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DARKNLSS.

We are m outer space. No atmosphere. no hfe - just a billion stars in a velvet vond Al
around us is the howl of the cosmic wind A planet - awesome. mi jestic - emerges from
the bottomn of frame. The light of a distait sun catches . This is cant rise,

The whole world seemis to be oceun hut then - coming closer - we sce an area of land.
perfectly square. ‘The Wall - a towenng concrete dike erncloses it, keeping out the woter,
Supet the title.

Unytud Stayt uv Amerka

Closur we go, closer - there are towenng buildings, grids of freeways, the snahing nibes
of vacuum triuns, huddled masses of houses, video billbourds fifty storics high.

A narrow causcway runs oul trom The Wall. across the water. At the end is 4 granite
pyramid Strange syinbols and a Latin motto are etched into the stone. The apex ot the
pyramid hovers above the rest of it. completely unattached. Set into the apex is @ huge.
unblinking eve. This is Top of the Mountuin - the Government seeas evervthing. knows
cverything, Super the title:

Apruf 21,2035
4.15pm, Mundy

The camera heeps tightening - down into the sterile canyons of the city - 10 4 hege pohhic
plaza: empty. harsh, desolwte. A series of fountains play to themselves.

The plaza is ringed by German Expressionist buildings: The Deparrmient of Peaee. The
Chamber of Indusiry. The Sceretariat-General. Biggest of all is a stoue building with a
patt o) helmets and the Sigures "4517 ciched into the facade. This is the Fire Depanment.

We pushoin on a window: -

INT. FIREROUSE. DAY.

About thiny school-Kids - neatly dressed. clean-scrubbed - file through a set of doors into
a huge room. Their icacher - a heavy-vet. kindly woman - closes the door behind them.
We go (o black. Peter Gabricl's music stts. Out of darkness -
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FIREMEN

explude onto the sereen. Volleys of flame shoot towards us, smoke swirls, & bea crashes
down - we are in the middle of a hurning building.

The firemen wear half-face helmets und tire-resistant space suns: large white anks on
their hacks. digital read-outs on their foresrms monitoring temperature, oaygen and
deadly gascs. hi-tech glasses that allow them to sce through fire and smoke. Only part of
their face and hair is exposcd - slicked down with fire resistunt gel.

They fight through the smoke and flame - all of them are hard-bodicd. hervic. The Right
Stuff. On the (ront and back of their suits they wear numbers and names, more like
superstar athietes than firemen. One man steps {orward - he’s in his late 30's, hundsome in
arugrged und careworn way. This is Guy Montag - the squad Jeader. the quaner-back.

He pulls a sicel, shon-barreled monar tube out of his cquipment belt. He slots i charge
into the breech and tires fron: the hip Bam! The charge blasts a gaping hole in the
concrete wall. Montag leads ts squad into -

INT. WAREHOUSE.

A huge wooden-beamed w aschouse, roarmg with tlames, filled with smoke. In slow
motion the firemen somersauit through the swirling smoke, rappel down blazing walls,
fly through showering embers. We pull back to reveal -

INT. AUDITORIUN DAY

The tiremen are an imayge on a giant Imax screen. It wraps round the wills and across the
ceiling. Every crack and sizzle of the lire 1s camed in surround-sound. The thirty school-
kids leun hack in theis chairs, watching ik fapt attention.

ON THE SCRCEN

The firemen walk out of the building towards their fire engine. Tt 1ooks like a batthe-truck
- as big ay u semi with an armored cabin riding on 12-foot ugh all-terrain tires. Hydraolic
laddurs, coils of aluminum hose and high-pressure pumps are fitted to the superstructure.

Monti leads them closer and closer. They are beaded with sweat, smeared with grime.
key-lit by (Tumes from the left, looking almost religious in their grundeur. They taike off
their helmets and for the first time we clearly see their faces. We push in on Motag -
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MONTAG
Remember boys and girls, “the pnce of
liberty is crcrnal vigilance™.

Montag tumns and leads his aquad down a water-slicked road. Hundreds of othet liremen
cinerge lrom the darkness and march with them. into the future. It's <o well orchestrated,
it looks like it could be from onc of the railies at Nuremberg. A man's resonant voice -

NARRATOR (O.5.)
There are over 4().XX) liremen in the
United S1ate. Every diy they risk injury and
death to make the world just a little bit safer.
They need vour help. Suppont vour local fire
department. Remember, only you can prevent
subversion.

INT AUDITORIUNM.

The lights come up. A Fue Department guide stands at-case. hands bebind his bach. at the
front of the auditenum. He's in his 207, sia foot-four, dressed in bluc latigues and combat
boobts. He's a real PR man - Mr Friendly - with a fake simile and & phony laugh.

GUIDE
In another couple of hours you kids will
undergo your Confirmitzvah Cun anyone
tell me what that micans?

A forest of eager hands shoot up. The teacher, smiling, points it a tow-haired boy -

JOF-FRANK
Adulthoad in the state, firemar.

GUIDE
Call e Jim - I'm not just a firemua. I'm
your friend. But that's right - it means you're
on the way te being a good citizen.
(he similes)
What cise - anyone... anyone?

A pretty youny girl at the front speuks up -



MELANIE
It's when yuu say goodbye to your parents.

GUIDE
Thut's it - the nexi time you see them, 1t
might be t arrest them.
the laughs)
No offense. kids.

Maost of the kids Taugh huck.

MELANIE
Will it hurt, Jimn - saying gondbye, limecan?

GUIDE
[ won't lie - vou'l} be homesick fur i while.
It's not easy being at fire school. But atter
a few weeks at camp you'll never look
back. And that's a promise.

The kids are seassured. He turns and Jeads them through the door -

GUIDE
Remember - this is a working fire station.
Nobady gets in the way - okay.

INT. FIRENOUSL. CENTRAL HALL. DAY,

The guide leads the school ciass across u 2lass bridge - the heart of the fire stanon is
fonger than an aircrait hungar and even higher. Dozens of floors. suspended from the
rool, project into an atrium. It bustles with uniformed firefighters. the constant hun: of
electronic informanon. the endleas repetition of commands on huge video-hoards.

Electronic tire poles. spimning fast. connect the floors. Firefighters arab hold of them and
perch on three-inch footholds, riding them up and down. They give the place un air of
CURSUNL Urgency.

INT. CONTROL ROOM. DUSK.

The kids crowd around. peering through 2 glass wall eight inches thick. Iwide 14 a huge
clectronic map of the city and banks of nimogen-cooled super-computers.



This is the heant of the fire station - walls of display screens monitor suburban sueets,

(f@“ endless stacks of digite) processors chum through mouwinains of information Desparch
officers - black pants, bluck shirts und shields with gold phoenixes - handle hundreds of
calls. The Guide taps on the glass window and points i the huye. vaalt-like door.

GUIDE
Nothing can get through here. It's evervthing
proof... it's atomic bomb proof: This is the
cuntrol room. Ten million megabytes of
information swept up. processed and stored
every second. Random access to ovesr seven
million files in less than twenty seconds.
Response time to an alarm anywhere stands
4l 4 minues 20 seconds. I'm sure you won't
mind me telling you - for the third yearin a
1ow, that makes Engine Company 38 the
fastest in the country.

The Toavher olup s, the kecky i it A8 ey wattl, Latdi SWABRIEE 1 21t 2IUB dinerges
from hehind a suck of processors. He s in his early 80's. s hair the color of charcoal, kis
fuce sunburnt by a thousand real and ten thousand imaginary fires. He wears the blach
shirt and the red salamander of o Captain. He calls orders 1o the despatch officers hut the
glass is 10 thick for us to hear.

(,m\ GUIbE
That's Captain Beiity He's the head man i
the head station. If anvone’'s going to the Top
of the Mountain, he is. It’s time you go: used
101 - ready, Kids? Salute.

All the Kids. very serious, salute the capunin. He sees them through the glass and snaps
them onie back. You'd think he was Generl Patton,

He hooks 4 high back chair with his golf club and spins it round. He sertles down in from
ol the command console and looks at the huge electronic map of the city... his ity 10 him.
The pnice of liberty is cternal vigilance.

INT. ELEVATOR. DUSK.

The 1our group (ile into u large. industrial-styie elevator. The guide stands in front of the
contrel panel -
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GUIDE
Underground - level tour. pleusc.

A smidl sereen on the control panel instantly displays the guide’s runk. aumber. security
status and a host of other details. It's reading a sman card he wears pinned 10 his chest.
The elevator sighs to a stop at its destinat:on.

ELEVATOR
Level tour. Jim. Always a pleasurc 10 see
you. Fhope the cliuss of 42 enjovs its visit.

The dours open. The group files out into -

INT. UNDERGROUND VAULT.

A buge underground hascment One either side e massive sieel nks connected by a -
mare of pipes and vulves. White-coated technicians move between them, checking valves
and digital meters. The kids pass overhead. wong a steel gantry -

GUIDE
They say an army marches on its stomach.
The Fire Departiment runs on {uel and here
it is - five hundred thousand galions of it
(he laughy)
Put that cigarctte out, Joe-Franh.

They go through u set of doors -

INT.BASEMENT CLLLS.

The hids crowd into some sort of commasid post: stainless steel walls, armored glass
observation windows. a xecunty desk manned by oificers. a bunk of hi-tech siree:-
sweeper shotguns on the wall. The kids look around - a hittle scared.

GUIDE
Years ago. betore the word “intellectual”
becamc the swear word it descrves to
be. people <aid the Fire Depariment
was opposed [o ideas. That's not true -
its the people that have the ideas we
don't like. W see 'om all here -
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Steel doors on cither side shde back, revealing rows of prison cells. The guide leads the
way hetween them: a young guy and his girlfriend. old men. a woman that looks like o
housewile. a bonkish-looking man. a mother and father and their two young children...

GUIDE
(pointing them out)
Liberuls... non-conformists... writers - vou
can always tell the wnien, they're the
weedy-Jooking ones,

The guide stops. Kids stare through the bars at the family - the father, thin and bruised.
tries to shield his chuldren trom the peenng crowd.

GliIDL
o the crime, you do the time. The judge
aives ‘om a choice - death or lite as a tobo,
Personully. I'd tuke the incincrator any day
Anyane know what i Jobo is?

An unctuous kid shoots his hund up The Teacher nods at him -

RANDY -
Subyersives whove had lobotonnes.

GUIDE
Chemical lobotomies, Back in the dark
ages luhotomies used to be surgical. Butit's
all chemical now. Pump the drugs into them
tor ewo days and let it eat away the cells of
the frontai brain lobes. No surgeons, no
anesthetic. no recovery ume. Total cost - 1w
hundied dotlars. That's progress for you.
Anyone heard about the lobo firing squad”
They s1and 1 a circle.

JOE-FRANK
Hey. Jim - bow dees a lobo call his Jog?

GUIDE

I haven't heard that one.

Joe-Frank puts his fingers in his mouth like he's whistling -

LN |

" .we
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JOL-FRANK
Wool, . wool,

INT. ANTISEPVIC ROOM.

Balliunt surgcal lights iluminate a white-tiled room. Racks of stanless sieel equipment
line one wall. Blue smocked atiendants wheel in two inmates - a man and @ woman,
almost nuked. Both of them are strapped 10 gumcys.

The attendants park the gumeys next to the wall of equipment. The two prisoners -
temmificd - try to struggle. Rubber balls fastenzd into their mouths prevent them from
sereamsng. The artendants 1ake Jong needles and insert them into the pauent's forearms.

Auttached w the needles are lengths of cleur plastic tube that disappear into the machines
It looks hke an execution by lethal iniecbon. And in o way rtis. We crune up -

1M1 GLASS BOOTH.
The kids are pathered around twe nurses sitting at a console. controlling the proceduie

TEACIHIER
And lobotomies - they always work. Jim?

GUIDE
Nincty-cight per cent. ma'am. A hormaone
1n the thyroid sometimes offers resistance
but & second coursz takes care of that.
Like the nuises say - sume people like
their vegetables will-cooked.

One of the nurses throws a switch. The hids stare down an the vietms -

INT. ANTISEPTIC ROOM -

The man and woman watch as the chemical cocktail enters the plastic catheter and flows
towards theif veins. They turn and Jook at onc another - a last moment of logical thouglit.
of fecling. of being. The chemicals hit their blood stream. They tath jerk and canvulse -
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INT. GLASS BOOTIL
The Kids watch. Randy shrugs -

RANDY
Big deal. It's betier on the virtual games -
.t least you sec prople splutter.

INT. BASKETBALL COURT. DAY

The kids walk across i sticel bridge that connects two floors of the fire station. Beneath
them is 3 ste-of-the-an baskethuli cour:. At the moment it's been convernted inta a
training facility - the doots are closed, the seating moved right back.

The tour group stops and looks down - amazed. A bizarre creature runs down the count.
It's made from & carbon-fiber metal that firs it like a molten skin. It shimmers and gleams
in the bnght light. moving cifortlessly on its eight legs. fis metal tongue lolls from its
mouth but it makes no sound - just the <ot hum of a 120 sernvo-mntors and the beep ol a
dozer tmcio-processors. This s The Mechanical Hound.

Two men stand in the middle of the court. One of them is in his 40's, nervous, dressed in
a white Lab cost. His namie is Herman Rand. The other is a young fireman - wll, poad-
looking. straight out of tire school” Jinx Bradley. Herman is teaching him how o operae
the remaote conteal - o hand-held. totally computerized device. Jinx mukes the Hound step
and roll over. playing dead. The Kids laugh -

GUIDE
Don't be fooled, k:ds - it can do a 1ot
more than tricks. Years apo people
talked abowt the stealth bomber and the
space shuttle. Now it's going to be The
Hound. You're neal lucky - nobody, no
civilizns, have even seen it vet.

Hennun takes the remote control back and works it expenly. The clectrical filaments in
The Hound's nose twaich, its metal tongue darts in and out. “tasting” the ait. its glittenng
eyes - u thousand micro-facets of red neon - scan back and fonh.

In one blur of a movement. The Hound rises to its feet and flics the length of the count. It
spins on a dime. goes straight up the pole that supports the net and sits on top of the
backbuard. Herman smiles. The kids gape
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INT. MUSTER ROOM. DAY

Firemen in fatigues and boots. waiting Yor an alarm, piay cards ar lounge in froat of the
interactive wall. It hus scores of screens with evervthing “live™: rck groups from
warchouse “raves’ . the Copperntone stripper revue, divorce hearings from the People's
Court, reality shows from casualty rooms.

A cleaner moves among them, pushing his broom. Ho's about 45 - buzz-cut hair. pertectls
pressed unitorm, @ fireman's equipment 2elt around his waist. In rhis case it hokds
Windex. a squcegee, garbage bags. This is Earl - once a great fireman. unnt he toak a
wrong turn. He was sent fur re-education and came buck a simpleton. We rack focus -

On the tuw side, u man stands alone, silent, unheedtul of the noise. It's Guy Montag. He
Jooks out through a plate glass wandow, what the Marines call a thousand yard stave -

MONTAGS POV

There's nothing moving. Just the huge desolate plaza, Floating above it is a nows blinp -
a hundred feet long. tull of hot air. powered by two rotor-blades. Its a fleating browdeast
staton, relaying programs (o nullions of homes. Huge quarz-matnix serevns on its side
show evactly what it's broudcasting.

Right now. it’s a live report from the White [louse press room. Standing behind the
ponlium is an impressive man in his early 60's. Six-foot-four, silver hair, he looks bk
Gy Cooper: Preswdent Plimpron. In the bottom comer is a man doing a sign language

transtauon. We hold on the President. There's something unsctiling anout him - it's as it
he's too perfect. too manmicured Lo be tezl. Maybz he s jus: an electionic imaye.

REVERSE ANGILE

W look buch - the uny figpre of Montag 1s sithouctted m the window, troubled. staring
into the chistance. the only »sgn of hfe.

INT. MUSTER ROOM. DAY.

Captain Heauty. Mmill carrying his golf club. appears a1 Montag's side.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
What's wrong, Montag... you okay?
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MONTAG
1 was just thinking...”

Beuny lowers the golf club, instanily alent.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
What were you thinking?

Moutag tums and loaks at him. chunging his mind. He shrugs and tries to smule -

MONTAG
Nothinyg.

CAPTAIN BEATTY

Oh. come on. Montag! This is the Cuptiun
vou're talking to. You think 1 don't know
when something's gnawing one of my guws.
ospecially when 1t's my main man, the

Department's el-supremo-fucking-gquarter-
back. somchody I've worked with for
Sifteen vears ' Do vou need to see the
doctor™

Montag shakes his head - no. He turns and looks back at the news blimp -

MONTAG
I was just thinking... President Plimpton’s
very well spaken... he's real sure of what
he's saymg. st he.. it's like. he's almost
~on of perfect.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
That's why he's President. Montug. A fine
man, Mr Plimpton Inspinng. Stable.
Handsome. Not only that. he's got the full
support of the Top of the Mounwin.

MONTAG

entative)
And we voted for ki, didn't we” That's
-how he got there, 1 pican.
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CAFTAIN BEATTY
OF course we did* This is a democracy, isn'
it! Ninety-eight per cent of us pulled the lever
tor President Plirpton.

MONTAG
W did? That marv - thar's a fands)ide!

CAPTAIN BEATTY
tt's a credit to the people. that's for sure.

l1e points up at the news hlimp -

PRESIDENT PLIMPTON
My fellow Americans, trutl: and integrity
will stand forever more as the watchwords
ol our grear nation. Now. more than ever,
a we go forward 1o the future. we mus
take up the burden of ous responsibilities.
I have spoken betore of destiny. [ am sure
1 will speah to you. of it uguin. ln conclusion,
let me just say. a pation is only as strong as
it's people. Good night and bless you.

Beunty smiles. nodding his head -

ON THE BLIMP

Plimpton's image is replaced by s shot of a balding man in glasses. He is about four-lect-

CAPTAIN BEATTY
You can't argue with that, can vou'! Wise,
that's Presadent Plimpton The guy in the
scal, the man at the wheel. A leader.

MONTAG
Well. yeah...] gueas | must have voted for
him, too.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Hell. vou didn't vote for Aim, did you?

six tull with deep set eyes. Perspiration beads his upper 1ip. He son of whines.
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A logo flashes at the bottom of the screen: "Equal time... equal time.”

WOODROW
1 would like 1o take this opporiunity of
thanking you for the chance tc¢ -

INT. FIREHOUSE. DAY.
Beatty turns away in disgust.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Woodrow - what son of name’s that?
A cold sorc” It sounds like something you'd
put on hemorrhoids. Nobody voted for him.

MONTAG
If 98 per cent pulled the lever for President
Plimpion, I guess two per cent did.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Lobos or subversives. There's always going
to be someone who gets a kick out of not
. being civically pure.

MONTAG
So it's Plimpton - 1 must have voted for him.
President Plimpton.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
He's our man.

MONTAG
Thanks, Captuin. I'm glad you cleared
that up.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
(real [atherly)
That's what I'm here for. ['m the shoulder,
I'm the ear, Montag. ] am for all my guys.
You got anything on your mind, you talk
to me. C'mon! I want to see the old Montag
back -
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He raises both fists and drops his head, into sparring mode. He lets Joose with astraight
nght. Moniag covers up and jubs back -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
That's it... that's the way. That's what I want
o see.

Buauty fires one through the defenses. whacking Montag's cheek. He laughs and puts his
arm around Montag's shoulder, hugging him. He's always got to win. Still smuling, he
walks off,

Montag twrus and looks at the blimp. The smile ' vanishes - he's still troubled. really
troubled.

INT. CENTRAL HHALL. DAY,

Screech! A bell in the cetling kicks two hundred times. Firemen grab their equipment, run
fust across the central hell and Lead for the poles. It's an alarm - the poles now spin i an
astonishing ride.

The group of kids crowd onto a balcony. They cheer and holler as they see Montag sprint
across the room. He jumps! His boot lands en the fouthold and he grabs the pole. e goes
through a squive hole in the floor -

IUs i helluva ride down, he spins through ten storics: administration. files. cell-hocks,
recrestion, cafeteria, a beauty parior for the women. This place is huge. Montog keeps
plunging down, out of sight. .

EXT. COURTYARD DUSK.

Two huge garage doors rise up - a pair of the fire eagines that look like battle-trucks mar
oul. Their [2-foot-hugh ail wereain tires smoke as the drivers pour on the power.

Jinx and Hermaun stand on a platform on the back of the first truck. Jinx works the remote
commander - The Hound bursts out of a door and bounds across the courtvard.

One leap... and then another - The Hound suils between Jinx and Herman. Flanges shoot
out from its paws. Whack! It clamps onto the back of the truck. Its body spins on its four
fegs and it drops down into a sitting position - the faith(ul Hound at its post. traveling

with its masters. It wags i1s metal w.il. Jinx opens an access door and steps intn the truch.
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INT. FIRE TRUCK DUSK.

e insade of the engine s full of equipment. locken, conduits, pipes and valves, The
only windows are narrow slits. Firefighters move buck und forth. siripping down o their
underwear. stepping mto therr space suits and ¢quipment belts, Jars of tire-resistunt el
are hunded round - they rub it into their faces and slick buach their hair,

Montag sees Jinx gerting changed at the tarend -

MONTAG

Wha's the new guy?

A wise guy in his 406 - a day's stubbie. dragging on a smokeless cigaretie - looks in the
direction Montag i~ panting. This is Rico

RICO
He seems okay... it techno-freak, though.
Beatry's teld him tes fook atter The Hound.
We're going to buy him a peoper-sconper.
the vellsy
Hev Jinx” Jina Bradley - get your ass
down here,

The voung gay s1as toanahe his wis 1owards them.

MONTAG
Jinx? What sowt of nuame's Jina™

RICO
He's 20-yveanss-old. handsome as stai.
his fathes < some wheel at Top ol the
Maountam and he topped every cluss
at tire school. Whatt do you think we
should call him - “Lucky™?

Bradley amrives.
RICO

Jina 1 want you to meet someone - Guy
Montag.
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JIINX
(putting out his hand
Yuuh... sure...] know the tace. Everyone
does. It's an honor, Officer Montag... a real
honor.

One of the other firemen tums. This is Stonemian - & rippling, batchet-taced man, ten
' years younger than Montag. He's hundsome in a Nuz) sort way, an arrogant sunovabiich.
He's jealous of Montay and his lip curls in & sneer at Jinx's hero-worship. He listens -

MONTAG
(shaking hands)
Forget it... the "OfYicer” thing. too.

JINX
No. I mean it Every yeur they show
visuals of your stuiT at lire school. That
thing with... what was that tamiiy’s name -
Faber. Each freshman class, the Chicf
makes a speech - "this s what being
firermnan is all ohout *, he says.

MONTAG
Yeuh. well. that was o long time sgo.

JINX
You were twenty - »our first vear out of
fire school. Just like me. You've heen an
inwpiration to a ot of people

MONTAG
Welconic ta 38, Jinx.

Stoneman nierrupts - he's ljkcn an instant dislike to Jinx.

STONEMAN
Rico says your old man's somebady at Top
of the Mountain. | guess that helps when
. you want-a posting 1o head oftice. What's
- it like up there. buu-fluft?

JINX
Buu-fluff?
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Stoneman reaches out and strokes his massive paw down Jinx s jaw -

STONEMAN
When you gonna start shaving, kid - next
year. mayhe.

Jinx pushes his hand away.

JINX
P dont know what it's like at Top of the
Mountain. 1 never even met my father. He
just sent the child support. Mo and the
Government did the rest. ™

Beany. moving down the line, has overheard the conversanon. He speaks quietly -
CAPTAIN BEATTY ’
[ know - I've hecn inside. Onee. Just a taste.
you undueratand.

Other Oirefighters turn and ook - surprised. very impressed.

RICO
What's it hike?

Beatty tuens and tooks through a winduw - the fire engines are on a road running ulong
the wp o, The Wall. The water stretches 1nto the distance. Jutting through il - a
crumbling church spirc. the upper branches of dead trees, the top Moor of a drowued
pu.lding. The Pyrainid sits in the sea 3t the end of the causewiy. The apex with the eyve
hangs above il Jt seems to be leoking straight a2 them.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Time without ¢nd... even the air 1astes
sweceter there. People'd say that sounds
. Jike the power of love. Let me tel] you, thar's
: nothing compared to the love of power -

He has to tumn away because of the emotion welling up in him from just that wste.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
“Once you've been there. you don't forget
it. And the desire.. the desire wo Lisie it
again can almost break a mian's heart.
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He torces himselfl 10 mastes his emotions. He looks up at the firefighters but nobody’s
watching him - they're all staning out the window at the pyramid. lostin their own
thoughts, thetr own ambhition. Beotty smiles and shrugs. snapping ot of it. He moves
down the line. continuing to check his team.

