the Guy)
To the waiter, you fuckin’ moron.

The Guy Jjumps out of the booth and starts counting off the
money to Rudy.

BLANCO (cont’d)
And get a bottle of champagne. Some (X)
of that French shit! Mr. Brigante,
have a glass with us.
(to his Guy)
Get Mr. Brigante a chair. Can’t you
see the man is standing?

The Guy scampers off for a chair while Blanco looks at Carlito
admiringly.

BLANCO (cont’aqd)
This man. This man was the J.P.
Morgan of the smack business. Him (X)
and Rolando had, what, ninety, a
hundred guys on the street? I’m
doin’ pretty good too, you know, Mr.
Brigante. Nothin’ like you, of
course, we started small, but I’m
refining the organization, building
the empilire, maximizing the
potentialities, you know?

The Guy returns with a chair.
BLANCO (cont’d)

Here! Sit down, Mr. Brigante, sit
down.

CARLITO
Thanks anyway, kid. Maybe next time.
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CONTINUED: 3 23

He turns and walks away, leaving Blanco perplexed. Pachanga
follows. Carlito MUTTERS as he crosses the club.

CARLITO (cont’d)
Fuckin’ kids. Move a couple ounces,
that makes ‘em a big shot? Make a
few bucks while I’m in the Joint, I’m
supposed to respect ’‘em? Fuck
that.

PACHANGA
Fock that.

CUT TO:

INT CLUB NIGHT 23A

It’s late, or early, and the crowd has thinned considerably.
CARLITO is at the bar, going over the books as two WAITERS
unload a few crates of booze. They work from a small, low door
behind the bar that opens up onto a narrow staircase down into
the alley. Carlito looks up and catches sight of something in
the mirror over the bar and turns around.

On the dance floor, he sees a pretty YOUNG WOMAN dancing alone.
She’s a little drunk, but she’s a good dancer, free and
uninhibited, using most of the empty dance floor to show her

stuff.

A memory crosses Carlito’s face. He smiles, just watching the
Woman dance.

A volce breaks in.

STEFFIE (o.s.)
I see you was talkin’ to Benny Blanco
before.

Carlito turns around. STEFFIE, the barmaid, early twenties and
sexy as hell, is refilling his drink. She’s friendly, flirty.

CARLITO
(shrugs)
Yeah.

STERETE
They say he’s comin’ up in the world.

CARLITO
Sure. He’s got a big future, if he
lives past next week.

STEFFIE
Hey, Carlito, how come a good-lookin’
dude like you doesn’t have a woman?

(X)
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CONTINUED: 23A
CARLITO
I guess I'm what you call a
workaholic.
STEFFIE

What's the matter? Didn't you ever
see nobody you like in here?

She smiles at him. Steffie's not subtle.

CARLITO
(smiles)
Nobody but you, Steffie.

She laughs and moves off, down the bar, sparkling. Carlito
smiles and shakes his head. He looks back up into the mirror,
over the bar, and sees the reflection of the Dancing Woman.

CARLITO (V.O.)
I miss you, Gail.

CUT TO:
24
OMITTED THRU
26
EXT BEACH DAY 27

This is a gorgeous tropical beach, very much like the one we
saw at the beginning of the movie. Everything's almost too
vivid -- the blinding white sand, the azure sea, the perfect
palm tree.

And GAIL. She's in her mid-twenties, with an unspoiled
prettiness and a kind, open face. She's dancing on the beach,
like the dancing woman in the club, just spinning in circles,
kicking up sand and water.

Gail likes the beach.

CARLITO (v.o.)
I met her a year before I went to the
Joint. I was down in the Bahamas,
Paradise Island, just a little
vacation from the City.

CARLITO, looking younger, tan, healthy in shorts and a big
shirt, stands a short distance away from Gail, watching her.

(X)
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CONTINUED: 27

He's almost transfixed, eyes for no one but this Dancing Girl
on the Beach.

He approaches her.

CARLITO (v.o0.)
She was from New York, moved there
from Pittsburgh 'cause she was gonna
be a superstar modern dancer artistic
ballet-type.

Carlito reaches her and says something. She stops to talk,
friendly. Something he says makes her laugh, a full, genuine
laugh.

EXT TABLE ON THE SAND DAY 28

CARLITO and GAIL are at a table on the edge of the sand, having
a drink.

CARLITO (Vv.o.)
She was into the hippie scene -- it (X)
was them days. All shook up about
Vietnam and the violence and the poor
and all that bullshit, but fine as
she was, I went right along with it.

The WAITER, black, tired and hostile, unloads two drinks from a
tray and walks off. Gail watches him, concern in her face.

GAIL
Did you see his eyes? God, there are
still slaves and masters down here,
they just use money to separate them
instead of whips.

CARLITO
Yeah, it's terrible. 1I'll tell you, (X)
the spooks in my line of work been
gettin' the short end of it long as I
can remember.

GAIL
What exactly do you do, Charlie?

CARLITO
Me? What do I do? Well, what I do
is, uh, a lotta work with street
gangs there in New York.

GAIL
What is that, part of a poverty
program or something?
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CONTINUED: 28

CARLITO
Yeah, a poverty program. Street

gangs, poverty, it's all part of the
same thing.

GAIL
And what exactly do you do?

CARLITO
Me? What I'm into is, uh, you know,
making people deal with their social
conditions so they can, uh -- better
themselves. Feel good about things.
You know, stop killing each other.

She has taken a joint from her purse, 1lit it, and taken a puff.
She offers it to Carlito. He shakes his head.

CARLITO (cont'd)
(on a roll now)
You shouldn't do that shit, Gail.
It's no good for you.

GAIL
Yeah, I know, you're right, Charlie.
You're absolutely right.

She starts to stub out the joint, but Carlito rescues it, takes
a hit, and then stubs it out. While he holds the hit:

CARLITO
Charlie?

GAIL
(shrugs)
You seem more like a Charlie than a
Carlito to me.

CARLITO
(he likes it)
Charlie.
EXT CASINO NIGHT 29

It's nighttime outside a resort hotel somewhere on the island.
CARLITO and GAIL walk, arm in arm, looking good. They're
tanned, obviously happy, Carlito as relaxed as we'll ever see
him.

CARLITO (V.o0.)
We chartered a boat and bummed around
the islands for a few weeks. She was
in love, maybe even worse than me.
Fuckin' incredible.

(X)



30

37.s 1st Rev. 2/10/93 (Blue)

INT CASINO NIGHT 30
CARLITO and GAIL are at a crowded craps table, winning.

LALIN, a floor man, Carlito's age, Puerto Rican-American, a

real good-looking bastard, is on a nearby dance floor, dancing (X)

with two beautiful local WOMEN. He sees Carlito and his eyes
light up.

CARLITO (v.0.)
One night I'm showin' her some world
class crap shootin'. We're not in
the casino ten minutes and Lalin
spots me. He was kind of a greeter
for the place. Lalin was okay, he
was a neighborhood guy, but he didn't
know the load of bullshit I was
handing Gail.

(X)

Carlito sees Lalin approaching at the last second and steps in (X)

front of Gail, trying to prevent an introduction.

LALIN
(fast as hell)
Carlito, how you doin'?! I didn't
know you was in town!

He leans around Carlito and flashes his teeth at Gail.

LALIN (cont'd)
And with such a beautiful lady. How
do you do, miss, I --

CARLITO
(interrupts pointedly)
Listen, we were just goin' over to --

Lalin puts his arm around Carlito and lowers his voice.

LALIN
Listen, Carlito, I got this little
situation here. Walberto and Monchin
== you know them, from 103rd Street?
Over there, at the roulette table.

Carlito looks. WALBERTO YEAMPIERRE, Rolando's bodyguard from
the block party in Spanish Harlem, is at a roulette table
across the casino. He's six years younger, but still in a
tacky suit. MONCHIN, twenty-five year old muscle, is with him.
They see Carlito and break into smiles.

LATLIN (cont'd)
These motherfuckers don't have a
clue, they want me to okay credit for
'em. I tell 'em hey, I don't run the
place, I'm just a fuckin' greeter
here.