RICO

The Captain's headed there, that’s for surc.
You, too. Montag. Oh, come on - we've all
known it since Fire School. [Heater Hamlyn -
remember Heater”? - he always said 'Monug's
2ot the juice. He's going all the way.'

(quictly)
Listen - we've known cach other a Jong
time. we've always gotten on well - vou
could put a word in fur ine.

MONTAG
If 1 ever get there, Rico. | promse - Il
mention vou.,

RICO ;
Thanks. P'm a lucky guy... but, hey. aren't
we all? We're firemen and we're Joaded
tor bear - let's enjoy it, that's whit T say!

A buzzer sounds. The firemen step to the sides of the truck. Overhead lockers open up.
Mctal eylinders - like oaygen tanks - are Jowered down and auromatically clipped onto
the firefighters” bucks. The tanks huve hoses connecied to them - the firefighters coil them
and grab the heavy sitver nozzle at the end. The tire engines brake hard -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Here we go!

FXT. THE OLD TOWN. NIGHT.

It's an ancient par of the cily - a wealthy arca once but now dead trees point accusing
fingers at the sky. Three news hlimps motor into position overhead. A crowd - alerted by
a news flush - run through the streets. They converge on a fluking three-story house. a
couple of centuries old it it's a day. Suangely. there’s no sign of fire or smoke.

The two firc engines smash through the front fence and screech to a halt in the yard.
Hydraufic legs drop down from their bellics and plant themselves in the flower beds.
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The legs extend - the eagines rise off the mround. The massive wheels turn slowly in mid
air. The enginex stop - thirty teet oft the ground, 1otally dominating the bouse. The sidec
of the engines drop down. Platlorms shoot out. bridpes extend. panels rise up - cach
enginc has hecone o kal fire-fighting piatform. The firemen stand in the belly of the
beast, real quict. looking out at the house -

RICO
So peaceful to look al, you'd never
imaginc there was anything going on
inside, woukd you”

The crowd in the street watch in silence. A steel club rockets out {rom onc of the engines.
and punches a hole in the roof of the house, The crowd go wild. screaming - it's on!
Hydraulic rams shoot out. battering holes i the walls of the house at every level.

INT. FIRE: ENGINE NIGHT.

The firemen rise up ke athletes in the blocks. They wutch the house being penetrated.
Beatty is at their shoulder - -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Remember - this ian™ just a public service
IUs entestainment! Now go teary! Go. go!

Muorntug. Rico Bradley and Stoneman are the first out - like footballers out of the tunne:.
The crowd roars even louder as they emerge. Rignt behind is Black - a white woman. huir
pulled back. the body of a gladiator - then the rest of the squad.

Mantag grabs hold of 1wo steel beams thar extend from the truck. Boy, 1s be an athlew!

He uses thern hke parallel bars, swinging towards the house - hand-over-hand. throwing
s Jegs up. doing @ half-somersaul and ot the Jast minuie catching hold of an extended

Luddes. The crowd holler and scream

ON THE BLIMP.

The image of two massive heads Noats overbead. They sit at a desh, both holding
microphones. These are the Commentators. They look uncannily like Frank Gifford and
Marv Albent,

MARYV
That looks hike Guy Montag, Frank!

P.O6
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FRANK
It certuinly is, Mary, Whit « surpne! 1
wouldn't have thought Caplain Beatry
would use him on a small fisture like this.

MARYV
It's carly prime. Frank - we're going live
10 aver iwenty mil.ion homes. If you
don’t use Montag then. when would you?

EXT. 01D HOUSE. NIGHT.

The other firemen. like trapeze antists. swarm through the smashed walls of the house A
v news crew - perched on the side of the house - are picking-up closc-ups. They focus
on hinx Bradiev. swinging through the air. dangling from the hotom of a mabile ladder -

FRANK (O.S))
We haven' seen him hefore. Thar's Chris
Bradlev, Marv. newly draficd from the
Fire School. Peopl:s down there tell me
he may well be u now lron Man,

MARV i0.5.)

Cerntainly rio sign o1 nerves tonight. Look

at that, will vou!
Jinx throws himself o the ladder - he says through the air. Crash! Feet tirst he goes
through the glass of an attic window.
EXT. FIRE TRUCKS. NIGHT.
Another news crew circle the fire trucks. They run straight into a crowd backing away.
scared. The Reporter. a woman, pushes thiough - she and her camcruman come fuce 10

face with The Hound. Herman, using the remote commander. 1s taking it for a prowl

The Reporter's never seen anything like it. She grabs her cameraman - get shooting!

ON THE BLIMP

The Hound is huge - moving. circling. 1n all its mechanical glory.
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MARVIOS)
We've heurd about it. we've tialked about
it - and there 3t is! Live on Five - first with
the burst. What a bonus, IFranh.

FRANK (0.S))
On the spor while it's hot! Four years and
two billion credos in the making. That imust
be one of the Jet Propulsion Lab's scientists.
taking it out on a raad-test. Itd better do more
than pee on fire hydrants at that sert of moncy.
First impressions. Marv?

MARV (0.8)
Hard to say at this distance, Frank. It's bigger
than | expected and 1t cenainly moves well.
It'}) be tast. I'm syre of that. but 1 just wonder
how aggressive it'li be.

EXT. FIRE TRUCKS. NIGHT.

The Hound skins one of the fire engines and lies down. i head streichesd out on s paws
perfectly stili. usleep but not asleep, alive but not living.

A stray duy wanders out of the crowd. It stops at The Hound and smtts its carbon-fiher
body. Satistied, it prases on The Hound's back.

The Hound spins - an eight-inch hollow steel needlz shoats out from s pose. Ssswhack!
The needie hnts the dog in the nech. An arcing bolt of electricity passes through the doy -
its tur smokes, 1ts Jegs shoot out. blood spuns trom its mouth. It hits the ground. dewd

FRANK (0.5
Whoa! | think you just got you! answer. Mary.

People in the crowd stare. Some back away. others cheer and laugh. The Hound.
registering the sound. wags its tail. We crane vp from it -
LEXT. TOP OF FIRE ENGINE. NIGHT.

Beatty stands on a platform on top ot the dniver's cab - golt iron in his hand., u ball on a
mukeshitt tee. Crack! The ball rockets straight towards a sccond-floor window -
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INT. OLD HOUSE. BEDROOM. NIGHT.

Rico and Montag are wirening out drawers, upending the bl searching the room. Crauls’
‘The golt ball smushes through the glass, skims Ricos head and buries tisellin the wall

RICO
Jesus Chnst! That fucking Beauy's going
1o kill someone with that thing!

CAPTAIN BEATTY
{through hicadset)
What was that Rico? [ couldn’t quie hear.

RICO
| was just saving gaad shot, Captan. I
that was your four iron, I'd suy vou ve
added a least ten yards 10 it

The other firemer laugh thiough their headscts.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
A five iron, Rico.

RICO
Lven better, sir. Tre-fuckimg-mendous.,
in my opmion

fle nps open a closet and uses an ax o smash the wood ai the back. revealing an old-sivie
nersonal computer and a shehves of CD-ROM's. He fhicks through a handtul -

RICO
Look at this shit will yvou? "Collecied Works
ol Spakespeare”, a ook by some guy
callqd Hemingway. "The Poet's Alimanac™.
for Chrissakes. What's wrong with people.
Don't they know the fucking law?

He tosses them aside and turns to Montag -

RICO
"~ Well. come ¢n - what are you wating
for? You know what they say - Jesus
is coming. look busy!

.08



Jul-16-97 27 . =7 5§61 659 1/2c

‘o
"

He pulls the trigger - a tongue of flame shoots out of the heavy silver anzzle. The
backpucks arc kerosene-fueled flunc-throwers. A volles of flame hits the compuier and
the CD-ROM's, A couple of hundreds vears of human endeisvor tum to moiten plastic

Montag tarns and kicks a door -

INT. OLD HOUSE. STAIRWELL. NIGHT.

An Old Wanan - tall and gracious cnce - is trying to run. terrified, down the back stais.
This s the vwner of the house. She almost gets hit by the door as it splinters off its
hinges. She and Montag look at one another.

Her first instinet is 1o flee but she realizes 1t's no use. Her cves fix on a nothingness and
her tongue moves in her mouth as if she's trying to iemember something. It comes o her -

OLD WOMAN
"Play the man. Master Ridley; we shall this
day light such u candle. by God's grace,
ax [ trust shall pever be put ou”

It means nothing 10 Montag. He looks at her face. close to tears, and speaks quietly -

MONTAG
Where's the rest of ‘2im?

OLD WOMAN
You hiow where they are or you
wouldn't be here.

Montag keys i a command 10 a sinall computer screer: modded arounid his toreann -

MONTAG
The complaint card says ‘Have reason
o suspect uttic, aumber 11, Elm.
Oid Town. E.B.

OLD WOMAN
L.B. - that would be Edith Bluke. my
weighbor.
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MONTAG

(into headset)
Suspect in custody. Captun. She conlirms
the atte.

CAPTAIN BEATTY (0.8)
tthrough headset;
I've got you un the Tracker, Montag.
Hold her there.

EXT. TOP O FIRE ENGINE. NIGHT.

Tight on a hund-held video screen - the Tracker - which shows an image of the house and -

561 659

1752

the pusition ot all Beatty's men. Pull hack to reveal Beatty. on wop of the five engine,

watching the screen. He speaks inte a i -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
You're in the attic. Bradley - can vou
sec ‘em?

JINX
(through headseti
Not yet, Cuptuin but we'se got a wall
that's not shown or the bluepnnt.

INT. CLD HOUSLE. STAIRWELL. NIGHT.

From the attie above, the svund of hydraulic hamimers smushing through hick and
masonry. The Old Woman staggers - as if every blow of the hammer 1s hitting her.

Montag looks at the walls - faded photos line the stairs: children. grown and gone: the old
wotnan, in her 3t¥s, standing arm e arm with 2 man. Behind them are beautitul buildings

of sume great institution. Bearty appeuars at Montag's shoulder -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Harvard. Montay - back in the duys
before it became the School for
Nuclear Engincering. According to the
file the old 2ul's husband used to be
a professor there... wanker,
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(‘”m : Crush! Montag and Beatly look up - half the ceiling falls down, revealing Bradley and
nther [iremen in the attic. Books... thousands ot hooks. . ramn down. They hit the
handrails, fall down the stairwell, land on the sieps. Beatty's face screws up in disgust. He
looks at the old woman - :

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Well. you've been living in a regular Tower
of Babel here. haven't you, grandma™?
{into micy
Stoncman. Black. Rico - I need men heic.

Jinx drops out of the attic, does a somersault and lands on the stairs. Other firemen
emerge out of doors and into the stairwell. Click... click... click. Thev open the valves on
theit hachpacks. Flames pour out.

Through whirling clouds of sSmoke and tumes. we see the names on the jackets: Faulkner,
Longicliow. Mclville, Fitzgerald. Pages cur! and burn. pindings flare and crumple, words
and thoughts pensh. Up go Tolstoy, Salinger. Keats...

~
INT OLD HOUSE. LANDING. NIGHT.
The Okd Woman backs away. up to g half-landing. Piles ot books burn a!l aroumd her. The
(‘ﬁm smzll of kerosene is almast overwhetming. Partly obscured by smoke. she sees a blach-
bound volume. She cries out - 3t's the most precious one of all. She prabs it

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Drap the hook, grundma.

The Old Woman shehes her head. She holds the book closer 1o tier chest.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
You know the law! Where's your sense?
Nonc of these books agree with each
other. You've been listening to a nullion
voices shouting ditferent ideas. No wonder
you're confused. You've lost touch with
reality - the people in these books never
even lived, Come on - drop it!

Still the Old Woman shakes her head.
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CAPTAIN BEATTY
Don't serew with us, lady. I'im giving vou
one lust waming -

The Old Wonian doesn't move. Beatty tums to Montay -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
She's yours. Montzg - do it.

Moatag doesn't move. He stares at Beatts

CAPTAIN BEATTY
What. arc you deaf or something?

The other firemen look at Montag - what's wrong with him? Motitag steps forward and
aims the siiver nozzle at the (Old Wornan. She stunds her ground. stil! clutching the book,
trembling. Montag looks at her face. trving 1o wa!) her to drop the hook. She Jooks strarght
hack at hin. He raises the nozzle so that the barre! is pownting at her face. Still she doesn
waver. Monwag pulis he trigger. Click...click. Nothing happens.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
What the fuck are vou -

Before he cun fimsh Stoneman steps forward. valve on. tngger firing. A blast of lame
tauches the Old Woman's legs, her hands. She wnthes and danices. sereaming, bui still she
won't drop the black bound book.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
That's what § hke, Stoneman’ A muan 1348t on
the draw Go on - really give it to her!

Storeman opens up the valve, Whoosh! The Old Woman eropts in a pillar of flame She
spins round. dropping the book. thrashing at herself. The heat sets up its own little
tornado - smoke and tumes whirl all around her.

The Old Wornan drops to the tloor. dead. Stoneman turms oft his flame-thrower. He's
high with excitement. the rush of 11. He looks at Montag -

STONEMAN
You're slowing down. old man - t0o many
cndorsements, T guess You want to he
careful - there's younger guys right on your
Uss,
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MONTAG
Fuck off. Stoneman

Stoneman biaughs - he bkes needling Montag. He and the other firemen heid off, wquinting
Names on the rest of the books as they go.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
What huppened. Montag?

MONTAG _
1 don't know - a misfire.

Buatty reaches oul. tukes the nozzle and hits the trigger. The Name-thrower hlasts tiie and
smoke. stacthng Beatty - he readiy didn't expect it to work.

CAPTALN BEATTY
Ir's worksg fine now,

Muntay shriegs, Beatty iooks at him for a moment - then bursts out laugiung.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Don't Jook so serious - what else couhl it
be? Get Technical to chack it out, Tell Ben
you'll give him u kerosene enema if it happens
again. That ought 1o Jiven up his hole.

Beatty faughs again. Montag smiles back. Beatty talks orders into his headset and heaids
off. Montag is leit alonc with the body ot the wanon. He looks down at her - hife und
thoughts und dreams turned o ash. Flames keep burnnz thraugh the black bound heok
The wind. whistling through the roof. catches page utter page and whirls them wuwan.

Ouc of themn slaps against Montag's fire-proot pants. He picks it up. The paper s water
thin. like omon skin - the bool is The Bible. Montag. glancing round to make sure
nobody is watching. starts 10 read. Someone has underlined some of the words:
"He that increascth hnuwledge increaseth sorrow,”
We push in on Montag's face. A voice behind startles him -
VOICE (O S$.)

‘Through here! Quick - they want a shot
of the perp a» a tag.
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A news crews comes through a door. Montag drops his hanul, hiding the page.

REPORTER
Otficer Montag - shit. this i grear!
tinte his headsety
I've pot a money shot.
(to Montag)
If you could just give the 0ld bag
another hit of heat, that'd be perfect.

The camermman Juts Montag with a sun-gun. There's nothing Montag can do - he clicks
his Mame-thrower and hits the remnants of The Bible with a blast of flame. The light from
the sun-gun suniounds him. wrning the smoke into moonbeams of light -

REPORTER
Daman' Is that a heroie shot or what?!

ON THE BLLIMP

A woman in her SO is butng intervigewed. She loonkes buge. hovering above the house. A
capticn at the bettom -
Eduh Blake, naighbor

She bLeueps adusting her hair. similing at the camera - this is her 18 seconds.

MRS BLAKE
L heard her talking 10 my granddaughter.
“Once upon a time.” she said. | knew i
wasn't civically pure. so Fcallew the 1-800
number immediatciy

The smage of Mis Bluke dl.\‘1ppcar.<. 10 be replaved by -

MARV
And this just in. Frank - we'se getung reports
of a latge number of photugraphs concerning
children in the house. I don't want 1o go into
too much detail -

FRANK
Of course not - this is a tamily show.
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MARYV
But apparently this was a nusty, filthy old
wornan, I'm sure we haven't heard the Jas
of it - ncighbois will feel free to tadk now
the threat has becu removed.

FRANK
That's usually 1the way - unfortunately
sometimes thal's too tate. We all have to
be careful. We've said it a thousand tinkes
before, Marv, and I'm surc we 'l <ty it agamn -
“The price of liberty is cternal vigilunce.”

MARYV
[ can’'t argue with thal, Frank - nobody can.

FXT. HOUSE. STREERT. NIGHT.

The firefightets - smicared with soot and herosenc - gather up their cquipinent, stowiag

the platJoines and ladders. Hiss - ihe sound of air brakes. Montag wms -

29

A bus pulis 1o a stup. One side Wits up - men and womer in gray boiler suits shutfle out
like robots. A) of them have numbers stenciled on their forcheuds, thair eves dead. their

expressions completety blank: a team of people who've been lohmomized. Lobos,

They 1ahe shovels and move wwards the half-gurted house. ready 10 clean up the miess.

ON TIHE BlLIMP

MARV (0.8
Fden't know if | asked you, Frank - have you
seen the new ladder designed for fobos? It's
gol 3 siop sign on the top.

Marv and Frank are still at their desk. laurhing.

FRANK
Anyway. it's ghod night from us - until next
timic. We now return you to the Sky Room
of the Hotel Lux for a full haur of “It Could
be You..."
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EXT. OLD HOUSE. NIGHT.

“I'he crowd drifts away. the fire engines start up and head down the street. the news blimps
gather altitude and Moat away. All that's left 15 the broken-down ¢1d house and the lobos -
both of them laid 10 rumns in their own way.

INT. FIRE ENGINE. NIGIHTT.

The Nremen are on their way back to the station. most cvervone smoking. joking and
tibking. A few of them are half naked. washing off the reck and stain of kerosene.
Stoneman nps open a heer - '

STONEMAN
Hot work. barbecuing people. Did you
hear ber, though - she didn't sav a fucking
word, not even when | first kissed her with
the flame. Maybe she was a muw - hey,
anyone think of that?

He laughs and lifts his hever,

MONTAG
(quictly)
Master Ridley

People stop and tum. Beatty looks at him - the tung about President Plimpion. the ingger
on his Rlame-thrower and now he's tslkicg about Master Ridley?

CAPTAIN BEATTY
What?

MONTAG
That's what she said when she first saw me.
She said something about Master Ridley. .

STONEMAN
(laughing)
So, she wasn't a mute. then - she was still
fucking cruzy! Did you see the way she held
- onto that book. Ha. ha! They're all crazy -
who do they think they are? The wrogance
of these readers - dying for a fucking book.
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MONTAG
Shut up. Stoneman. Im trying te tell you
vometh:ng. "Play the man.” she said, "Master
Ridlcy... something... something... a torch in
tngland... something... ™

CAPTAIN BEATTY
“Play the man, Masier Ridley: we shall this
dayv light such a candle, by God's grace. in
Eogland, as 1 trust shall never be put out”

" MONTAG
(startled)
That's it - that's exactly what she sad.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
A man numed Latimer said that (o a boy
citlled Nicholas Ridley as they were shout
10 he burnt alive for heresy at Oxford 1n
England on October 16, 1558S.

Some of the firetighters shuftle their teet - uncomfonable. not even sure they should he
Hatening to siGft thar must have come from a buok.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
I'm full of bits and pieces. Most fire
captains have to be. Sometimen |
surprise mysell,

JINX
What's heresy?

CAPTAIN BEATTY
1's hike not heing civically pure.

JINX
So they burit ‘em - even back then?

CAPTAIN BEATTY
‘Course they did. Not the Fire Departiiment,
though - that came later. Sometimes 1t was
just 2 mob. They weren't as civilized as we
are now.,

L
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Beatty wrns and looks at Montag

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Funny you should rememiber what she said,
Montag - the ravings of an old womin. 1
wondeér what eise is rattling around 10 that
bicad of youn?

MONTAG
Nothing. It just scemed strange. that's all.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
| guess it must have, But hey. no harm. no foul.
What are we worrying about”? Helluva night
wasn't 11! Get us one i those beers. will ya?

Everyone refanes Montag goes (o the cooler. Beatty doesn’t ke his eyes oft of him.

EXT. SUBWAY. NIGHT

A vacuun train hurntles silently through a narrow, sinuous tunnel. lts headhight itluminastes
a neon graphic o' u guy with a shovel: men are working on the track abead.

INT TRAIN NiGHT.

Montug sits 1n an antiseptic commuter carriage. Above him is an adventisement featuning
himeell - he's holdsng a new Juser shaver. rubbing his jaw: clean imape. smooth shave.

O)ver the windows, run an endless stream of video images: advertisements for singles
cruises, castnos, fawvers. cosmetic surgery. In the news panel. screaming jeis destroy
buildings in soine faraway place but it's impossible ta tell whether it's real or not

NEWSREADER (O.S.)
The Scoretary of Peace has authonized a
further escalation in the arms budget.
Safety and harmory ut any price. he told a
checring group of industrial leaders -

Montag looks down the carriage. past the rows of feet of the other commuters. All the
shoes are pretty much the samce - dark, sensible. comforiable. He stops - a pair of strange
blue sneakers.
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S .' N \\L tilt 'uf; to the face of a 16-vear-old girl. She's slender and pale. beautifu! in an ynusual
S e e miasly: Sl secma perched on the brink of womanhood... a Kind o gentle hunger in her eyes
' that touches eventhing with a tireless cuniosity, Her pame 1s Clarisse.

The Newsreader's words arc last in the hiss of the slowing train. The isterior is batived 1o
light. Through the windows - massive lights. scaffolds, arc-welders and men m gogaies.
They are welding pant of the Back.

The trun jolts. Clarisse’s buch-pack stides off the seat. Things tall out - make-up. i
wallet... the corner of i book! Montag starcs at it. Clarisse - urgent - bends and scoops i
up. She shoves it back in the bag and looks up - the fireman is Jooking struight w ber.

The valor drains from her face. sweat breaks out on ber palms. her heart pounds - se loud
she hurely hears the woman's voice:

ANNOUNCER (080
Thank you for choosing to travel Fasirack.
We are now entering the planned
communily of Ten Thousand Oaks.

Frizhtencd. . barely able to move... she gets to her feet and heuds for the door Montag
stands and follows her.

EXT. SUBURBAN STRLEET. NIGHT.

A ticd esculatos deposits Clarisse in Ten Thousand Ouaks. There's not a tree in sight - just
streets of wdentical new houses. They run out into the ravaged country. Giant bulldozers
stand in what onee were Tields, ready to tear the canth apant for even more houscs.

Clarisse walks tast down the deserted street. She hears Montag's boots behind. foud 10 the
still night air, coming closer. Any minute now... she waits tor the hand to full on her
shoulder She turns a comer.

A mun in 3 dnveway - pasty complexion, pants a few inches 100 short, belt fighung
contain his belly - is wheeling out his garbage. His name is Garlicld Snubz - a neighbor.
Moving behind the garhage pails. he can't take his eyes off Clarisse. His hand goes down
to his crotch and he stans to rub himself,

Montag comes round the corner. Snube straightens himself up and raises o hand in
greeting to the fieman. Montag ignores him.
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Montag gains on the girl. Iooking at her back - the shoulders rigid with tension, her arms
clutching the huck-pack to her chest. Evenf he hadn’t seen it he'd know - he can smetl
the fear.

Suddenly she swings left and rumns up the path that leads to her house. trving nai to min
She braces herself for the order to halt. the sound of boots pounding afier her...

Montag stops at the path. He hears a key tum in a lock. the front door close behind her.
He snilts the air - s something he hasn't smelled in 2 Jong time.

MONTAG
Baking...

tie looks at the house. In a window, the comer of a cuntain rwitches. Either her - or het
family - are watching him.

He tumns and keeps walking down the sidewalk, We hold on him in longshot, moving
through the ponls of light cast by the streetlights. He turns up & path - into his own house

INT. MONTAGS HOUSE. NIGHT.

Montag closes the fiont door behind him. He picks up the phone - there's no dialing., w's
all vance-activated, fully avremated.

MONTAG
Priority. |-8OU-lifonm,

Montag's a fireman - he knows his duty. The call connects. A voice at the other end -

OFFICER (0.8
Head office Montag - s that you? That's
what "m showing un my screen

MONTAG
| want to repont...

He s looking out the window - he sees the lights burning in Clarisse’s house. His voice
trails off -

OFFICER (0.8))
What is it. Montag ?
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MONTAG
I want w repwo -

He cant get the words out. e tums anay from the window.. swallowing a breath. teying
to calm himself. He tries again but no words will come -

OFFICER (O.8))
You okay. Montag?! You sound like you're
gagring.