(MORE)

(X)

(X)
(X)

(X)

(X)

(X)

(X)

(X)
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30 CONTINUED: 30

ILALIN (cont'd) (cont'd)
I help people have a good time, get
guys laid, you know. But these guys
don't listen, last night they got all
heavy on me, they tried to gorilla

me. Maybe you can talk to 'em. I'd (X)
appreciate it.
(to Gail)

Miss? It'll just take him a minute.

Carlito looks at Gail. Her facial expression has changed
completely. She really looks like a kid, wide-eyed at all this
unfamiliar talk, and scared.

CARLITO
Gail, uh -- could you excuse me? I,
uh -- just got a little negotiation
here that I gotta take care of.

-She doesn't say anything.

LALIN
Carlito, por favor.

CARLITO
(to Gail)
You okay with that?
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CONTINUED: 2 30

But she still won't move, she just keeps looking from Carlito
to Lalin, as if putting a lot of pieces together in her head.

LALIN
(soft)
They comin' over here now, Carlito.

By the time Carlito turns, Walberto and Monchin are there.

WALBERTO
Eh, Carlito, whatchoo doin' down
here?! Monchin, dig who's here!
(of Lalin)
What, you know this asshole? Good, I
want you to straighten him out for
me, tell him --

Almost automatically, Carlito, Lalin, Walberto and Monchin
square off. Carlito tries to turn his body to block Gail out
of it, but the confrontation is upon him and he has to keep an
eye on Walberto, whose hand keeps twitching toward his jacket
and the gun tucked into his belt. Carlito speaks fast and
hard, to get this over with. (He speaks in Spanish, which is
subtitled. See appendix A.)

CARLITO

No, I'm gonna straighten you out,
Walberto. Don't you know there are
heavy people into this casino? And
you gonna come in here with some
rice-and-beans shakedown? What are
you, crazy? Back off, motherfucker,
and tell your man not to be
bad-eyein' me, 'cause if he makes a
move you gonna get the first shot in
the face and my people here will take
care of the rest. Okay?

(no answer)
Okay?

There is a tense moment. Walberto and Monchin look from
Carlito to each other to Carlito, taken aback.

WALBERTO
(soft)
Okay.

CARLITO
Okay.

(X)
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30 CONTINUED: 3 30
Carlito puts his arm around Lalin's shoulders.

CARLITO (cont'd)
(English again) (X)

Lalin, it looks to me like this was

all a misunderstanding. But from now

on, when you see these boys in this

establishment, you're gonna send over

a bottle of champagne right away. Do

the right thing, okay?

LALIN
(equally cowed)
Okay.

CARLITO
Okay.

They all slink away across the casino, visibly subdued by the
lecture. Carlito turns, looking behind him, looking for (X)
Gail --

-- but she's gone. (X)
31 INT HOTEL LOBBY NIGHT 34

\ CARLITO hurries out the door of the casino and catches up to
Gail. She's not shocked any more, just pissed.

CARLITO
What's the matter with you? I was (X)
just straightening out a little
business problem!

GAIL
(just looks at him) (X)
A "business problem?" I took four
years of Spanish in school.

She turns and walks away. He follows her, persuasive. (X)

CARLITO
Okay, so I consorted with known bad
guys and like that when I was a
kid == but that's in the past. I
ain't jiving you, I'm into helping
people in the ghetto now.

GAIL
Oh, come on. Just stop it, will you?
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31

CARLITO
It's true! Just last month, this cat
gets stabbed on 1llth Street, I take
him to the hospital even though the
seats in my Lincoln get full of
blood. That's just an example of
what I do, that's typical of me.
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31 CONTINUED: 31

A faint smile crosses her face. He knows he’s getting to her,
so he plays on with the same tune.

CARLITO (cont’d)
(more evidence)

Here. Tonight. A working man was
being abused by two hoodlums, I jump
in and prevent a problem. I can’t
believe you’d even think of walking
out on me without giving me a chance
to explain. You gotta understand
what it’s like to come up in a
jungle.

Now Gail is really beginning to be swayed, and Carlito just
fixes his big brown eyes on her. His VOICE OVER sneaks in:

CARLITO (V.o0.)
In that moment, I had her. These
kinda broads always go heavy for that
shit about the jungle.

GAIL
Charlie, I live in the real world, I
know what you come from. I’m not
insensitive to it. What I don’t like
is that you lied to me. The poverty
program? I mean -- come on.