Montag. anguished. is fighting himself. The guy on the phone is right - it's like he can't
breathe. Then he shudders - he's crossing a bridge. He hlunts into the phone -

MONTAG
L.. 1 weant 500 kneww whet shift I'm en
tomerrow... I'm sorey... 1 don't know why
Fasked fuor vou... I'm tired [ was thinking -
I dont know what 1 was thinking.

OFFICER (0.8}
(fpendiy)
What sh:tt” 1)1 pull it up. 7 pmi. Montag.
You want my advice. buddy? Tuke asleep
lozenge. Sounds like you need at.

MONTAG
Y e thanks... yeah. 1 think 1 will.

He hangs up - sweating. He tums and [ooks out again at the heuse across the way. Whit's
huppening 10 hima? We hold on his face.

INT. MONTAG'S BEDROOM. NIGHT.

A hiackened room. A woman hies alone in one of the two king-sized air-beds. She i on
her back. cyes closed. completely motionless. She must have been pretty once but the latw
nights and the booze arc taking their toll. This 1s Mildred. Montag's wife. If we hsten
closely we can hear the sound of gentle waves rolling up a beach. It's coming from her
dream pillow. A beam of light falls across her as the door opens.

Montag closes it behind hin. He moves 10 her side and brushes his lips across.her
forehead so as nnt to wake her. God. she's cold. He stans to undress. Crack! Sonething
crunches undertont. He bends down and picks it up. Suddenly he's moving fast -
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He hits the light switch. The room hunts nto view: a pile of unwashed clothes, a vanty
Iaden with lotons and perfumes. a stand holding three of Mildred's wigs. Twu etnpty
plastic pill bottles. caps off, he on the floor.

Montag looks at Mildred - she hasn't moved. He turns fast towards the phone. yelling

MONTAG
Emergency!

CALM VOICE (0.8.)
What 1ype of emergency, Officer Montag?

EXT. MONTA(TS DRIVEWAY . NIGHT

A turbine powered truck - the sort of vehicle a plumber might use is parked i the drive
Orange hazard lights flush on its roof.

INT. MONTAGS BEDROOM NIGHT

Two hi-tech michines - used and battered - have been wheeled in next 1o Mildred's bed
Twa mer in averalls, both dragging on smokeless cigaretwes, stand next wo them.

The Opertio wears u special optical helmet covenng his eyes. A tube extends from ene
machine. mio Mildred's mouth and down tnto her stomach. A microcamera on the end
allows the Opzratnr 10 look at the inside of her stomach on a monnor. The tube makes a
sucking sound - o'¢ vicuuming out all the foulness lying there.

The other machine is connected by a clear plastic tube to the carond anery on her nech i
is pumping the blood out of her body and replacing it with new blood and serum

OPERAFOR
You've gotta clean ‘vm out both ways.
that's the seoret. It's no use geruing the
stomuch if you don't replace the bivod.
Leave that stuff in the biood and n hits
the brain like a mallet. Whack... whack..
whack! and the brain just gives up.

MONTAG
Are you done yet?
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OPERATOR
Yeah, we're done.

He takes off the optical helaiet and his assistant starts to pack up the machines The
Operator halds out an electonic clipboard to Montag -

OPERATOR
You've just been charged two hundred
credos. Sign here pease.

MONTAG
Why don't you tell mic 1t she's gomng to
be ail nght first??

OPLRATOR
Sure, she's gonna be all fAight. We've got
all the meun stut? in the bag rizht there.
Like Tsaid. you take out the old and put
in the new . No problem

Montag siens the clipboasd. authonzing the payment.

MONTAG
Newther of you s an M. Why dicn'l they
send o Joctor from Emergency™

OFERATOR
Shit, we get u couple of hundred of these
a mght. You don't need an MD, a case like
this. All you need i< o couple of plumbers,
They can clean up the problem in halyan
hout,

The Operator's assistant motions towards the door - he wants 1o go.

OPERATOR
Look - we've gotta go. Monday nights is
our biggest night. You can bet that ien
blocks from here somcane else just
jumped off the top of a pillbox. Cull if
you necd us again. Kecp her quiet. We've
got a sedative in her. Shell wake up
hungry as hell. So long.
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They wheel their muchines through the door. Montag turns and sits beside Mildned He
takes her cold hand in his. He sits looking at her then he speaks. almost whispering -

MONTAG
Mildred?

She lics on her back. uninoving, her skin hke alabaster.

MONTAG
I'm scared. Millie... T don't think | know
anything any more.

She says nothing. dead 10 the world. Sadly Monieyg gets up and flicks off the kunps

EXT. TEN THOUSAND OAKS. NIGHT.

‘Ihe moon has gone. A bitter wind has sprung up from the cast. It whistles across the raw
fields. driving a fine mist of dust and dint through the strects of Ten ‘Thousand Oaks. A
garhage can goes bowling down the road like tumble-weed. A child's shint flies past and
is whirled away into the nighn

INT. MONTAGS BEDROOM. NIGHT.

A french door is open. The exterior shutters are ¢losed but one of them is Toose on ats
hinge. It moves back and forth in the wind - bang... bang... bang.

Mildred is suli way gone on the sedative. Montug lies on the other hed. aslecp We
tighten 10 on his tace. His face is jerking, reacting to the slap of the shuner. The wind
grows stronger, the shutter hits louder. Bang... bang... bang! Montag's face jerks harder.
We push in closer and closer on his eyes -

EXT. OLD DUPLEX NIGHT. (FLASHBACK).

Montag’s eyes are open. We puli back to reveal he is much younger - it's almost twenty
years calier. He is diessed in the full fireman's regalia - white slicker, helmet, and flame-
thrower. Number 42 is on his chest and back - the saume number he wears to this day.
Bang... hang! He uses a hand-held hydraulic ram to batter down a reinforced front door.

He stands on the front porch of a two-family home, the fire-truck in the street behind.
guys up on the platforms starting to tear their way through the roof
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INT. DUPLEX. KID'S ROOM. (FLASHBACK)

Bam'! A door flics open as Montay hursts iato a young bov's bedroom: a buseball mit...
posters on the wall... jeans and sneakers... books an i desk.

Whoush! Montag blasts the books with his flamie-thrower. He hears a sound from under
the bed - he turns and pours a torrent of flame into the space. Shriek! A cry geesup - a
young boy's anguished scream - hut Moatag barely registers it. He's alredy moving on -

INT. DUPLEX. LIVING ROOM. {FLASHBACK(}

Montag moves tast through the room. A news-crew - 2 cameraman and a sound guy - are
behind hims, filming his every movement. taking s to hive to a million other living rooms.
Kir-ash! One of the fire engine’s steel rams smashes through the wall fromn outside, just
missing Montay's back. almost killing him. He pays it no auention.

Simash! Another steel ram blasts through in front of him. Books spill out from a seeret
cupbuoard. Montag tums them 10 ashes withour even stopping.

INT. DUPLEX. CORRIDOR. (FLASHBACK)

Montug. trurled by the news-crew comes cut of the buming wreckage of a baby's room A
man. cluiching something in his s, runs down a crashing. plaster-filled corsidor.

MONTAG
Stop: Drup the bouks. Drop ‘em!

The man keeps running. Montag fires a great hungry tongue of tlame. It hits the man's
back. disintegrating his shirt and bubbling his Hesh, He screams and piiches foeward -
dropping what he s camying. But it's not books - it's his daughier.

She's aged about five - tervificd She gets ro her feet und runs helter skelter into the falling
debris of the corndor. The news cumeramsin and the sound guy Jook at one another.
Wow! This i great feotage. The bumt man lying on the floor reaches out. sereaming -

MAN
My children..!

The ceiling crashes down - beams and plaster and bncks. The little girl is Jost in it - dead
or buricd. Her father tries to go to her but he can't get up. he's too badly burnt. He <obs.,
trying to drag himsclf forwird..

.60
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He wrns towards us. The news-crew come in for a big close-up. The man looky at
Montag - fear and haired in bis eyes. He's in bis 40's. fine features, the face of a decens
man. In anather world. he might have been somebody. e e

MONTAG (0.5.) .
(screaming)
Fubur!
INT. MONTAG'S BEDROOM. NIGHT
Montag sits up in bed. cycs wide. drenched in sweat from the nightunure memory. Bang. ..
bany... bang. The shutter keeps stapping on its hinge. He gets up and pushes it open. He
necds air.. 1o ook at the world... to know it was just 2 memory, He steps out into -

EXT. MONTAG'S YARD. NIGUT.

The cold winil stings Montag's flesh. Clarisse stands in the yard. wide-eyed, frightened
the strain has been unbearuble. She looks at Montag -

CLARISSE
When are they coming?
MONTAG
Whe?
CLARISSE
The fircmen. . whis vou saw on the train.
MONTAG
tying. exhausted)
l did‘n see anything.

Clanisse stares at hiin - she can hardly believe it. Montag shakes his head. confinmng .
We hoid on them a beat tien she turns and goes. Mantag watches her -

MONTAG
L.. I wanted to ask you - [ hear music
somnelimes, coming from your house.
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CLARISSE
My grandfather plavs Brahme. late at night,
when he think< nabody can hear.

Again she tums 10 go,

MONTAG
I don’t know vour name.

CLARISSE
Clansae.

MONTAG

lHow old are you, Clarisse”

CLARISSE
Siateen.

He nods his head, trying to remember what sixteen was like hut there's nothing there e
was at 1ire school - all his lite seems (o hase been about burming. He can't think of
anything ¢lse 1o say. She leaves.

fonay wrns and sits on u wall. The wind bas dropped and the stars reappear. From
acroas the vard. gently, carricd on the breese, he hears music. Brahms. The lights are on
in her housc... life restored. Mantag can’t say why, but for the firest time in a long time he
feels gond about something.

EXT. TIHE SCOTTISH MOORS. SUNSET.

A cistle stands in the distance. The setting sun turns the heather into swathes of pank sl
purple. A black stallion and a white mare (oss their manes and paw the ground Theur
nders - 4 man and 2 woman - stand on a hillside Jocked in a passionate embrace

The wonxu's (uce is hidden trom us - she has her head tilted right back. offering her
whiw throat 10 the man’s wet and hungry hisses. He's handsome, powerful - durk eves and
long hair. His fingers curl around the top of her white blouse. He rips it from neck to
waist. Lier tull, finn breasts spill out.

The woman's fingers twist the man's hair. She pushes his head down. As he sinks lower.
he drags her skin and petiicoats down with him. She stands on the moor in the flimsiest
of underpants with her lover kneeling in front of her.
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WOMAN
(husky)
Give me your tongue, Dario

He looks up at her. For the first time we see the woman’s face. [t's Mildred.

INT. MONTAG'S. VIRTUAL REALITY ROOM. MORNING.

She sits in a large room empty. except for two big easy chairs standing in the center.
Mildred sits in one - sophisticated sensors on her forehead and wrists. A wireless remote
hamesses them to a large computer and control unit set in one wall. Virtual reality.

Mildred hasn't showered yet - she's dressed in a stained dressing gown with a plate of
toast and coffee next to her. Montag stands in the doorway, looking in at her. it's the next
moming and he's just got up.

As he watches. Mildred writhes back and forth in the chair, breathing hard and fast,
arching her back and opening her knees.

EXT. THE SCOTTISH MOORS. SUNSET.

Mildred is on her back, naked. in the heather. Dano’s perfect, suntanned body is on 10p of
her. He tosses away the ripped remnants of her underpants.

MILDRED
Now... | want it now.

She closes her eyes, waiting for it. The anticipation is almost too much for her to bear.
Bzzzz! The whole screen goes to white static.

INT. MONTAG'S. VRTUAL REALITY ROOM.

Mildred, cursing, sits bolt upright in the chair. She pulls off the sensors. She tums and
sees Montag standing next to the control unit - he's tumed it ofT.

MILDRED
Why'd you go and do that for?

She reaches for the coffee cup but the abrupt change from virtual reality to real life is
disorienting. She misses the cup. I takes her three attempts before she gets hold of it.
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She lets 1t pass.

She takes a piece of the toast and dips it in the stewed coffee. She starts to eat it.

MONTAG
What were you watching?

MILDRED
(lying)
It's one of those new interactive soaps -
you know, where you get to play one of
the characters. It's cailed Dallas Hospital.
How long were you there?

MONTAG
A couple of minutes. What were they
doing - operating on you?

MILDRED
God, Tm Aungry. Why am | so hungry?

MONTAG
Last night...

MILDRED
1didn't sleep well. 1 cant figure why
I'm so hungry.

MONTAG
Last night - don't you remember?

MILDRED
Did we have a party or something? |
feel like I've got a hangover. I've got
10 eat something. Who was here?

She gets up and walks through a doorway. Montag follows -

INT. MONTAG'S HOUSE. KITCHEN. MORNING.

Mildred stants to pick through the dirty dishes and a pile of take-out cartons.

4
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MONTAG
Just a couple of guys.

MILDRED
That's what I thought. I hope I didn't
do anything fuolish. I didn', did 1?

She tinds 1 couple of cold slices of pizza on a dirty plate and starts to eat them..

MONTAG
No. You took a!l the sleep lozenges in
your bortle fast night... a couple of
bottles, really.

She stops what she’s doing and tums and looks at him -

MODRED
I wouldn't do a thing like that.

MONTAG
Maybe you took two and forgot and
took some more and were so dopey you
didn't know where you were und kept
nght on until you had thirty or forty in you.

MILDRED
Why would t do a stupid thing like that?
I wouldn't... not in a million years. No way.

MONTAG

{giving up)
Sure... ali right, il you say so.

MILDRED
That’s what the lady said. Anyway -

She picks up clothes lying on the floor and starts to pile them into the washing cabinel.

Montag jumps forward. makes a grab and retrieves his pants. He fumbles in the pocket.

MILDRED
What is it - a phone number? You're not
cheating on me are you, Montag?

w
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She tries to wrest it away from him. He pushcs her back and now we see what it is* the
singed, onion-skin page from The Bible. "He that increaseth wisdom...”

MONTAG
It's a page from a book. I found iton a
burn last night and 1 forgot to get rid of
it. T just want 10 make sure 11's done
properly - Tll go burn it now.

Mildred has completely lost intercst. She turns back 10 the washing -

MILDRED
Yeah, whatever. I've gotia hurry. A new
drama coimnes on the circuit in ten miautes
and T haven't learned my lines. T sent in some
coupons from the lottery and they faxed me
my part yesterday. They write it with one
part missing and when the time comes
everyone tumns (o me and | say the lines. It's
a new ide3. Exciting. huh?

No reply. Mildred wms - Montag's not there. She calls afier him -

MILDRED
1 was talking, you know.

She rummages around and finds the faxed copy of her script.

MILDRED

(rehearsing)
She did what? Melanie is my sister No
sister would do that. She knows that [
love Brad.

INT. ATTIC. MORNING

Montag stands on a bench, unsnapping a heating vent from high on the wall. As he
removes the grill, sunlight spills (nto the cavity behind.

Tt is filled with singed paperbucks, half-burned pages, parts of hardbacks - Montag's a
secret reader. He smoothes out the onton skin page and lays 1t on top of his precious
cache. He fits the grill back in place.

43
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INT. FIREHOUSE. LOCKER ROOM. DUSK.

The shifts are changing over - the team that worked day are leaving; Montag and the
others are stripping down, getting ready for work. Super the title:

Aprul 22, Toosdy. 7.04pm

Men and women share the same locker room - stripped down to their underwear, we see
what yreat physical shape they're in. Coiled muscles, washboard stomachs, roped thighs.

Jinx sits on a bench, getting changed for a game of handball. Earl - his broom over his
shoulder like a samurai sword - moves along the lockers, wiping them down. He knows
from experience to avoid Stoneman but the big guy is fast - he feints with the left. dans
with the right, spins round the confused Ear] und plucks the squeegee out of its holster.

Other firemen cheer. Earl makes a grab for it but Stoneman, a former quarter-back, pedals
backwards and throws a long ball to Black. Earl chases but Black dummies and flicks a
pass to Rico.

Earl, frustrated, yells and whimpers. Firefighters gather round - but not Montag. He «its
quiet. alone, outside of it. Bearty watches him.

Rico throws a high ball - Stoneman leaps half-way to the roof and takes an intercept. He
hits the floor and somersaults, streight over Earl's outstreiched hands. The crowd cheers.
The cleaner howls. Stoneman backhunds the squeegec to Jinx still sitting on the bench.

Jinx takes the pass cleanly. Stoneman calls for the return but Jinx ignores him. Other
fircmen yell. Earl dashes towards the young fireman, waiting to be fooled at the last
minute. Instead, Jinx hands the squcegee back to him.

Stoneman and the others jeer, pissed off. Earl looks at Jinx for a moment, noting him,
then he slips the squeegee back in its holster and goes back to work. Jinx takes a glove
and bail out of the locker and tumns to Montag -

L JINX
You wanna game?

MONTAG
Tl pass.

He indicates Earl -
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MONTAG
You met Earl? He was a fireman once, you
know - one of the best.

Jinx ams and looks at the cleaner, shocked -

IINX
But they don't turn firemen into lobos.

MONTAG
That's one of the petks of the job - firemen
can't be loboed. They just get re-educated.
Hell, it's not nearly as bad - you can tie your
own shoe-laces, sometimes the guys even
let you ride on the truck.

JINX
What did he do?

CAPTAIN BEATTY (0.S)
He got sneaky, he got clever.

Montag and Jinx tum - Beatty is standing at the soda machine.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Eurl was our quanerback but he took 2
wrong turn - he stole books and started to
read. Naturally it confused him, fucked him
right up. It was Montag who saw it - he was
the one who rang the alarm He saved Earl's
ass - mine, too. | hadn't scen it... ‘the price of
liberty” and all that stuff. That's when T knew
Montag was the man - ¢h, Montag?

He puts his arm around Montag's shoulder, real warm, relishing the memery of that
tnumph years ago.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Tt 100k six months in a re-education camp
to straighten old Earl cut. It was weird when
he came back but we got used to it. Now ]
like having him around - he's a2 warning to all
of us,
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Beatty looks at Montag. He indicates the hand-ball -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Not playing. Montag? What's wrong - off
yo1r feed?

MONTAG
A bit tired, that's all.

Montag gets to his feet, clips on his equipment belt and heads towards the door.

INT. FIREHOUSE. HANDBALL COURT. NIGHT.

Wham! A ball hits the wall and rockets off. Jinx flies across to hit it - he's on the court
alone, practicing. He's good. Too good - the ball gocs flying past his outstreiched hand.

Ka-bam' A hand appears out of nowhere and catches the ball. Jinx tums - it's Earl, his
broom abandoned in the corridor.

Jinx looks at him for a2 bea: then takes the ball. They look at one another. Jinx serves. Earl
reaches low and hits it - it's a diamond-cutter! Jinx has to scramble to rerurn it. Earl's all
over it - wham! The next shot, too...he's flying all over the court. Jinx throws everything
he's got at it, but Earl wins the point.

Jinx looks at him - Earl just stares back. Jinx loosens up - okay, now it's really on! He hits
it hard - Earl misses completely. Jinx, perplexed. tumns. He reatizes « Earl's heard the
sound of approaching voices. He walks off the count and stants sweeping as Stoneman and
Black come round the corner.

STONEMAN
What are you doing, butt-Nuft - practicing?

JINX
1 was playing Earl.

Stoneman laughs.
STONEMAN
Yeah, right. It's all Earl can do to play with
himself - that's his version of handball.

He and Biack limber up, taking over the court.
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JINX
Earl's good - 1 figure he could take you.

Stoneman stops warming up and looks at him hard.

STONEMAN
1 don't know if you're a fuckin® idiot or
if you're serious.

INX
T'm tellin' ya... he's got 3 wicked forehand.

Stoneman looks at Jinx - he seems to be for real. Earl stands in the comer, shuffling his
feer.

STONEMAN
Hey, Earl - you wanna play?

Earl shakes his head - nope Stoneman grabs his broom and tosses it aside.

STONEMAN
Come on, Eurl - here's vour chance. Don't
you want 1o take me?

He pushes Earl onto the coun. The cleaner just stands there. scared of Stoneman, half
vacant. Stoneman ofters him the ball. Ear] stares a1 it -

STONEMAN
Okay, Earl - T getit. You want me to serve.

He steps back and hits 1t like a rocket. The ball ricochets off the wall, straight at Earl's
head. He makes a feeble, flapping stroke with his hund and misses. Black kills herself
laughing. Stoneman picks up the ball and serves again - Earl does even worse.

Stoneman pushes him off the court and turns 1o Jinx «
STONEMAN
Very funny. A real practical joker, butt-fluff.
I guess { got my answer - a fuckin’ idiot.

He and Black start 1o play. Jinx looks at Earl. The cleaner stares at his feet, embarrassed -
he didn't want to share the secret with anyone else, especially not Stoneman. Jinx smiles
at Earl kindly. He puts the ball in Earl's pocket - giving it to him - and tums and goes.
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EXT. TEN THOUSAND OAKS STREET. NIGHT.

A field of stars overhead, a harvest moon hange low in the sky. Montag walks down the
desented street, heading home. He slows in front of Clarisse's house - the lights are on.
shapes move back and forth in front of the window, a peal of laughter makes him stop.
He stares at the life inside -

CLARISSE (0.5.)
My grandfather said years ago firemen
used to put out fites instead of starting
them. Have you ever heard that?

Montag looks up - Clarisse is right above him, sitting on the branch of a tree, leaning
against the trunk, her feet almost touching Muntag's head.

MONTAG
That's ridicutous. Hauses have always been
fire-proofed - who'd need anyone to put
out fires? What are you doing up there?

CLARISSE
[ like looking at the stary.

(she swings down from the tree)
Other times { walk for hours. just thinking.
Ever since ] was a kid I've liked the quiet
times. At school they think I'm cruzy 'cos
I don't go to the jet ruces and the fun parks.
Out there, the billboards are 200 feet long.
They have to be - everything happens so
fast they have to stretch the message.
Sometimes [ think I must have come
unstuck in ime, you know what I mean?

MONTAG
Did your grandfather tell you that, 100?

CLARISSE
(smiling)
You'd like him, you really would.

She stants to lead him towards the house. Montag hesitates but another burst of laughter
pushes him over the edge. He follows her up the path -
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INT. CLARISSE'S HOUSE LIVING ROOM. NIGHT.

A family is gatheted in front of the fire. A woman in her late 30's, Clarisse’s mother,
keeps a watchful eye on a baby crawling at her feet. Clarisse’s brother and sister (6 and
12) sit nearby. They listen to their father swapping jokes and yams with their grandfather.

The door opens - Clarisse enters with a fireman. The family stare - frightened - but they
try to cover it. Montag is equally uncomfortable - he's never seen a family like this. He
looks at the tlames - for the first time he thinks of people using fire for warmth, for
companionship, to keep the darkness at bay. Something older than time stirs inside him.

CLARISSE
This is the fireman 1 told you about.

Nobody ssys anything. A long beal. Montag docsn't know where to look. Clarisse’s
mother gets to her feet, and comes towards him, smiling -

MRS MCLELLAN
I'm Mrs McLcllan... Clarisse's mother.
Sit down... please.

She guides Montag to a seat near the fire and offers him coffee and home-baked cookies.

MR MCLELLAN
1 was just telling them about a friend of
mine - Harry Warburg. Harry went to the
barher yesterday, but Harry's only got
three hairs - right here. on top of his head.
He tells the barber he wants a haircut
with a part on the left. So the barber...

I's a good joke and Mr McLellan tells it well but Montag's not listening - he's looking at
the baby crawling on the floor. The child picks up a cookie and smeers it over his mouth.
He smiles up at Montag, totally innocent, eyes like saucers. He and Montag stare at one
another... the man and the child... the promise and the reality ...

MR MCLELLAN
By now, of coune, Harry's only got one
haic left. He tumns to the barber and says
"Dammit - 5o just leave it messy, will you?”

Everyone laughs. They tum to sce Montag's reaction. They stare at him - nobody knows
what 1o do. He's looking at the baby and crying. We hold on his face.
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EXT. APARTMENT BLOCK. NIGHT

Fire department helicopters - stainless steel hulls, saw-tooth rotors, cockpits lit to look
like skulls - circle an old apariment house. Searchlights mounted or their skids tum night
into day. People in the adjoining buildings crowd onto their balconies. looking down at a
ground floor apanment. Marv and Frank's news blimp hovers overhead -

FRANK
It's not just books, I'm afraid, Marv. I'm
told they've found 4 cache of firearms in
the hasement, even though they were
outlawed over 30 years ago!

MARV
Books and guns? Who is this guy? A
terrorist by the sound of it. A regular

Che Guerara.

FRANK
(nodding his head wisely)
Could be, Mary, could be.

INT. APARTMENT. NIGHT.

The place is on fire. The owner ot the apartment is in his 20's - glasses, pudgy, neatly-cut
hair. He stands against the wall, breathing hard. scared. Stoneman and Rico guard him -
he’s under arrest.

Montag and other firemen have smashed through walls, revealing secret places containing
old-style PC's, racks of disc drives and shelves of software dating back to the dark ages.
Walls of concentrated fire hit the shelves and racks of equipment. Computer screens
explode 1n plumes of green gas. Beatty, wielding his golf club, turmns to the owner.

CAPTAIN BEATTY

1. 15 it? You don't mind if 1 call you Bill,
do you? You scared, Bill? Don't worry -
anybady would be. But listen, we all make
mistakes. You look like a reasonable guy,
I'm pretty sure we can work this out. You'll
have to co-operate. though. Take your
pants off, wil! you? _
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BILLL
W.w.what?

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Jesus. Bill - you haven't hud a dump in 'em
have you? Trust me - if we do this right,
everything's gonna be fine. Now just do as
1 <ay, will you? Come on - the pants.

Bill leans close to Beatty and says something we don t hear. Beatty laughs.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Fluorescent?! That's great!

Bill smiles nervously, encouraged by Beatty's good humor. He drops his trousers and
steps out of them. Underneath. he's wearing boxer shorts with 8 glo-in-the-dark design:
httle devils. skull and crossbones, snorting bulls.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Undemeath, you're a prefty wild guy, huh?
Now put your thumb in your mouth. Come
on - that's nght. You've got your jecket on
and we've found your briefcase. Good.
What I want you to do is walk down the
street towards the train - perfectly normal -
just as if you're going to work. It's like a
joke, see? You got it - perfectly normal.

" BILL
(thumb in his mouth)
What do 1do at the train?

CAPTAIN BEATTY
What do you think, Bill? Buy a ticket and
go somewhere. Okay, let's go.

He pushes Bill towards the front door of the apartment - then stops him:
CAPTAIN BEATTY
One more thing, Bill - is that a nose hair
you've got there?

He reaches out and pulls an errant hair out of Bill's nose.
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CAPTAIN BEATTY
Brings teurs to your eyes. ¢h? Let this be
8 lesson, Bill - make sure you keep your
nose clean. Ha! Ha!

He shoves Bill through the doot.

EXT. APARTMENT. NIGHT.

Bill - averweight -steps into the street in his Nuorescent underpants, thumb in his mouth,

briefcase in hand. Marv and Frank tumn and Jook at one another, speechiess for a moment.

People in the crowd laugh - others join in, catculling and whistling.

Bill heads for work. trying to ignore the crowd in the street and the people on the
balconies yelling down.

MARYV (0.S.)
(recovering)
Not the sort of half-time show we're used
to, Frank. [ hope he doesn't stant singing.
Maybe he’s on his way to the beach.

FRANK (0.8.)
I hope not. Look at the size of him.
Somebody grab a harpoon!

INT. APARTMENT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.

Flames roar through the apartment’s kitchen. The Hound sits in front of the blaze,
wagging its tail. Jinx holds the remote commander. He watches Beatty kneel down in
front of The Hound. A tiny metal compartment on the back of its head slides open -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
According to the pin-heads at the lab, it
isn't just a dog « it's a bloodhound. This
thing reads DNA. It reads sweat, blood,
tears, hair, fingernails, skin, anything. We
haven't got any blood - yet. But we do
have a hair. :

. b
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He puts the tiny hair into a glass sleeve in the compartment. It slides back iato The
Hound’s head. Its red kaleidoscope eyes sparkle and dance as it processes the information.
(m\ Beatty get 10 his feet -

CAFTAIN BEATTY
Okay - you're on Bradley.

JINX

I'mon?

CAPTAIN BEATTY

Tum it loose. Tap of the Mountain told me
they want to sce The Hound on display.
They suid to make an example of someone.
What's this wdiot's name?

(he looks at the incident sheet)
Bill Gates the Fourth. It Iooks like Mr
Gates has found his place in history. Go
on then - do it.

JINX
Put him in custody you mean?

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Shut, Bradley' Put him 1n custody? Give me
that thing! How do you work it?

He grabs the remote commander and starts working the controls, any controls. The Hound
responds. It's like a Swiss Army knife: panels open up. 3 mechanical arm with 2 buzz saw
shoots out, 3 winch emerges from its head, flanges 1y out from its paws, a high pressure
drill curls out from its tail. Suddenly The Hound spins round - the buzz saw nearly cuts
Jinx in half -

. CAPTAIN BEATTY
Woops! Wrong button,
EXT. APARTMENT. NIGHT.
Smash! The Hound - legs tucked up under its body, an armored shell protecting its head -

blasts through the front wall of the apartment into the street. The crowd go crazy. Gates
turns and looks - he sees The Hound.

)
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INT. APARTMENT. BEDROOM. NIGHT.

Montag. attracted by the roar of the crowd. crosses a smoldering bedroom and swings
through a window into the street -

EXT. STREET. NIGHT.

The Hound Qlies down the road, straight at Gates. The plump man is running - panting
and sweating. Beatty steps out of the front door of the apartment, Jinx at his side.

The Hound is nothing but speed and trajeciory. It snarls, a rasping electronic sizzie deep
in its throat. It's almost on Gates.

Beatty, smiling, tweaks a knob - The Hound leaps, straight over Gates's head! It tums in
mid-air, lands and comes straight at him from the other direction. The crowd roars. Gates
tumns and runs even faster back the way he came.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Shit, this is fun!

One lesp... two... and The Hound is nght behind Gates - his fa1 legs pumping, sweat
statning his underpants, his briefcase long ago discarded. The Hound's steel teeth snap at
his heels.

ON THE BLIMP

Marv and Frank are staring down at the circus below - the crowd screaming and laughing.
the Fire department helicopters Nooding the strect with light, Gates close to exhaustion.

MARV
This Hound's no puppy - more like a
motarized pit bull. Fantastic! Nobody
could escape that. Frank.

FRANK
Especially not fat boy. But it makes you
think. doesn't it - another couple of
Hounds and maybe the Fire Department
is superfluous.
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EXT. THE STREET. NIGHT.
Beatty. in the middie of the street, looks up at them -

FRANK (0.5)
Just kidding, Captawn.

It's only fear that's keeping Gates going He runs past Bearty. The Captain calls to him -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
You're going to miss your train, Bill - tumn
around. Faster! Come on - a big final
effon.

Beany works the control. The Hound darts round Gates and - to the delight of the crowd -
dnves him back down the street ever, faster. Gates looks like he's going to explode. The
crowd stomp and chant in umson, urging The Hound on.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
How do you put this thing on “automatic™?

JINX
You hit the "full sysicm button”, sir

Beatty hits it. A shudder passes through The Hound's curbon fiber body, streamlining it.

THE HOUND'S POV

The Hound sees everything. senses everything. Through its eyes the world is 3 sea of
brilliant colors - white for heat sensing. green for night vision, infra-red for motion.
Endless information scrolls through in front of it in a heads up display. A target gnd
appears. superimposed square on Gates's back -

EXT. THE STREET. NIGHT.

The Hound is a whispering blur of motion. It flies through the air like a missile. Gates is
stumbling, running, almost falling. He turns and looks over his shoulder - just in time to
see the monster in full, spectocular flight. He screams -

The Hound hits him in the small of the back, sending him to the ground, locking on to
him, straddling him like it's raping him.
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Ka-chunk! Metal brackets shoot out from The Hound's body and lock around Gates's
wrists and ankles. Whak! Ar bracket pins him by the throat - he's held completely rigid.

The eight-inch hollow steel needle shoots out from The Hound’s nose. Bam...bam...bam!
It nails Gates repeatedly in the skull. One last terrible scream, cut short as the arcing bolts
of electricity pass through him. Blood spurts, his skin smokes and bursts to flame -

Montag tumns away. We hold on his face. He walks off, unnoticed by anyone. Other

firemen are staring - they've never seen anything like it. Even the crowd - 0 loud and
raucous 8 moment before - fall silent.

ON THE BLIMP
Marv and Frank are shocked.

FRANK
Frightening.... absolutely frightening...

MARY
That's the point, isn't it, Frank? Jt's enough
to frighten anyone.

EXT. PLAYGROUND. NIGHT.

Montag finds a quiet spot - a derelict playground sandwiched between apartment blocks.
He sits on a wall - his back to the street and the terror it held - alone with his thoughts.

Behind him, the crowd starts to disperse. The firemen begin stowing their equipment. A
large team of lobos shuffle towards the apartment, ready to clean-up.

We push in on Montag's back and hold. He gets that feeling, that shiver in the spine that
someone is watching him. Suddenly he tums -

A 1obo looks away. He's in his late 50's. silver-haired, fine-featured - he might have been
somebody once. His eyes go dead, his head slumps, his shoulders sag - the perfect lobo.
He melts into the group.

Montag rises. He pushes through the crowd of lobos, searching for the man who seemed
10 be staring at him. All the lobos are dressed the same, all shuffling forward, all heedless
of the fireman. Montag pushes them aside. He sees the man -

F.17
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The lobo is shuffling into the shadows. Montag comes towards him. The lobo is terrified
but hiding it. Montag grabs his shoulder. The man stops.

MONTAG
You werz staning at me....lobos don't
slare at anyone, they barely even think.

The lobo keeps looking down, eyes fixed on the ground.

MONTAG
Who are you?

The lobo shakes his head. he doesn't understand. Montag puts his hand under the man's
chin and lifts it up. We recognize him. So does Montag - he reacts, like he's been struck.
He has to be sure - he grabs the man's shoulder, half tuming him. pulling the boiler suit
aside to expose his back. The skin is covered in old scar tissue from some terrible bum.

MONTAG
Faber.

The lobo keeps his eyes 1o the ground but he clenches his teeth in anger -

FABER
That's nght. Torch a man’s children, ]
guess you never forget his face. Go on!
Do it, Montag - cal! vour friends. Fuck a
man's brain, why not? Maybe they'll get
it right this time. A second dose doesn't
cost much, does it? Go on - what are you
waiting for?

Montag shocked, stares at him - he's not brain dead,

CAPTAIN BEATTY (O.5))
Montag - what are you doing?

Montag tums - Beatty, on top of the fire truck with his pitching wedge, is looking at him.

MONTAG
Nothing.

Reeling, he turns and heads back towards the fire trucks. Faber breathes a sigh, letting out
the fear. He picks up his shove! and shuffles off.
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EXT. FIRE TRUCK. NIGHT.

Rico packs equipment into a locker at Back of the engine Montag comes up beside him,
Rico i firing up & cigarette -

MONTAG
Give me one, Rico.

RICO
You don't stmoke.

MONTAG

Just give me one!

INT. FIRE TRUCK. NIGHT.

The truck 13 on its way back to the firehouse, the firemen relaxing, washing up. watching

. themselves on the replay of the night's burn. Montag sits at the back, quiet. Beatty makes

his w3y down the vehicle - he secs Montag dragging on the cigarette.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
You don't smoke. Montag.

MONTAG
1 do sometimes.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
You're a quict one - ] never knew that.

He sits down and lights his pipe.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
You see that thing with The Hound? Bill
Gates and his fluorescent boxers! That
was something, huh?

MONTAG
Tt sure was.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
How's everything at Ten Thousand Oaks?

& 0
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MONTAG
Fine.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
You should bring Millie round - we could
get together for dinner Or maybe just you
and 1shauld hit the town. We could get
ourseives some virtual sex. The technology's
amazing now. You can ¢ven choose the size
of your schlonger. You wonder what sort of
guy would choose “small”, don't you? Some
sort of deviste, Maybe [ should have the
Department look into that. You can tell me
if you're going to get a sheep.

MONTAG
A sheep?

CAPTADN BEATTY
That lawn of yours - for pity's sake, mow
it, will you? "Tidy man. tidy mind." isn't
tha what those guys in Administration
are glways saying?

MONTAG

(lauphing)
The 1awn... a sheep in Ten Thousand Oaks.
That's pretty funny. '

Beauty slaps him on the back, stretches his legs vut and closes his eyes - perfectly content.

EXT. MONTAG'S HOUSE. DAY.

Four antennas rise out of the ground at the corners of Montag's front lawn. A taser beam.
like a scythe, sweeps scross and trims the lawn Two seconds. Super the title:

Aprul 23. Wensdy. 9.45am

MONTAG (0.8))
It doesn't tuke much to mow the lawn, Millie.
It's just « bution. At least it keeps cveryone
off our back.
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INT. MONTAG'S KITCHEN. MORNING.

Montag stands in the kitchen in  t-shirt and jeans. Mildred is dressed to kill - she's done

her hair and make-up and chosen a top that exposes her cleavage. Strangely, the effect is
more sad than provocative. She is thawing out an instant McFeast breakfast -

MILDRED
1 said { was sorry.

Montag, not up to an argument, turns and goes into -

INT. LIVING ROOM. DAY.
He slumps in a chair Mildred comes in, chewing on her McFeast. She tries to be friendly.

MILDRED
You should take it easy. Have a sleep
lozenge - it's your day off.

MONTAG
(not meaning it)
Yeah, maybe ] will.

MILDRED
Anyway, what's Beatty doing driving
around looking at lawns? Hasn't he got
anything better 1o do? You're not in trouble,
are you Montag?

MONTAG
I don't know if I'm in trouble... I guess |
am - a different sort of trouble, Millie. We
burned an old woman the other night, we
bumed another couple ot thousand books.

MILDRED
So?

~ MONTAG
We bumed copies of writers called Dante
and Swift and Melville... great men for all
- Tknow.
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MIDRED
I've never heard of them. Who were they -
Europeans? { don't know why you're
getting upset. The woman should never
have had the books - she knew what she
was letting herself in for.

MONTAG
I know... 1 know that. Millic. But I'm not
sure | believe it anymore... | don't know
what ] believe. it's gotten big on me... this
thing, God it's gotten big on me. I don't
know why but { fee! like I'm putting on
weight. One minute I'm frightened, the aext
1 feel like there's a fever tearing through me.
'm heading right for the cliff. Millie. and I'm
not sure [ want to go over, but if [ am - God
1 want to picce it together and figure it out.
I'm so damned unhappy. I'm so mad, Millie,
['ve got to do something.

She looks at him and smiles.

MILDRED
Poor Montag - | know what this is about. s [
know what you need - all you've got 10 do
is ash.

She puts down the McFeast, lifts her breasts out of her top and kneels down in front of
him. She reaches for his crotch and tries to undo the 2:p. He takes her hand away and
shdes down on the fioor next to her -

MONTAG
Listen to me - 1 was trying to think of this
at work yesterday. When did we meet,
Millie. Ang where?

She looks at him - what does he mean?

MILDRED
Mezt for what?

M.cc
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MONTAG
You and me... the first time... originally,
{ mean. Where was it?

MILDRED
Why. you 1diot, it was al...
(her voice trails off. she starts to think)
Tt was at... it's been so long, [ guess.

MONTAG
Sixteen years, Millie, that's all, only
sixteen years!

MILDRED
Okay - don't get excited. I'm trying to
think. -
(8 beat - then she gives a hittle laugh)
Isn't that funny? How funny not to
remember where you met your husband.

She laughs and looks at Montag. Hc stands up. She follows suit.
MILDRED
Anyway, 1t doesn't matter. We're happy,
that's the important thing, isn't it?

Montag walks out of the room. Shc smiles agamn to herself -

MILDRED
What about that? Fancy not remembenng?

She picks up her McFeast and pushes oper a door with the toe of one of her high-heeled
pumps. She goes through it .
EXT. TOWERING MOL!NTAINS. DAY.

A sun-tanned, smiling man - so perfect, empty, he could be animatronic - walks down a
ramp between the Swiss Alps. It morphs into 2 spectacular shopping mall.

ANNOUNCER (0.8.)
Welcome to World Home Shopping!
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INT. VIRTUAL REALITY ROOM. TWILIGHT.

Wall panels in the entertainment room have been upened, revesling three huge liquid
crystal tv acreens They sweep around Mildred sn 3 semi-circle. She sits in the chair,
surrounded by the remnants of the McFeast, empty food canons and sods bortles.

It's later the same day and she’s been in front of the interactive tv for hours. The sun-
unned man - the Host - seems to walk around her, larger than life,

. THE HOST
And a very special welcome to you...

There is a milli-second of a pause and the sound quality changes minutely. A keen
observer would see the pixels around the Host's mouth alter and change as an unseen
computer somewhere inserts the right words and movements -

THE HOST
Mllie Montag!

The Host 1s looking straight at her. She beams back af the screen. The poor woman - this
is why she got dressed-up.

THE HOST
Our first offer tonight is from Princeton Mint.
It's number one in 3 senes of porcelain -
figures of famous serial killers.

Maidred s hand clicks on sn interactive key-pad. She bu}s it.

INT. ATTIC. TWILIGHT

The heating vent is open, small piles of precious books stand on a table. Montag has been
reading... reading He looks up and rubs fus hand actoss his tired eyes. His glance falls
or.ce again on the singed page from The Bibie. "He that increaseth wisdom... ” A blue and
orange light washes across his face. He goes 1o the window -

MONTAG'S POV

Fire engines - lights flashing. steel sides dropping - draw up in front of Clarisse’s house
Floodlights on their roof illuminate the entirc place. He stares as the hydraulic rams come
out. Smash’ They tear into the house.

Tah
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Neighbors emerge from the neat little boxes of Ten Thousand Oaks. They run towards
the house to watch. News blimps glide into position, ready to catch the action.

INT. MONTAG'S. VIRTUAL REALITY ROOM. NIGHT.

Mildred turns at the sounds of running feet. Through the doorway, she sees Montag
tacing down the hall.

MILDRED
What are you doing?! Don't you want to go
shopping? There's a new mall on channel 98.

He doesn't stop. Mildred shrugs and wms back to the TV.

EXT. FIRE ENGINE. NICGHT.

Montag sprints across the street and reaches a hatch on the side of one of the fire engines.
Sweating, out of breath, he waits impatiently as the sensor on the door reads his Fire
Depaniment smart card. Sswhish! The hatch slides open. revealing a compartment with
racks of protective clothing and helmets. Montag starts to change. He looks up -

ON THE BLIMP

Garficld Snubz, the neighbor with the dirty habit, is being interviewed. He's smoking a
pipe. acting like some community leader -

SNUBZ
The first thing was the smell of baking. What's
wrong with store-bought cookies, I thought?
Then late at night I'd hear son of strange music,
like a cat being tortured or something. ] made
the call as soon as ] was sure. Frankly, | had
to hurry « I really wanted the green stamp
bonus. I was worried the fireman Montag might
beat me to it but I guess 1 was just more on the
ball than he was.

We tilt down from Snub2’s massive self-satisfied smile to -
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EXT. TOP OF FIRE ENGINE. NIGHT.

Firemen, dangling from ladders and holding onto telescopic arms fly towards the house.
A goll ball sits on the platform on top of the engine. Beatty has his pitching wedge.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
(hushed tone)
A difficult shot here at the fourteenth at
Ten Thousand Oaks. Into the stiff
northerly brecze, thirty yards to the hole,
Beatty will have 1o sink this for birdie,
Can he do it?

He sets himself up for the shot when he sees a fireman, dmsed in a space suit, appear
round the side of the engine. It's Montag.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
(he yells to the other firemer)
What about this guy, huh It's his day
off but he can't stay away. That's what
[ like - enthusiusm'! Go Montag, go!
Bumn ‘em to ashes, then bumn the ashes,
isn't that what we say?

Beatty whacks the golf ball. Morntag swings himself onto the engine. runs and jumps. He
sails through the air and grahs a metal arm swooping through frame. It propels him to -

EXT. CLARISSE'S HOUSE. ROOF. NIGHT.

Smash! Montag’s steel-capped boo’s blast through a skylight.

INT. LIVING ROOM/HALLWAY. NIGHT.

Pandemonium. Crashing plaster, splintenng wood, smoke and flame. A violin lies
smashed on the floor. Clansse’s mother, carrying the baby. tries to shepherd her two
younger, screaming,. children towards the back of the house.

Mr McLellan comes ﬂymg down the stairs. swings one of the kids into his arms and leads
them forward. A wall in front of them smashes apart! A fireman, backlit, steps through
the smoke and dust - he looks like a vision from space hell. He fires a shot with his
flame-thrower, driving them back against a wall, comering them.

B <



ONT. BASEMENT. NIGHT.

The basement - a sequence of low rooms - is filled with smoke and clouds of plaster dus1.
Fire nips through joists and bearers supporting the floor above. Clarisse - scared, gasping -
runs towards a door. Crash! Beams fall down, barely missing her, blocking her path.

INT. BATHROOM. NIGHT.

Crack! A door shatters into a hundred pieces. Montag comes through shoulder first, into a
bathroom. It's empty. He keeps going, through anather door and down 3 corridor - he has
1o find Clarisse before anyone else.

INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.

Floodhights from the engines outside illuminate the room. Books have spilled out from a
secret cache and lie scattered on the floor - “The Life of Brahms”, "Mozart - The Last
Requiem.” Clarisse's grandfather - not yet arrested by the firemen - hauls the heavy stove
aside. We don't know why, but he uses a hammer 1o smash open pipes and conduits
coming out of the wall.

INT. STAIRS/BASEMENT. NIGHT.

Montag. moving fast, comes down the back stains and through a door. He looks down into
the basement, full of smoke and curling flame. He flicks on a shoulder-mounted high
intensity light and lowers his goggles.

MONTAG'S POV

The room - electronically cleared of smoke and dust, illuminated by the beam of light -
sprirgs into sharp relief: piles of junk, wally sweating water, pools of dark shadow. He
moves forward -

INT. BASEMENT. NIGHT.

Through a low arch, fire hits cans of paint and cleaning fluids. They explode. A stifled

scream! Montag turns. Through his goggles we see Clarisse splattered with flame, her
clothes starting to bum.
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Montag runs, tearing through flame and smoke. He reaches her « clothes buming, in pain,
whirling around, thrashing at her scorching flesh. Whoomph! Hes shirt erupts in flame.

Montag wraps his arms around her, falling to the ground with her. He holds her tight,
rolling with her, using his body and the fireproof suit. to smother the fiames. They roll

through the arch, into an area that's not yet burning.

Clarisse’s arms and back are bumnt but she's stil) conscious. Montag lifts his helmet to
look at her - for the first time she sees his face. She screams at him, punching at him,
trying to gouge his eyes -

CLARISSE
You told them... it was you... you told them!

MONTAG
No! it wasnt me!

She’s in so much pain, <o much anguish for her family, she fights like a woman
possessed. Montag tries to hold her but she's kicking and biting, oblivious to her own
wounds. There's so little time - Montag clenches his fist and punches her hard on the jaw.

She goes down, knocked out.

INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.

Tight on one of the kitchen pipes, broken off at the wall. Deypite the noise and confusion,
we hear somerhing hissing out of it. We pull back to reveal Black and Stoneman burst
into the kitchen. They see the grandfather, armed with a wrench -

STONEMAN
Drop it!

He raises his flame-thrower. threatening. Black doesn't stop - she continues the search,
disappeaning through a door that leads into the basement. The grandfather picks up a pile
of his beloved books -

GRANDFATHER

I've been waiting for you. You think you're
going to take my mind? No! Do it, fireman!

He stants to walk forward.
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STONEMAN
Stop - vou heard me!

The grandfather takes another step. He smiles.

INT. BASEMENT STAIRS. NIGHT.

Black comes down the stairs. Her shoulder-mountcd light blasts through the darkness. It
catches Montag in its beam. He's carrying Clarisse, looking for someone to hide her. He
mime and lnoks at Black.

MONTAG
(trying 10 cover)
I found her in the rubble - [ was taking
her out.
BLACK

No... that's not what 1} looks like. No!

Black. not taking her eyes off Montag. gropes for the headset 1o contact Beatty.
Moniag, holding the silver nozzie of his flame-thrower in one hand, slips his other hand
towards the ignition. Black sees -

BLACK
Leave 1t! I'll burn you, Montag - | swear!

She finds the headse! and raises it towards her mouth -

INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.
Stoneman stares strught at the grandfather.

STONEMAN
Last time - stop there, asshole!

GRANDFATHER
[ told you - you'll have 1o do it.

He keeps walking. Stoneman, iooking forward 10 this, raises the nozzle. Rico comes
through the door - he sees the digital read-out on Stoneman’s forearm flashing red.
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: RICO
No. Stoneman’ it's gas -

Too late - Stoneman has hit the ignition. Now it's the grandfather’s turn fo smile.
Sioneman's flame-thrower ignites the gas spewing from the pipe. The room explodes.

INT. BASEMENT STAIRS. NIGHT.
Black has the headset at her mouth -

_ BLACK
Captamn..?