CARLITO
That’s the truth! You got no idea
how many poverty-types I gotta deal
with every single day!

Gail just stares at him, smiling. Carlito backs down, smiling
back.

CARLITO (cont’d)
Been around the block a few times,
huh babe? +

GAIL
Not nearly enough, Charlie. Some bad
man like you’s gonna come along and
break my heart.

CARLITO
Not me.

He puts his hands on her face and looks her straight in the
eyes.

CARLITO (cont’d)
I will never break your heart.

CUT TO:
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INT CARLITO’S CLUB NIGHT 32

Back in the club, CARLITO is still at the bar, still watching
the WOMAN on the dance floor, still lost in his memory.

CARLITO (V.0.)
But a while after we got back to New
York, that’s exactly what I did.

The song ends and the Woman makes her way back to a booth where
her BOYFRIEND waits. She slides in and kisses him, very much
in love, eyes only for each other. Steffie brings a bottle of
champagne in a bucket over to them. They look up, surprised,
and Steffie points across the room to Carlito.

Carlito raises his drink to them in a toast. They grin broadly
and wave their thanks.

CARLITO (v.o0.)
Ah, Gail, if I thought I had a shot
at a different kinda future, I never
would have let you go. Believe me.

CUT TO:
EXT RIKER’S ISLAND BRIDGE DAY B3

A Mercedes Benz drives slowly across the bridge to Riker’s
Island, over the choppy, murky waters below. Several huge
prison barges are moored around the island’s shoreline,

floating like garbage permanently stuck to the rocky shore.

EXT RIKER’S ISLAND DAY 34

TWO GUARDS wave DAVE KLEINFELD, who’s at the wheel of the
Mercedes, through the checkpoint and into the prison parking
area. .

INT COUNSEL ROOM DAY 35
The counsel room of the prison is a low-ceilinged, partitioned
place with a half dozen glass cubicles along the side walls.
There is a UNIFORMED OFFICER behind a desk i1n the right-hand
corner, but no other guards.

KLEINFELD enters and takes a seat in one of the cubicles. The
visitor and prisoner sides are not separated by anything.

A door at the far end of the room opens and a CORRECTIONS
OFFICER, black, leads a prisoner in.

TONY TAGLIALUCCI, mid-fifties, is of medium height, powerfully
built, intimidating.

He sees Kleinfeld and shakes his head in disgust.

(X)
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CONTINUED: 2 35

TAGLIALUCCI (cont’d)
You fuckin’ phony. What do you take
me for? Nicky never saw dollar one.
My million bucks went straight into
your pocket.

KLEINFELD
Tony, I personally --

TAGLIALUCCI
Don’t fucking lie to me, you scumbag.
You lie to me again, you end up in
the river. Take a look at it on your
way out. Take a good look down, and
think about how it’d feel slidin’
around on the bottom with the eels
and the crabs comin’ outta your
eyeballs.

Kleinfeld swallows. He’s terrified, but tries not to show it.
KLEINFELD

(almost a whisper)
What do you want from me?

TAGLIALUCCI
I understand you got a boat.
KLEINFELD
(puzzled)
Yeah.
TAGLIALUCCIT

You’re gonna get me outta here.

KLEINFELD
Tony, I’m a lawyer. I’m an officer
of the court, I can‘t -—-

TAGLIALUCCI
Listen, you lawyer fuck. I got a
million dollar credit with you. Look
at me. I’m living on a fuckin’
prison barge, coughin’ up my lungs
into a handkerchief. I’m dyin’ in
here, do I look like I can do ten
years to you?

KLEINFELD
Why me? What about your own people?

TAGLIALUCCI
My people? You think they give a
shit? Guys go down, other guys take
their place. That’s the way 1t is.
(MORE)
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TAGLIALUCCI (cont’d)
They got no interest in me gettin’
out. Listen, I don’t fuckin’ trust
you, but I got no choice. My
youngest kid, Frankie, he’ll go with
you. Keep an eye on you. Nobody’ll
know about it but you, me, and
Frankie. That guard brought me down?
Frankie already took care of him.
He’ll set up everything in here,
he’ll get me in the water, you just
have the boat out there and pick me

up.