A wall of flame and flying debris hits her in the back. hurling her forward. straight into
the wall. Crack! Hes head snaps back into an imposyible angle - she's dead. Montag
dives, throwing Clarisse to the ground, covering her.

EXT.CLARISSE'S HOUSE. NIGHT.

The erpioding gas smashes out the side of the house. Beatty stares at it. The crowd roar
and cheer at the spectacic. The news blimps capture it from every angle.

INT. BASEMENT. NIGHT

Overhead - the sound of flames and firemen smashing walls., tackling the blaze. Moatag
carries Clarisse deeper nto the bascment. His shoulder light hits a disused freszer.

He opens the lid and puts her in. He takes the oxygen tank off his back. lays it beside her
and slips the respirator over her face. At leasi she'll be able to breathe. He closes the lid.

EXT. REAR OF HOUSE. NIGHT.

The house is burning down to its brick bones. The bodtes of the grandfather, Black.
Clanisse’s father, the buby boy - killed in the fire - are laid out on the lawn. Medics are
tending to Stoneman and Rico - burned but saved by their space suits.

The rest of the fire crew - subdued. shaken - are packing their equipment. Montap is
kneeling down by himself, one eye on the ruins of the house, the other clampiog down
and sealing off utility pipes and cables.
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He sees what he is looking for: « group of lobos coming round the side of the‘house.
Montag looks down the line - he secs Faber at the back. They head towards him.

As Faber pusses, Montag gets up - his back 10 the other firemen, face hidden from view.

MONTAG
There'’s a gitl still alive. She's hidden in the

basément. Get her oul.

_ Faber Eceps his shoulders slumped. his eyes staring at the ground.

FABER
What?! A change of hean. fireman?!

MONTAG
You want her to die? That's what happens
if anyone else finds her.

Faber. 2 mountain of hate ta climb. looks at him. Beatty comes round the side of the
house. Montag has his back to him -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Montag! Have you sealed those valves yet?
(he sees Faber)
What are you doing - fucking this guy or
what? Couldnt you get a better looking one?

Montag puts his 1ools away. Faber shuffles off.

MONTAG
Just finished. Captain.

Beatty looks from Montag to Faber - he can't put his finger on it, but there was something
not nght about it. Troubled, he tumns and walks away.

INT. MONTAG'S. ATTIC/ BATHROOM. NIGHT.

Montag whirls through the rooms, grabbing stuff out of closets, opening drawers.
emptying cupboards. He's gathering medical supplies together - bandages, IV solutions.
gauze dressings. a Fire Depatment first uid kit. He keeps glancing out the window -
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The firemen and spectators have gone. He sees Faber push a rubbish skip out of the ,
remains of the house. He looks at Montag's house then tums away. Montag knows what it
means. He sweeps the medical supplies into a sport bag, grabs his jacket and heads out.

EXT. DESOLATION ROW. NIGHT.

Trash lies in the gutters, fires bum in oil drums, an elevated section of the vacuum train
passes overhead. In its shadow. rows of dilapidated, rambling old houses have been
tumed 1010 hovels for the underclass. This is where the lobos live.

Hollow-eyed men watch as'Mnmag m{u:es his way towards a partly-derelict house. A fire
went through it years ago and its windows and front doors are boarded up.

Montag turns and walks down a path, towards a hack door. We hold on his boot - the first
of 2 flight of wooden steps sags under his weight.

INT. FABER'S HOUSE. NIGHT.

The step is a home-made pressure device. It sets off an alarm in the house - a Jow-key
jangling like an alarm clock. Faber looks through a crack that lets him see who's coming.
He turns out the lights, kills the flame under a coffee pot and goes for the door.

EXT.INT. FABER'S DOOR. NIGHT.

The door squeals on its hinge as Montag pushes it open. He steps inside - tattered wall-
paper, pools of deep gloom, 4 distant faucet - drip. drip, drip. He comes deeper into the
darkness - a few pieces of junkyard furniture, thc ancient stove in the corner, a draught
hitting a piece of metal. Tap...tap...tap.

He takes another step. Smash! The face of a shovel hits him in the face, knocking him
down. Blood pours down his cheek - :

FABER
That's for my daughter!

Faber looms sbove Montag, wielding the shovel. Wham! He hits him again! And again -

FABER
That's for my son, that's for the children who
never had a chance to grow up!
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He raises the shove!l up high. Down it comes! Like a sword straight at the fireman’s skull
Montag kicks out. sweeping Faber's legs away. He fulls.

Montag leaps on him. Faber s hands grabs the fireman's throat, trying to choke him. They
roll across the floor, punching, clawing and tearing at one another. Bam' Montag's fist
blasts into Faber's nose, breaking it. Faber lets go, fighting 10 stay conscwus Montag
hurls the shovel away.

The two men sit on the fioor, spent, looking at one another. Blood kee'ps dripping to the
floor. Faber is crying -

FABER
1 don't even know where their bodies are...

There's nothing Montag can say. From the next room, the sound of a cry. Clarisse.

INT. FABER'S BEDROOM NIGHT.

Clarisse lies in 2 bed. feverish, her wounds roughly bandaged by Faber. Montag - one eye
puffy and hall closed trom Fuber's attack - leans over her. Gently, he starts to take off her
bandages. She opens her eyes - and sees a fireman. She screams and starts to struggle.
hallucinating -

CLARISSE'S VISION

She’s back in the infero, struggling with firemen, the music of Brahms punctuated by the
crash of masonry and the pounding of hydraulic rams. Clarisse screams -

INT. FABER'S BEPROOM. NIGHT.

Montag tries to hold her, calm her, but he can't do it alone. He looks to Faber, asking him
with his eyes. The older man, grim-taced. steps forward. They work together, holding her.
removing the bandages, trying to clean the bums. Montag takes a needle gun out of the
first aid kit and fills it with morphine. Faber holds her arm steady -

-

CLARISSE'S VISION

Clarisse sees the needle - her mother and brothers are strapped to gumeys in a white,
antiseptic room. Attendants insert long needles into the patients’ forearms -

F.23
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INT. FABER'S BEDROOM NIGHT.

Montag and Faber see tears roll down Clarisse’s checks but from what pan, they don't
know. The morphine starts to calm her. The two men let go. A beat while they relax -
then Montag washes blood off his wounded face and picks up his jacket to go.

FABER

~ What are you doing? You're just going to

leave her here” [ can't louk after her!

MONTAG
And I can?

FABER
You don't have a plan?! You think saving
her was the hard part - now you just walk -
away?' Why didn't you just leave her there
to bum? Sure, 'l care for her, love her.
try to mend her. but you've made it a
hundred times worse for both of us. What
the fuck were you thinking?!

MONTAG
Nothing... | wusn't thinking anything. She
was a kid, | wanted to save her. | thought
that was something you'd understand.

- FABER
What do you do now - go back to work?

Faber looks at him and realizes - he's right.

FABER
Whoa! [ see... you're sitting on the fence.
'You’rc so far stuck in the middle, you've
got a picket up your ass. You don't know -
what to do. do you? You're dead, Montag.
You're fucked. A piece of shit like you finds
a conscience and what does he do with it?
Puts it away for another day. That's bravery
for you. Have 1 ever told you how much 1
agdmire you, Montag? Wow!
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' Montag wheels on him. For a moment we think he's going to hithim -

} o T
FABER
’ Go ahead. I'm the only person not lying

¢ : " 10 you. you prick. that makes me the best
friend vou've got - and I hate your guts. Get
off the fence. go out there, Montag, grab it
with all your strength. Now that'd take real
courage! That'd take some balls.

“Montag looks at him, troubled, breathing hard. He says nothing -

FABER
What's wrong - ¢at got your tongue? You
don't know which way to tum. huh? Out
of the frying pan and into the fire. Either
' wily it looks like you re doomed. { almost
feel soery for you. Welcome to the world,
Montag. What is it - sul) got nothing to say?

~ Montag, reeling, heads for the door.

FABER
Goodrnight, Montag. You didn't tel} us -
are we going to see yay again?

(m\ ‘ Montag says nothing. He goes through the door and into the night.

EXT. TROUSAND OAKS. MORNING.
Dawn s breaking, streaking the eastern sky with purple and gold. Super the title:

Aprul 23. Thersdy. 5.46am
The early morning light softens the rawness of Ten Thousand Oaks. At any other time a
man might feel good to be alive. Montag - carrying the sport bag, the wound on his face
cleaned and dressed as best he can - walks past the bumed-out shell of Clanisse’'s house.
INT. MONTAG'S. HALL/LIVING ROOM. MORNING.

He steps into the darkened hallway - worn out, in pain, he takes off his coat.

F.zs
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MILDRED (0.S.)
- Where have you been?! | had a surprise - |
had everything planned.

She comnes out of the bedroom. She's dressed in a negligee that exposes most of her
breasts and a pair of t-back underpants little bigger than dental floss. A moment later
another woman appears in the doorway behind her - similarly dressed, even trashier.
Montag's never seen her before in his life. Oh, God...

MONTAG :
I walked... I rode the train - [ didn't think
I'd sleep. I had a lot on my mind.

As she comes closer, she sees his face -

MILDRED
Shit - what huppened to your face?

MONTAG
An accident... ] felt dizzy, I thought [ was
going to throw-up - | fell.

The other woman goes inta the bedroom to change - this obviously isn't going to happen.

MILDRED
You've never been sick a day in your life. -
What's going on?! | want to know!

MONTAG
Nothing's going on. [ told you - an accident.

He tumns and goes through a door -

INT. LIVING ROOM. DAWN.

He has to sit down - he's climbing a wall of worry, his eye's throbbing like a bitch and it
seems like he hasn't slept for days. Mildred follows him in -

MILDRED
It's no good sitting there. Caprain Beatty's
been calling - you're on early shift. He
wants to know where you are.
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MONTAG
What did you tell him?

MLDRED
[ said you were on your way.

MONTAG
Call him buck. will you? Tell him | was
feeling sick - 1 had 10 come home again.

MILDRED
Why are you lying? What is this, Montag?!
[t's not more of that weird stuff about the old
woman, is it? You don't really expect me to
call him do you?

MONTAG
Yes, 1 do!

MILDRED
Don't shout!

Montag puts his head in his hands. breathing deep. trying to calm his reeling head.

MONTAG
I'n somy. 1can't call him... 1can't tell
him T'm sick.

MILDRED
Why Because you're not and you think
he'll hear it 1n your voice, that's why, isn't it?

MONTAG
Yes! Godammut - ves. Now just do it will
you?'

But Mildred's looking past him, out the window.

MILDRED
You've really got something to worry about
now. A Phoenix vehicle has just driven up. A
man in a black shict with an orange snake
stitched on the sleeve is coming up the walk.
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MONTAG
(without even turming)
Captain Beatty.

Mildred leaves to open the door. Already we hear the entry speaker - softly, softly:

SPEAKER (0.8}
Mrs Montag, Mrs Montag, someone here...

INT. HBALLWAY. MORNING.

Captain Beatty, hat in hand, follows Mildred down the corridor. She hasn't had time to
pull anything on - he runs an adnuring eye over her bare butt, clearly visible through her
negligee. She stops at the doorway, playing the hostess -

MILDRED
Coffee. Captain?

CAPTANN BEATTY
Do bears shit in the woods? Are there
Calithumpians at Top of the Mountain?

MILDRED
(laughing)
How do vou take 1t?

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Strong and straight.
(he pauses, smiling back)
Is that how you like it, Millie - strong and
straight?

She touches her hair. Her voice 1s 3 littie husky «

MILDRED
T've got no objection. Of course. white
and sweet's good, tco.

She looks knowingly at Beatty. He laughs. She tums and heads down the corridor. She
wiggles it as she goes. Bearty steps through, into -

F.ze
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INT. LIVING ROOM. MORNING.
Montag hasn't moved - he looks up at Beatty standing on the thresnold.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Damned fine woman. Mildred. Sexy. I guess
if T had a wife like that. ['d be tired all the
time. (00. -

He walks in and settles himsclf in the most comfortable chair. He lights his pipe -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
I thought you were on your way. | guess you
got delayed. What the fuck have you done
to your face?

MONTAG
1 was just going to call - 1 thought ] was
going 10 throw-up at the train station. {
passed out in the wash-room. { guess [ hit
my head on the basin.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
You look pale but it's funny, Montag -
you never get sick, not in the fifteen years
I've known you.

MONTAG
I've felt it coming on for a few days now.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
I've been watching you - na, it's been longer
than that. Weeks, ['d sav.

Montag looks at him - what does he mean? How much does he really know? The door
opens - Mildred, carrying a large coffee tray, enters. Beatty gets up to help her.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
(to Mildred)
Montag was just telling me about his health.

Mildred, fussing with the coffee, tries to be helpful -
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MILDRED
He's been offcolor for 3 while now. 1 told
him this morming to cal! i sick, but you
know him - No, they nced me'. As it tums
out. he can't even make 1t to the train .
station. He gets nauseous anc passes out -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
In the strect?

MILDRED
On the drive-way, nght out there.

She looks up - silence. Did she say something”? Beatty and Montag are just fooking at
cach other. The contradiction lies between them hke a turd on the floor -
MONTAG .
(quietly)

Mitlie's just (rying to cover for me. [

couldnt make 1t to work... [ was riding the

train most of the night {iripped and fell

because [ wis so damned tired - I've had

. & lot on my mind lately. '

Beatty nods - he guessed it was something like that.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
This is semous. Montag. You understand -
there are 3 number of offenscs here.

Montag looks at him - Beatty likes the idea he's caught Montag in a lie, it puts the guy in
a comer. Mildred. womed, hands Beatty his coffee. He puls his hand on her thigh. He
traces his fingers up and down, squeezing her bare flesh Mildred doesn't know how to
react so she just stands there,

CAPTAIN BEATTY

But listen - every fireman, sooner or iater.
hits this. He asks questions, he has doubts,

¢ may even go oul on & job and see the

tps as people. An old woman, a young

girl - you know how it 1s. But alf the man
needs is a little understanding. That's parnt
of my job.
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Mildred, feeling more comfortable with Beauty feeling her up 1n front of her husband,
nods her head wisely.

MILDRED
That's right Part of the job.

Montag iooks at his boss's hund toying with his wite. it's about power, he knows that but
he doesn't care... he just doesn't care any more.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
And say that fireman, not really realizing the
danger in ideas and thoughts, got an itch to
sce what all the fuss is about. What if.
accidentally, not really intending anything, he
takes a book or two home with him?

© Montug feels his stomach tum.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
And just assume he had come top of his
class and made 3 name for himself and
become, well. a hero. Say people had
their eye on him for a long time and they
were saying he'd make Captain one day
and after that it was just a matter of time
before he got invited to the Top of the
Mountain? A natural error, they'd say.
Curiosity. Nobody gets over-anxious or
mad. We et the fire:nan keep the book
24 hours If he hasn't bumned it by then.
we simply come and bum 1t for him.
Call it A shamnesty. eh? A Samuel
Clemency.

He Ja:ghs. Mildred who has no idea what it means, laughs even louder. Montag whispery.

MONTAG
Of course.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
So, Montag, are you coming home? Will vou
take 3 later shift today? We'll see you then,
will we?
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MONTAG
(shutting his eyes)
1'l] be n Later, [ suppose .. yes... L will.

CAPTADN BEATTY
Good.

He tums and gets to his feet. Mildred accompanies him out the door. Montag sh_akes - the
anxiety loosening its grip. his mouth like sandpaper. He leans forward and vomits

From out 1n the hall, Beauty laughs at something - deep and guttural. Montag wipes his
mouth with tissue and sits there. trying to master himself.

The door opens and Mildred rélums. Her lipstick is smudged as if she's been kissing
him... ot God knows what. She looks at Montag, really angry -

MILDRED
You've risked evervthing! For what? Books!
You're lucky Harry's such a decent man -
he s bending vver to heip you. Tve given you
the best yeans of my life and now you go and
do something like this. It makes you think,
Montag - 3 woman can only take so much!

Montag doesn't say a word. He gets up, besieged: Clarisse... Mildred... books... Beatty. .
Faber. Mildred watches him - he goes through the door and closes it gently behind him.

INT. BREAKFAST ROOM. MORNING.

He stands in the middle cf the room and zens out - perfectly still, eyes closed. trying 10
calm his breathing. He's looking for « moment of peace, of clarity. Gradually his hean
and breathing slow. He opens his eyes - the carly moming light pouts through the tall
windows. The whole of the worid seems to be waiuing for him.

INT MONTAG'S. ATTIC. DAY.

Montag's cache of about 80 halt-burmed books sit in their hiding place. He takes out two
of them and puts them n his sport bag.
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INT. KITCHEN. DAY.

Mildred has been crying. She sits at the kitchen 1able, still in her lingerie, make-up
smeared. The door opens Shc looks up - Montag's thaved, hait neatly paried, his day
uniform perfectly pressed. shoes polished to a brilliant shine. He looks like a new man -

MONTAG
1 was wrong, Millie. I've thought about
what Captan Beatty said - all those words
just confuse you. It's like a fever and when
it gets hold of you. you can't see anything
straight. No wonder the Govemment
wanted them burned!

MTLDRED
They're looking out for us.

MONTAG
That's nght' Captain Beatty, too. You were
right - he 15 a decent man. Now this is over
we should try and spend miore time with him,
listen to him more, N

MILDRED
We should! Everything's fine again, isn't it?

MONTAG
Yes - everything's fine. Goodbye, Millie.

He says the last words too softly, looks at her 3 moment too long for it to be natural. But
the significance of it 1s iost on her. She keeps smiling. He turns and goes out the door.
EXT. PUBLIC PLAZA. DUSK.

Moniag - dwarfed by the expressionist buildings - crosses the desolate plaza. Huge
shadows criss-cross his path - he jooks like a man n the middle of a machine.

INT. FIRE STATION. MUSTER ROOM. DUSK.

Everything's normal: Beatty's playing cards with a few of the guys; others are sprawled
out in front of the interactive. Several turn and look as Montag enters.
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Beatty keeps playing. making out as if he hasn't been waiting. Montag stops hext 1o him.
Beatty doesn't say a word. He gets to his feet and leads Montag towards the control room.

INT. FIRE STATION. CONTROL ROOM. DUSK
They step through the massive. vault-like door. Beatty calls to the despatch officers -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Get a coffee, will ya? | need a hittle prvacy.

The officers move out. Beatty closes the door behind them. He puts out his hand for 2
gift. Montag opens the sport hag and takes out the two books. Beatty glances at them -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
“Mein Kampf"? Shit Montag, no wonder
you were {osing your mind.

He tosses 11 in a trash-can. He looks at the second book -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Jackie Collins - now you're talking!
(he opens it at random and reads)
"Her fingers clawed deep into his flesh as
he rode her. rode her hard, deep 1nto
sensual oblivion "

The book follows Mein Kampf into the trash can. Beatty pours liquor from a hip flask
onto them and touches his lighter to it. The books bum -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Good. the crisis is past, the sheep retumns
to the fold. We're all sheep who have
straved at times. Truth is truth to the end
of reckoning. we've cned. They are never
alone that are accomnpan:ed by noble
thoughts. we've shouted to ourselves. Sit
in for & hand of poker? No? Welcome
home, Montag.

Beatty opens the door and leads Montag out.



JuL 1z ST BE:3i-m wrrl MeaEz FILMS

86

INT. FIRE STATION. BASEMENT. NIGHT.

Montag - dressed in his overalls, equipment belt around his waist - walks dqwn 3 desened
underground comdor. A sensor on a pair of doors reads the smart card on his chest.

Montag enters a plant room . ax_rbonditioning pumps. stand-by generators, electrical
grids. He disappears into the shadows.

INT. DRY RISER. NIGHT.

Montag climbs a ladder up a narrow shaft. There's barely enough room for his body - he's
in a dry riser - the shaft that camies electricity and other utilities through the building. He
pulls the cover off an air-conditioning duct and swings himself into the frigid air.

INT. AIR CONDITIONING DUCT. NIGHT.

Montag crawls along the duct. Carefully he makes his way over a vent in the floor. We
look through - he's right above the control room' Beatty's vacant chair, despatch officers.
racks of digital processors, ten million megabytes of information swept up every second.

Montag unclips one of several metal canisters he's carrying on his belt and attaches it to

the wall of the duct. We can't tel} what the canisters are but Montag codes a series of
numbers into a hand-heid remote - it looks like some sort of detonating device.

As he crawls past us we hold on the duct - we see he's already placed a dozen of the
canisters along the duct.

INT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.

An industrial-style kitchen somewhere deep in the fire station. The place is empty, dark.
One of the panels on the ceiling moves and is pulled aside. Montag's legs swing through
and he drops onto a bench. He replaces the panel and jumps to the floor.

A sound behind him. He freezes. He looks straight ahead at a window. Reflected in the
glass is a fireman. Montag's hand slides towards the bolt gun he wears in his equipment
belt. Explosively-powered. it can fire a eight-inch flanged steel bolt 400 yards.

In the glass. he sees the fireman's hand go 1owards his own equipment belt. A shoot-out.
Montag draws! He spins on his heel, whirling -

°.4%
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: ) is Wi ' ises, finger on the
The other guy's faster - he's already got his weapon out. Momags gun ris n th
trigger - then he realizes! 's Earl - his weapon 15 2 bottle of Windex. A stream of liquid

hits Montag in the face. The cleaner smiles -

EARL
(read slow)
You're dead, pardner.

Montag lowers his weapon. swallowing hard. He picks up Earl’s broom, puts his arm
around him and leads him out.

INT. FILE ROOM. NIGHT.

The file room is in the basement - a huge, double height room with endless, fully-
automated cabinets of computer discs. The Government knows everything, sees
everything, keeps everything -

The whole room is in constant motion. The gnd of polished stee) cabinets are on tracks -
they glide back and forth, automatically finding and feeding discs into computer dnves. [t
looks like a ballet choreographed by the technological state.

A few firemen move about - clerks, researchers, technicians. Montag is at one of the -
desks in the back corner. secluded. Raw surveillunce footage of the burn at Clarisse's
house - captured from all different angles - plays on the three screens in front of him.

He watches intently - then stops one of the machines. The footage shows Clarisse coming
home on the night of the burn. Montag keys in a series of commands - the footage
vanishes. He's removing all trace of Clarissc from the bum.

As he moves through the next section of footage, we crane up - a man approaches through
the dancing filing cabinets. Jinx Bradiey. Two rows of cabinets glide apart, revealing
Montag 1n his secluded comer. Jinx smiles and comes towards him -

l JINX
Hey, Montag - what are you doing here?

Montag's hands freeze on the keyboard, then he keeps going, acting normal.
MONTAG

Just looking at stuff before it goes through
to the auditors and filing.

2.45
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Jinx looks over his shoulder.

JINX
Shit, Montag - you want to be careful -
somehow vou've got yourself into “delete”.

He laughs and keyboards in 3 command. changing the mode. Montag has no choice - he
keeps moving through the footage. Sinx chatters away. temembenng the burn, but Montag
barely hears him - he just wants him to go.

JINX
Hey, stop. Go back. will you?

Jinx leans across and - far more technically dexterous than Montag - winds the foolage
back and stops it on an exuct frame. It shows Clansse’s house with eight glowmg red dots
scattéred through it -

JIINX
That's weird. Loak at that, will ya - it's the
infra-red shot of the house just before we
armived. [t shows seven hot spots. But we
only found six perps, didn't we? The
mother and two kids we arrested and
three relations who ended up in body bags.

"MONTAG
S0? They probably had a dog or something.

JINX
(really interested now)
No, you know that - the technology's so good
now it can differentiate. lt's 3 person, definitely.

Montag moves in his seat - swear 10 God, he'll kill him if he has to. Jinx thinks he and
Montag are really onto something - he leans forward. taking command of the keyboard,
excited. He whips through the footage and stops -

JINX
That's the footuge eight minutes into the
assault. Theres the thermal overlay. See -
there's a perp in the basement. 1 bet that's
the one we never accounted for. You were
in the basement, weren't you, Montag?

.47
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He tums - innocent. Montag is staring straight at him Jinx {eels a chill pass through him.

JINX
(faktening)
What happencd?

MONTAG
What do you think happencd?

Jinx is really scared now.

JINX
T don't want to say what | think - ] might be
right.
MONTAG

Whatever happens. just remember one
thing, Jinx - they lie.

Jinx stants 10 back away - frightened. confused. Shreek - behind him! He nearly jumps out
of his skin. It's the alarm. summoning the firefighters (o a call.

JINX
I don't want 10 know about this... any of it...
I just don't.

Montag nods his head - that's fine. Jinx tums and goes.

EXT. COURTYARD. NIGHT.

The garage doors fly up. All the fire-trucks. more than we've ever seer, roar out - this
must be yome alarm. As the first truck passes, we see The Hound on ats platform at the
back, red eyes glowing in the dark. The trucks roar through the gates.