KLEINFELD
You’ll drown in the East River.

TAGLIALUCCI
I learned how to swim in the East
River!

Kleinfeld shifts in his seat, hesitant.

KLEINFELD
Tony, this isn’t exactly the kind of
thing I --

Taglialucci leans forward.

TAGLIALUCCI
The contract’s already down on you,
pal. The guys, the guns, and the
lime pit. All ready for you. Just
waiting for me to say go. From in
here, one button I push.

(Blue)

35

He reaches out and presses his right forefinger into the table
in front of Kleinfeld.

Kleinfeld looks up at him; looks his own death in the face.
nods quickly, agreeing.

TAGLIALUCCI (cont’d)
(smiles)
You’re a fuckin’ phony, but you’re
not stupid. You got six weeks to
work it out, after that they transfer
me to federal.

He sits back and shakes his head with something close to

admiration.

He

(X)
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CONTINUED: 4 35

TAGLIALUCCI (cont’d)
I get sent up, Nicky goes into
witness protection, and you waltz off
with the whole million. Beautiful.
I always like the part when the Jew
with the briefcase walks up to forty
wops who got guns in their hands and
says "Stick ’‘em up."

KLEINFELD
(reading from the pad)
555=588 8"

TAGLIALUCCI
Beautiful.

EXT RIKER’S ISLAND BRIDGE DAY 36

KLEINFELD drives out of the prison and out, onto the bridge
again.

He doesn’t go far before he pulls over and gets out of the car.

He’s frantic, panicky, crying. He goes to the railing and
grips it hard, trying to compose himself, but his cries are
becoming terrified SOBS now. Down below, the water SLAPS
against the pilings.

CUT TO:
INT KLEINFELD’S OFFICE DAY 27/

Back in his office, there’s a huge stack of paperwork on
Kleinfeld’s desk. XKLEINFELD himself, however, is ignoring it.
He’s bent over a little mirror on top of the stack, snorting a
line of coke.

He finishes it and tilts his head back, letting the drug drip
down his throat, feeling it. It seems to help calm him, but
he’s a frazzled mess, still in his overcoat.

He leans down quickly and does another line, the other nostril.
His desk intercom BUZZES.
RECEPTIONIST (o.s.)
Mr. Norwalk, from the district
attorney’s office.
KLEINFELD
(clearing his throat)
IS saiidsnorcalils®:

He starts to lay out another line.
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CONTINUED: 317

RECEPTIONIST (o.s.)
No, he’s here.

Kleinfeld freezes, the razor blade in midair. He runs his
hands through his hair.

RECEPTIONIST (o.s.)
Mr. Kleinfeld?

Kleinfeld thinks for a moment, chewing his lip.

KLEINFELD
Give me a second.

He opens the bottom right drawer of his desk and stashes the
mirror and the coke.

He wipes frantically at his upper lip, making sure no trace of
the drug is visible.

RECEPTIONIST (o.s.)
Mr. Kleinfeld, are you there?

Kleinfeld takes a deep breath and speaks with as much
professionalism as possible.

KLEINFELD
Send him in.

He gets up, making sure one last time that there’s no evidence
of cocaine on him or his desk. He takes off his overcoat,
shoots his cuffs, and is almost to the door when it opens and
WILLIAM NORWALK, the prosecuting attorney we saw at Carlito’s
hearing, walks in.

KLEINFELD (cont’d)
William!

NORWALK
(shaking hands)
David. Hope you don’t mind, I was in
the neighborhood.

KLEINFELD
Of course not. Have a seat. I was
just going to call you.

Norwalk smiles, not believing that for a second, and sits
opposite the desk. Kleinfeld sits behind it.

There is a very long pause as Norwalk just stares at
Kleinfeld. Finally:

(X)

(X)
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CONTINUED: 2 37

NORWALK _
Your problems aren’t just going to go
away, David.

CUT TO:

EXT STREET NIGHT 38

CARLITO walks alone, down the street. He’s looking up,

checking addresses. He slows, sees what he was looking for.
It’s a block of slightly seedy brownstones. He goes to the
door of one, checks the names scribbled next to the buzzers.

He runs his finger down the list of unfamiliar names. At first
he goes past it, but then his finger stops, retraces its path,
and runs slowly across one name.

"G. Brimfield."

Carlito pulls his finger back, to press the buzzer. But he
doesn’t.

Tries again. Can’t.
EXT ACROSS THE STREET LATER 39

CARLITO drops a cigarette butt and stubs it out with his shoe,
next to three or four others.

He’s been sitting on some steps across the street, staring up
at the building across the street. He looks up sharply as its
door opens and someone comes out.

It’s GAIL. She’s only five or six years older than when he
last saw her, but the years have taken their toll, and
everything about her is different. She’s more weathered, a
woman now, no trace of girl left about her.

She starts down the street, a bag over her shoulder. Carlito
follows her, at a safe distance. “

EXT STREET NIGHT 40
A few blocks further on, CARLITO watches as GAIL hurries up the
steps of a converted brownstone. He wanders across the street,
to get a look into the second floor, where lights are on and
faint MUSIC can be heard.

But he can’t see enough. He turns and walks to the alley that
runs along the side of the building.

He can see shadows moving up on the ceiling of the second floor
now, but not much else.

There’s a fire escape on the adjoining building. He climbs it.
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UP ON THE FIRE ESCAPE, 41

Carlito gets to the second floor and looks across the alley,
into the second floor of the building Gail went into.

It’s a rehearsal room, wooden floor, big mirror along one wall
with a rail fastened to it.

Through the windows, Carlito can see a dance class in progress.
It’s a small group, ballet. He watches for a few moments, but
sees no sign of Gail.

The music stops, the group that was dancing sits, and another
dancer goes to the middle of the floor, by herself.

It’s GAIL. The music starts, faintly heard out here, and
Carlito sits down to watch her. She’s good. Not great, but
her dance is full of heart and life.

As Carlito watches her, he can only faintly hear the music, but
the sounds of the city seem to get louder around him -- cars
HONK, A SIREN wails, somebody SHOUTS at somebody, a subway
THUNDERS by underneath.

Carlito watches Gail, dancing her heart out. He’s enraptured.
CUT TO:
EXT BROWNSTONE NIGHT 42

GAIL comes out of the brownstone, after class, and flies down
the steps. She walks briskly away, Serious City Face on.

She passes CARLITO, who’s leaning against the wall, but she
doesn’t look twice.

CARLITO
Hey, I know you, lady.

GAIL
Buzz off.

She keeps walking. Carlito follows, playing with her.

CARLITO
Sure, you were goin’ with that guy,
what was his name? Good lookin’ son
of a bitch, what was his name, what
was —-- Carlito Brigante!

Gail stops in her tracks. She turns to face him. Carlito
smiles.

GAIL
Charlie?

CARLITO
Hiya, Gail.
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CONTINUED: 42

Gall breaks into a broad smile, and her face is transformed.
She’s like a different person, a kid again.

GAIL
Charlie.

CUT TO:
INT RESTAURANT NIGHT 43

CARLITO and GAIL are at a table in a restaurant, drinks in
front of them.

CARLITO
So what are you doin’ these days?

GAIL
Things are going great. Really
great. I just got a new agent and
I’'m going out on everything now.
He’s incredible, he knows everybody.

CARLITO
You in any shows or anything like
that?

GAIL

I was in the road company of
"Songbird" last year, I played the
governor’s daughter. It wasn’t a
lead, but it was a great part. And I
did a musical book show in Vegas for
almost a year. Hated the weather.
You ever been there?

CARLITO
Are you in somethin’ now? I can come
down and see you.

(X)
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GAIL
Well, mostly I’m just doing club
dates right now. You know, one
nighters. But I’m up for this
musical that opens in the fall.

Carlito’s just looking at her, smiling.

CARLITO
I’'m happy for you, Gail. You’re
doin’ it, livin’ what you always
dreamed about.

GAIL
Well, getting close. I am getting
close. ©Not there yet, but that’s
okay. I mean, is anybody exactly
where they wanna be? Is anybody
exactly who they wanna be?

(Yellow)

43

Carlito doesn’t answer, just looks away, over her shoulder.

GAIL (cont’d)
What was it like inside, Charlie?