INT. FIRE TRUCK. NIGHT.

The overhead lights cast their sickly glow. The firefighters grab equipment and line up
beneath the lockers. The kerosene tanks stant to come down. Beatty walks down the line.
He stops in front of Montag, checking the valves and nozzle of his flame-thrower.
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CAPTAIN BEATTY
It's a big one. Montag - one of the biggest
of our cureers. We don't want another
equipment failure, do we?

MONTAG
No. sir.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
There's a 1ot of burning, but I'm going to let
vou have moast of it. You're my main man,
aren't you? Just think of all those books -
soft and dirty like 8 woman's pussy. You
look hot, Montag. Not aweating are you?
I'd hate to think you were coming down
with another fever.

MONTAG
I'm fine.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Two minutes to location. Here we go to
keep the world happy Are we hungry?!

MONTAG/OTHERS
Yes. sic!

The Fire Depanment’s deaths-heud helicopters swarm past. Beneath them, dozens of fire
trucks - lights flashing, drawn from stations throughout the city - converge on one street.

INT. FIRE TRUCK. NIGHT.

The truck screeches to a halt. It jerks as it rises up on its hydraulic legs. The sides drop

down, paneis rise up, doors open. The firemen stream out onio the platforms - all except
Montag. He just stands, staring.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Something the matter, Montag?

F.q€
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MONTAG
There's becn a mistake... it's my house.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
We don't inake mistakes. you know that.
Take a look at the 1-800 repor -

He hands Montag his hand held Trucker. On the screen is a copy of the videophone image
of a woman calling in the alarm. I's Mildred.

) MILDRED
After he left, | went up into the attic, Harry -
just to make sure. [ found the books in a
heating vent -

Montag. betrayed, just stares at Beatty.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
It's a shame ahout this, Montag - Millie gave
great head, too. Remember Wednesdzy
nights - vau used to fill in for me? Well, 1
sure filled in for you.

He b;:rsts out laughing. Montag, sort of dazed, steps onto the pistform.

EXT. FIRE TRUCK. PLATFORM. NIGHT.

A hundred search lights hit him. Fire trucks line the road, the crews gathered on the
platforms - the whole department hus been gathered to witness his disgrace.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Your house, vour clean-up, Montag. Go
and bum your books and when you're
finished, you're under arrest. ['ve already
called the Department of Purification - it
looks like Earl's gonna have a buddy.
Don fight over the Windex.

Beatty pushes him towards a flight of steps that lead from the truck into his front yard.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Oh, before you go -

F.ge
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He reaches out and plucks a hair from Montag's head -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Insurance. Sust to keep you honest -

- Slowly Montag goes down the steps. He Jooks around - with the lights on him, the

helicopters and news blimp overhead, the crowd screaming below, he could be an entrant
tn 2 game show. '

Giant images of him - 50 feet high - play on the screen on the sides of the news blimp. He
comes off the steps and walks a gauntlet of people. spitting at him and hurling abuse.
Montag sees one man in the forefront, his fuce beet-red with anger. Garfield Snubz.

The sight of him bnngs Montag back to reality. He opens the valve of the flame-thrower
and hits the ignition. Flame blasts out the end of the nozzle and hits Snubz in the chest!
He screams. Montag keeps blasting, roasting hun. The crowd beside him tum and run.

Montag looks around for another target. The Hound appears, growling deep in its metal
belly, driving Montag towards the house. Montag looks up - Beatty stands on the
platform, controlling it.

ON THE BLIMP

Marv and Frank look down at Snubz writhing on the ground. Members of the crowd are
circling him, beating on him. trying to put out the flames.

MARY
That's Garfield Snubz, 1sn't it Frank - the head
of Neighborhood Watch?

FRANK
‘Fraid so. Marv. [n the blink of an eye he's
gone from watch-dog to hot-dog.

MARV
Montag's only making it worse for himself.

‘Where did he go bad, Frank? That's what a
lot of people must be asking tonight.

FRANK
I think we can help there. If we go back to
a bumn just a few days ago -
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Their faces are replaced by footage of the assault on the old woman's house. We see
Montag swinging across the two steel beams, using them like parallel bars, doing a half-
, somersault and catching hold of a ladder. The image freezes.

MARV

(lying)
We noticed it then. I don't know if viewers
recall it, but at the time we both said his heart
didn't seem to be in it.

FRANK
We certainly did. And more news just to
hand - the Department of Education has
been looking through its records and there's
now a real doubt Montag even went to fire
school. :

MARYV
Unbelievable. What aré you suying, Frank?
Aren't the Fire Department, supposed to
check a person's qualifications?

FRANK
It seems Montag's real talent might be forgery,
(’m . not fire-fighting, Marv. In other words, he may
not be a fireman at all.

EXT. FIRE TRUCK. NIGHT.

Jinx - on the fire-fighting platform - stares up at them, shocked. He knows that's not true -
he saw the videos. he heard the instructors. What are they lying for? Troubled. he tums
and looks - Montag goes thrt’ugh the front door of the house.

INT. MONTAG'S. HALLWAY. NIGHT.

Lights from the fire-trucks and news blimp blast through the windows. The Hound,
outside, watches through a set of French doors. It casts a huge, weird, shadow on the
walls. Montag opens a door -

—— ——— - —— —— ——— ———  — e w— —_
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! INT. MONTAG'S. KITCHEN. NIGHT.

Mildred is dressed up - make-up and ‘ewelry on. She dasts around the Kitchen, grabbing
anything of value. stuffing 1t into hold-alls - she's getting out. She turns and sees Montag

MONTAGC
Why did you do it, Mullie?

MILDRED
Why did / do it? You were the one with
the books. You think they wouldn't have
worked it out? Say they would have come
\ round before [ called them! That would
have made me 4 co-... 3 €o... whatever.

‘ MONTAG
We were married, Millie...

MILDRED
' T'm still young. I've got my looks. If {
get my boubs done again, I'm not a bad
piece of 3ss. You think | want to spend
five yeans in a re-education program?
These are the best years of our lives,
Montag. :

(m | She pushes past him and opens a cupboard - it's full of useless stuff from World Home
Shopping. She starts to pack it -

MONTAG
It was the Great Western Mall.

MILDRED
What was'!

MONTAG
Where we met. | remeinberad today.

MIDRED
We were kids then. I'm glad I can’t remember.
© Who'd want to remember meeting & crazy
man?

T e e e e — .~ — ——
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MONTAG
We should have had children. Things would
have been different... or at least we should
have been more careful. Seven abortions -
that must have done something to us, Milhe

MILDRED
We couldn't afford kids. Thunk God now
we didn't have 'em! Haven't you got work
to do?

Carrying the hold-alls, looking for more stuff to take, she goes through the door. Montag
hits the trigger on his flame-thrower - why just torch the books? He hits his kitchen
cupboards first - frying s shelf-full of omaments from World Home Shopping. Smash! -
They swell up and explode. He smiles - despite everything, that fel: good!

EXT. FIRE TRUCK. NIGHT.

Beatty watches smoke and flames crupt {roin windows at the side of the house. He turns
10 Rico and Black. singed and scarred from the bum a1t Clansse's house -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
What's he doing - she said the books were
1n the attic.
(realizing)
Ho. God! He's going to burn the house,
hc's torching his whole damn house!

ON THE BLIMP

MARYV
If anyone doubts he's 105t his mind, they
should look at this. What are we watching,
Frank - is this a suicide?

FRANK
That'd certainly be an interesting move.
Frankly, 'm worried though - a fireman
going crazy on national telcvision, that may
not be suitable for sonie of our younger
viewers. Parents might like 10 think about that.
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MARV
1 see what you're saying. A good point. Frank -
8 very good pont.

EXT. MONTAG'S HOUSE. NIGHT.

The front door opens. Mildred. carrving her bags. steps out. She walks down the path,
shielding her eyes, dazzled by the lights. A news-crew step in front of her.

She smiles a dazzling smile and adjusts her hair. At last - she’s going 10 be on TV! The
reporter puts a microphone in front of her face -

REPORTER _
How does it feel - your husband’s under
arrest and he's bumning down your home.
You must be devastated -

MILDRED
This is the greatest day or my life - imon
TV!

INT. MONTAG'S. VIRTUAL REALITY ROOM.
Montag enters the virtual reality room. Fire dnps irom the end of his flame-thrower. The
kitchen and the hall behind him are burming furiously

The three huge liquid crystal tv screens are still plaving. Each one shows a different

program - World Home Shopping. Dallas Hospital .. and Mildred. Montag stares at the
image of hus wife. Undemeath 15 a caption -

Wife of Crazed 'Fireman’
She s still being interviewed. the smile never falienng. Montag hits the host of World
Home Shopping with a blast of flame. His head dissolves in 3 mess of plastic as that pan
of the screen explodes. Dallas Hospital follows suit then the flames leap to the image of
Mildred. She fractures 1nto a thousand pieces - the whole room goes up in flames.

INT. MONTAG'S. BEDROOM.

Montag rips open the drawer of a table. Scores of bottles of sleep Jozenges spil) out
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He hurns them with a temnbie ferocity then tums his attention to his and Mildred's beds.
He sprays them both with an arcing bolt of flame. They burstinto fire. He moves on to
the ¢losets - destroying everything of his former life, purifying himsell.

EXT. MONTAG'S HOUSE.

The house is bluitié. every room spewing flames. Crash! Pant of the roof caves in. The
firemen watch from their vantage points on the truck. Beatty talks to his men -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
That's a fine piece of work - learn a lesson
from it. See how he's turning the fire in on
itself, using the flame to feed more Name.
Shit it must be warm in there,

THE HOUND'S POV

It patrols the outside of the house. The burning building 5 a swirling vortex of color - the
green for night vision and infra-rec for motion are being overwhelmed by waves of white
from the heat sensors. There's so much heat, it's as if The Hound is losing its sight.
Information flies through 1n its heads-up display -

Temperature - 1,760° Oxygen - 9%
Co2 - 276,459ppm Water Yepor - Nil

INT. MONTAG'S. LAUNDRY.

Montag - blast shield down on his helmet, protecied by his fireproof suit - moves through
a whiriwind of flame. forty feet from The Hound. He watches it - it's in a countyard at the

back of the house, eyes glittering. head spianing to and fro, trying to keep track of him.
Montag moves through the forest of flames, cireling round, trying to lose himself.

EXT. MONTAG'S. COURTYARD.

The Hound shifts back and forth on its eight legs - whimpering, anxious - every sense

alert. Cans of paints and solvent in the laundry explode - the fire grows even more
intense. The Hound can't see anything in the blinding light -
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EXT. FIRE ENGINE. PLATFORM. NIGHT.

An alarm sounds on the remote commander. Beatty glances down at it. He sees the repon

from The Hound:
Target Unsighted

CAPTAIN BEATTY
‘Whar's wrong with it” What's he mean -
unsighted' Get in there you fucking morgrel.

Beatty starts hitting buttons on the remote.

EXT. COURTYARD/LAUNDRY. NIGHT. -

The Hound can't see Montag but it moves forward - the fire hits its body, wming it into
the most beautiful cobalt bluc, but not hindering it - the animal was made for fire.

INT. MONTAG'S. LAUNDRY/GARAGE. NIGHT.

The whole of the laundry and now the garage is a curling mass of flame. protecting
Montag from The Hound's sparkliny eves. '

EXT. TOP OF FIRE ENGINE. NIGHT.
Beatty locks at the remute - - it's sull reporting “target unsighted”. He realizes -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
He's blinded The Hound... that's what he's
done... whoa, he's blinded The Hound!
Guoddamn. that's clever! No wonder he was
pushing the heat so high. Only a fireman would
think of that.

Beatty pulls down the muc attached to his helmet, clicks it open and speaks to Montag.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
That was clever with the flame, Montag. A
pity about the DNA, though - nothing
you can do about that, is there? Skitch him!
Skitch him you stupid fucking dog!
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Beatty hits the full system button.

INT/EXT. GARAGE. NIGHT.

Montag runs. sprinting hard like the great athlete he is - he hurls himself forward. Smash
» shoulder first through a shuttered window at the back of the garage, into the fresh air.
He rolls across the ground, lands on his feet and races across the yard -

EXT. FIRE TRUCK. NIGHT.

From the platform of the fire truck, Beatty looks across the roof of the house and sees
Montag - ripping off Kis fuel tank, lightening the load - sprinting for the back fence.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Well...well. We've got a runner. A running
man! Now this is interesting.

EXT. REAR OF HOUSE. NIGHT.

The Hound bursts through the window frame. Its legs shoot out - it hits the ground
running, its eight legs throw it forward like 3 bullet, straight after Montag.

MARY (0.S.)
Get your popcomn! This Montag's something,
15n't he?! Even when he's 3 dead marn running,
he still gives the best show in town.

In one flying movement, Montag vaults the back fence. somersaults and lands ir an ajly
betiind the houses.

EXT. FRONT OF HOL}SE. NIGHT.

The firemen scramble up ladders and run for the ally, trying to get a better view.
Members of the crowd - young guys holding beers - clamber over fences. They want to
see this! The news blimp lays on the power and swingys through the air, trying to bring its
cameras to bear -
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EXT. ALLY. NIGHT

The ally at the back of the houses is crowded with vehicles - people who came to watch
the action. Montag - running - has drawn and loaded his explosive bolt gun. People
scatter. yelling, irying to get out of the way of the crazed fireman. Dead ahead, a woman
screams' But not at Montag - The Hound is flying down the alley behind him. It kill
anything that gets in its way -

THE HOUND'S POV

A bewildening array of data scrolls through on its heads up display, a kaleidoscope of
colors flash through as it constantly scans ity surroundings. The one thing that always
stays dead center is the red dot in the middlc of its target grid: Montag.

EXT. ALLEY. NIGHT.

Montag jags left - across a vacant lot. It's scatiered with construction matenals. The
Hound is close behind. gaining. Straight aheud is u chain wire fence - it looks like
Montag's trapped! The other side of the fence are half a dozen fire engines. temporarily
deserted by their crews -

The Hound bounds closer . cluser. Montag grabs a length of steel scaffolding pipe - we
think it's to defend himself, but it's not. The Hound is so close it can almost taste him. Its
needle darts out, dripping -

Montag jams the steel pole into the ground - it's u pole vault! He soars over the top of the
fence and flies through the air -

MARY (0.5.)
Wow! We've said it before, forget steroids
and amphetamines. Il you really want to
enhance performance - try fear. Look at that!

EXT. TOP OF FIRE ENGINE. NIGHT.

Montag lands on top of one of the deserted fire engines. The Hound soars over the fence
and clamps on the side of the truck. It scrambles up onto the roof.

Montag leaps from the top of one fire truck to the next - like a sheep-dog danting over the
back of its charges. '

r.

sE
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ON THE BLIMP

The news blimp looms overheud. keeping pace with the chiase. The screens on its side
carry the action live - Montag jumping from vehicle to vehicle, The Hound following.
The chase zooms back to occupy one half of the matrix screen. The other half shows a
reporter in front of a laser visual store.

MARY
What have you got, Gary?

The reporter puts his microphone in front of 3 man's face -
STORE ASSISTANT
Sure, I knew Montag. He was always
borrowing old war movies. He was a fascist -

A FEMALE NEIGHBOR stands in front of her house -

NEIGHBOR
He was a liberal - anyone could tell.
A DOCTOR sits in his office - -
DOCTOR

[ treated Montag occasionally - frankly, 1
thought he was gay.

A FITNESS INSTRUCTOR wears a tank top and a pair of tight shorts -

INSTRUCTOR
Homophobic - definitely homophobic.

The last of the "witnesses" disappears -

MARY
There was certainly a lot of truth in what
those people had to say, don't you think,
Frank?

FRANK
If you want to hear the real story, just ask
the man-in-the-street. You heard it here first -
live on Five.
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The image of the chase zonms out and dominates the screen -

EXT. TOP OF FIRE ENGINE. NIGHT.

The Hound is gaining - it's only one truck behind. Montag runs and jumps - he grabs hold
of a ladder attached to the roof of the next truck. He kicks his tegs out - smash! He goes
through the side window of the dnver’s cabin -

INT. FIRE ENGINE. FRONT CABIN. NIGHT.

Montag lands in the driver's seat. The sensor on the dash resds the smart card on his
chest. He's Fire Department autharized - the engine roars. Montag throws it into drive -

EXT. STREET. NIGHT.

The ures smoke as the fire engine lays rubber. 'I'he Hound bounas along the top of a truck
and sees Montag roaring away It jumnps! It fliey through the air.

Wham! It lands on the road. just behind the fire truck. The massive vehicie flies down the
roud - faster, faster. The Hound hits it stride, in hot pursuit -

EXT. TOP OF BEATTY'S TRUCK. NIGHT.

Beatty stands on top of his fire truck, hair flying in the wind, clutching the vehicle's
communications mast with one hand, the other wielding his putter. The truck slaloms
through people and vehicles in Montag's street, trying to catch The Hound and the
runaway vehicle. He whacks the driver's door with his goif club -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
We're not going shopping. Bremmer.
Give it some heat, man!

The truck blasts forward as the driver accelerates even harder. Beatty is thrown
backwards, only his grip on the mast saving him -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Whoa... whoah!
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EXT. STREET. NIGHT.

The news blimp - carrying the action live on its screens - powers along overhead. Marv
and Frank, small faces in the gondola slung beneath it, stare down at the action below -
Montag's fire truck ramps over the curb and cuts into an adjoining road.

INT. DRIVER'S CABIN. NIGHT.

Montag, wrestling the wheel. looks across at the train embankment. We push in on his
face - he's seen or heard something. He glances in the side mirror - The Hound's metal
head fills the frame. “Beware - objects in this mirrer may be closer than they appear.”

EXT. STREET. NIGHT.

The Hound's legs whirl - it hurls uself forward. It jumps - onto the back of the truck!

INT. DRIVER'S CABIN NIGHT. -

The truck hurtles straight into a t-intensection - straight ahead a wall! Montag hauls down
on the steering wheel - the truck, wheeis scrcaming, slides into a Jeft-hand turn. Montag
looks in the mirror - The Hound scuttles along the side of the truck like a cockroach.

He swings the wheel - throwing the side of the truck at a light pole, trying to scrape The
Hound off. It sees what's coming - it jumps onto the roof of the cabin. The truck side-
swipes the light pole, snapping it in a shower of sparks.

Smash' Montag looks up - The Hound is on the roof, using its head like a battenng ram
Smash! Part of the metal roof rips open. The Hound's red glittenng eves stare down
through the crack at Montag. Another couple of blows and 1t')l be through -

Montag spins the wheel - steering straight at the wall of a building. He accelerates.

Smash! The Hound opens up the sardine can even further. It pulls its head back for one
fina! assault. Montag grabs the handle and cracks the door open.

The truck hurties straight at the wall. The Hound drives its head and shoulders through
the hole in the roof, wedging itself there. Juice drips from the needle. It takes aim at
Montag's forchead. Montag throws the door open - and jumps!
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EXT. STREET. NIGHT.

Montag hits the dirt verge and rolls down the traip embankment. Ka-smash! The fire
engine hits the wall, smashing through it in a spectacular shower of masonry. grinding to
.ahaltin a pile of rubble and twisted metal.

Montag keeps rolling, hits the gravel with his feet, tumbles again and lands upright. One
leg bleeding, his overalls npped. equipment telt battered. he forces himself to run. He
hurdles a row of power conduits and runs alongs:de the rail track. He looks back -
MONTAG'S POV

Now we realize what he saw earlier - a vacuum train bears down on him, going in the
same direction. He runs faster--

EXT. FIRE ENGINE WRECK. NIGHT.

Out of the smoking, mangled mess of the fire truck and the building - The Hound
appears’ Part of its metal carcass 1s gouged open, revealing its electrical innards, and one
paw i< 3 bit wonky - but 1t hasn't slowed it down. It flies after Montag

EXT. STREET. NIGHT.

Beatty’s fire truck screeches to a halt. Beatty, on the roof, looks down the embankment -
Montag 1s sprinung alongside the track, the train roaring past him. The Hound is closing
the gap on Montag fast - the fireman doesn't seem to have a chance. The news blimp
looms over the rail track. 1 Matv and Prank’s huge heads hover sbuove Munlag -

EXT. TRAIN LINE. NIGHT.

Train carriages {ly past - passengers are at the windows. stanng at Montag racing
alongside. The Hound bounds along behind him, ganing on him with every pace. The last
carriage roars past -

The Hound leaps towards him - it's going to take him in the back. Closer it flies...

Bam! Montag fires the bolt gun - straight at the back of the train. The metal bolt, trailing
a line of high-tensile steel, buries itself in the back of the carriage.
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Montag clips the gun to his belt - he's tethered 1o the train. He hits a trigger - 3 rewind
device. He's yanked off hiz feet as it huuls in the steel line. e flies straight st Lhe back of
the train - literally out of the jaws of death.

He bunches his knees up - the xoles ot his boots hit the glass window ar the back of the
camage. Smash! He goes through - he's on board the train.

The Hound jumps and lands on the track. Ka-chunk! An under-carriage appears out of a

panel on its belly. It clamps onto the rail. The Hound is now a tiny bullet train - it flies
down the rail.

EXT. FIRE ENGINE. NIGHT.

Beatty stands on top of the truck - staning, motionless. awe-struck. First the train - then
The Hound - disappear into a tunnel.

Beatty looks up at the news blimp: rotors roaring, it's turning - they're the only ones that
can follow the train.

INT. TRAIN. NIGHT.

Passengers are screaming, getting to their feet, dropping things, ruaning through doors
that connect to the next carriage. Behind them 1s Montag - his overalls ripped. half-crazed
with exhaustion, the bolt gun 1n his hand. Hz moves fast through the carriage. heading
towards the front of the train. He looks over his shoulder -

The Hound smashes through the broken window at the back. It lands in the carriage!
Passengers unable to get away huddle 1n their seats or hit the floor. The Hound ignores
them, bounding towards Montag.

He's running, yelling at people to get down. pushing them aside. He grabs hold of an
overhead pole and swingQ)his boots full force - smashing through 3 door and heading nto
the next camage.

People scream! A couple of kids think it's great. They point, hollering at their mom - all

around the carriage are Montag's shaver ads. The Hound crashes through the doors behind
him, gauning fast.

Montag looks out the window - the train is out of the tunnel and is racing over a bridge.
Just ahead - right next to the track is 8 high-nse under constiuction. Muntag furces open
one of the sliding doors on the side of the carriage. The Hound is pounding closer -
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Montag stands in the open doorway, the rush of wind teanng at hus hair. He aims the bolt
gun high at the steel girders ot the half-finished building... The Hound leaps over an
abandoned baby stroller... Montag shoots.

The bolt blasts into the girder. The steel line spnngs taut. Montag grabs it and jumps!

EXT. TRAIN. NIGHT.

Tarzan! He swings in a great arc fram the <ide of the speeding train tawarde the <ide nf
the building. Whack! He plants his boots on a girder. He looks across - the train races.
away. A side windows explodes - The Hourid launches into mid-air, following him.

EXT. SIDE OF BULLDING. NIGHT.

Slam! The Hound hits 3 vertical granite punei - the flanges shoot out from its paws. It
sticks there. Like a fly, 1t scurnies across the side of the building towards Monuag.

The fireman fires his bolt gun - it locks into a metal girder three stories up the side of the
building. He hits the re-wind - whoosh! He flies up the side of the building. He grabs holg
of a beam and digs the boit out. Bam! He fires again and soars up another thiny feet.

The Hound has made it to a narrow beam. It bounds along it and soars. lts flanges lock
onto another beam and it jumps again - up another two half<ompleted stories.

- EXT. BUILDING. STEEL BEAM. NIGHT.

The street is 3 hundred dizzying feet below. Montag looks up - four more stories and he'll
be on the roof. On top 1s 3 construction crane. The biimp appears around the side of it.

" The cameras on its superstructure swing around, finding Montag. They zoom in - Mon:ag

sees himself, forty feet high on the matnx screen. For « moment he barely recognizes
himself, that's how ruined and haggard he looks -

FRANK (0.5.)
Channel 5 has found him' Montag's at
Carmine and Broadway now. The Hound
* and the media have got the fugitive comered.
The Fire Department can't miss him - he
thinks he's Spiderman!
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The blimp circles, moving in for & huge close-up. Even if Montag can dodge The Hound,
he’ll never get away from the blimp. The Hound svampers up a vertical pillar dicectly
below Montag. The fireman fires the bolt gun again and flies up to -

EXT. TOP OF BUILDING. NIGHT.

Montag londs on a beam ot the top of the building. He jumps from beam 1o beam arrmes
the top of the building. One mus-step and it< rwenty staries to the ground below.