CARLITO
No big thing. Lotta pushups and a
lotta wasted time.

GAIL
But you’re out now.

CARLITO
I know, poppin’ up like this after
all these years -- am I outta line?

Maybe I shouldn’t have, I don’t
know —-

(she doesn’t answer)
Still pissed off?

GAIL
What do you think? You dropped ne
hard, Charlie. Now you wanna tell me
it was for my own good, right?

CARLITO
No. It was for mine. Thirty years
I was supposed to do. I knew you’d
try to walit for me, you’d visit, make
me think of you, but all the time I’d
just wonder who you were with and
what you were doin’. It woulda drove
me crazy, Gail, it woulda killed me.
Better to cut it clean, do my time
with a clear head.

(X)

(X)

(X)

(X)
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CONTINUED: 2 43

She just nods, pointedly not looking at him. There’s another
uncomfortable pause.

CARLITO
Anyway, I‘m out now. For what that’s
worth. I’m broke. I’m an old man, (X)
now I gotta start worryin’ about
money?

GATIL
What about this club of yours?

CARLITO
First of all, it’s not all mine.
I’'m just tryin’ to make some money
with it so I can -- it don’t matter.
With my luck, somebody’ll get shot
and the cops’ll close it down.

GAIL
That doesn’t sound like you. You
never talked like this.

He looks at her for a second, hesitant, then starts to talk.
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Gail looks at him, a million thoughts in her mind,

not

She

She

She
out
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CARLITO

I never felt like this. It’s
welrd, all the time I’m thinkin’
about gettin’ shot or gettin’ jammed

and goln’

to jail again. Never

bothered me before. This guidance
guy at Lewisburg, Mr. Seawald, told
me, "You run out of steam, you can’‘t
sprint all the way, can’t buck it

forever."

That’s it, I guess.

Nobody reformed me, I just ran out

of wind.

GAIL

Maybe it’s time you got off the

street.

CARLITO

I’'m not on the street. Not in the
way I used to be. But it don’t make
no difference. Somebody’s always in

my face.

sharing them.

Charlie.

GAIL

(coming out of it)
I gotta go.

starts to get up.

Carlito jumps up with her.

CARLITO

Can I call you sometime?

43

and she’s

looks at him for a long moment, thinking about it.

GATIL

Let me call you.

moves in and they embrace, a little awkwardly.

quickly and whispers in his ear.

You said you wouldn’t break my heart,

Charlie.

I know.

GAIL (cont’d)

CARLITO
TMESOEEV.

Gail pulls
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CONTINUED: 4 43

She gives him a quick kiss on the lips, turns, and she’s out
the door in a second. Carlito just watches her leave.

CUT TO:

INT CLUB OFFICE NIGHT 44

CARLITO is in the smallish office of the club, quickly counting
through a stack of bills. A small, fortress-like wall safe
sits open in front of him.

CARLITO (v.o.)
So here’s me in the club, countin’
every dollar. ©On top of the
twenty-five grand I put in, I already
pulled out another fourteen. Thirty-
five, forty more and I‘'m gone, daddy,
gone. Two, maybe three months.

He tosses the stack into the safe, SLAMS it, and spins the
dial.

TN CLUB NIGHT 45

Back downstairs, CARLITO sits at the bar with a drink, going
over account books.

CARLITO (v.o.)
Just gotta mark time now. Lie low.
Keep outta trouble and off people’s
minds.

PACHANGA hurries across the club and up to Carlito.

PACHANGA
Carlito, Lalin is here. 1In your
office. You want to see him?
CARLITO

Lalin? Yeah, I’ll see him! I
thought he was in the joint!

PACHANGA
Guess he got out.

CARLITO
How 1is he?!

Pachanga just shrugs evasively as Carlito heads off toward the
offilcel

CARLITO (cont’d)
Huh?

(X)

(X)

(X)
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LALIN, the good-looking neighborhood guy Carlito bailed out in

the casino i1n the Bahamas,
before his time.

1s now fortyish, but he is old far



46

47

53. 10/7/92

CONTINUED: 46

He sits in a wheelchair in the middle of the office, taking an
occasional hit of cocaine from a small one-hit bo