The blimp hovers just above him, sa close it's almost touching the crane’s long jib. its
rotors kicking up a massive galc. Montag battles into the teeth of it, battered by the wind,
leaping from beam to beam, frightened to even look it's so far down.

The Hound's metal head appears over the edge of the building. It Jeaps after him - its
computerized eyes measuring every gap, its metal paws never missing a beat.

ON THE BLIMP

Montag is in full hi-defimtion detail - twenty feet ir front, The Hound right behind and
gaiming at every step.

EXT. TOP OF BUILDING. NIGHT.

Montag jags left, buying himscif a few precious yards. The blimp hovers just above him.
He spnints along a cross-beam. silhouctted against the massive image of himself, The
Hound leaps closer.

Montag fires the gun - strarght up at the crane’s jib. The wind from the blimp's rotors
spins 2 hook dangling by a long length of cable from the end of it but the rest of the yibis ~
held immobile. tethered under enormous lension by a steel hawser that stretches from the
jib to the crane’s peak.

Montag hits the rewind - he soars up and scrambles onto the crane’s jib. The Hound tums
and clambers fast up the tower of the crane -

EXT. CRANE. NIGHT.

Montag stands on the crane, jutting out over the street far, far below. The blimp hangs
almost beside him, tuming on its axis to brings its cameras to bear.
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The Hound. climbing the tower, has almost reached the jib. If Montag goes that way, he's
dead for sure. He moves along the jib towards the end.

The Hound leaps onto the jib and Mies along . straight at Montag - he's at the end of the
road. One leap, that's all and The Hound will pin him. Montag jumps - off the jib! Two
hundred feet above the ground, he falls... somenaulting... reaching out his hands.

He grabs hold of the hook® His hands hold - he dungles there. The Hound perches on the

_end of the jib and looks down - Montag hauls himself up to stand on the hook. The

Hound can't climb down the steel cable. Montag seems safe - for a moment.
Ka-thunk! A panel on The Hound's chest opens up. The winch shoots out and wraps

around the cable. Whirr! [is stants 10 wind the cable up, dragging the hook and Montag
closer to the needle.

EXT. ON THE HOOK.

Montag nises up. The blimp hangs in mid-air. almost next t¢ The Hound. Marv and Frank,

in the gondola beneath the blimp. 1ook down at Montag swaying up towards his death.
The giant image of the fireman plays on the matrix screen directly above them.

Montag stares at the blimp... The Hound. . the jib of the crane. We push 1n aa him - he's
concentrating, calculating. He aims the bolt gun carefully at what Jooks like The Hound -

ON THE BLIMP
Marv and Frank stase straight down at Montag -

MARYV
He's going to shoot The Hound. That's
desperation. Frank. A bolt gun against The
Hound - it won't even dent it, not unless
Montag's got a nuclear warhead. Ha! Ha!

But Frank’s barely listemng - he's leaning forward in his seat, perplexed, looking from
Montag to The Hound to the peak of the crane.

FRANK
No... [ don't think so, Marv... [ think he's...
(realizing)
Holy shit, Mary!

F.€€
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EXT. ON THE HOOK NIGHT.

Montag sights down the barrel of the bolt gun. We rack focus. Frank's right - it's not The
Hound. it's the steel hawser just above its head.

Montag fires. The gun blasts. The boit, trailing a jet of smoke and flame, flies towards the
hawser. We travel with it - The Hound's eyes swive! and look as the bolt passes.

Bullseye! The bolt smashes into the hawser. Marv and Frank Jook on, frozea in horror.
The steel hawser separates, the two ends flailing like stock-whips. The jib of the crane, no
longer tethered under enormous pressure, spins round like a top - :

Montag, on the hook, wraps his arms around the cable. Duck and cover -

EXT. CRANE. NIGHT.

The jib of the crane flies straight at the side of the olimp. The cameras on the
superstructure capture it all. The matrix screen shows the jib of the crane hurtiing closer.
closer to the side of the blimp. This 1s weird - the reality is about to hit the image. A first
in the history of the blimp - snuff television.

The Hound - perchzd on the end of the flving j1b - has given up reeling in Montag. It's
turning from side to side. trying to compute what's going on. It looks - the gondola on the
bottom of the blimp is coming straight at it It growls. It's only feet away -

Marv and Frank stare at The Hound. The Hound stares at Marv and Frank. Smash! The
Hound smashes into the glass windows of the gondola. hurling it from its perch -

EXT. ON THE HOOK. NIGHT.

Montag. crauching on the hook, sees The Hound go plummeting past. Down, down, to
the ground below! He looks up - one end of the flailing hawser hits the blimp’'s main
rotor. Sparks fly! The hawser wraps around the blimp's rotors.

INT. BLIMP GONDOLA. NIGHT.

The blimp lurches. Marv and Frank are hurled to the floor. They look up - the blimp 15
falling. The jib of the crane smashes through the screen and rips the blimp's fuselage.

The helium inside ignites. A wall of flame hits Marv and Frank.

F.E7—
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EXT. ON THE HOOK. NIGHT.

Montag, hunkered down. stares - the blimp explodes. Like the Hindenburg it holds its
fiery shape for a moment then it dissolves into a billion falling. buming fragments.

Montag shields himself - thank Gud for a fireman’s protective suit. The flaming debris
crashes down, engulfing him, filling the screen, hiding him from view.

EXT. THE CRANE. NIGHT - LATER.

Ten minutes have passed. The hook swings in the wind, small fragments of the blimp are
stuck to it, still burming. There's no sign of Montag.

We pull back - down to street level. Picces of the blimp are scattered over a wide area,
spitting fire and smoke. Beatty's truck. several other fire engines and 8 Fire Depanment
helicopter have converged on the site. More reinforcements arrive by the minute.

EXT. SIDE OF BUILDING. NIGHT.

Firemen are scattering. tuking cover. An eddy of smoke clears and we see why - The
Hound is still alive: it's chest ripped open, four of its eight legs broken and its head
spinning like Linda Blair's. Circuit hoards are smashed or damaged and it's gone rabid -
drooling machine oil from 1t¢ mouth, leaping and trying to nal anyone that comes close.

Through the swiﬂing smoke, the bucket of a cherry picker lowers into frame. Herman. the
technician, stands in the bucket with the remote commander.

He aims 1t at The Hound. The Hound jumps at the bucket, ripping into it with its metal
jaws. Herman - fast - entens a senes of instructions into the remote. The Hound's
movements become spastic. its head stops spinning, the light in its glittenng eyes dims. [t
sinks to its knees, and topples over - a rhino shot with an electronic tranquilizer.

Herman scrambles out of the bucket. Other technicians emerge from behind cover and
surround The Hound. They pull out electnc wrenches. tivet-poppers and laser probes.
Like a crack triage unit. they open up its chest and stan to work on the damage.

INT. HI-RISE. NIGHT.

The bodies of Marv and Frank, charred but still recognizable, are laid out on the ground.
The steel frame of the half-constructed building towers above us.

F.€E



e e - = = e o mew - .

e g e ce———

JUL 15 ’S7 25S::26°M ~EPRY HAYES FILMS

111

The whole building site is criss-crossed by light - dozens of firemen are moving through
it, searching for Montag or his body, illuminating the area with their hi-intensity
shoulder-mounted spothights.

Stoneman, cautious, moves past a stack of concrete blocks, through a gnd of steel pirders,
out of sight of his comrades. He stops and listens: n the gloom, a sound - a scuffling -
from inside a small work shed.

He rais.es the nozzle of his flame-thrower and rests his finger on the ignition. Silently he
reaches out and takes hold of the door handle. He wrenches it open -

Something flies at his face. shrieking' He ducks, opening up with the flame-thrower, An
arc of flame pierces the gloom. Stonemian reels back, then realizes - it's just a couple of
pigeons trapped in the shed. He catches his breath, talk aboat jittery, and tums. He looks.
We push i in on his face. He keeps staring -

STONEMAN

(into mic)
Captain Beatty! Captain Beatty - he's alive!

INT. CONSTRUCTION ELEVATOR. NIGHT.

A fireman's protective suit with its number on the back lies discarded in the comer of a
construction elevator. Montag must have used the elevator to ride down from the roof.

Beatty, Stoneman. Rico, Jinx and other firemen stand and stare at it. Beatty hooks the suit
with his golf club and looks at one of the legs - it's covered in a lot of rich red blood.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
That's arterial blood - he’s badly injured.
Dying if we're lucky.

Agitated, troubled - his c,.reer‘s in the balance - he looks around the building site.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Where's that tucking dog when I need it?!

He sees Herman and the triage team guiding a mbtorized trolley towards a helicopter.
Lying on the trolley is The Hound -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
How long?!

=.89
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HERMAN
We've got at jeast twelve processors down,
eight servo-motors -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Are you fucking listemng to me or what?!
How long?!

HERMAN
Two hours - maybe Icss.

Beatty wipes the spittle and sweatl away from his mouth. He swallows -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Two hours... two hours...

RICO (0.S.)
Capn -

Beatty tumns - Rico is holding the bloodied suit. In his other hand is the singed page from
The Bible. Everyone draws back from it, as if it might contain some deadly virus.

RICO
[ found it in the back pocket.

Beatty takes it from him and looks st it He sces the underlined words.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
"He that increascth wisdom, increaseth
sorrow" - ain't that the truth?’ Oh, he's a
long way gone, this one. ['ve never seen a
man this far gone before. Not even Earl.
Books at home, aphorisms in his head,
words in his pocket. He was never
coming back into the fold -

He stops as a thought strikes him. He stares across the building site - the helicopter taking
off and blasting him with dust - but he does<n’t even notice. He turns and looks at his men.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
(softly)
So why did he bring two books back?
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STONEMAN
What was that, Captain?

CAPTALN BEATTY
Why the fuck did he come back to the
firchouse?! It wasn't because he enjoyed
our company. What was he doing between
arriving and the ime we left for his house?
Did anyone se¢ him?

He looks around at his men - nobody suys anything.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Stoneman? What about you Rico? You
were sucking up to him, Bradley?

Jinx, intmidated. shakes his head - lying. Beatty walks back and forth. thinking -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Why... he must have had a reason... he
wanted to come back -
(realizing)
Holy shit’

He tums to the fire truck. yelling at the driver, \arting to fun -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Bremmer! Start the fucking engine!

The screaming sound of a siren bndges over -

EXT. THE WALL. NIGHT.

The fire truck roars along the road that runs on top.of The Wall. Suddeniy it slows.
Beatty, holding an electronic bull-horn. ¢lambers out of the passenger's door and swings
himsclf onto the roof. He faces the Top of the Mountwin. The Eye at the apex of the
pyramid turas and looks at him. ’

CAPTAIN BEATTY
(into bull-homn)
Leave it with me. He's not goingtobe a
problem. I'm your man! I'll put it right!
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The Eye stares at him. unblinking, relentless. It's enough to scare anyone, even Beatty.

EXT. FIRE HOUSE. NIGHT.

Hundreds of people scramble out of the fire house - some clutching files, others caught in
the middle of showering or changing anc only half-dressed. Firemen herd the employees
onto buses, getting them out of the urea. The place 1s being evacuated.

INT. FIRE STATION. NIGHT.
The fire poles spin silently. The shnek of a siren keeps echoing through the building -
ANNOUNCER (0.5.)

Evacuate now. This 1s not a drill. Leave the

building. Evacuate imnicdiately. [ repeat -

this is not a drill.
INT. FIRE HOUSE. CORRIDOR. NIGHT.
Beatty. ciutching a computer log and a golf ¢lub - his no. | wood - steps out of an elevator
and moves fast down an underground corridor. Stoneman, Rico, Bradley and other
firemen follow in his wake. Beatty approuches a set of doors -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
According to the access log, he went

through here at 9.54.

The sensor on the doors reads the smart card on Beatty's chest. The coors slide open -

INT. PLANT ROOM. NIGHT.

Beatty moves past the air-conditioning pumps, generators and electrical grids. He tums a
comer - the panel into the riser shaft has been unscrewed and left against the wall.

INT. RISER SHAFT. NIGHT.

An explosion of activity - firemen scramble up the nurvow shaft, searching. They tear at
congduits, rip out inspection panels, smash through ducting.
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Stonemnan follows a cable that looks like 2 detenator cord. His shoulder-mounted light
G blasts along the namow duct. He yanks on the cable - metal canisters connected to it rip
' free from the wall. :

INT. CORRIDOR. NIGHT.
Beatty ums one of the canisters over in his hand -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
C Charges for one of the shont-barreled
monars. He was going for the control room.
Where the hell did he go next?

Y He looks down at the Jog. We push in and hold on Jinx « the kid's nervous.

| INT. FILE ROOM. NIGHT.

The endless, fully-automated cabinets of computer discs are silent on their tracks - the
butlding has been evacuated and for once no-one's calling for information. Beatty,
consulting the Jog. walks through the cabinets towards the desk secluded in the comner -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
. He logged on at 10.27. Sixleen minutes he
((m ' was down hete -
v ) (he looks closely at the jog)

But, whoa! He wasn't alone. Apparently
there was someone else down here. You
were in the room for twelve minutes. weren't
vou, Bradley?

He tums to Jinx. The others stare at him. Jinx 1s no good at lying - he pauses, sweaung,
trying to think of what to do. The anger drops away from Beatty - one of his guys is in
trouble. His voice is kind and reasonable -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
{t's okay, son. Take your time. { know...
you're worried about lying to your Captain.
But let it go - you're young, you're new, we
all make mistakes. Putting ‘em right, that's the
important thing.
(cont.)
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CAPTAIN BEATTY (cont.)
Remember your fireman's oath, that's what [
tell my guys when they get confused. “Truth
and honor in word and deed. Always obey
the command of a superior officer.” Now
I'm asking you - did you speak to him. son?

JINX
Yes. sir.

ON COMPUTER SCREENS

Footage of the bumn at Clarisse's house shuttles through on the three screens. Beaﬁy 15
working the elaborate controls, calling up different footage, manipulating the therma!
ovcrlays, trying to piece together what happened -

CAPTAIN BEATTY _
He's cunning but he's not 3 magician. How
the hell did he get her out of there?
Jinx and the other {iremen watch. Suddenly Beatty stops the footage. He stares atit - a
wide shot of the aftermath of the burn. He keys in a series of commands - the footage
zooms towards us as the computer tightens 1n. Beatty lifts the audio. He hears himseit -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
(filtercd)
Montag! Have you sealed those valves yet?
What are you doing, fucking this guy or what?

Beatty freezes the image - Montag and Faber stand side-by side. He rock and rolls the
image back and forth. He realizes what he couldn't put his finger on before -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
He was talking to @ lobo! That's what he was
doing - he was talking to u {ucking jobo!

Everybody looks shocked - a lobo talking? Beauy tums to Jinx -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Well, a real can of worms. isn't it? What else
happened down here, son?

P.7d
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JINX
Nothing, Cap'n. Like 1 said - the alarm went.

‘Beany looks 3t him - relentless. searching. Jinx meets his gaze - he's telling the truth.

Beatty relaxes.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
[ believe you, son. Now [ want vou to kneel
down in front of these men, [ want you to
ask for forgiveness. Understand? This is the
way we do 1t at 38, isn't it, men?

They nod theit heads - sure. Then again, they'd nod their heads 21 anything Bearty said.
Jinx gets down on his knees. If this is what it takes...

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Lower your head. I just want you to speak
in your own words, from the heart. People
don't understand that about me, Bradley-
but that's what I really value - spirituality.

Jinx bows his head and shuts his eyes, like he's praying. He thinks of the best way to
explain his love for the Fire Department, his confusion over Montag, his growing sense of
disillusion but 1f he only had time he's sure he'd understand -

Beatty's Nol wood flies through frame. The head of it smashes into Jinx's temple -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Fore!

Jinx topples to the ground. half unconscious. The other firemen step back - even they're
shocked. Beanty ieaps forward. smashing the driver into Jinx's head again and agair: -

l, CAPTAIN BEATTY

ou pile of pigeon shit! Tl teach you to lie
to your Captain! (whack) You come in wet
behind the cars (whack) and think you can
pull one over me! (whack) [l show you -

Jinx's hands and arms are mashed to blood as he tries protect his head. Beatty whales in
with his combat boots. kicking him in the nbs and groin. beside himself with fury -

P.75
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CAPTADN BEATTY
Lower than a dog's turd, greasier than a
mechanic’s fart - take it! Go on, take it!

He's kicking and wielding the golf club at the same time, Blood runs across the tiled
floor. Rico and Bremmer step forward and take hold of Beatty's arms, restraining him.
Beatty comes back (o his senses. He shrugs his jacket back into shape -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Thanks. men - you know how I can't stand .
a liar. Throw that piece of crap into a cell.
He'll be lucky if the Tribunal doesn't tum
him into a lamp-shade.

Stonemnan and another fireman step forward, grab Jinx under the shouiders and drag him
off like a carcass. .

EXT. LOVE CANAL. NIGHT

Montag - exhausted. dressed in his firemen's overalls. biood 0o2ing from a tourniqued
wound on his leg - stumbles through the slime at the edge of a canal. Maybe it was a
river once but now it's full of chemical slicks and garbage. It's a safe place - so toxic it's
deserted. He moves as fast as he can. heading somewhere. He scrambles up the bank, past
the penmeter fence of a refinery and over arise -

Laid out below is Desolation Row, the place where the lobos live. Montag is looking for
shelter the only place he can: Faber's. But already he's too late - the lights from a dozen
fire engines wash across the buildings, Fire Department helicopters appear overhead.
falling like the first flakes of snow in the long winter to come.

Montag forces himself forward - into the shadow of the overpass that carries the vacuum
train, The sound of a whistle sphits the night - )
EXT. DESOLATION ROW. NIGHT.

Beatty, standing on top of his fire truck. lowers the whistle. It's a signal. summoning the
lobos to work. They emerge from their hovels and line up in rows, wasting for the buses.

Beatty swings down from the fire truck and walks along the lines, looking at their faces,
irying to 1dentify the man Montag was talking ta.

F.7€
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Faber - shoulders slumped, eves downcast, feet shuffling - feels Bearty coming closer.
The Captain stops and looks. Faber basely breathes. Beatty lifts his chin and looks square
at him. There's no sign of life in Faber's eyes. Beatty <tares deep in them. then drops
Faber's chin and moves on.

Fuber relaxes. Beatty gets o the end of the line then gives two short blasts on the whistle:
stand down. The lobos start 10 move back to their hovels.

EXT. OVERPASS. NIGHT.
Montag, watching from the shadows, 1s in anguished. He knows what Beatty is doing -

MONTAG
(to himself)
No. Faber - no! He's recognized you.

EXT. TOP OF FIRE ENGINE. NIGHT.

Beatty stands on the platform, watching exactly what hovel Faber enters.

INT. FABER'S HOUSE. NIGHT.

He closes the door behind him and goes into the bedroom. Clarisse lies in the bed - the
drugs have been helping. she's conscious, stronger looking. Faber kneels beside her.
Tenderly he checks het dressings -

FABER
[ don't know what they want. but it’s
okay. Come here -

He stants to feed her. The sound of a low-key jangling - Faber's home-made waming
device! He goes to the crack in the wall and lovks out. He reels back. panicking. Smash!
A steel ram comes through the wall. Krack! A metal claw rips open the toof -

EXT. FABER'S HOUSE. NIGHT.

Firemen and their trucks have the building completely surrounded. Men Jine the roofs of
the trucks, keeping watch - if Montag’s in there, they're not taking any chances this time.
Beatty and other firemen walk through a gaping hole in the wall -
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INT. FABER'S HOUSE. NIGHT.

Backiit, the firemen enter the house. Clarisse looks through the doorway and sees them,
She tnes 1o drag herseif out of bed 1o run but it's no 800od - she’s not strong enough. Faber
backs away but there’s nowhere to go - other firemen come crashing through. Bearty stops
n front of him. Faber meets his gaze - there's no use now in acting like 2 lobo.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
I thought it was you when I saw the tape. It's
been 2 long time, Mr Faber. Where is he?

FABER
(smiling)
So, he got off the fence, huh? Go fuck yourself.

Bearty's boot flashes out, smashing into Faber's groin. He buckles to his knees.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
IRt ask you again - wherc 15 he?

All Faber can do is shake his head.

EXT. OVERPASS. NIGHT.

Montag watches as Faber - beaten and bloodied - and Clarisse are half dragged, half
camed out of the house. Sickened. he turns and leans against a concrete pylon, trying to
caim himself, trying to think what 1o do.

Voices make him turn - the firemen are fanning out, going house-to-house, searching for
him Faber and Clarisse are loaded into a cell - more like a cage - set into the side of the
fire truck. Beatty siams the door shut and keys in a command, electronically locking it.
They're both doomed.

Mortag turns to camera. His jaw iy sel. a grim determination in his eyes - he knows what
to do. He bends and lashes a splint to his wounded Jeg - it'll make it easier to walk. He

checks his ammunition, pulls out his bolt gun and slams in a carridge. As the search
moves closer, he turns and moves fast down a hill. He vanishes into the shadows.

EXT. REAR OF FIRE STATION. NIGHT.

A low angle on the courtyard at the rear of the fire house.

P.78
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The x.nassive building rises up into the night. The helicopter that brought Herman and The
Hound back to the station sits on its pad. A leg steps into frame - splinted, the overalls
caked with blood. “

Stoneman and Rico - feft 10 supervise the evacuated building - are checking the penmeter.
They turn - Montag's right arm hangs at his side. In his hand is the bolt gun.

STONEMAN
Nice touch with the mortars, Montag. You
must be pissed they didn't kill us,

He and Rico start to separate. They both unfasten their bolt guns.

MONTAG
In your case Stoneman, sure.

The three gunsiingers stand alone in the courtyard, sizing each other up. waiting.
Stoneman smiles -

STONEMAN
1 told you - you've gotten old, Montag.
Fat with those endorsements. Siow, I'd
sdy - we've all seen it, haven't we Rico?

MONTAG
So why don't you try me?

A beat. Stoneman raises his gun fast! But nobody's ever drawn quicker than Montag.
Bam! He fires while Stoneman 1s sull trying to aim. Rico is still lifting his weapon -

Whack! The bolt hits Stoneman in the middle of his forehead and crashes through his
skull. Montag hits rewind. Stoneman. sull clutching his gun, flies towards him. Rico fires
straight at Montag's head - except Stoneman gets in the way. Wham!' Stoneman gets a
second bolt in the back of his skull. He's double dead.

Rico struggles to reload. Montag plucks the gun out of Stoneman's hand. twitls it and
fires fast at Rico. The bolt blasts into his chest. He crumples - dead.
INT. FREHOUSE. CELLS. NIGHT.

The command poit in the prison is deserted. Montug has come through the steel door and
is running down the passageway, using an electronic key to unlock banks of cells.

.79
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The inteliectuals. the non-conformists. the wnters spiil out. Some of them stare at the
battered fireman - he's an unlikely liberator - hut others don't wait for an explanation: they
sprint for the doors ang grab keys to open other cclls.

We hold on one of the cells. A man stumbles out - one eye swollen, his head matted with
blood, his left arm bandaged with stnps toen from his uniform. It's Jinx. He and Montag
see cach other - -

MONTAG
What happened”
JINX
Beauy.
(he trics to smile)

He mistook my head for the {airway. You
were right. Montag - they lie. Tm sorry -
1 told him about the file room.

Montag nods - he figured as much.

JINX
They found your bombs, too. Pity.

Jinx stumbles - he's dizzy. a npping pain down his am. Montag grabs him -

MONTAG
Go! Beatry'lf be back soon,

JINX
What about you?

MONTAG
He's got Faber and the girl. ! thought I'd
prepare 2 hittle surprise for him.

JINX
A surpnse? | like surpnises.
INT. UNDERGROUND VAULT. NIGHT.

Fuel pours out of the huge underground tanks and floods the floor. Jinx is twisting wheels
and opening valves.
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Montag uses the bolt gun to fasten a flame-thrower t0 the wall, the nozzle pointing down
at the growing lake of fuel. The flame-thrower is hissing gas, just waiting for a flame 10
ignite it. Montag slips his digital watch over the end of the nozzle. Wires run from the
battery at the back of it to an elcctronic cigaretie highter: it's a makeshift ignition device.

The watch shows 6mins 40secs - and counting down. Montag yells to Jinx -

MONTAG
Come on!

They both scramble up onto a cutwalk and run for the exits.

EXT. FIRE STATION. NIGHT.

A fire truck swings round the comner and 1nto the courtyaid at back of the fire station. The
driver sees Earl and screeches to a halt. The janitor is loading the bodies of Stoneman and
Rico onto a carnt. Bealty swings out of the truck and walks up to him -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
What the fuck are you doing?

EARL
Just cleaning up, Captain.

Beatty stares at the bodies of his men. Breathing hard, fighting 10 control his fury. he
looks around - where 1s he? Swishh! A set of doors open. Beatty spins - it's Herman. He
stares at the bodies, shocked. then tumns to Beatry -

HERMAN
Bremmer called in - he said you were on
your way. We're done.

)»v CAPTAIN BEATTY
hat are you waiting for? Tumn it loose!

Herman works the remote commander - The Hound appears out of the shadows behind
him. [t bears the scars of its recent repairs - crushed panels, a riveted head, a twisted
paw. If anything, they make it look more vicious.

The other firemen watch The Hound dant into the courtyard. It's'head swivels, sensing the
air. It turns and leaps across the courtyard - into the fire station through another set of
doors. Beatty turns to his men -

P.EL
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CAPTAIN BEATTY
Vi He's here! Call off the search - ge: those
' ’ other umts Jown here! He's in the building!
{ Several men run for the truck's communications console. The others follow Beatty into

¢ the stahion house. Faber and Clanisse are lert in the cell built into the side of the truck,
(orgotten. Faber has his arm wound Clanisse - he'll protect her up until the end.

INT. FIRE STATION. RAMP. NIGHT.

Montag and Jinx run up a2 ramp that leads out of the basement. They burst through doors,
into a long comdor. At the far end. a set of glass doors and, beyond 1t. the world outside.
INT. CENTRAL HALL. NIGHT.

Beatty, on the pole. spins up through four floors. He jumps off. runs and tums the handle
that opens the door into -

INT. CONTROL ROOM. NIGHT.

Beatty, working like a man possessed. keys 1n his authorization and activates the
command consote. He throws a lever - an alarm starts to scream.

ANNOUNCER (O.5)
(ﬁm\ Be aware! Be aware! The building i1s now
. , in defense status! Be awate...
INT CORRIDOR NIGHT.

Montag and Jinx, racing {or the door, hear it -

MONTAG
Beauty!

He and Jinx run faster The doons are just ahead. Steel shutters slide down, sealing tne
doors! The shutters, designed to protect the building against artack. are unbreachable

Montag and Jinx jag teft - up a twirling pole, across an office and towards a plate glass
window looking out on the plaza -
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INT. UNDERGROUND VAULT. NIGHT

Torrents of fuel continue to flood into the basement. The watch on the makeshift ignition
reads 4mins 38secs -

INT. OFFICE. NIGHT.

Montag and Jinx are almost at the winduw. Anather few steps and they'll be able to jump,
smashing through. Too late! A shutter crashes down and locks.

EXT. FIRE HOUSE. NIGHT.

Stee) shutters on every window and door clamp into place. Beatty has sealed the entire
building. tight as a drum.

INT. LOCKER ROOM. NIGHT.

Montag and Jinx sprint for an emergency exit. Maybe there's still time. Earl steps outof a
passageway. He looks at Jinx and holds up the handball -

EARL
Want 4 game?

Smash! The Hound comes through the masonry wall behind Montag and Jinx.

JINX
Not now, Ear)

In a shower of dust and bricks The Hound huts the floor and flies after Montag. He runs
hard left. yething -

MONTAG
Get the remote - stop the fucking thing!
11 try and open the doors!

The Hound, not programmed for }inx, flies past him und Earl. Jinx tums right and bursts
through a set of doors.
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INT. MUSTER ROOM. NIGHT.

Montag is in mid-air, diving. His hands reach out und grab one of the spinning poles. It
whitls him upwards, through two floots. The Hound’s eight paws clamp onto an adjoining
pole. It scuttles up it as »t spins, going even faster -

INT. UNDERGROUND VAULT.

Fuel laps against the bottom of the flame-thrower. The timer shows 3mins 24secs -

INT. CENTRAL HALL.

The Hound bounds across the tiled floor. It's got Montag dead in its sights. Straight ahead
of him is the Control Room. The Hound bounds closer. Montag drives himself harder.
The door is open. He throws himself through -

INT. CONTROL ROOM.

Montag catches hold of the edge of the door and slams it shut - wham! The Hound hits
the door with the full force of its body. Somehow Montag keeps it closed. He spins the
handle, sealing the vault-like door.

He tums and slumps against it, catching mis breath, safe for a moment. Smash! The
Hound's paws clamp onto the eight-inch thick glass wall. The steel ram shoots out from
its forehead. [t starts to batter the glass. The glass splinters and cracks.

Montag drags himself forward, towards the command console - somebody has left it
powered up, thank Goc. Suddenly the high-bucked captain’s chair swings round - Beatty's
in i1 holding his golf club. He smiles at Montag -

CAPTAIN BEATTY
You look well. Montag - for a dead man.
What a fool® Give a man a few printed
words and he thinks he's the Lord of al}
Creation. Look where they got you, in
slime up to your lip. All Tve gotto do is
stir it with my little finger and you're dead -

He sees Montag Jook at the lever on the console.
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CAPTAIN BEATTY
Oh, you want the doors open? Sure, no
troudle.

Beatty pulls the lever back. On the tv monitors, the door and window shutters rise up.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Another forty seconds and The Hound |l be
in here. Don't you get it, Montag? You're a
dead man walking.

Montag turns and looks at the glass - The Hound is almost through. There's no way out
this time. Montag looks at Beatty. At last there's a sense of peace to him -

MONTAG
You're right. but } had three days of life...
1 know what it's likc be free... nobody can
take that away from me. I was alive, Cap'n.
Men like us, the ones who were tayght to
love the crack and smell of Mame, to see
things blackcned and puritied, that's what
we really bumn - we bumn ourselves. Maybe
T am going to drown, but at least | was
swimming for shore, Me today, but there'll
be others tomorrow - one day one of us is
going to make it

CAPTAIN BEATTY
Pretty words, well spoken, too. I'd like to
bat it back and forth with you - unfortunately
you've got an appointment. Say goodbye,
Montag.

Montag looks + The Hound is only seconds away. Montag puts his hand in his pocket. He
takes out a small pen-knife and flicks it open. The blade is about an inch long. Beatty
tooks at it and laughs.

CAPTAIN BEATTY
What are you going o do - scraich me

10 death?

Montag keeps looking at him. They're so close they could touch. Montag raises his left
hand and exposes the wrist. He jabs the knite into the flesh and opens the vein.

r.es
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CAPTAIN BEATTY
Suicidc? Oh, come on - Montag' Take it
like a tireman' Do it doggie-style
Montag clamps his thumb onto the vein to stop the blood spurting. Beatty looks at him,
perplexed. Crash! The Hound comes flying through 1n a shower of glass. Montag pulis
his thumb away and sprays blood over Beauy's face and throat!

The Hound reads it, changing course. Beatty screams' The Hound hits Bﬁtty. pinning
him to the console. The steei needie shoots out from its nose -

{t nails Beatty - bang! bang' In the throat. in the cheek, in the skull! Bolts of electricity np
through Beatty's body. There's a hiss like 2 mouthful of spit hitting a red-hot stove
Flames course up his legs. He's a shrieking blaze, a sprawling, hquefymg mannequin. a))
writhing pain as he falls

Montag doesn't wait. He tlies out the room, bleeding wrist clamped to his mouth, hauling
the door shut behind him, anything to try and slow The Hound.

INT. CENTRAL HALL. NIGHT.

Montag races across the hall, heading for the spinning poles.

INT. CONTROL ROOM.

The Hound is still nailing Beauty s body. Suddenly it lifts its head, confused -

HOUND'S POV

The room is a matrix of bnlliant colors. In the heads-up display is a mass of data on the
dead man. One line flashes:

Blood type - no match. -
INT. CONTROL ROOM.

The Hound tums and looks in the direction of the fleeing Montag. It growls - a sizzling.
electronic sound deep in its throat. It turns and leaps for the door -

P.E6
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.' (.m\ INT. CENTRAL HALL. NIGHT.

Montag forces himself :nto averdrive. He doesn't bother grabbing the spinning pole -
| there's a faster way down. He jumps through the hole, falling down, past floor after floor.

INT. GROUND FLOOR. NIGHT

He's still a hell of an athlete - at the last minute, he grabs the spinning pole and t.hrows his
legs out, slowing his fall. He lands on the floor and runs for a comdor.

‘ The Hound's face appears above. looking down. It plunges after Montag, free falling'.
' Down .. down... eyes glittenng. It lands - its eight legs telescope up, cushioning its fall.

INT. FIRE STATION. LAB.

Herman, clutchihg the remote commander, hacks away from Jinx. The fireman has
grabbed an equipment belt on his wuy und has it sfurg like a bandoleer over his shoulder.
He slots a charge into the bresch of a bolt gun and aims at Herman's head -

JINX
T'tl kill you, | swear it Hand it over!

(@m ' Herman, temfied, shakes his head - no. He keeps backing away. Jinx cocks the weapon.
' Herman has backed up against a wall. He stares down the barrel of the gun -

JINX
Give it 1o me!

Herman throws the commander - straight at an industrial garbage chute set into the wali
It huts the bhp and balances there - half in, half out. Jinx d:ves for it. Herman tries to stop
him. Crash! Jinx punches him on the jaw, knocking hum out. He funges for the remote - it
tips and slides down the c‘hutc!

INT. UNDERGROUND VAULT.
The 1oxic fumes from the cascad:ng fuel trigger an alarm. Warning lights flash, a siren

sounds but it's really only a back-beat for disaster: the read out on the watch shows 2mins
08secs... 2mins 07secs...
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ONT. CORRIDOR.

Montag flies down.a corricor towards 3 swing door. The Hound is behind, closing fast -

INT. LAB/CHUTE.

Jinx has a fireman's rappelling line ticd around his anklc. The other end is looped around
a pillar. He dives forward - down the chute.

He cannons head-first down the tube - a water-slide without waser - bouncing off the
sides. guthening speed, out of control. The line streams out behind him. The chute kicks
over a bump - then plunges straight down two stories. Jinx, yelling, takes the fall -

Snap! The rappelling line spnngs taut, slmost ripping his leg out of ity socket. He hangs

in the chute, upside down, eight feet short of the tloor. He looks down - 1n the garbage at
the bottom is the remote commander. He stretches his hand out - he can't reach it. -

INT. BASKETBALL COURT.

Montag bursts through the doors - into the basketball court. He races across it, towards an
emergency exit on the far side. The Hound comes through the doors behind him, ripping

them off their hinges. It leaps towards Montay -

He reaches the exit and hits the bar that opens them. They don't budge. He tries again -
the door 15 locked! The Hound is almost on him. He feints left but gants right, turning -

But The Hound is 100 fast. Ka-chunk! The metal brackets shoot out from The Hound's
body and clamp him to the wall. Face 10 face with the monster, he looks straight into s
giittering red eyes. He sees the liquid dnipping from its swollen needle.

INT. GARBAGE CHUTE.

Jinx reaches into the bandoleer. pulls out a utility kmfe and slashes the rappelling line.
He faiis - bam! and hits the floor. Groggy. he reaches for the remote -

THE HOUND'S POV

The Hound's turget gnid aims straight between Montag s eves. It's heads-up data is
replaced by a single word: Terminate
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INT. BASKETBALL COURT.

Montag - pinned, helpfess - watches the executioner’s needle drawback. He braces
himself. It fires out - and stops. He steres at it - millimeters away from his flesh. Ka-
chunk! The metal brackets spring open and retract. Montag slumps. The Hound satties
back on its haunches, waiting, obedient. Montag looks past him, up to the steel bridge -

A door bursts open - Jinx enters, holding the remote. looking like he's been swimming
through garbage. He has. The two men look at one another - and grateful to cach other for
still being alive.

- MONTAG

How long? ~

Jinx looks at his watch -

INT. UNDERGROUND VAULT.

The watch on the ignition device counts down. only seconds now - 57... $6...

INT. WIDE CORRIDOR . NIGHT.

Jinx and Monuag run as fast as they cau = stuibling, faltering, each grabbing the other,
The Hound. tamed by the remote, bounds along at their heels. They race towards a ses of
glass doors. The steel shutter is up - on the other side is the clear mght air.

JINX
Where are we going?

_ MOUN1TAU
‘I'he fire truck.

JINX
And then?

MONTAG
Over the wall.

Jinx stops in his tracks - what? Montag grabs him, dragging him forward -
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JINX
The wall? There's nothing uut there.

MONTAG
Yes, there is - there's hope.

He hits the glass doors with his shoulder. throwing them open. He drags Jinx through
after mm. The Hound follows behind.

EXT. FIRE STATION. COURTYARD. NIGHT.

Faber and Clarisse crouch in the fire truck cell. Faber holds her. expecting the worst.
They tum - it's Montag' And another fireman, tollowed by The Hound, running like the

Dewvil's on their ass. Montag is yelling it them -

MONTAG
Get down.... down!

Faber throws Clanisse against the back wall and shields her with his body. Montag, on the
run. {ites a charge at the cell door. He biows it off its hinges. He tumns 10 Jinx -~

MONTAG
Get ‘em on board! Stant working on The
Hound.

Jinx goes to Faber and Clarisse. Montag races for the dnver's cabin.

INT. UNDERGROUND VAULT.

The watch keeps counting - 38secs... 37...

EXT. COURTYARD. NIGHT

The fire truck’s engine roars. Montag is in the driver's seat - he throws it into gear. The
tires squeal as it flies towards the courtyard gates.

Jinx, Faber and Clarisse cling to the platform at the back. The Hound runs behind then
leaps up to join them. Jinx is concentrating, re-programming The Hound like fury.

Montag glances in the rear-view mirror. He stunds on the brakes - the truck screeches.

P.S0
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Jinx turns and looks - Montag is leaning out of the driver's door, pointing: Earl stands at a
plate glass window on the second floor, waving goodbye to them.

INT. UNDERGROUND VALULT.

The seconds tick off - 24...23...

EXT. FIRE TRUCK. NIGHT.
Montag wraps his arms around a short ladder jutting out of a canister on the roof of the
truck. He yells to Jinx -
MONTAG
Now! .

INT. TRUCK. DRIVER'S CABIN.

Jinx pulls a lever and presses 4 button -

EXT. FIRE TRUCK. NIGHT.

~ Bam' The ladder explodes. telescoping out of the canister. It goes from four feet to fifty
feet in a micro-second. Montag clings to the cnd of it, rocketing straight at the plate glass.

INT. FIRE HOUSE.

Smash! Montag blasts through the glass, narrowly missing Earl. The janitor starts to
sweep up the broken glass. Montag, still groggy from the impact, grabs his «m -

MONTAG
Later, Earl, later,

He hauls him onto the ladder and waves a signa! to Faber. Faber yells to Jinx. Whoosh!
The ladder starts to retract.

EXT.COURTYARD. NIGHT.

Jinx isn't waiting for anything. He throws the truck into gear and hits the accelerator.
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With Montag and Earl still clinging to the end of the retracting ladder, the fire truck side-
swipes a steel gate, kisses the opposite wall and flies round a curve. out of sight.

EXT MUNICIPAL PLAZA. NIGHT.

Three fire engines - answenng Beany's call for reintorcements - screech t0 a halt in front
of the fire station. Men »pill out and swarm into the building.

INT. UNDERGROUND VAULT.

Ignition - if it works - is only moments away. 12secs... | ...

EXT. REAR OF FIRE HOUSE. NIGHT.

A Fire Department ﬁelicomr. also answerning the summons. lands in the courtyard. Other
fire engines roar in. The men look at the blasted-off cell door lying on the ground. the
shaticred glass. They grab weupons and head inside -

INT. UNDERGROUND CORRIDOR. NIGHT.

Two firemen - armed, cautious - make their way towards the fuel vault. The sensors on
their forearms start to flash. One of the firemen looks down at it -

FIREMAN
Fuel? Whete's that coming from?

INT. UNDERCROUND VAULT.

The watch shows Isec .. zero. The watch alarm sounds. We hold on the battery at the
back. A charge goes to the electronic cigarette lighter - a flame pops up. It works! The

flame iights the flame-thrower. Whoosh! An arc of fire shoots out, hitting the lake of fuei.

The vault explodes -

INT. UNDERGROUND CORRIDOR.

The two firemen see 8 wall of fire and debris coming straight at them. They barely have
time 10 scream. It enguifs them -

L
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EXT. FIRE STATION. NIGHT.
The whole fire house lifts off the ground! The explosion takes fire engines, helicopters
and men with it,
INT. FIRE HOUSE. CENTRAL HALL.
The central atrium is filled with {iremen. A whirhing tomado of flame picks them up and
rockets them skywards, into oblivion. Floor after floor impacts on each other,
disintegrating.
EXT. FIRE STATION. NIGHT.

The fire house shatters into a million pieces.

EXT. ROAD. NIGHT.

The blast from the explosion washes over Montag - he’s of{ the ladder. scrambling along
the side of the fire truck towards the driver's door Earl stands on the platform at the back
of the racing engine staring. wide-eyed. at a growing fire-ball.

INT. DRIVER'S CABIN. NIGHT.

Montag swings'through the window and takes over the wheel from Jinx -

MONTAG
Keep working on The Hound.

Jinx heads back into the truck.
EXT. SKY. NIGHT.

The fireball rises up higher, nght in front of the Eye, We look down - other fire engines.
heading towards Mumcipal Plaza change course. Sirens screaming, they chase the single
fire truck heading for The Wall,
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INT. DRIVER'S CABIN. NIGHT.

Montag steery the truck onto the cement parapet on top of The Wall. He hits the brakes .

EXT. THE WALL. NIGHT.

Jinx orders The Hound off the back of the truck - he helps Clarisse. Faber and Earl onto
its back. Montag runs round the side of the truck, carrving a swag of equipment belts and
other equipment. He throws them on board The Hound -

MONTAG
(to Jinx)
Is this gong to work?

JINX
1 hope so.

Montag looks along The Wall - other fire engincs have hit the parapet road and are racing
towards them.

MONTAG
Hit i

They climb on The Hound's back. Jinx enters commands into the remote -

THE HOUND'S POV

Thousands of lines of data fly through. It's eyes scan back and forth - in brilliant colors.
The Wall, the fire engines racirg closer, the endless water. The data keeps whirling past.
EXT. THE WALL. NIGHT.

Montag looks at the fire trucks coming nearer... nearer. Another few seconds and it'll be
too late, He tums 10 Jinx -

MONTAG
Try it again!

Jinx lifts the remote, about to try re-programming it. Suddenly The Hound risés uponits
legs. It bounds four quick paces across the parapet wall - and jumps!

P.54
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EXT. MID-ARR NIGHT.

The Hound sails through the air. down towards the water.

EXT. THE WALL. NIGHT.

The fire trucks skid to a stop. The firemen spill out. running to the edge of The Wall,
looking down. Splash! The Hound glides into a Janding.

" EXT. ON THE HOUND. NIGHT.

Montag; finx, Faber, Clunsse and Earl cling tn the strange craft. It stans to power actﬁss
the water, away from The Wall.

Montag looks back - the firemen are hining The Wall, some crouching, aiming bolt guns.
A red dot - 4 laser sight - hits the metal body of The Hound. The red dot nses up unul it
stops square on Faber's back - that's where the bolt will hit!

Montag screams a wamning. Faber tumns, confused. Montag hears the sharp crack of the
weapon. The red dot doesn't waver - Montag throws himself forward, between the bolt
and Faber, covering Faber with his body.

The red dot 15 on Montag s shoulder. Smash! The bolt, trailing its thin wire, slams
through his flesh and into the bone. Montag screams!

The fireman on The Wall hits rewind - Montag ts jerked to the back of The Hound. Faber.

Clarisse and Jinx try to grab hum. Too late! They can't hold him - he's pulled into the
water, being hauled back towards The Wall. Faber screams at Jinx «

FABER
Tum 1t round! Tum around’

EXT. IN THE WATER. NIGHT.

Montag 1s in the water, his shoulder a cauldran of pain, being dragged backwards. He
looks back at The Hound - it's slowing as Jinx works the remote -

MONTAG
No! Keep going!
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EXT. ON THE HOUND. NIGHT.

Bam! Bam! Two more balts hit the metal skin. just missing them. Jinx looks up at The
Wall - more firemen are starting to fire. Montag is still yelling at them - keep going!

Jinx hits the remote commander, powering up The Hound. It moves forward, gathering
speed. Jinx, Faber, Clarisse and Earl stare back at their friend - alone in the water,
struggling. They keep looking «t him -

EXT. IN THE WATER. NIGHT.

Montag is being hauled closer and closer to The Wall but he doesn't take his eyes off the
four of them on The Hound. They move out of range of the weapons, getting smaller,
heading into the distance. Montag starts to cheer - 3 single, uplifting voice in the
darkness. He hits The Wall. The tircmen lower haoks, snaring his clothes to drag him up.

EXT. FIRE STATION. EARLY MORNING.

Construction cranes tower over Municipal Plaza. Teams of workmen move back and
forth - a new fire station is almost finished: Engine Company 38 is rising out of the ruins.
Almost a year has passed - super the title:

March 24, 2036
6.14am, Frydy

INT. FIRE STATION. EARLY MORNING.

The building 1s already being used by the Fire Department - clerks, researchers and
firemen move through the central hall, dodging workmen and contractors. We don't
recognize any of them - all the old Company 38 men are dead or gone.

On the far side of Level One - in long shot, his back to us - is a janitor wiping down the
lockers. He's got buzz-cut hair. a perfectly-pressed fireman's uniform, an equipment belt
around his waist, It holds Windex, a squeegee, garbage bags...

A fireman passing @ window glunces out. Suddenly he stops and yells -

FIREMAN
Captain. Captain!
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EXT. FIRE STATION. EARLY MORNING.

Men on cranes stop their work - they stare down. Construction workers forget their tools
and move forward -

ONT. FIRE STATION. WINDOWS.

Firemen and workers crowd the windows. staring out, nervous. They turn towards the
front door -

Now we see what they re looking at. Coming into the building is The Hound. It's more
battered and repaired, like it's been through the wars, and it sports several new
attachments but it's got the same old growl - the low electronic sizzle deep in its throat.
Everyone - firemen, clerks and contractors - backs away.

The Hound moves across the central hall. the crowd folding back before it, giving it
room. Only one person hasn't moved - the janitor. He's still got his back to us, polishing
the lockers. The Hound is heading tewards him -

INT. FIRE STATION. LOCKERS.

The janitor tums - it's Montag. They seat him away for re-education and this is all that's
left. He starts polishing harder, trying 1o ignore what's going on.

The Hound stops next to him. Montag doesn't look at it. It nudges him - then again
Montag turns - he sees the whole place crowded, watching him. The Hound pushes him,
making him walk. Montag slots his squeegee and Windex into his equipment beli. The
Hound, loping at his side, guides him towards the doors.

Everyone watches. The Hound's eyes scan back and forth - searching, assessing, prying.
Anybody tries anything - it will kill them. Montag shuffles on, up to the doors -
EXT. FIRE STATION. EARLY MORNING.

The construction workers peer down from their vantage points. The windows of the fire
station are crowded. They sec The Hound and Montag come out of the building.

The Hound ..mps. An articulated jib shoots out from its side. It locks around Montag's
waist and swings him onto its back. Holding him there, it takes one leap... two... and is
flying across the plaza, towards The Wall.
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EXT. REAR OF FIRE STATION. EARLY MORNING.

Three fire engines roar out of the gurages, heading off in pursuit.

EXT. THE WALL. EARLY MORNING.

The Hound caces up a ramp and onto the parapet on top of The Wall. Dead ahesd. a man
waits for them. He's dressed in military-style overalls, huir slicked back, a line of stubble
on his chin. He's fully recovered from his wounds - he looks great. It's Jinx.

The Hound stops in front of him. He smiles. eager to see his old friend -

JIINX
Montag!

There's no reply. Jinx walks round to face him Now he realizes what they did. Montag
stares back - simple, decent - but no xign he recognizes Jinx. The two men look at one
another. then Jinx puts his arms around him. Whatever else has happened, he knows thns
man and he knows what he did. He blinks back tears and swings himself on board.

Jinx looks along the parapet - fire trucks have are rounng towards them. Jinx operates the
remote commander. The Hound tums and leaps off The Wall, towards the water.

The fire trucks stop. Men run 10 the edge of The Wall. The sun is rising, flooding the
water with streaks of gold. The men look out at The Hound and its two passengers
heading across the water. Nobody raises 3 weapon. We hold on their faces - somebody
came back... there is something out there. We pull away from them, higher and higher -

EXT. OUTER SPACE.
The fight of a distant sun caiches an awesome, majestic planet. Earth. In the middle of the
ocean is a perfectly square are3 of land. And as we nise higher, the earth siowly tums on

its ax1s, as it has since time immemonial,

The hght of the sun sweeps across it and we see another Jand, a different country. Montag
was night - there is hope.

THE END
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